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The Parable
of the
Prodigal Son

PART ONE

And he said, "There was a man who had two sons; and the younger of
them said to his father, “Father, give me the share of
property that falls to me." And he divided his living between

them. Not many days later, the younger son gathered all he
had and took his journey into a far country, and there he
squandered his property in loose living. And when he had
spent everything, a great famine arose in that country, and he
began to be in want. So he went and joined himself to one of

the citizens of that country, who sent him into his fields to feed
swine. And he would gladly have fed on the pods that the swine ate;
and no one gave him anything. But when he came to himself he said,
"How many of my father's hired servants have bread enough and to
spare, but | perish here with hunger! | will arise and go to my father, and
I will say to him, "Father, | have sinned against heaven and before
you; | am no longer worthy to be called your son; treat me as one of
your hired servants.” And he arose and came to his father. But
while he was yet at a distance, his father saw him and had
compassion, and ran and embraced him and kissed him. And the
son said to him, “Father, | have sinned against heaven and before
you; | am no longer worthy to be called your son.' But the father said
to his servants, "Bring quickly the best robe, and put it on him; and
put a ring on his hand, and shoes on his feet; and bring the fatted
calf and kill it, and let us eat and make merry; for this my son was
dead, and is alive again; he was lost, and is found.' And they began
to make merry."
-LUKE 15:11-24

Several years ago | once set my little son down in
front of a large mirror. At first he did not recognize himself
because he was still too young. He quite obviously enjoyed
seeing the small image that smiled at him from this glass
wall. But all of a sudden the expression
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on his little face changed as he began to recognize the similarity of the
motions and he seemed to be saying, "That's me!"

The same thing may happen to us when we hear this story. We
listen to it at firstasif it were an interesting tale with which we ourselves
have nothing to do. A rather odd but fascinating fellow, this prodigal
Undoubtedly true to life, undoubtedly a definite type of persbom we
have all met at some time or other. And certainly we ar@bjective
enough to feel a bit of sympathy with him.

Until suddenlyour face may change too, and we are compelleshtq
"There | am, actually. This is I." All of a sudden we have idetithe
hero of this tale and now we can read the whole story ifittsieperson.
Truly this is no small thrill. This is the way we must move back and
forth until we have identified ourselves with the many peoph®
surrounded Jesus. Faslong as we fail to recognizeurselvesn these
people we fail to recognize therd. A landscape painter movabout from
one spot to another until he discovers the right perspeétivehis
picture. There is no value in his pedaling through the tighntry
until he spies the outline of a sn@apped peak between ti@etops and
then says, "This is the Santis," and immediately dismoantssets up his
easel. No. From this point the outline of the Santsoisindefined that it
might just as well be some other mountain. ahist must rather search
for a long time until he has fourttie spotfrom which he can see all the
characteristic features of this mountairhat is the only way it will be
recognized and the only way to avoid tenger of people's saying that his
picture is an imaginary landscape or confusing the painted Saithis
some other mountain.

So we too must search for the right vantage point from whicbanesee
the Lord rightly and without distortion, and not in such a wheat he can
be confused with all kinds of other people, heroes, mmathers, or
founders ofreligions. Now, the best thing to do is alwagstake up your
position at exactly the same spot where one ofpéisons who meet
him or appear in his parables stands; to stand, for. example, where John is in
prison, addressing doubting questions to linthe Canaanite woman, who
desires nothing of him but the crumibsit fall from the Lord's table, or the
rich young ruler, who will noforsake the god Mammon and so goes away
unblessed.

When we do this we make a remarkable discovery: in all these figares
suddenly find ourselves gazing at our own portrait. In every one of these
stories we find sketched out the ground plan of our own life prodigal
sonthis is I, this is you! And the fathehis is our Fathein heaven
who is waiting for us. But noior a moment we must stand here before
this mirror and get the image very clearly in our mindsthst we can
say from the bottom of our hearts, "This is I."

The first thing we are told about this young man is that he is a "child in
the house," a child ithe house of his father. At first to the
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son this is far too natural and mattdrcourse for him to be able to notice it
himself. He accepts it as perfectly natural that he, the stimedbrd of the
manor, should be the leader in all the boys' games.adeepts the role
almost automatically. But one day he hears one ofchimpanions say,
"Ah, if | were only a nobleman's son, a king's gastfor onehour! But |
am only a poor boy and | never knew fayher."

And when he hears this, all of a sudden it is no longer a matteruo$e
to this son that he should be a child in the house. Sudden$gdwthe
house and his comrades and even the father with newAdyesall, it might
not have been so, fiteednot have been this wafhere is no reason why |
should deserve, he says to himself, to becthi&d in this house and not a
servant. And exactly in the same waysitoy no means whatsoever a self
evident thing that wes Christians should be the childref our Father in
heaven and that we shoulthve peace. It could very well {iedeed,
according to the laws of ouratural existence, it must necessarilythat
we should think of owselvesas being surrounded and imprisoned by the
sinister serpent dflidgard, or pursued by the avenging Furies, or delivered
over tonothingness. It is absolutehpta matter of course that all this should
not be true and that we may have a home, an eternal security.

But for the young man in our parable this is only a ipgssiood. Often
the old man gets on his nerves. Why can't a fellow be hisows? Don't do
this and don't do that. Always coming around with éerlasting "Thou
shalt not"; always jerking the leash and whistlinigléow back. Even those
"children" Adan and Eve may often havebadled at this when they were
still in Paradise, in the "Father's hous&Hhere, too, was the prohibiting
sign, "Thou shalt not," and vergpecifically placed on the tree of life with
all the dark allurements @b mysteries. fere for the first time appeared that
annoying limitdion: so far and no farther. "And you call this freedom;
always trippingover barriers and signboards; how is a person going to be
able to deelop and live his own life with the old man constantly gieg in
with his house rules?" Just so have Adam and Eve and all thedireil
and children's children sighed and groaned again and again.

The Father, of course, thinks otherwise about this. He does notbii
forbid in order to "play the Lord" (why shid he need to?) or tplay
tricks on his children or even to give them "inferiority feelings." No, he knows
that children need this kind of guidance and needdpeet boundaries. We
all know the educational product of parent$ho have trained their
children in "freedom," and what unbearalidleats they can turn out to
be-not only unbearable to others but aksdurden to themselves, sick of
themselves and at odds with themselwdterly unhappy in this fictitious
freedom that knows no fear, no resree, no limits.
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Surely the father and son in the parable must have talked about this
many times. The son would say, "Father, | want to be independent.
must give me m freedom. | can't go on listening to this eveilagt' Thou
shalt' and 'Thou shalt not." And the Father repliddy dear boy, do
you really think you have no freedom? After all, you are the child in the house,
you can come to me any time you wish, od can tell me anything and
everything that troubles you. Many a perseould be happy to have such a
son's privilegelsn't that freedom®ook, my whole kingdom belongs to you. |
love you and | give yoyour daily bread, | forgive your trespasses with jo
whenever you bring to me the burdens of your heart. You are quite free and
subject to nmne; you don't have to account to anybody except me. And yet
you complain that you are not free."

And the son flares up and says, "No, father, to be honest withl you,
don't care a hoot about all that. | can't stand this constant training. For me
freedom means to be able to do what | want to do." And the fgthetty
replies, "And for me freedom means that you should beeana¢ you ought
to be. You should not, faxample, become a servarfityour desires, a slave
to your ambition, to your need for recognitigour love of Mammon, your
blase intellectual boredoiwh, | could go on adding to the list. (For when
it comes to a man's desires and drivas physicabndmental drives, he has
a full inventory of them.JThat's why | forbid you so many things. Not to
limit your freedom but justhe opposite, in order that you may remain free
of all this, that youmay become worthy of your origin and be free for
sonship, jusbecausg/ou are a king's son. Don't you understand that it is
lovethat is behinany bidding and forbidding?"

But the son leaves the room grumbling and slams the door. Nattelly,
knows that the father is right. But he can't use this rightness IHewas
other plans and what his father says does not suit him noeedt not fit in
with the wayhewants to live. It is too terribly narrofor him. Outside the
mysteries of life are beckoning, his pulses areibgaind his passions are
seething. The elaental force of healthvitality is straining to overflow
its banks. Isn't it right to let all thigetout and express itself?

The son has a dreadful fear that he will not taste life to the full, that he
may miss something. "Is that bad?" he asks hifr(et he is not abad
fellow at heart). He feels a tremendous urge to live anéteady to
fight for it and carry it out. "Even if it means stoppiag nothing, so
be it. I'll show them what | can do and what good thelia ime, and bad
too; I'll showthem my creative powers, my passiossgd my kingly urge to
assert myself."

And ashe is thinking all of this the face of his father appears todgain.

And, though he thinks he is only affirming life by wanting all
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these things, he still has the vague feeling that his father's face would
condemn him.

But he does not give in that easily. "l want all this ustce; thenl'll
come back. Jusince let my body have its flig,one ecstasy. Afteall,
you must be able to do thiato, otherwise a fellow is not a ‘realan' and
never develops his full potential. Then ldbme back! kknow that a
man has to have a home somewhere and that onesepaitate oneself
from one's rots. But nownow | need a break, whetecan be beyond
good and evil, where neither God, devil, father, navther matters;
otherwise I'll miss the boat to life. Thewhen I'mold and the wild
oats have been sown, I'll come back; then I'll be gddut. for the
time beingthank GodlI'm a long way from a coronargr any other
kind of seizure."

So he says, and he still has no intention of being a rascal, but only a
fellow who is alive to life. And now | ask for the first time: Haven't we
all felt this at ondime? Do we not hear our own voices in the bialgr
of this soul?Again the son appears in his father's offiResolutely he says,
"Tomorrow I'm going away to be my own boss. Pay me my irduecié."
Perhaps at the next meal there is a family disooss this"nastybusiness
at the office." And perhaps the boy's uncle is there, or theokinguncular
friend of the family who knows life and the worltie defends the
young man. "After all, it's a good thing for a young marsow his wild
oats. A margrows up when he gets away from hoi®are, he'll get into
some messes; you have to expect that if yoa'heiman being with
any adventure in you. But the main thing is whetherwriggles out
of them. Then he'll know what life is and he'll Benan. Youhave to
risk boys to get men. Better get into troubled out of it-than stay at
home like a good, innocent mamma's boy:WHhat?" breaks in the
older brother, the one who appears at theddritle parable. "You say it's
a healthy thing to leave one's fattandgo bumming around in all the
sinks and dives of the world? Surely, itl®e worst mistake a man
could make to cut himself off from his root®lently separate himself from
what he is bound to with all the fibes§ his being, and even cut looserfr
hisfather! God help him, if heeally goes. But he doesn't want any help."
That is what the family says and that is what the children ofwbikl say
when they answer this agéd human question and neveome to any
agreement on itAnd now they dllook at the father. How will he
solve the problem?And the father says not a word. He goes to the safe,
gets the moneyand without a word pays out the boy's share of the
inheritance. He doasot force the son to stay at home. He must have
his freedom God
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forces nobody. He did not force Adam and Eve to refrain from simatch
at the forbidden fruit.

Then, wordless, the father watches the departing son.

| imagine thatashe stands there in silence a deep affliction shadhisvs
face and that in itself is eloquent. | am sure he is not thinkingtteat
boy will grow more mature in the far country. He is asking @hgious
question: How will he come back?

The father will keep the son in his thoughts. He will wait for laind

never sbp watching for him. Every step he takes will give hian.

For the father knows better than this son who sets out, happy and
lighthearted, on his chosen life. But the voice of his father in his heart
will follow him wherever he goes.

So now the son camavhat he wants.

He lives in grand style; he has friends, of both sexes. Peoplaround to

look at him on the street when he appears in his brilliant new wardrobe.
The house he rents has taste and is better than @wstday he sums up

his new life: ke has a following, he has developtdte and culture, he

is making an impressieaven though everythingeems mysteriously to
run through his fingers.

There is one thing about his situation, of course, that he cannébakver
(but he does!), and that tisat everything he has came from father. But
he uses it allvithout taking him into account. His bodwhich he adorns
and uses, which so many are in love witlat camefrom him. His
possessions, money, clothes, shoes, food, and-ihérgkoo came fom his
father, gained from the capital he gave to him.tHamselves they are
good things; otherwise the father would not hgiven them to him. Buas
he uses them they become his undoing, for he uses them for himself, he uses
themwithoutthe father.

So all this becomes mysteriously changed. His body becomes a vehicle
uncontrolled passions; he becomes something completely diffevemtvhat
he expected from his former radiant vitality. And hikdritance, the dower
of his father? It makes him sofiives him delsions of greatness, diverts
him, and makes him dependent upon the people he thinks he can "buy"
with it. (For he knows very well that tHeve of his friends and the regard
of his fellow men, which he values sauch, would soon cool if he ave
obliged to cut down his standard b¥ing and no longer had power,
buying power, that is.) Somehowuyzzlingly and oppressively, everything
is changed. Sometimes he ewg®ts no pleasure from the delights he could
secure with his fathertsapital.

After all, he can't keep on sipping tall cool ones from his refrigerator, that
dream appliance of modern civilization. A man gets fed up. tBen
everything goes so horribly flat. Where will this aimless boretiad me? A
man can't spend all his time stayiat a television screen.
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Oh, the horrible hours afterward, the hideous emptiness which wérieave
to forget for a little while with these optical delusions.

Again this text catches at us and we feel thatwehearing a padf
our own biography. But it also grasps at our whole generation.

Is not Europe, is not the Christian Western world on this sameafad
separation from its origin and the source of its blessings? Who koaays
the peace of the pateahhome, of which Matthias Claudiwsang in his
evening song, when the whole world lay at rest in the loditkde Lord and
he caught the vision of that "quiet room where ymay sleep away and forget
the day's distress"? Are we not in dangdreihg stuclwith our freezers and
television setshot that they are baid themselves but because we have made
them into a delusive kind of stuffing to fill up our emptied and peaceless lives?
And meanwhile waare still impressed by all this blowrp nothingness
andmany everindulge the illusion that when "X day" comes we shall
be able toimpress the invading Communists with all these gimcracks. | am
afraid the Communists will hold their noses at the vdmelling
wealth of theman who has squandered the Father'stalapnd goes
blabbing aroundh battlefield with a few decayed Christian ideas. Europe,
the ChristianWest, threatens to become something impossible to believe.

True, everything we have comes from our Father, our ability, our
industry, our technical knosow. But when we use it without hinshen
we treat itaspaid-out capital which we can uses we please, decays in
our hands.

Take ourreason, for example. It is the supreme gift with which the
Father has endowed us, the endowment which really distirgguisgfrom the
animals. By nature it is the organ of "perception” which is attuned to his
eternal Word. But when did that curious reversal occur that made reason
make us "more beastly than any beast"? Havalhthe arguments against
God, philosophicaland otherwise, beefinanced out of this capital of
reason, which has now become a DR itfar country"? Are not the torture
methods of the GPU and Gestagimply excesses of this exceedingly acute
reason which was given to bg the Father and then misds?

And when the great physicists and scientists of our time repeatadyre
up in horror the vision of Goethe's sorcerer's apprenticetheeg not
expressing something like what the prodigal son felt when his
capital had dwindled away? Isn't this whhey are saying: We are #te
end of our reason and that which the Father once gavéillsthe
earth and subdue itis now turning against us! God changed ¢tnsative
energy into substance and we are changing this substancentmddind
energy!

And what about ourart? Cannot art, too, become a squandered
inheritance when the design of creation is no longer reflected and,
asit were, focused and concentrated in the work of art? How is the artist
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to capture the mystery of beiimgform if he no longer knows thtboughts of
the Creator and his very theme has escaped him? Isvimadt has been
described with the (admittedly too prejudiced) cptotase, "loss of the
center," an index to the fact that this theme leen squandered®es not
art then become merely the expressiowliof dreams, the dreams of a man
who seems to be saying almost fmutd, "I must say something, but what is
there to talk about?"

Are not these the dreams of a homeless man who has lost his
Father,a man wl goes plodding down the endless street because the
windowsof the Father's house no longer shine above him? A man who since
he lost his wholeness no longer has a whole and healthy world?

But I should not wish to be thought only a negative critic ofatkist. For
the same thing could surely happen to this artist, who, #neemgh he is on
the wrong track as he stumbles confusedly downdtraet, may still be a
great and honest artist, happened when Jesuoeet the rich young ruler.
What happened thenas that "Jesus, loolg upon him, loved him." But
the very moment in which he would let Jesus look upon him so, he would
suddenly realize how far away is theuntry he is dreaming in and what a
home is awaiting him.

Of course, the artist dare not merédpricate this whole and irgeated
world; he dare not be a hypocrite and act as if he were skitbrat in the
world of Joseph Haydn or Adalbert Stifter. After all, gredigal son cannot
act as if he were still at home either. On the taary, he desrves all
respect when he honestly despairs, when he tballéar country by its right
name, as existentialism does, and wherfashions works of art in the far
country. But how much he would gain if he would only allow himself to be
told that the Fatheis waiting forhim! Reason and art, too, can come home
again and find fulfilmenbeneath the eternal eyes.

Every age has its own peculiar "far country," and so has ourshede
estrangements, in whatever age they occur, have certain cofaatanes.

It is true that we work with the Father's capital, with emergy and
ambition, our highly developed reason, our technical skills, ability to

be inspired by great things and great id&as after all, these are all
things which the Father has given &ait we use themvithout him,even
though we may still have moments when we &dout providence and the
Almighty. That's why we get nowher&hat's why our capital keeps
constantly dwindling. That's why what we possess explodes in our hands.
That's whyit cripples us. That's whnodem man has bad dreamssasn as
he is alone and has a littiene for reflection. That's why heasto turn on
the radio or run tahe movies to divert himself. It's true, isn't it: this is the
portrait of usall that presemt itself here; this is the portrait of our whole
era?

And yet this is the way it is: the more unhappy and lost the son feels
the more he celebrates, the more he throws himself into the company of
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his "friends; the more he diverts himself. "He diverts himselfé
know what that means. More than anything else it means that heocan
longer be alone; he must have something going on around\tiatt. did we
say? Hecannot be alone; hemust have diversion. Andone dy this
realization must have struck the prodigal son tocstfikes us all at some
time or other, when God is so gracioasto remove the blinkers from
our eyes.) But when heannotand therére must,then he is no longer
free! No, God knows, he isah free. This is the great new thing that
suddenly dawns upon himim who, after all, set out to be free, free above
all from his father.

He isboundto his homesickness, sommeistamuse himself.

He isboundto urges, so hmustsatisfy them.

He isboundto a grand style of living and therefore ¢ennotlet it go. He
would be prepared to lie and cheat and disregard every rgsotlition, so
spellbound is he by his standard of living.

That's what freedom looks like outside the Father's hetsée
bound,to haveto do this and that, to be undarspell,to be compelledto
pursue the path he has chosen by an inexorable law. His friends and
others when they look at him think: "What an imposing, free man, so
independent of his otherwise very influential oldninble pays nattention to
principles or education; he's the very type of the sovereign “superman,' the
prototype of autonomy."

But he, the prodigal son, who sees his condition from the inside, knows
differently. The world outside sees only the facade whdt is put in the
show window of this botchedp life. Buthe hears the rattlef the invisible
chains in which he walks and they are beginningnttke him groan. But
nobody helps him and nobody really knows hidmly the distant father, who
watched him g away, knows.

And so it goes on from bad to worse. He loses his possessionsntfalls
destitution, and finally has to hire himself out to a farstés fellow
who never before was dependent upon any man, subject only to his father. He
becomes subject tmen. He has to work somewheretlire fields. His life is
worse than that of the cattle whose feed he wdddglad to share if
somebody would only give it to him. Naturally bemplains but nobody pays
any attention. Now he is under a mastéiman,” whohas no interest in him,
for whom he hardly exists. Now fdine first time he begins to realize what it
means not to be with thather, no more to be a son. So this is the end of
his freedom, hisautonomy, and whatever other glittering terms one may
use.

The fact is, of course, that we are always subjecntomaster. Either to
God, and then we are in the Father's house, possessifrgagtiem of the
children of God, sons and not servants, with consteeess to the Father. Or
we are subject to our urgemd therefore toourselves, subject to our
dependence on men, subject to our feeith which our hearts are always
well suppliedour worries, our Mammon.
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There is no such thing as neutrality between these two mastersveAnd
beginto surmise what Luther was saying when he spoke diwmian lifeas
a battlefield between these two masters. We aremasters at all, as the
prodigal son wanted to be; we are only "béiglds" between the real
masters. In other words, the questionfaeeis whether we want to be the
child of the one or the slave of the other.

"I wanted to be free," says the prodigal son to himpelthaps he
cries it aloud, "I wanted to become myself; and | thought | wouldajet
this by cutting myself off from myather and my roots, fool thatam! |
have found nothing but chains." And bitter laughter goedram the
pigsty.

That he should have wanted to separate himself from his father now
seems jusasridiculousasthat a person should fret over being depsmd
on air and then hold his breath in order to assert his freedontavfet
with impunity-actually, without being utterly fooliskeparateourselves
from the element in which we live and have our being.céret take God off
aswe would take off a shirt. @ separate ourselvésom the Father is at
bottom not merely "unbelief" at all, but simptiie most monstrous kind
of silliness. Does not mankind often prestirg spectacle of a Mardi Gras
parade, reeling about like a man who leashis balance and Higarings?

And now this is the point to which the prodigal son has come. déomes
the great crisis in his life. Now he is in a fever to get home. Nenig ready to
turn around and look at himself.

| wonder whether we can visualize this turn in his lifere/ hemust first
have been disgusted with himself. And this disgust gaeWe saw in his
mind's eye the pinnacles of his father's house, whichakelost and upon
which he no longer had any claim. He knows herfwasght to sonship. But
now, ashe ranembers his father's face whenléi, suddenly, despite all the
justified scruples, he knows that his fatiemwaiting for him. Andashe
looks at his empty hands, even thoughréalizes that he is too ashamed
even to lift up his eyes to his father, kows, he is sure that his father is
waiting for him.

In Wilhelm Raabe's4s» Telfan the wise mother, Claudine, says, "My
son, there is one bell that rings above all the tinkling cymbaltgVe all the
tintinnabulation of the far country. This bell hadveequite ceased to ring
in his life. And this bell he now listens to afotlows.

The repentance of the lost son is therefore not something mexghtive.

In the last analysis it is not merely disgust; it is abovéhathesickness;

not just turning awayrom something, but turning back home. Whenever the
New Testament speaks of repentance, always the great joy is in the
background. It does not say, "Repent or hell wilallow you up," but
"Repent, thekingdomof heaven isat hand."When the son thinksehhas
come to the end of his road, then God

The Parable o f the Prodigal SossrT onE 27

really begins with his way. This end, from man's point of view, tisl
beginning, from God's point of viethis is repentance. Disgustith
himself could never helhim. It might perhaps have madeihilist of

him, but in no case would it have shown him the way Ihecke. No, it's the

other way round; it was because the father and the father's house loomed up
before his soul that he became disgusted wmithself, and therefore it
became a salutary disgust, a disgust thratught him home. It was the
father's influence from afar, a byproduaft sudden realization of where he
really belonged. So it was not becatlse far country made him sick that

he turned back homelt was rather that the consciousness of home
disgusted him with the farcountry, actually made him realize what
estrangement and lostness is. So it was a godly grief that came over him and
not that worldly griefvhich produces death (Il Cor. 7:10).

And row the lost son arises and goes home. In all his rags he tdares
approach the father's house. How will the father receive him? rBue
important, what will he himself say when suddenly he is thef@re the
father again? Will he say, "Father, | grew maanature irthe far country.
Father, I've grown up, | have suffered and atonedaflomy sins; | have a
claim on your acceptance. | accepted the riskfefand in good and evil |
have been a man. Now you must takeimé'm at the end of my resources!
Is this the way the lost son wiipeak when he meets his father?

Andre Gide, the French writer (along with many other thinkde&es
this point of view. He invents another ending to the parabletasdthe
returned prodigal sending his brother oubitite far countrgo that he, too,
can "grow up" and mature. What Gide is really sayimthat it was good
for the lost son to be lost for a while. It was good for him to sin. After all, a
person has to go through this kind of thiAgd one must have trepurage to
renounce God in order that one nisg/accepted by him afterward. The son
has simply experienced to the full the fruitful polarity of life.

But Jesus' parable says nothing about all this. The son who heamme
says only, "Father, | have sinnegbinst heaven and before yoWhat he is
saying is, "Father, | have no claim on you whatsoever."

The fact that the lost son was taken back again is not attributahle to
greater maturity, but solely to the miracle of God's love. Hemaa has no
claim whatsoever upon God. Here a man can onlyshmrised and
seized by God. It is the amazing, gracious mystery of God's love that he seeks
the lost and heaven rejoices over one sinfter repents.

But now we face one last question. Where does Jesus Chuéstrapthis
story, or, if there are no direct traces in the story, where argomg to

place him? Is not the Father, of and by himself, so altogé&ihelly and
well disposed that he is ready to forgive? Why, then, do we
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needthe Cross, why do we need any mediatorship and reconciletitithe
whole of Christology? Does not this story, jastit standshave about it a
divine simplicity; and is it not a fact that there is @hbrist in it?

We are not the first to ask this gties.

In any case, there is one thing we have seen, and that is thanlyis
because heaven and the Father were open and receptive to him that the lost
son was able to come home at all and be reconciled. vdfigethe best he
could have done (that isf he had not become utterlgbdurate, a
complete nihilist) would have been to pull himself togettaad
assume some sort of attitude. But the torments inside would-&@aened.

His conscience would have gone on accusing him betieattloak of his
assuned attitude.

But Jesus wants to show us that this is not the case and that wieeshall
givena completdiberation. "You are right," he says, "you are ldkyou

look only to yourselves. Who is there who haslied, murderedcommitted
adultery? Who desnot have this possibility lurking in hikeart? You are
right when you give yourself up as lost. But look, neamething has
happened that has nothing to do with your attitudesdl,agomething that is
simply given to you. Now the kingdom of Gaésl anong you, now the
father's house is wide open. And am the door, | am the way, | am
the life, | am the hand of the Father. M&o sees me sees the Father.
And what do you see when you see nfe® see one who came to you down
in the depths where you coufetver rise to the heights. You see that God
'so' loved the world that heelivered me, his Son, to these depths, that it
cost him something thelp you, that it cost the very agony of God, that
God had to do sontiging contrary to his own being to dealtwiyour sin,

to recognize thehasm between you and himself and yet bridge it over.
All this yousee when you look at me!"

So Jesus, who tells this parable, is pointing to himself, betteelnes
and back of every word. If this were just anyone tellisgthisstory of the
good and kindly Father we could only laugh. We cauidy say, "How do
you know there is a God who seeks me, who takes any interest in my lostness,
who, indeed, suffers because of me? Whyyou tell such nursery tales? |
there is &od, he has enough to tiokeep the planets moving. And perhaps
if he has nothing better tdo, he may sometimes take pleasure in an
upstanding man or a greéeroic act. But run after the lost like the
Salvation Army? Some God!"

Or another says, "Whatarou saying? God intervene with forgive
ness and a new beginning? No, God does nothing but carry oetetinal
law of sin and atonement. ‘God' is only another word folla¥wveof justice
and retribution, because every sin has to be paid f@aoth. That's what
concerns God, my friend, not forgiveness!" And,
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indeed, this is what we should all have to say if just anybody wiak ts of
such a Father.

But this is not just "anybody." This is Jesus Christgalf who isspeaking.
And he is not merely telling us about this Father; the Fatheself isin
him. He is not merely imagining a picture of an allegedven that is open to
sinners; in him the kingdom is actually in tmédst of us. Does he not eattfwi
sinners? Does he not seek out the st not with us when we die and leave
all others behind? Is he nibte light that shines in the darkness? Is he not the
very voice of theFather's heart that overtakes us in the far country and
tells us thatincredibly joyful news, "You can come home. Come home!"?

The ultimate theme of this story, therefore, is not the prodigajbut
the Father who finds us. The ultimate theme is not the faithlesshessn,
but the faithfulness of God.

And this is also thesason why the joyful sound of festivity ringst from this
story. Wherever forgiveness is proclaimed there is joyfastive garments.
We must read and hear this gospel stasjt wasreally meant to be: good
news! News so good that we should ndwaveimagined it. News that would
stagger us if we were able to hearfor the first timeas a message that
everything about God is so completely different from what we thought or
feared. News that he haent his Son to us and is inviting us to share in
an wnspeakable joy.

The ultimate secret of this story is this: There is a homecoming falt
because there is a home.
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house, he heard musindadancing. And he called one of the servanis asked
him what this meant. And he said to him, “Your brother has cangeyour father
has killed the fatted calf, because he has received hirasdfeound.' But he was
angry and refused to go in. His fat came out an@ntreated him, but he
answered his father, 'Lo, these many years | ameed you, and | never disobeyed
your command; yet you never gave midd that | might make merry with my
friends. But when this son of yowame, who has devourgdur living with
harlots, you killed for him théatted calfl' And he said to him, “Son, you are always
with me, and all that is mine is yours. It was fitting to make merry and be glad, for this
your
brother was dead, and is alive; he was lost, and isiféun

-LUKE 15:2532

Anybody who has even a modicum of appreciation of the art of
storytelling senses a complete change of atmosphere in this secoraf part
our parable. In the first half it is all dramatic movement. Thera is
struggle between father andars until this son gets his own way and
departs into the far country. After the young man has had his moafient
freedom, everything that happens later happagsst must happen.lt
proceeds with fateful cogency and inevitability down to the hastery
of the pigsty. And in it all | recognize myself, | recognize, sspeak, the
blueprint of my own life.

At one moment we are free and masters of our own resolutionghBut
door slams behind us and then of necessity we are compelled to walk
down an endlessorridor; or, like the lost son, we are caughtarsnare
of guilt and guilt repeated that we can no longer cope with.

But then in the very midst of this law of guilt and retribution a great
miracle happens: the lost son is allowed to come home. Henbex
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free again. Again he becomes a child, a son. And as his chains fall
clattering to the floor the house of the father is filled with exultant joy
over this one who has come back.

And if you survey thiscourse of the story's action you see that heee
are confronted with passionate, dramatic tensions; the wild, lbegd
catastrophic fall of a man and his being graciously caught upeatast
moment. Here we see the wrongheadedness of our lifemtdmg wrong
turnings, and here we also see the everlasting arms hblak us up
through it all. Here in a compass almost incredibly poessed
practically all the ultimate problems of human life are plumbed.

The second part of the parable, on the other handwhich the
elder brother has the center of the stage, seems by contrast to be a bit
dull and humdrum. The story actually has no proper ending at all. It
seemsat first reading at leasto run on somewhat forlornly and
endlessly.

The man who occupies theenter here does not live "dangerously.”
Nor does he get what Sartre calls "dirty hands." When a man is good
and remains faithful to the father he has played it safe.

Undoubtedly there are many people today, young and old, who live
their lives quite diffeently from the elder brother and therefore would
much more readily recognize themselves in the image of the younger
brother. Perhaps they have no time, or in any case think they have no
time, to devote to the ultimate things of our life. Each day they tide
carrousel of their round of business, disposing of this and calcul#tatg
And when evening comes they hardly know where their headsAare.
therefore they do not know where God is either; for to know this, one must
have some time to spare for him

But there are still others among us, perhaps young people especially,
who are utterly in earnest about this question of the meaning of life.
They study Nietzsche or Marxism or anthropology. And in doingseat
tensions are created and often they amaidf of falling into thevoid.
Often they want to become Christians and yearn for peacesante
solid ground to stand on (after all, who doesn't?). But thenpid
themselves a tebasty homecoming, because they do not wanbe weak
and come crawling tahe warmth of just any religion anlllecause the
guestion of God is far too serious for them to wantrtake a soft pillow
of him.

These two kinds of people are quite different, of course. But there is
one thing on which they certainly agree: they cannwing this elder
brother, because he gets his peace with the father a little too cheaply,
because he never takes any risks, just because he "played it safe.”

Well, who is this elder brother anyhow? What is the secret of his
personality?

This elder brothethis seems to be characteristic of hoannot
understand why the whole house should be turned upside down, why
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there shouldbe celebrating singing, fiddling, and lights in everywindow,
just because it pleased this irresponsgzlamp of drotherto come back
home, poor as a church mouse and badly compromised obviously
there was nothing else for him to do. For his pocaetsempty and he also
looks pretty starved. In a desolate condition tikat even sin is no longer
anyfun. The best thing to do in that casgasgo back home and lead
a respectable life after havirggoperlysown one's wild oats.

That's how banal the whole conversion story looks "from thsidmit A
man goes roaring through his youth, but gradualhypéginsto age, so he
turns to virtue because he has no other alternative. Wadldsamiliar with
this cynical explanation. From the outside a mawisversion very often
looks as trivial as that. In other words, anybadyo has not experienced in
his ownlife what it means to have thehole burden of his past suddenly
wiped out and his 1.0.U.'s torn upnybody who has not experienced what
it means simply to be acceptadd to be able to start afresh; who has
not experiencedhe joy ofrealizing that thé-ather has never forgotten him
for a moment, thahis arms are wide open to draw him to his heart;
anybody who has nagxperienced this himself canndd anything else but
look uponanother's conversion aserely the miserable capitulation of a
sinnergrown impotent or the panic reaction of a desperate man, just as the
elder brother did here.

One can never understand a conversion, one can never undemsyand
divine miracle "from the outside.” The fact is that there are cettaihs
which simply cannot beunderstoodbut which must be @erienced.
Therefore, it is quite natural that the elder brother sinoplynot get it into
his headwhy the father should be so terribly happpd why all heaven
should begin to exult. He finds this unjust. Thlyeodfor-nothing has
somehow contrived to get everybody around him in a dither over him. But
nobody ever got excited ovéim, who neverfound it necessary to come
back home because he had alwstggedat home; nobody ever killed even
so muchasa kid to celebratewer him. It strikes him, this faithful Christian
church member, this model citizeri the Christian West, the guardian
and representative of tradition, thiag¢ is being pushed over to the shady
side of life.

But is he really? Finally, the father assures Iwo of his love and says to
him, "Son(!), you are always with me, and all that is mingasirs.” This is,
after all, a very considerable avowal, and the rec¢mgniand acceptance
inherent in it are unmistakable. The father dnessay: You are a doig
the manger; you are a stiok-the-mud; youdon't even have the courage to
sin; you have stayed respectable obscause you lack the spirit to be
anything else. No. The fath@onorsthe son who has served him faithfully.
And by telling the story in B way Jesus gives us to understand that what he
means in the figure of
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the elder brother is the type of Pharisee who takesettikal and
religious duties in bitter earnest. True, he shows Rtarisee (anthere

are thousands like him in the church today) his secret shoirigejbut

he by no means makes him contemptible, as we are wodb,teven
deriving a malicious enjoyment from it, when we include teem
"Pharisee" in our catalogue of especiallyradtive insults After all, it is
something when a person faithfully reads his Bible every day of his life,
prays every day, and faithfully follows the commandmehtsod.

And, again, anybody who looks at this from the outside will probsdly.
This is just conventional religious morality; this is nothing but the
well-tempered equanimity of people who never have an "uayef
consequently never act out of character, never kick theetracesThey
are the dull, tiresome, prissy paragons.

But this is notthe way the father thinks. He sees the life of the elder
brother too from thénside,from the point of view of his heart, and bays
to him, "Yes, you are my beloved son, you are always withane therefore
we share everything."

There you have the imfite goodness of the Father. When to ntiee
conversion of the lost appears to be only a cheap capituléksees in it
the blessed homecoming of an unhappy soul. And whemnéa the
faithfulness of the elder brother seems nothing more than Philistine
respectabilityhesees in it the dependability of a heartrendered to him.
How broad is this love of the Father! It spans i®le scale of human
possibilities. And the wonder of it is that evgou and I, with all our
peculiarities, have a pladn that heart and asafe there!

And yet somehow there must be something in the fact that theselder
feels that he has been disadvantaged, that he feels that hisbiiag
deprived of any real fulfilment, that it never has in it a shitfiigit, never a
tingling joy that sweeps a man off his feet, never a witdi consuming
passion. There are no festivals in this lifejt only tedious, tiresome,
though highly serious, monotony.

Actually, this is very strange. One would think that if a persorewhus
privileged to be so close to the Father this would in itself fiélfivént. Then
a man would certainly not be merely vegetatibgt really living. Then
life would have purpose and meaning and directi®uat there must be
something wrong somewherObviously, there iakind of piety, a kind of
obedience that has about it a mildewed, nimgdack of freshness and
vitality that never makes person reallyiappy. There are plenty of "good
people" whose religion never makbem really warm and happAnd many
times in hours of weaknetisey even have a certain secret longing for the
"far country” where at least a person can have a bit of "experience." They
are honest, serioyseople with integrity and good will. But there is
no concealing the fact
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that sometimes God becomes boring to them. These people shoula take
look at themselves in the mirror of this elder brother. What isdduese
of his boredom and his discontent?

Just visualize his situation. This elder brothleas lived from his
childhood up and still lives every day from morning till night in the
atmosphere and protection of the father's house. Naturalljovesthe
father and his environment. But the fact that he loves his fasimelr is
loved in return is sdaaken for granted that he is hardly consciaist and
nobody even speaks about it. To him it would have seerididulous to
go up to his father and say, "Father, today | love ymite specially.”

We do not reflect upon what ssnormal and near as thar we breathe.
Nor do we give thanks for it. It is the same waith many longmarried
couples. They are accustomed to each othtewould not occur to them
to express in words what they meandach other. Each is hardly aware
of what the other meansntil he or she has gone on a journey or one is
left forlorn at an open grave. Sothéng like this is the elder son's
relationship to his father.

Is not the Christianity of many people very much like this relaghip?
From childhood on they have heardaththere is a "loving God"they
have, asit were, merely "heard" something about forgiveness amel
Lord's atoning death rather than actually experienced and reatized
sinfulness for which they are to be forgiven. But when throingilbit
forgiveness ha become something taken for granted, it has Baksified in
the process. Then you begin to think of this "loving Gad'someone who
could never really be angry with you, someone who surely doesn't take
things amiss and is always willing to stretch airgo Heaven becomes a
rubber band that always gives. It is quite impossier to get hurt by it.
The wonder of forgiveness has become a banality.

It takes no great acuteness to see that this kind of "faith" is no
longer a joy and a liberation. What iteans to drag about a wounded,
tortured conscience, to be tormented by emptiness and meaningksss
beset by accident and fate, and shocked by unseen bonds and
dependencies, and then to be able to lift up one's eyes again and have a
loving Father and aiving Saviournone of this can ever be realized with
that kind of faith. Actually, it can be the death of our faith if i@get
that it is literally a miracle, a gift, an absolutehpt-to-be-takenfor-
granted fact that we are able to say, "Abba, Fathand "My Lord
and my God."

Of course we don't have to go into the far country and of course we
need not first have gone out and lived and sinned with a vengeance in
order to experience this miracle of homecoming. It is quite enoughiéfy
day the firstthing we do in our morning prayer is to give thanksat we
are evenpermittedto speak with God, that he has promisedligien to
us, and that we may lay all the burdens of our heart before him.
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If we want tolearn to "thank" aright we must "think" about the
miracle that is happening to us. For thinking and thanking betoggther.
Both are worship and they cannot be separated. Both arexarcise
which we must perform every day.

And if we want to do somethg more, we ought to think about our
fellow men who know nothing about Jesus. We ought to realize what
efforts many of them must make to shut their eyes to the meanimgless
and emptiness of their lives and how they seek to consoledékms with
all the entertainment which the world has ready for thigpose. We
should hear in it the secret, scarcely ever admitted cry: "Let us eat and
drink, for tomorrow we die."

We should do well not to look with a feeling of Pharisaic superiority
upon these drivemnd drifting "wicked worldlings," so called; buather
with hearts wrung by that sympathy with which the fathmosked upon his
departing son. We should do well to realize witthankfulness what it
means that we are delivered from this anxiety ath@ toments of
unforgiven guilt and that God has allowed his gredtacle to happen in
our poor lives.

Let us remember this one thing: the worst thing that can hagpen
our Christianity is to let it become a thing taken for granted, whigh
wear around everylay, justasthe elder brother wore, and wonat, his
existence in the father's housetes would wear an old, tattereshirt.

The marvel of God's gracious act upon our life never really dawron
us unless we render thanks to him every day. Only the mha gives
thanks retains the wonder of God's fatherly love in his thougBis.one
who has this wonder in his thoughts keeps the very spring and freshness of
his Christianity. He holds on daily and nightly, to a livipmy in his Lord
and Saviour. He knws that all this is not mere ideasd habits, but life,
and fullness, and joy.

How else can we explain why it is that Paul is repeatedly admamish
us to rejoice, even in the midst of the pain and anguish of im
prisonment; how else explain the rousingbprant cheerfulness thatuns
through all his letters? The reason is that for him Christianity was
merely a general philosophy, but because he lived his life inntdmae of
a miracle, something utterly not taken for granted, and nellewed this
miracle to become a matter of course, "second nature." He had persecuted
and hated this Christ; he had rebelled against him fervently and
passionately. But then, suddenly, he was wrenched out of this devilish
circle of hate when the persecuted Christ met lmthe road, not with
blows of retaliation but mercifully calling him home.

Not long ago a young student told me that he grew up without the
slightest knowledge of Jesus Christ. He livasla child in a villagewhere
the village fool was given the nicknamidesus." The childremvould run
after the poor feebleinded fellow, calling him "Jesus,
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Jesus." One may guess what it meant to this young man when later he
learned the message of Christ and what tremendous adjustmehtsihe

to male in order to overcome these first impressions of his btloitdi

and this caricature of Jesus. But would not one expect (andsthifat
actually did happen) that this young student, when he finally
discovered who Jesus Christ is, would be able to praiseew Lordfar

more joyfully, far more originally, and in quite other tongues tin@amny

a traditionminded church member for whom what burst upbis young
student as the most fabulous of miracles has become omhatter of
course?

This surely is alsavhat the Book of Revelation means when it speaks
the "first love." The charm of this first love is that it has not yet
become habit and second nature, but comes into our life as an amazing
surprise. That there should be someone like Jesus, that hedspain
the Father's heart for us, that he should rescue us from the frustedtion
our personal lives and snatch us away from this horrible vegetating
the edge of the voidll this is indeed a tremendous surprise. Bae
must have cried out from the piéhs, one must have been at thed of
the tether, one must have realized the fragility of all human
consolations to comprehend what it is when it comes.

For how many a soldier in a concentration camp, weak with huager
smarting under the knot of the rtarers; for how many a person
huddling in the last extremity of ghastly dread in a bomb shelter; for
how many on the endless gray road of a refugee trek was itheot
great experience suddenly to know: | amot in the hands of men,
despite everything tahe contrary; another hand, a higher hand is
governing in the midst of all man's madness and canceling all the dégic
my calculations and all the images of my anxious sick imaginaticar®
being led to the undreamesf shore, the harbor, the Fathehsuse.
And always when things grow dark, suddenly that marvelbakping
hand is there. If there is anything that is really bombproof, then it is
this, that God is there, on the spot, punctually and with st
amazing precision!

Another characteristic whh we note in the elder brother is that he
judgeshis brother. To be sure, he did not carry his judging soafao
debar his brother from coming back altogether. It is, so to speakppart
the Christian routine for the church to readmit, if they destreeven
the madcaps, humbugs, worldlings, and erstwhile Nazis orr.gmists.

But yet | ask myself why it is that so many "worldlings," even tieey
respectable and definitely serious ones, are so difficult to get irside
church. Many of them have said me, "Sure, when you speak in the
university or in an auditorium I'm glad to come. But | have the same
horror of a church that the devil has of a holy water font."

Even though this must surely be a complex, there are nevertheless

some serious reasons here which ought to interest us. And one of these
reasons is certainly this, that many say to themselves, "I am a seeker;
I'm not treating this thing lightly. But these people in the church have
everything settdd, and they ought not to look down on me."

Or here is another who said to me, "It's the respectable peopleggavho
to church [he was referring, of course, to the "elder brothers"].| Biatve
led a reckless life, because | have some vitality and | anthamy but a
goodygoody. I've got some wild nights behind me asring the day
too I've cut some corners in my job. But these resyetaheep, who never
faced the temptations | have, need not think they any better than | am.
And they certainly needhot think, 'Ah, he's a latecomer, but he's
coming. How nice that he finally caught on; Wweew he'd come around
sooner or later."

This may be unjust and prejudiced, but there is a grain of truth in
And now | submit that both kinds are here today, theirch Chrisians
and also the "gaterasher,” the hungry and the thirsty. And nowe sc
called pious people are going to make a confession to our brethesisters.

So, here goes! It is true that the "good" people have been affectéuk by
acids of Plrisaism. We know, of course, that God has accepted us
through grace alone. But yet we think there must be something rather
decent and nice about us that God should have cast an eye upon you
and me of all people and drawn us into his fellowship. And quite
naturally we look down on the nihilists who believe nothing; we degpise
people who have nothing to hold on to and take refuge with such a
"dubious characterasNietzsche or Rilke or Gottfried Benn. Wdespise
those superficial types who cannot everjognnature withouthaving a
portable radio blaring away or some other fribble to distract them. We
delude ourselves a bit about the eternal foundations wgooh our lives
are built, even though we have absolutely nothinddowith the placing of
those bundations. Oh, we are fine fellows! Gaday well congratulate
himself for singling us out of the crowd. He knew what he was getting
when he got us. Yes, we are the salt of ¢leth, we are the Old Guard
of the kingdom of God. What woulldappen to the wdd if there were no
solid Christian middle class!

And look, my dear companions in the pious bracket, our nihilist
brethren catch these spiritual waves which we emit and they react
against them. All of a sudden we are identified with the elder brather
our parable.

For now we must observe the subtleties in our text. The ddsther,
we should note, actuallgissociatedhimself from the poomprodigal. He
does not say, "My dear brother is back again." No, slags with a
clearly defensive reaction, "This smf yours has coméack," He and
we do not say, "My brother dowand-outers. . ." but
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rather "These dowsand-outers are God's creatures too." And the elder
brother goes on to say,| was always with you."

Doesn't he see than the very act of saying so he ne@tany longerwith
the father? The father is overjoyed to have this dreadfullgaesgered
son of his back again. His heart is simply leaping with jByesn't the
elder brother see that with all his respectability aadithfulness he is
estranging himself from his father just because his heanbtsbeating in
tune with his father's, just because his heart is at odds with the father's
heart? A person who cannot wholeheartedly rejoideh God when the
icy crust abouta torpid, empty heart begins tihaw, a person who is
not himself inflamed by the glowing love of Jesias the erring and the
lost and is not impelled to rescue human sothlat person is alienating
himself from God in a very subtle but dreadfulay, no matter how
consciously and determinedly he continues to dwéth him, even though
he prays and reads the Bible and goes to chuNdw do we see where
the bleeding wound is located in this eldmmother, and where perhaps
it lies in you and me?

Further,the elder brother is outraged by all that the younger son has
squandered. It simply enrages this dutiful, correct man when he thinks of
the many wasted hours which this adventurous madcap has failmdke
use of. 'He is distressed by all the wasted mgnwhich mighthave
been used so much more productively and for Christian purpdse$.im
it is altogether uneconomical that this young struggler aeeker, going
through the throes of "storm and stress," should take suttemendously
roundabout wayd get home. He could have done the whole thing much
cheaper if he had stayed home in the first plagdy does he have to
read Nietzsche and Marx, why does he have tooffoon these perilous
odysseys?

So the sight of this human wreck does not move hinsympathy but
rather makes him wild and whips up a wave of reproaches. And, algain,
does not see that all this takes him away from his father. For how
differently thefatherreceives his poor, misguided son! He hasthought
whatsoever of the wasted gomdnd all that the son has lost, but is simply
overjoyed that he habim back again. What matters toim is not the
wasted goods at all, but the person who has begained. Despite the
rags, despite the marks of dissipation and tleages of passion,eh
recognizes and accepts lsgn.That's the hearand center of the gospel.

In our lives we may have squandered what we would. Perhaps we
have squandered and mismanaged our marriage. We may have
squandered away our good reputation. We may have ruinedadiesor
our imaginations. Perhaps our thinking has been corroded by &ngyhe
heat of harmful passions. Perhaps we have dragged the &ditbur
childhood in the gutter and become nihilists and cynics. All thisy be
true. But right here comes theagmt surprise: God has not

given me up. He still counts me his child. He tells me that he cannot
forget me. When anybody has done as much for asemy Father in
heaven has done, when he sacrifices his best beloved for me, he simply
cannotforget me. And tlkrefore | can come to him. God pays no
regard to what | havdost; he thinks only of what am: his unhappy
child, standing there at his door again.

But what if this unhappy child is not myself, but some other person,
brother perhaps or my friend? Howd act then? Like the elder brother,
who simply says, "I come first; for after all, God, am | nadur old
standby?" But wouldn't this be a terrible attitude to take? Don't we see
that this just takes us farther away from Gtk verypeople who are
the dd and perhaps tried and tested ChristiaW¢éRenthe Father accepts
a man as his child, we certainly should accept ks our brother.Do |
want to exclude myself from the Father's joy? Thisuld simply nullify
what the Father says: "All that is mine iswys." Then | myself would
be revoking what he says. Peace with Godtaken away from us
immediately we can no longer rejoice when Gegoices and sorrow when
God sorrows, immediately our heart beats ofitune with the Father's.

But even more than thikappens. Very soon we also begin to doubt
the Father, justs does this elder son, who may have asked himsedflin
seriousness, "Is this really my father if he acts so strangely?" s,
elder sondoubts.

Have we ever thought why it is that so manybts enter our hearts?

How many things we doubt and how many things we men aredds
with God about! We doubt whether there is a loving, fatheskyd when
we think of the frightful things we saw during the war,when we think
of torments we suffered azaw others suffer in prison camps or sickrooms.
We doubt the omnipotence of God and his ability to keep his hand on the
helm of history in all this confusion betweeBast and West, in this
insurrection of the powers of darkness. We dothlait God really beaks the
law of sin and retribution. We doubt evehyng-except our own worries,
anxieties, and hopelessness. These we believe in unshakably. God is
surrounded by a ghastly silence and Wave not the faintest inkling of
where he is or what he is doing.

Have we really understood once and for all that doubts do not have
their roots in the intellect, in rational difficulties at all, but in sdhiag
altogether different? Do we understand that these doubts @bdke case
of the elder brother!) keep risgnlike a toxic fog from &heart that is not
in tune with the Father's, a heart that is no longdways with the
Father, even though it lives every day in the atpteere of Christianity?

A heart that therefore not only loses God histbrothers too, angerhaps
becomes cynical, seeing only the rags et the lost children of God
who are clothed in these rags and f®hom Christ died?
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Here isthe source of our doubt and discord, here and nowhere else.
The elder brotheshows us how it comes about that we doubt the
Father, that we question him and quarrel with him, that even in the
midst of our churchgoing and Bible reading we still feed upon the &od
swine.

So we shall not close this hour of taking stock of ourselé@blout
.asking ourselves whether as Christian men and women we are also
really free and joyful people or whether we are Christian slaves. Ol if
allow ourselves to be kindled by the love of the Father's heart and then
this very day look around for tse to whom we can apply thisve:
this colleague who is so strangely impersonal and is perbbgesling
from some hidden wound; that neighbor who needs helpcandsel; our
teenage children who perhaps have become so estrafrged us and
are grapplingwith so many things that torment thetmings which we
do not see and understandly if we enter into this living circuit of
divine love and let it warm us and flow through wsll it suddenly
become clear to us what it means and what a joy itoiknow the
fatherly heart in heaven and the blessed brotherly heaotuofLord and
Saviour. Then our daily prayer, which perhaps before ragtled off
slavishly like a burdensome duty, becomes a gladsomeeesation with
the Father. Then our reading of thebBi, which weperformed as a
conscientious but servile obligation, becomes the d¢a¢cbf deep breaths
of the air of eternity.

What a wretched thing it is to call oneself a Christian and yet be a
stranger and a grumbling servant in the Father's housel. Wmat a
glorious thing it is to become aware every day anew of the miracle
that there is Someone who hears us. Someone who is waiting for us.
Someone who wonderfully sets everything to rights and finds a wafoout
us when all we can do is to wear ourss out with worry. Someoneho
one day, when our last hour comes and we go back home frorfathe
country and the hectic adventure of life, will be waiting for ustba
steps of the eternal home of the Father and will lead us toldee
where we may sgak with Jesus forever and ever and whereshall be
surrounded by that joy which here we have only begun to taste.

The Parable o f the Rich Man and Lazarus

"There was a rich man, who was clothed in purple and fine linen and
who feasted sumptuously evedgy. And at his gate lay a poor man named
Lazarus, full of sores, who desired to be fed with what fell from themaotis table;
moreover the dogs came and licked his sores. The poor maandiedhs carried
by the angels to Abraham's bosom. The rich atemdiedand was buried; and in
Hades, being in torment, he lifted up teges,and saw Abraham far off and
Lazarus in his bosom. And he called out, "Fa#imaham, have mercy upon me,
and send Lazarus to dip the end of his finger in water and coalrgyé; for |
am in anguish in this flame.' But Abraham said, “Son, remember that you in your
lifetime received your good things, and Lazarus in like manner evil things; but
now he is comforted here, and you sr@anguish. And besides all this, between
usand you a great chasm has been fixed, in order that those who would pass
from here to you may not be ablnd none may cross from there to us." And he
said, “Then | beg you, father, to send him to my father's house, for | have five brothers,
so that he mawarn them, lest they also come into this place of torment." But
Abraham said; They have Moses and the prophets; let them hear them." And
he said, "Nofather Abraham; but if some one goes to them from the dead, they will
repent.’ He said to him, “If &y do not hear Moses and the prophets, neitltieghey
be convinced if some one should rise from the dead.™
-LUKE 16:1931

Little children and grownups too like to hear this story. For a
moment the curtain before the mysterious landscape of the world to
come seems to be drawn aside and heaven and hell are revealed. It
pleases a child's imagination and it particularly pleases the old Adas in
adults to see how this rich man, who had it so "good" in this féds
thoroughly squeezed in hell, and howetlpoor man finally receivea
recompense for all the pains he has suffered. It appears to be a&tory
the great squaring of accounts in the next world. And as we read it
have something of the warm, pleasant feeling we had when we
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listened tofairy stories in our childhood. It's probably the same feeling
we have when we hear somebody talk about the "good and lovingw&od"
remember from our nursery days.

But then we grow older and very gradually this Saviand this
story too-begins to look at us with questioning eyes, eyes that eceme
strange and unfamiliar. And we begin to ask oursebleedesuof Nazareth
really the same Saviour we knes children, who onceentered so gently
and protectingly into our lives&s adults wereadthings about him which
are so completely different. We read thatdaene to bring a sword and
not peace. And in fact we see that historyillsd with the clash of arms
of conflicting armies set at variance becans@im. We see that wdrever
he appears or is seriously proclaimed tmetichrist is immediately
alerted to battle. We need not go far in tiorespace to discover the strife
and dissension of mind and spirit tretcur wherever Jesus of Nazareth
appears. The truth is that tHigure is quite different from the one we knew
in the days of innocent chidod.

And this touching "child's tale" of the rich man and poor Lazarus, it too
begins to look quite different. Isn't there something wrong about this
remarkable reversal of vada and circumstances in life beyond trave?
May it not be that the evil motive behind this invention of a balancing of
accounts in the hereafter was merely to reconcile the miserable to their lot,
since men had neither the energy nor the geiiddo change it? May not,
therefore, this idea of reversal be basedvbat Nietzsche once called "this
eternity corruption"? Or may not thithought of the rich man in hell
originate in the hatred felt by thosého have gotten the short end of the
stick?

It would be quite wrong to interpret the story this way. In this story
particularly everything depends upon finding the key that unlackénd
this key is none other than the speech of Abraham in whishysethat a man
must hear Moses and the prophets if hi isome to terms with his eternal
destiny. It all depends upon one's identifying smtiewith one of the five
brothers and taking the right attitude toward the Word of God. This is the
point of the story. Only ase start withthis point will the story & unlocked.

But then we are in for a surprise, for the secret and the fate oicthe
man is determined not by his moneybags but by his relatioriehtipis
Word. Here is where the ultimate and real decisions of hislifé ours are
made. So in the lighof this ultimate question let us lock these two
figures in the parable.

"There was a rich man." These words themselves indicate thatishere
something wrong in the life of this man. Not that itbiad and godless
to be rich or, conversely, that it &sign of goodness and gawiss to be
poor. And yet it is a terrible thing if the only and theralite statement that
can be made about a person is that he was "rich."
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If I have to write an obituary for deceased relative or friend | try éapress
in a single sentence that which is most characteristic of himeXample,
"He was a good father, concerned for the welfaffasfamily." Or "He
was a civic leader.” Or "He was a loyal friend." Ngust imaghe that
here is a case where there is nothing that can beabaig a person except
that he was very rich, that he feasted sumly every day, and that he
possessed a magnificent wardrobe. Notleiisg impressed itself on the minds
of his fellow menObviously he hirself had nothing else in his mind either.
This was his whole life.

People whose whole life is absorbed in their wealth have to frolicegrade
themselves in order to prevent themselves from seeing thaneghtioor
to where they livehere is another world, the world of tklums, Lazarus
with his sores and filthy rags. So the rich man shuts dyes
whenever his carriage is driven through the slums. He can'theahought
that this could happen to hitoeo. For there would beothing left of him
if he ever had to give up his style of living. He isusterly hollow that he
needs at least this shell of wealth to keep ftomming into thin air. He
cannot look at Lazarus' sores, otherwhgown welltbathed and perfumed
body would bem to itch in its purplend fine linen. Therefore, keep Lazarus
at the back door, so he wobé seen!

He probably also drew the curtains at his windavenever guneral
procession went by. For the rich man doesn't wanbdaeninded of
death becausé means saying goedy to everything thasustains his life or,
better, everything that blows up his empty life iatsomething.

Perhaps he also donates large sums to put the meritalipto
institutions. This looks like a very philanthropithing to . But
actually, of course, he only wants to get them out of his skgt.in the
midst of his splendor he is afraid of the dark, menacing ageticies that
can happen in life. What if one day the deadly casbeuld grow inhis
body? So, rather fecldsly, he shuts his eyes tothl misery.

And there is still another thing that he evades, and thabd Sure,he
has gained the whole world, this rich man; he has at his comesaigs,
carriages, bank accounts, aadove all, men. But he hdscomecallous,
egotistical, anxietyidden. He has every reasorbielieve that he has lost his
own soul. So he evades him to whom hariswerable for his soul. And the
man who reminds him of this gponsibility, Lazarus, his neighbor, he
relegates to the bacloor.

Now, there could be no worse way of missing the meaning oftthig than
for us, who have no such great bank accounts, to nodeaats contentedly
and say, "After all, we are better people than thahét is to say, in one
way or another everyne of us is rich and theigre at some point in our

life we too face the question whether we too
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despise our brother Lazarus and, in our thinking at anylyatéshhim to
the back door.

Perhaps we are gifted, intellectually riphople wheaenjoy goodhooks and
interesting characters and look down with contempt upen"rockand
rollers” in our acquaintanceshithe people who gmooching along in the
flatland between movies and sexagazines;omic books, and the stupidities
of television. Have we ever thoughttbe misery and the emptiness in which
they go on living and that bthe chilly superiority of our own rich and
perhaps even emphatical@hristian mental attitudes we are only driving
them further into misergnd consigimg them to a backdoor existence?

Perhaps we are rich because we are ldeedd by a husband, a
wife, our children, our friends. But in the neighborhotigere is a
crotchety old maid with a bitter, tightly closed mouth, whom little children
run away fromFor us she is a welcome contrast to our evealth of love.
Well, we think there must be good reason why welaxed. We amount to
something. And because the old maid senseshiacause she sees herself
being relegated to the seamy side of bfgaundeds of little gestures of the

people around her, she grows more and more bitter, and her bitterness will be

our accuser on the dayjatigment.

How often we are shocked by a suicide or a nervous breakdoamr in
neighborhood. Suddenly we realize that heras a persomwho broke
down under the lovelessness of us all; here was a persoritiviimg shadows.
And we ourselves avoided him. We felt some fear aneasiness in the
presence of his poverty and his cold bitterness. Saimply drove him
into deepeloneliness. And there was no one to Id¥m@ out of his isolation
and lostness.

In one way or another every one of us has this poor Lazarus lymg at
door, since every one, even the poorest of us, is in one waaotrer a rich
man. Therefore we shlalinot be too quick to rob thigarable of its point
by calling the rich man a scoundrel, a graften, antisocial brute, and
then contentedly conclude tha are none ofhese things. The rich man
was perhaps none of these things eitherwds only afra to come into
too-close touch with misery. He was afraitithe smell of poverty, for it was
always a challenge to his style of lifealways took the gloss off his standard
of living. He was always yeamy for security, this rich man. But anybody
who wants to be securaust always be on guard against having any doubts
cast upon himself.

Very likely there were times, perhaps in the night hours whose riessi
even the best foamubber beds cannot banish, when the rich man
felt clearly that there wasomething wrong about his life. And then the
anxious images would loom up in his mind. The miserable wretgbakl
troop past him, staring at him, and suddenly his fine villa becardity
hovel. What he repressed during the day came out in his dreams
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and accused his hard, unfeeling heart. So he did what most pedplsudi
cases: he looked for a moral alibi. He tried to prove to himeedf to
others that he actuallyid have a heart for the poor, that heally was

an openhanded fellow. So he begins to contribute to chiaailty, which
produce not only a lot of high jinks but also considerablas for charitable
purposes. He also forks out considerable corttabs from his bank account

to the social ngsions and the organizetarities of his city. And finally, he
also allows himself to be chosen thkairman of a welfare committee,
though he has one of his men reggpt him at the meetings. He likes to
keep himself in the backgrourabsa contributingand supporting member

of these social and humanitariandeavors. This, people say, is attributable to
his modesty. But in realitie wants a protective medium between himself
andmisery. He d evading any "personal” contact with Lazarus. After all,
Lazarws and people like him can be helped much better through the superior
plaming of impersonal organizations. "The only way to help these people,”
he says, "is through social measures. It simply doesn't pay to help others
directly and personally. That wayyeeach only a few poor suckers and your
philanthropy is only a retail business, whereas by orgaoizal planning |
provide it wholesale." And when he sends a contidrueach month to

the welfare society (naturally by check made out automaticalty avitheck
writing machineand sent through hisffice) he thinks he has done his
charitable duty. For him this contrition is a kind of talisman against inner
uneasiness. For it is a sure ththgt the rich man has no peace.

In his car a little mascotamgles from the windshield to bring himck.
And his bank account will take care of his eternal salvation. Why
shouldn't a man take advantage of his "good works" when heTdan?
main thing, after all, is talo them! So he thinks, and goes backhte
dupex where sounds the tinkling laughter of his friends and the
champagne sparkles in crystal goblets.

There you have the picture of the rich man of the Bible, risfaidly and
outwardly. He represents the rich. They are people taidnts, to whom
much fas been given. Indeed, it often seems thaptmple who are rich
inwardly and outwardly are the ones wlaoe most in danger. For
everything that makes our life spacious dadcinatingour money, our
vitality, our happy temperament, the fatat we are dvedcan come
between us and God. All this we canjoy selfishly. Even the friends we
make and the help we give candmgoyed selfishly. Even the greatest of all
gifts, "goods, fame, child, angife," can be the price for which we sell
our eternal life.And this process of selling out can begin quite simply and
very hiddenly withour ignoring of the Lazarus at our door.

But then the process goes on ineluctably. What happens is what must
happen to every one of us with a mortal certainty: the rich man dies.
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And when he thus quite literally "comes to an end" he sees that he is
absolutely separated from God. Now it becomes apparent howfudiead
different are the standards by whiGedmeasures our life. Hofoolish was

our own assessment of ourselves aow foolishly weallowed ourselves to be
assessed by others!

There the rich man is in hell, and from there he looks at hisfomgral.
Often during his lifetime he had allowed himself to imagingleasant
moments of vanjt what a splendid affair it would be. Hawany charitable
societies would be in the processiand surely thdest preacher in the town
would praise him to the skies while the poor whom he had showered with a
thousand benefactions were sobbing in theindkarchiefs. But now he
actually sees his own funeral. He siégelowever, from the viewpoint of hell
and, suddenly and mysteriouslthis alters the whole thingt's all so
oppressively different from thevay it appeared to his coquettish fantasy.
True, it is a magnificent funeral. But it no longer pleases him. It only gives
him a pain becauseis in such screaming contradiction to his real state.

He hears a shovelful of earth come thumping down on his coffimaad
of his best cronies saying, "He did life for its own sake." And he&ants
to interject (though nobody hears him) failed to live; | amin anguish
in this flame."

Then the second shovelful falls and again the clods of earth come
thudding down on his mahogany casket. "He loved the poahe
city," says another voice. And the rich man wants to shti@k, if you
only suspected what the truth is; | am in anguish in this flame."

Then the minister, the popular and beloved "abbe" of society, casts the
third shovelful: "He was so religiousle donated bells, windowsnd a
sevenbranched candlestick. Peace be to his ashes."a§jadhthe clods of
earth come rumbling down on his coffidr is it therumbling of the crater
of hell? "I am in anguish in this flame."

How different, how dreadfullgifferent are the judgments of God!

Then we come to the poor man. His name is Lazarus, which ri@ads
is my helper." And the fact is that, apart from God, nobody @ays
attention to him. He lives on the garbage dumped at his feehauisl
stationed aithe back door of the house. Externally, this is abdiuhat can
be said about him.

We know already that now we dare not go off on an unctooemrly about
the blessings of poverty, any more than we were obiig#t first instance to
speak of the asge of riches. It was not richéilsat brought the rich man to
hell nor was it poverty that brought the poor man to heaven.

It is true that poor Lazarus did not have to meet many of the-temp
tations which confronted the rich man in his lifBut we must not
oversimplify the situation. True, he had a lot of time for reflection,

The Parable of the Rich Man and Lazarus 47

sitting there at the back door, and time for reflection on eternal tidogs
But could it not be that this very time of reflection wouldve him into

bitterness and cursing, juss job in his misery was ultimatelgriven to

cursing? Could it not be that with all this free time on ldmds, time
apparently spent so meaninglessly, he indeed had "timygd' but simply
made no use of ibecause he was far too weary dmapeless? Affliction
teaches a man to pray; but it may also teach him to curse.

Now, the Bible when it speaks of the "poor" always means a siéuial
of poverty, which does not necessarily have anything to do laik of
money. It is thinking of the publicans and the harl@tsdtherefore of
the people who have no merits and no accomplishmerusatst of, people
who live on the fringe and fag end of life and in thés1se are poor. All of
us at some time in our life haween at this enahd thus have been utterly
poor and helpless. All of us have hadperences in which all our
securities have been pulled from undeyperhaps in an air raid, a prison
camp, or when we have burdenedsmlves with some great cause dailt.
And perhaps we have had theperience of learning that it is precisely in
these situationshat theblessing and the guarding of God are near just at
the point when weould no longer rely upon things and men. These are the
times whenGod's promse counts for something; when we have nothing
left andcan see no way out, we can cast it all upon him, utterly and
absolutely,and let him take care of us.

Despite the human fault that permits such things to be, the insemudity
poverty of those who havno roof over their heads and no bréad the
morrow can by God's grace become for them the realizdtairthey have
no stay in themselves unless God be their stay, but that the Lord who moves
the clouds and clothes the flowers is openingag for then too and waiting
for them with his surprises. The imseity of those whose conscience is
smarting can by God's grace becdorethem a sign which points to the fact
that there is no peace thatan himself can create, but that God will not
despise a bran and contrite heart and will give his love to every human
being who stands before him with empty hands.

But now the scene changes. We are on the other side. And athibris
side of the great chasm we are suddenly confronted by pletaty different
set of values, Much that we countexs nothing butshadow without
substance begins to shine and much upon which we built our houses
crumbles and collapses to nothingness.

Lazarus, for example, had nothing in life except this one thing,hat
could count a the mercy of God. But this one thing accompartied
across the chasm and it never forsook him. He now rests in the



48 The Waiting Father

eternal fellowship of his GodHe breathes his presence and dwellhan
shining light of his countenas.

The rich man, on the contrary, possessed everything that life béferto
but which it offers only as loan and demands back again wkaeman
departs forever. Now he sits there in dreadful loneliness which he was so
clever to conceal in life, and rass the appalling distance he sees the
transfiguration of Lazarus. What a contrast!

To see this is really what hell is. For to be in hell simply means bty
separated from God, but in such a way that one is compellseetdim,
that one must sd@m as a thirsty man sees a silvery spffirmm which he
dare not drink. This is hell: to be forced to see tjay of God and
have no access to it. The opposite of the peace of God, and thus of the
fulfilment of life, is not the silence of extinctionhich may be what the poor
suicide is looking for, or the stillness of theve or of Nirvana. The opposite
of eternal rest and security is to bempelled to endure that state in
which everything is forfeited foreverin which the splendor of the
eternalmajesty no longer lights and warrbsit consumes us. "Just you
wait. Wait for the first quarteof-an-hour'ssilence," says Bernanos in his
novel The Diary of a Country PriestThen the Word will be heard of
men-not the voice they rejecteshich spoke squietly: "I am the Way,
the Resurrection, and the Lifddut the voice from the depths: “| am the
door forever locked, theroad which leads nowhere, the lie, the
everlasting dark."

But then we must ask ourselves, are not countless people faiGioain
evennow while they are living? And yet they are by no meansre
that they are in hell. On the contrary, they exult in theisaligeness and
lack of restraint and at best have only a pitying refretazarus, who trusts
in God.

And yet the life of evethe most godless man is different from lreliwo
important respects.

First, here on earth the rich man, the godless man, is able to hide from
himself his true condition. Life provides all kinds of astonishireffective
anodynes and narcotics, all of ialinare nothing but misuseyfts of God. But
now in hell, that is, beyond a fixed boundary seGuyl, all the securities and
safeguards disappear into thin air. Whate is only a tiny flame of secret
selfreproach that flickers up oaanally and isquickly smothered, there
becomes a scorching fire. WHadre is no more than a slight ticking sound
in our conscience suddenbecomes the trumpet tone of judgment which
can no longer be ignoredazarus is permitted to see what he believed, but
the rich man is conpelled to see what he dibtbelieve.

Second, inevitably comes the time when all the decisions haverizekm
Here God is still calling us, angeare the ones to speak. Bate day God
will open the books ande will be the one to speak. Helesus Christ is
asking us whether we will have hasour "one console
tion in life and death." But one day this pleading, comforting questitbn
cease to be asked. The mercy of God is boundless, yes; bnbitaffered
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indefinitely. Here we are dtiliving by the grace of Godnd the merit of
Christ; the sentence is still punctuated with a coMfe still have a
reprieve, a season of grace; we still have time todivé turn back home.
But one day comeBnality, period.

And then even Lazarus wihot be able to come to us, and Father
Abraham will not be able to send him to add one extenuating phrase or
happy ending to this full stop. Lazarus once waited for the crurhipeaid
from the rich man's table; now the rich man waits for the d@tape end
of Lazarus' finger. But the hour of visitation, the hour of the waiting,
expectant mercy of God has run out. The "acceptable titne Kairos, is
past. Now there is only the yawning chasm that nongass over.

And here in the extremity of his need theh man feels, for thédirst
time, something like love. Of all places he feels it in hell, where at
best he may feel it but can no longer exercise it, where it lies dammed
within him, incapable of expression and causing him only futtirenent.

He isthinking of his five brothers and with horror he sé@sm going on
living their lives, in innocence, stumbling along withdle slightest notion

that in this life nothing less than our eternal destiny is at stake. What a
torment it is to be forced toittk of them as theich man is compelled to
think of them and see them here in hell! Ithe torment of the dead that
they cannot warn the living, jusisitis the torment of the mature that the
erring young will not listen to them.

The brothers keep itiking: First we're going to enjoy our life ahdve
it to ourselves; then we'll see what comes next. "That we shallvéie,
know; 'tis but the time and drawing days out, that men stguh,"
says Brutus in Shakespeardidius Caesar.But this "seeingwhat comes
when we come to it" is nothingdowthe field is ripe forharvestnow isthe
acceptable timenow isthe fruit demanded of thég tree. And when this
parable talks about heaven and hell it isaaicerned with the geography
of the hereaftewhat would that matter to us? Why should we be
concerned about the molten cordloé earth where some have thought they
could locate the inferno? What matters is that all this erupts directly into
this very hour of oulife here. Then it means that this haimy life is not
determined byhe fact that it contains sixty minutes, but by the fact that it
is chargedand loaded with all the gravity of eternity and that sometime it
will run outjust as this world will one day run down and the last day
dawn uponti

You are one of the five brothers of the rich mhat's the focal
point in this messag¥ouare the oneyou, who may perhaps be

sauntering down the broad road of your life, still young and with so

much of the future before you; you, who, it may be saters the
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mysterious goal of this road to be no more than a figment of relifpmey
and the crossroads where you now stand just any arbitraryopding way.

Do not imaginghat a messenger will come from the beyond eonfirm
what is said in Moses and the prophets, what seems to yde teo
unverifiable, so mythological. Father Abraham witit send youany such
occult confirmation. For anybody who has an interest iniegaGod will
also consider an appearance from the deadewmupty specter and
delusion. Nor will the heavens open above us and Godpeifform no
miracle to bring us to our knees. For God is no shitekapist who
works upon our nerves; he loves you as ¢hsld and it'syour heart
he wants.

So there will be no one appearing from the dead, no voice Heamen
will sound, nor will there be any miracle in the cloud$onecdfthis
will come to youyou, who are one of the rich man's five broth&éve. have
only the Word, the Word made flesh and crucified, that messdy quiet
Word which came to us in one who was @®or anddespised as his
brother Lazarus. For he really wanted to be his brofhed.that's why there
could be no brass bands to march before finat's why he renounced all
royal pomp and show. That's why he hadisk the effect of ambiguity and
forgo the demonstration of his power.

He wanted to be the brother of the poorest artigway showthem his
love. "We love you," said Hermann Hesdagcause you amene of us." And
therefore, like his brother Lazarus, Jesus too lay awtrid's back door
when he was born in a stable in Bethlehem. Novemald have believed his
love and brotherliness if he had come in gpendor with which human
imagination is accustomed to clothiee image of God.

So he came, because of love, in great stillness, and you can
hear andsee him only if you hold your own heart completely st¥lbu
must hear the good words he spoke to the poor, the quiet people. But you
cannot listen to them as you listen to the loud voices of the waslghu
listen to the radio and read the headlines of a newspHyeu.are afraid
of the stillness, then you must necessarily miss hearingatiegether.

And that's why, too, he nevéaved public miracles, and that's whye
five brothers, the representatives of mankind, are not granted,
even today, the miraculous spectacle of a messenger from the dead.
This would never cause them to meet him heart to heart; it would
only stimulate tkir nerves and conceal from them the love which
alone carheal and save them.

Accordingly, there remains to us, the five brothexsthing but"Moses
and the prophets" and all that they have to say alisilesus. He
who does not hedheseand is not seedherecannot béhelped by messengers
from the dead.
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So the fact is that a high and awful gravity hovers over this story, which at
first one may read as only a colorful tale. Here the question is the ultimate
limits of our life and the ultimate limit of the patiencEGod. No one can
ever get past this story without a ringing in his ears that says, "This night your
soul is required of you. Who are yand where do you stand?"

But at the same time this storyfiled with a comfort and a joyhat covers
us like a protecting mantle; for through him who tells thisry we five
brothers are now actually being called. At the crossradasre we find
ourselves today, where we must decide where tandhom we want to
belong for time and eternity, he hangs like a beawmoihis Crossa sign, a
stirring sign that for him my right decision was important that he died for
me. On the crossroads between hearshhell hangs Jesus Christ. There he
died for you and for meélherehe hangs aa sign that the way to life is still
open, thathe has openedit, that the acceptable time is still here, that
the hour of visitation is noget over, that the Father is still waiting for us.

"This night your soul is required of you." Bilite awful eternity thatpeaks
with majestic gravity in that summormeas lost its terrordpecause he has
prepared a place for us and made us see that the jadger Father.
Through his love | have become a Lazarus and the n@frdgod upon
Lazarus remims mine in this world and the next.l live, I live in him. If
| die, | die inhim, and nothing can snatch me aidithis hand.

This night will God require of you your life. Who are you? Wiaweyou
stand? Tonight, tonight!



IV

The Parable o f the Séexnd the Soils

And when a great crowd came together and people from towntaftar
came to him, he said in a parable: "A sower went out to sow hisa@bds he
sowed, some fell along the path, and was trodden under foot, didithef the air
devoued it. And some fell on the rock; and as it grew upyithered away,
because it had no moisture. And some fell among thorngharttiorns grew with
it and choked it. And some fell into soil and grew, gietted a hundredfold." As
he said this, he dall out, "He who has earshear, let him hear."

And when his disciples asked him what this parable meant, he said, "tchgau
been given to know the secrets of the kingdom of God; but for atiersre in
parables, so that seeing they may notas®hearing they may nehderstand. Now
the parable is this: The seed is the word of God. Thealoeg the path are those
who have heard; then the devil comes and takes tivgaword from their hearts,
that they may not believe and be saved. Andbties on the rock are those who,
when they hear the word, receive it with joy; but these have no root, they believe
for a while and in time of temptation falvay. And as for what fell among the
thorns, they are those who hear, buhas go on their way tlyeare choked by the
cares and riches and pleasuretifef and their fruit does not mature. And as for
that in the good soil, they atieose who, hearing the word, hold it fast in an honest
and good heart, arating forth fruit with patience."”

-LUKE 8:4-15

| wonder whether we have caught the sadness that hangshiser
story. Jesus spoke this parable at a high point in his life atidity.
The people were flocking to him in great numbers. The GospMatthew
reports that Jesus was finally compelledstep into a boand speak from
there. When people come in crowds, when they trdeel days and
endure hunger and thirst to do so, when they do without ulterior
purpose and not merely as thrill seekers, when they do this simply because
here a mans speaking about salvation, one wo6bl2
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surely think that the crowd's eager desire for salvation and the fervid

current of their receptive hearts would be contagious and carry over to

the speaker.

Had Jesus beea man like others he would have pointed to the
crowds and said to his companions, "We have gotten past dead déster,
dikes are bursting in these hearts. | came to kindle a fire on eanth;
look how it is burning already!"

But nothing like this happen The person who would like to find
edification in the idyllic picture of the sower and to see in it a syndfol
the creative fruitfulness of nature will in the very next moment find
himself disturbed by frightening and enigmatic hints concerning the
hardening effect of Jesus' parables. The peaceful pictures he paihis in
parables are not simply illustrations of the eternal world, wHhicimg
that world close to us and make it possible for us to grasp it with
imagination. The very parable which seero make eternity visibland
near is for many others an iron curtain which actually cuts todin
from the decisive contact and leaves them groping blindlyteatplessly at
the gate of the eternal secret.

Because all this islso in our parable and benae the parable iseally
pointing out how frequently the divine seeddsstroyed in stony hearts,
by the heat of the sun, by choking thorns gddatory birdsthis is why
there is in this parable a deep sense of gaied sorrow. And all this is
seen ad proclaimed while outwardly thpeople are coming in droves,
inspired with festive enthusiasm, and thecksters are rubbing their hands
with delight over this "colossalattraction and raving about this great
new "star" who is able to drasuch crowds.

Is it so surprising that the Saviour should be sad when he sees the
fate of the Word of God?

"The ones along the path are those who have heard; then the devil"
who is represented here by the birttomes and takes away theord
from their hearts, that tlyemay not believe and be saved.”

First let us get the scene itself clearly before us. The path, which is
spoken of here, is not intended to receive seed; its function is to enable
people to walk upon it. It is beaten down and quite smooth. There are
even &phalted paths and there are asphalted hearts too. They are
smooth and often they look quite presentable. In human intercdbeye
play their part. Paths and streets also have names; you musttheawif
you want to get somewhere. And there are a greatynpeoplevhom you
must knowjust as you must know these streéftsyou want to get
somewhere. They hold key positions, they are influential, and only through
them will you get somewhere. This is good and quiterder. Nobody will
blame a person for beg influential. And nobodwill blame a path for not
being a field or for being hard. On the d¢oary! But that which is an
advantage in one way can be a hindrance in
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another. The fact is that seed cannot very well take root oudce
traveled and smootheaten path.

A person who is only a path through which the daily traffic passes, who
is no more than a busy street where people go rushing byafteurhour
and where there is never a moment of rest, talidlyprovide the soil
in which the eternal seed can grow. People alealways on the go are
the most in danger.

A person who can no longer be receptive "soil" for at least fifteiantes
each day, who never allows himself to be "plowed" and opepecnd
never waits for whaGod drops into his furrow, that persbas actually
already lost the game at the crucial point. The aal the great people
of this world, whose names everybody knows, becthmse are always out
where the traffic is thickare often very poopeople. t is so dangerously
easy for them to think they are something great when the rushing, heavy
traffic keeps constantly passing over them. And yet they are infinitely
poorer than a poor, nameless furnatvere fruit is springing up.

Traffic and bustle are ndtuit, but only lost motionPoor busypeople!
Where will they be when the great Reaper and King comiids his sickle
and crown and gathers his wheat into his barh@ great asphalt street,
the "Fortysecond Street and Broadway," whichtheir heart, ks empty
and deserted; only a few patches of weeds sgroat the cracks in the
gutter. This is all that the Eternal finds when the traffic of men is finally
stilled. Which of us does not recognize his own heart in this picture of the
empty asphalt stre®t

But we ought not to think only of the great people with walbwn
names. We smaller folks are in this picture too. This we sethén
image of the birds, which, after all, haunt not only the great highways but also
the humble field paths. If we are ngaio understand what thjgcture of the
birds means to say to us we must first get it straightwhah the Word of
God fails to take root in us this is not merely becaisgur lack of religious
aptitude or simply our want of understanding, but rabieerause there are
other forces in the field that destroy the divine seed and prevent it from
germinating. What those forces are can only be determined by each one of
us for himself, if we are prepared to subject ourselves to relentless self
examnation under the eyes of Jesus.

There is one thing, however, that can be said in gerleraur hearts
there are still many other thoughts and desires which keeipgui$ into
their wake and prevent us from pausing to hear God'slealery one of
us thereare definite thought forces which are seekiogdlominate us and
making a tremendously vigorous totalitarian claipon our hearts. | am
thinking, for example, of our ambition, of evehyng connected with

the word "sex," our urge to power, our desirerfmognition and prestige.

The devout of all times have been aware of these sources of domi
neering appeal and have therefore mobilintider forces against them.
Above all, they meditated upon the Scriptures and praBetihowthe
great ones in the kimpm of God did that! For them every readinigthe
Bible was a battle and every prayer a sword stroke. Whyhatiso often our
prayers do not help us? Why is it that they scanisé/to the ceiling of our
room and fall back with broken wings? Whyiisthat the Word of God
becomes a mere jingle of words that simplye us? Because we read it and
because we pray as if we were skimg through a picture magazine or
chatting with a neighboWe simply do not fight in deadly earnest. When
a person is reding hisBible in the morning or just beginning to pray
and the thoughof bingo or numbers, the next business letter, or the coming
meeting enterdis mind, he has already blown an inaudible supersonic
whistle and summoned whole flocks of birds which etveo-three snap up
the pootittle seeds.

In other words, the Word of God is demandiiglemands atretch
of time in our dayeven though it be a very modest eimewhich it is
our only companion. We can't bite off even a simple "textthe day" and
swallow it in one lump while we have our hand on de®rknob. Such things
are not digested; they are not assimilated arte's organism. God simply
will not put up with being fobbed off witbrayers in telegram style and
cut short like a troublesome visitéor whom we open the door just a crack
to get rid of him as quickly gmssible.

Earlier generations and many servants of God tedagk, not
without reason, of meditation upon the Scriptures. To meditate means
to ponder the Word of God in our heartshtemplate it, think about
it, and constantly apply it to ourselves. Then antythen can these
words become a power of thought which is able to do battle with the
other forces. Then there comes into being a divine "pull” which draws
into its wake our imgination, our feelings, and also our thoughts.

Who today knows anything about this kind of "pull" or power? Oh,

modern man meditates and contemplates all right. But it is depressing

to observe that his meditation is confined almost exclusively to a single
area: the realm of the sexual. Here he rivets his fantasy upon specific
images, contrives vivid situations in his imaginatiovels in secret
ecstasies, and thus creates within himself an undestaoh must
eventually suck him into its vortex.

The spiit of care and worry also is a kind of meditation. We visual
is dreadful pictures of what is going to happen and here too we allow
to form in our minds eddies and suctions whilike "fire, water,
dagger, and poison," rob us of our peace.

This, preciselythis, is what the birds are that fly in and keep pecking

away. This is the devil who creates this false whirlpool withinui.



56 The Waiting Father

any wonder then that all of a sudden the seed of the divine Word
should disappear? And then we ouves are likely to say, "The seed is
sterile. Christianity no longer has any attraction. God stopped speaking
long ago." Naturally, when the storm is roaring within us we shall
never hear a pin drop; but God, when he comes, comes only on thef feet
doves,and we must be still.

So we must be mindful of the thought forces and the suctions and
pulls in our hearts. We must be careful of the birds, sitting expectantly
and ready to swoop from the telephone wires all aroundwen
around this church while the steof God's Word is being scattered.
Luther once said: "We can't stop the birds from flying over our heads,
but we must take heed lest they build their nests in our hair." @Gree
feel at home and get a foothold in our heads or even in our héwerts
seedis done for.

"The ones on the rock are those who, when they hear the word,
receive it with joy; but these have no root, they believe for a whileiand
time of temptation fall away."

At first it would appear that things were a bit better in the cashisf
second type of person. At first when they receive the Word they are
enthusiastic. They are not just bare rocks; there is at least a thindayer
soil in which the Word germinates. It actually begins to take root. These
people have been touched; perhapsey even talk about being
"converted," or, if they prefer the man of the world's style of convinsa
they may say they were "thrilled" or deeply impressed or thagoit
"under their skin." Others around them say, "Well, it took effecthon.

Ever snce Pastor X has been preaching here he goes to church regularly
and all week talks about nothing else." But one day it'soallr. The
heart that was a glowing coal becomes a cold, black [uipat has
happened?

In most such cases it was a kind of emoé&bChristianity. Whenevea
person says that he was inspired by a sermon, we may usually cassder
with some suspicion. For when the Word of God really takes raoaa
must die; it means going down deep, it means being born agaid.if
birth itself is a painful thing, then the new birth is at least equally
so. There is many a pang and throe until the new life stasggled
free. There not onlyone cord but many cords must be cu/hen a
person is merely "inspired" or "thrilled,” this is most oftemerely
rhetoric or spiritual foam and froth. The Word of God, lewmer, is not a
feast for the ears but a hammer. A man who comes fitoombruised
need not think it has taken root in him. Enthusiasm isnivst cases a
straw fire.

The rock does not receivihe seed. We men can also prevent the
seed from striking roots. This happens when our interest is not in Christ
himself but in a particular preacher; or when what moves us is the
ghostly thrill of an orgastoned liturgy, or the soothing feeling that our
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life, despite all appearances to the contraryndsa meaninglesgpurney,
but that a constructive providence is ruling over us; or wban basic
concern is for Western Christian civilization, colored by pdditi
considerations, or the preservation of religious traditions, or perfaps
antitoxins against Eastern ideologies.

All this is fine and good, but it is not Christ himself. None of this
compels us to die, none of it demands repentance. All we have i®tdo
practice a few saalled Christian principleperhaps, indeed, wdon't
even have to "practice" them but simply "have" them in tbwen of a
point of view. This costs very little and never turns us ingide None of
this inflicts any wounds. And lrause we have no wound® do notcry out
to the Divine Physician; and because we are nahindepths we do not
cry out of the depths for the Saviour. But becauseno longer cryout to
him, he is no longer there; and because haadsthere, our reladinship
to our neighbor, our marriage, our anxietyr cupidity are not changed.
It all remains the way it was befor&verything that does not become an
action, that does not go through like a transforming storm, remains
dead. And what is dead is notlgi, or rather it stores up destructive,
decaying ferments in our life, whicim time poison us. Then it would
be much better if we had heambthing at all and remained blind. A
salty pagan, full of the juices dife, is a hundred times dearer to God,
andalso far more attractive tmen, than a scribe who knows his Bible,
who can discuss religiogravely, who runs to church every Sunday, but
in whom none of thigesults in repentance, action, and above all, death
of the self. He issimply accumulating couption and his knowledgeable
Christianity and his religious sentiment are nothing but phosphorescent
putrefadion, which only a poor layman could consider to be divine light.
A terrible curse hangs over the knédtvall who does nothingnd also
over the heologian who is only a theologian.

There is nothing more cheering than transformed Christian pespde
there is nothing more disintegrating than people who have beaely
"brushed" by Christianity, people who have been sown witth@sand
seeds but inwhose lives there is no depth and no roota@kerefore,
they fall when the first whirlwind comes along. It is thalf-Christians
who always flop in the face of the first catastrophe thappens, because
their dry intellectuality and their superficialmotionalism do not stand
the test. So even that which thehinkthey have is taken away from them.

This is the wood from which the anthristians too are cut. They are
almost always former hal€hristians. A person who lets Jesus only lvedfy
into hisheart is far poorer than a one hundred per cent worldhtfegdoes
not get the peace that passes all understanding and helosls® the
world's peace, because his naivete has been taken from him.
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Therefore a constant bickering gams in his heart and is quite apparent
that one day in a fit of rage he will slam the door on thaet Figure,
who even then has continued to knock and seek entraimeanti
Christian is always a hatthristian gone mad. This you cdaepend upon.

Must | say much more about the thorns among which the seedatiay
and be "choked by the cares and riches and pleasiride"? These
"thorn" people are obviously people in whesd somethindesides the seed
of the Word of God springs up. And this isvgith all of us.

In any case there is one thing that must be very clearly underatabthis
is that, if we cannot believe and if the seed will not growrélason lies only
in the rarest cases in the fact that we have intellectaabts, that, for
example, the relation of miracle and causality remaagroblem to
us, or that a person cannot understand from a mquiicad of view how a
dead man can rise again. Rather, when we cahetieve, there is
something in the backgrour@f our life which is noin order. And it is to
this background that Jesus points when he speaKthefcares and
riches and pleasures of life." All three indicate thatn not prepared to
part with some very definite things and that thelpendencies then
obscure my visionGod can have everythingut this onething hecannot
have! He can have everything, but | am going to forfeit my standard of
living or my private life to an excessivlemand of neighborly love. That's
where | draw the line!

The chain of doubt and faiissness to whictve are shackledonsists
of many links. But these links are not intellectual reasdns, sins,
dependencies, and secret bandafkeseare what prevent usom finding
peace and block full surrender. These are the thorngpthaént tle seed
from producing fruit.

Everyone has a hidden axis around which his life revolyman has
his price for which he is prepared or almost prepared tdigedlelf and his
salvation. Where is this axis in my life, and what is &vigul price for ny
heart?

Now, everything we have said has already indicatdd a photgraphic
negative what the good soil which yields a hundredfold is like. These are
the people who not only "hear" but also "hold fast" toWwrd. Hearing is
easy. But to hold on tthe Word and budget ondife upon it, this is the
great test. And this means to count on it aaxkon with it, simply to take
seriously the fact that Jesus can break our
chains and that therefore we do not need to go on staring with horrible
fascinationat these chains. To take the Word seriously means to face an
anxious care (whether my sick child will get well, whether | shais my
examination, whether another war will come and the glead pour down
upon us all) and to say:
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Thou everywhere hast swayd all
things serve thy might.

To take the Word seriously means really to see in my neighbdorother of
the Saviour. It means confidently to cast to the wiallisny doubts as to
whether my acts and séces are worth while, as twhether | am not really
crazy to be troubling myself over some pearetch. It means simply to
believe this Word and to believe that does commit me to this poor
wretch, and that the Word itself accefts responsibility ér everything that

| now dare to do in his name.

Never will 1 get into the clear with God and never will | have pedde,
only hear and go on hearing, if | reflect and do nothing but gefacting
upon it. God must be obeyed if he is to be understbadust reckon
with God-reckon with him and his promiseis utter realismif you
want to bring him into your life.

God is known only when the chips are down. You can think, you can
"cerebrate,” about God only on your knees. Anybody who shies &y
repentance, from bowing down, from dying, is slamming the dgmon God.
For him the "last station" may be yearning or despastabborn defiance,
but it can never be peace.

There are two things which must be stated before we close.

The first is this: No onelare draw false conclusions from this parade
say: Now we see how it is, everybody is predestinated. Everything depends
upon what type a man is. That is, one person has a supefiitarited
structure”; he is constitutionally a shallow persdnotherhas within him
an overly strong pull of vital energies. A thirdusstable and changeable
(the term today is "discontinuity’gnd a fourths simply "religious” by his
inherited structure. There i®thing onecan do about these types, they are
simply given to us. And therefore ware never primarily to blame; we are,
exonerated. At most we are origllow travelers of the devil.

Nobody should draw these snap conclusions of a falsely undecsiotsthe
of predestination. For this has nothing whatgpdge do withdefinite types
and classes of people. On the contrary, the fatttasevery individual has
all four kinds of soil within him. There are certain times in our life and there
are also certain levels in the self in whigk are hard ground, rkg ground,
thorny ground, and fertile soil al one.

We dare not leave this rather grim hour of admonitigthout resolving
to enter into judgment with ourselves and sternly askingelves:
to what birds, what thorns, what superficiality amxposirg the Word of
God in my life; what are the threatening forces anddbis of peacelessness
in my life?

The second point is this: Jesus is not telling us this story in trdgre us
the agricultural statistics of the kingdom of God. We should
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be misunderstanding him disastrously if we thought that this was siamply
enumeration of the forces which obstruct and choke our faith for our
information or even for seléxamination. This is more thaknalysis."
Jesus is never interestéd counting and statistics; he alwapsits us to
work. He says: Weed out the thorns; see to it that the deed not fall

on the path; be careful lest you be people so shallow that the Word
cannot take root. Jesus says: Be good soil. And that means: diotd

the Word in stillness, get rid of the hardness and cafless; don't
squeeze God into a few cracks and crevices of your dayseess, but
give him a space of daily quieind -don't duck deathand repentance.
"Work out your own salvation with feaand trenbling." For God
cannot be had cheaply. You come to God only if ylow yourself to

be mobilized and if you march. This is not easy #&ndeans saying goed

by to many things. But this is the only way to fihis peace. No battle,

no cross, no @wn. He who does not toil anglveat and does not daily
fall in line for service to God is exposing hisner man to decay.

God's grace is no cheap grace; you must pay for it with all you are
and all you have. You can loaf your way into hell, but the kimgdaf
heaven can only be seized by force. It is an exciting thing to be a
Christian. It always goes the limit. And in the quiet fields far more is
happening than at the great crossroads where the red and green traffic
lights flash their busy signals.

V

TheParable o f the Mustard Seed

Another parable he put before them, saying, "The kingdom of heéaven
like a grain of mustard seed which a man took and sowed in his figlthé smallest
of all seeds, but when it has grown it is the greatest of shrdidsecomes a tree,
so that the birds of the air come and make nestdiraitehes."

He told them another parable. "The kingdom of heaven is like legkish a
woman took and hid in three measures of meal, till it wisaalened."
-MATTHEW [3:31-33

If we are to understand this parable properly we must first
understand the mood of these people who have gathered around Jesus.
They are partly discouraged and partly expectant and excited. It naakes
ultimate difference whether a man looks at the strangerpnse ofthis
Nazarene with the reserve of a sympathetic spectdisrcostsnothing,
and if the affair gets too hot he can always bail out in imehether he
throws in his whole existence with this Jesus of Nazarethether, for
example, he has gén up his job and staked everything this one card.
This is actually what these men around him had doked now, quite
understandably, they are asking: What's going to come of it? What will be
the outcome?

The answer seems to be: Nothing. Almost nothieghappening.
Sure, a few poor people, a few sick people have been helped. Bus this
a mere holeandcorner affair and it has, so to speak, fizzled out. Thper
classes, intellectual and political, reject him or, what is wosseply
ignore him. Thecapital city actsasif he did not exist. TheGreek and
Roman centers of culture pay no attention to this storm iGalilean
teacupjust asthe classics of the later, @@lled modernage will take only
the most modest notice of him.

Jesus had asserteltlat the kingdom of God had begun. But when a
man asked quite realistically and soberly, "Wheft&' results looked
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pretty meager. The few dirty children who run after him, the beggars,
and the few hangeren from the outskirts ofsociety, with whom a
fleeting contact has been establishiéese cannot very well be the
kingdom of God. And this is the kind of thing one has staked his whole
existence on!

The world therefore takes no notice of him. But isn't this a repiaha
of thewhole Christian enterprise, including its directorate, whiaH later
be called the "church"?

When | became a pastor and conducted my first Bdiledy hour |
went into it with the determination to trust in Jesus' saying: "All poiger
given unto me in Baven and in earth." | said these words to myself
order to assure myself that even Hitler, who was then in the saddte,
his dreadful power machine were merely puppets hanging by strings in the
hands of this mighty Lord. And in this Biblgtudy hourl was faced by
two very old ladies and a still older organist. He wageay worthy man,
but his fingers were palsied and this was embarnadg apparent in his
playing.

So this was the extent of the accomplishment of this Lord, to whom all
power in heave and earth had been givesypposedlgiven. Andoutside
marched the battalions of youth who were subject to altogediféerent
lords. This was all he had to set before me on that evenflgat did he
have to offer anyway? And if it really were nothimgore than thisthen
isn't he refuted by this utterly miserable response?

Something like this was the mood of the disciples as it is reflected in
this parable, and | believe that we too have need of some enconeage
just as the disciples did.

"Yes," say the Lord, and he proceeds to give his people this en
couragement. "You are right; with me everything begins in a very small
way. Seen from the outside, my work and | myself look minuscudad
then he paints a picture of a man who reaches into a seekkepwith
two fingertips and takes out one seadreal minimal minimum,God
knows! Actually, it is quite a trick to get hold of a single sdsstause
they are so tiny. It takes hundreds of them to make a gramd if a
man's eyes were not very good he wbidlave to put glassesn even to
see it.

But, strangely enough, when it is put into the earth it grows up @to
great shrub, and a fat sparrow, who has picked hundreds of these tiny
seeds for his breakfast, can teeter on its branches.

Here the question &es: Did Jesus mean by this that Christianity
would conquer the whole world? Quite definitely he did not. Whesus
speaks of the mysteries of growth he is not thinking so muchhef
guantitative process by which his church grows ever larger and finally
in a mighty Christian invasion, conquers the continents and islands, but
rather of the fact that in his church there is an indwellidlygamic which
must lay hold upon everything around it.

The Parable of the Mustard Seed 63

In other words, in order to nderstand this we must think for a
moment of the other images in which the church is portrayed as a
dynamic force, a kind of vitamin in the world.

This is the point of the "leaven,"” which leavens the whole mass el
and changes its quality. This is tlp®int of the "salt,” even themallest
quantity of which changes a whole plate of soup. And thithis point of
those sayings which speak of the chumda “light" in the world. How
exceedingly small is the source of light in an auteadlight, and how
tremendously great is the cone of light it cuts out of the gigantic darkness of
a nocturnal landscape!

So it is with the Christians, says our Lord. As far as numbers are
concerned they remain a small group, a hopeless minority; and Luther
knew what he wasaying when he called the Christian a solitary bird,
sitting somewhere on a rooftop and warbling his little song. We tedlve
experienced, haven't we, what it means to have no one in ouorj@ur
office or our class in school who is at one with us in tittmate things of
life? Often we fear the surprised glance which otherwise wine and
reasonable people cast at us when we happen to drogmark about
matters of faith in a conversation or even when we bmw heads for
grace at table. Then we oftefeel as if we were suwounded by an
invisible insulating wall which, despite all the cordialidy our relationship
and despite all the good companionship, leaves andit estranged,
estranged at the crucial point. Well, so it is; we aretlie minority.
Except that now Jesus is indicating to us that this quatinie way of
counting is completely false. How ridiculous it is to sayere are a few
ounces of yeast and there are two pounds of méakording to the
democratic point of view, the meal wouttlen be theone to call the tune,
because the yeast is outrated. But Jesus tells us just the opposite: It all
depends on which has the real dynamic, and this is what the yeast has
and not the meal. This the salt has and that soup. This the light has and
not the vast expanse of darkness.

Of course, as long as the grains of salt remain in the saltcelédong
as the light is under a bushel, others cannot see the powerdthelts
within us. And if light could think and dream it would probably contract
an anxiety complex when suddenly it realized: Outside etheng is
pitch-dark night and | am only a little light. What can | dgainst that?

This is precisely the anxiety image of many Christians, perhaps the
secret incubus of us all when we get caughthie spell of this cursed habit
of thinking in terms of numbers and land in the inferiority qdax of the
minority. When we realize that so many prominent amfluential people
will simply have nothing to do with this thing whidhmas gripped our life,
and when we then proceed to withdraw into $et cellar and under the
bushel of our Christian communities where wal share the same
presuppositions, where a few Christian seeds and a
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few Christian candle stumps huddle timidly éttger andnoan theblues.

What we need instead is to let God give us the godly nerve and the
stouthearted audacity to venture out into the soup and the darknthes of
world. Wherever we are, we should dare to say. who we arsvaatwe
believe. Then wehall have the surprise of our life. We will find that the Lord
is right when he speaks of the power of leavenligid. If we do not leaven
others, if we do not leaven our environmeantpther words, if we do not
allow our Christian gift tavork, we ouselves grow sour. And the many sour
Christians and the many "stuntelil'es we have in the church are simply
products of the saltcellar, widp not scatter themselves about, and the result
is that they themselveare infected by processes of chemical arehtad
decay. We must seeery realistically that the people around us who do not
know Christare actually very poor, insipid meal, even wormy meal at
that, eventhough on the surface they may be "big shots" and smartly
turned outfar from seedyooking seds. We must simply remember that they
badly need usas salt and leaven. Then quite spontaneously the fear of
being in the minority will roll off and we shall become aware that we have
amission and a task and that it payess, quite literally paysto trust
the promises of Jesus and count on them realistically.

This is precisely what the parable of the mustard seed meangoldetee
emphasis is not upon external growth and bigness. How stupid,
therefore, are many interpretations of this parable, whiad reut
of it something like the total Christianization of our planet, and how soundly
and massively is this interpretation refuted by the facts themséiWeshave
only to look at the religious statistics.) No, this has nothing tovdb
increasing denoimational membership statistics. Thisr&her amatter of
the growth of a Christian's functioning, a matter of tmaturing in his
mission and his effectiveness.

At first there is only a tiny seed, which cannot move of its own power,
which anyone can takin his hand or let lie where it is, or which mie
picked up by a sparrow. It is completely passive. But this cessemnas
it gets into the earth. Then it becomes a great tree which itaistsade
and shelters the birds.

And so it is with Christias. Sometimes only a single seed of Gudard
falls into a human heart. And often how minute and insignifigaare the
words which Jesus Christ sowed and which then becamestha@lestiny of
men!

"Follow me," he said, and when Matthew the tax collebeard it,it
was all up with him and he became a messenger for the whole world.

"Behold, the Lamb of God." And when John the fisherman heard it,
everything he had ever thought and said before was hushed within
him and he became a witness who feeds our faithis day.

"Go your way, your faith has made you well." And when the sick
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and sorrowing heard this, there began to burn in their hearts a firgtilthat
makes them shining witnesses of the Saviour in our world €Thiés seeds
of words became words of destiny, shining like starsur skies too, words
that will blaze up in the world's night when the lgsbes of history descend
upon us.

So that which concerns the whole world, that which abide®timity,
when tinsel and tawdry anseeming greatness shall $Eattered to the void,
had its beginning in microscopic smallness,utter privacy, with a few
hardly audible syllables. Then this quiet Wdrdgan to stir in someone's
heartand we must immediately addot inthe heart of some genius, but in
the hearts of poor fishermen, insigoént individuals who play only the role
of supers on the stage of histegnd something began twow, something
was let loose in the worldHave you ever observed what happemen a seed
falls into a crack in a wall, how the roots of the tree which grows from it burst
the stone®o it is with these little seeds of words which God has buried in our
hearts. They refuse to remain in the cracks and crevices of outifandrey
burst open the inner man and go seeking light.

Of course it is true that faith begins in stillness of the heart, amdist
constantly be returning to quiet communion with God. But wiheemains
only on the inside it decomposes and becomes a musgntilated piety. On
the other hand, when it seeks only the outgisdthers and becomes sterile
in a Christian busyness that ¢ut off from the eternal springs. Even a
growing tree enlarges its invisible rodtsthe same proportioasit increases
its visible form.

And we people of today, who usually have so terribly much takteays
on the go, sitting in the midst of clanginglephones, anghirled about
on the daily merrygo-round of businessye, of allpeople, should realize
that we can permituwrselves to be visibland public only in proportioras
we sink deeper roots into the earth ahdbugh evetincreasing rootlets
absorb the strength of eternity and theace of God.

The man who lets his day grow recklessly and blindly, that ispthe wlo
does not begin his day by talking with God before he goedoothe
thousands of words, written and oral, which he must speadetn that. man
grows rotten, both physically and nervously. And whas been called
"executive's disease," the symptoms diich are ulcerand heart attacks, is
often only a symptom of these deeper disordetisarsoil of our life.

All too often the seat of this disease is not in the branches neoues at all
but rather in our roots, which are stunted and starlzather prayed four
hours each day, not despite his busy life but becanse so could he
accomplish his gigantic labors. To work without pnayand without listening
means only to grow and spread oneselivangd, without striking roots and
without creating aequivalent in the
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earth. A person who works this way is living "unnaturally.” This is
what the parable of the tree teaches.

But this is only one side of the story. For just as the growing tree
strikes down into the ground so the readlso push out and burst the
crust of our inwardness. The Word of God which has fallen like setd
our heart contains within it a tremendous explosive powerwants to
get out, it yearns to become a tree and bear fruit. In b&nical
gardens in Tbingen there grows a palm tree which hasgootn its
glasshouse. The house has already been extended by arsitwrgrof
glass; but soon this will no longer be sufficient. This, it seems to me, is the
case with many Christians. They live in their pioagcles, edifying
themselves and thinking themselves wonderfully good. Theid more
and more glass walls around their piety so that no bredtleold air
may touch the palm tree of their faith. But they cannot getund it;
they must decide whether treak through the glasshousetouncate and
destroy the tree. For the kingdom of God demands fyeewvth and it
grows irresistibly, once the seed has fallen into a heart. Then its will is to
grow out of these hearts and spread its branches ovemarrigge and
our family. And there its purpose is to form sothing new. Our
children too are to grow up in this ozone and breathe good air
provided by this tree. And then it would go on and grout into our
vocation, and our friends and associates shosgdse thata creative
power is at work.

Thus the seed of the Word creates a hidden revaluation in the world.
First a few people are changed, then the conditions in which theyalwe
changed, and finally this growing thing pushes on to the outerrmslosh
and even the state begins to take notice.

Over and over again do we not see in our countryside a paralileeof
opposite process? Isn't it true that wherever the seed has beeoteg
and the trees cut down this stripping has brought about a change of
climate and every storm produces floods, erosion, anddhdes? Shall
I name nations which live more or less systematicadithout God and
now have become centers of unrest, the very fermehtiecay in ancient
Europe? And is not this fate, this poisof decay,already reaching out
toward us?

But | must stop here, for this metaphor of the slashing of forests
threatens to lead us astray.

For is it actually true that faith in Jesus Christ is exterminatedhley
ax of others? Was that the case even insBelist Russia? Was rtot,
and is it not still, true that wherever the Antichrist rules or wlkess the
vacuum of existentialism and nihilism prevails it is becausest,
Christianity became sterile and dead, that it was because inafidet
the tree grow, that it did not possess that explosive power thatsts
every shell, every glasshouse, every bushel and saltcellar? Tere
always been pious people, even among the heathen. They should
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not imagine that pietys a guarantee that the kingdom of God will be
set in motion. How many turn that phrase about the "quiet in the
land" into a pillow of pious rest. Of course a Christian without quésst is

a tree without roots. But a Christian who is only quiet, a Ghais who
keeps his mouth shut about what has been bestowed upon a
Christian whose nature and acts, whose laughter and comhgudo not
show it, isl beg pardon for using the expression, buterpresses the
thing so precisely that | dare not allowere pulpitpoliteness to forbid
me to use Hnothing but a dud. He is dynamitkat fails to go off.

If the world has not yet changed and if the worldlings are spiteful
enough to harass us with the question of what actually has changed in
two thousand yars of Christianity, then the fault lies not with thecked
heathen who have sabotaged the kingdom of God but rathkrthe large
number of Christian duds who have burrowed themseln¢s the ground
and think they have done their duty.

We ought to chelc sometime and find out whether even the slightest
discernible impact has been made upon our immediate neighborhood
which would indicate that we have been entrusted with a dynamic,
explosive power. We ought sometime to look at our family or the place
where we work-and here | return to the far more pleasant and com
forting metaphor of the parablend see whether there are even amre
two persons who are privileged to dwell under the boughs of tiext
which was planted in your heart and mine, and whethely thre being
refreshed and strengthened in its shadow. Then perhaps we may realize
whom we have denied, despite all our piety; then perhapsmag turn
back and repent before the cock crows the third time.

And now there is one last point in the text ofroparable which we
must explore, for it contains a hidden but very important clue to its
meaning.

It does not say that we &hristiansor that weasthe churchare like
a seed or leaven. What it says is that kKirgdom o f God i®oth of these.
The disthction is important. We have not been commandednobilize
the moral and spiritual forces of Christendom and infiltrate the modern
world, including its social order, its culture, and its teology-perhaps
even with the express intent of giving this cddad rather weary Europe
a shot of moral vitamins and pep it up religiouslhat is involved is
something incomparably more simple than any such expansion of the
Christian mind and spirit. This emerges, if @t, only incidentally, as a
pure byproduct ofthe real thing. And thiseal and simple thing consists
in our doing nothing whatsoever except to let the Word of the Lord
germinate, grow, and flourish within u®r, to put it the other way
round, simply that we grow into ewateeperfellowship with Chist (I
Cor. 1:5; Eph. 4:13, 15). But if Jesus is to
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grow large, | must grow smaller and ever less important. Jesus cahewin
world only with people who want him and therefore want nothimg
themselves. If Christendom wants torgdts own lifeif it wantsto be a
factor which the world will regard, which will set the masgesng, and
show up in the newspaper colurthen it will lose itslife. And only the
one who at the outset does not look outward abatljs simply and solg
intent on magnifying Jesus day by day in tign life, quite automatically
becomes a herald and a conqueror ofathdd. He will possess the earth.

| think that in this message of our parable there is also a hinteg#rd
to the sinister problem dfast and West which haunts us all.

When we consider today what we really have to oppose to thiessyul
depersonalized, and mechanized world of the East, what we wesilty to
defend, the answer we get, and the answer we like to givselvas, is
this: We want our free world, we don't want to be afraibeifing pulled out
of bed at night, we want every man to have his rights,want a
"human" world which is warm and homey; we don't wacb#d, sinister
world of robots and termites. And perhaps itMde added: We want
a world in which Christianity forms dependabielues and orders, in
which it has molded an ideal of man in whom tpemitive bestial
instincts have been tamed and the human valuegonscience and
personality have become basic, simétg ideas. How many say this and how
many really mean it honestly and seriously! Aret when we say this we
do nothing but embalm the corpse of d&drope instead of remembering
what should really animate and vivifis. May | illustrate what | mean by
another parable of Jesus?

When the prodigal son left his father and went to the far countdidhe
this not just to be perverse but in order to grow. He said to himself
(I referred to this in a previous chapter)l can't develop under the
thumb and authdy of my father. | have to be free, for once | need to be
myself. Therefore I'll go out where | can realize my ideas, wheb®dy
can turn me away from the road that | have to travel accotditige law
of my life." He says to himself, "After all, | hava goodinherited structure,' |
come from the best of homes, and materiatiynl well equipped. With this
endowment I'll make my way all right."”

But then it turned out that all this was used up in no time andnstatd
of growing with all this good ineritance he went to the dogé&%u cannot
have the Father's gifts if you will not have the Father;tiien they only
trickle through your fingers. The fear that this migiiéo happen to us
always comes over me when | read so much innthespapers abouhe
"Christian West," Christian political principles, and Christian social charity
and hardly ever read an anniversary spéechhich this pathetic refrain of
the prodigal son is not chanted.

Why am | so afraid of these phrases which sound so solidepeddable?
Because people want the gifts of the Lord Christ but they
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do not want him. He once walked among our people and trod ouHsoil.
apostles and missionaries and reformers were the messengdrsowtot his
Word to us and invited us to let him be our Saviour. Aretause our
forefathers grasped this Hand of God, because they entdoetiis peace
and found deliverance from fear and guilt in the atoaet of the Cross,
there grew in them a whole new concept ofmanity. What we today
call "conscience," "freedom," "humanity," alhis we got from him. All
this accrued to us when we gained the eternal heart. It was the image of the
Saviour that formed our image of man. Our ideal of freedom was patterned
on the fredom of a man whosgns are forgiven, whose chains are broken,
who is "the free lord of all.Our ideals of life and death are stamped with the
image of him who overcame the world.

And now we want to hold on to all these good ideas and principtethey
have proved their worth, but we want them without him. hdee learned
enough from Jesus of Nazareth, we have said-ggdd him, and we carry in
our hearts the legacy of his good ideas about life and death, humanity, and
neighborliness. But he himsdihis become myth, and we propose to get
along without him. So, without beingware of it, we go wandering into
the far country. The intellectual armiltural machinery of the West, the
Christian West, keeps on runnifay a few centuries afterward but thetor
has been shut off. The inherited capital lasts for a time, but the Father's
house is behind ud3Ve go stumbling along on this presumptive Christian
heritage, thinking that it is still something worth living for, that it is still a
decent, reaWorld of values, capable of putting down the specters of the East.
And all the while we are living on capital that is being consumed at a
furious pace because there are no replacements, because contattewith
Father has been broken.

And while we naively pral¢ about the Christian West, those whose ears
are sharp to hear have long since heard the howling of the walaing
up from the cellar (Nietzsche was one of the "clairaudiadthonishers of
Christendom) and already the cleseing ones see th@styin the distance
and descry the bestialization that ensues tifeege humanist dreams are done
and reality returns. And then may rthe movement once begun by Jesus of
Nazareth also be brought tdirzal standstill?

Do we understand, then, what the p&atmeans when it says thatist
not Christendom that grows, not the church, not the Christian Watt
grows? If the Body of Christ seems to be growing bigger, if Ganis
phrases appear in the press and radio, if it has become alfasicn to
listen to the counsel of the church, and if even those whdauilt nothing to
do with Jesus of Nazareth personally neverthelasirm" the ideas of
Christian parties and similar movemeiiftsthe Body of Christ is
growing in this way, may this not be (anére | pose
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a dreadful, depressing questioa) cancerous swelling and therefase
pathological proliferation of cellsilay it not be just sound and fugnd
therefore have more to do with nerves or even tactical prudbanewith
heats that have found peace benetih Cross and regainechome in the
Father's house?

How can we distinguish between thepathological, cancerlike pro
liferations and a real growth of the organistself? And the answer of
Jesus' parable is: We can d@tbnly as wegrow intohim, as his Words
formed in us, as we allow everythinge are and think and do to be
permeated by him, as we wake with hintlie morning and let him beur
first thought, as we see in our fellawen and fellow workers the men for
whom he died, as we allow our wdrkbe hallowed by himas we give thanks
to him for the joysand fulfillments of our life andaccept the pains and
disciplinesas from his hand, and finally, wheleath comesaswe "let him
put his hand beneath oureadto lift us up and hold us" (Matthias
Claudius).

Only aswe let him into our lives ithis way will his Word grow in ugnd
not some Christian cancerous grow@nly so will we stop living on the
heritage of the fathers and fmned directly to the livingcurent from the
Father's house. Then we shalbw why this life is wortHiving, because the
true life hasbeen made manifest to us. Then, anty then, shall we bring
the Lord Christinto politics, into the sociabrder, and perhaps even into
desolaed and thirstindRussia, intdlindly searching China, and inffrica
which Christian Europe has so dreadfully wronged. But the promise that the
tree will thusgrow over the whole world is given to us orifywe allow the
seed to grow irourselves, in coplete solitude, in completgiliness, and in
communiorwith Jesus Christ.

To you and to me has been entrustedstée from which one dayre to
grow branches whichre to spread over the eardhd give shelter to the
birds of the airDon't seek these &nches, butathernurse the seed. Seek
first the kingdom of God, seek first to receive &edp this smallest thing in
your heart, and all these othérings including the Christian West and the
Christian mission to the worlshall be youraswell.

We have a Saviour to whom the worttetlongs and before whoevery
knee shall bow. And because we are marcbimgo his day wittpower we
are not shortvinded andshortsighted. And therefore evére smallest need
not be toosmall for us. But the great thingse hidden in him, and he gives
them with hideft hand.

Vi

The Parable o f the Tares among the Wheat

Another parable he put before them, sayiflge kingdom of heaven may be
compared to a man who sowed geedd in his field; but while mewere sleepig,
his enemy came and sowededs among the wheat, and wanty. So when the
plants came up and bageain, then the weeds appeaatsb. And the servants of
the householderame and said to him, "Sir, did you now sow good seed in your
field? How therhasit weeds?' He said to therdn enemy has done this.' The
servants said to him, "Then do you want ugaand gather them?' But he said,
'No; lest in gathering the weeds you raptthe wheat along with them. Let both
growtogether until the harvest; aatiharvest time | will tell the reapeGather
the weeds first and bind thembundles to be burned, but gather the winéatmy
barn."

Then he left the crowds and went into timeise. And his disciples camehim,
saying, "Explain to us the paralbéthe weeds of the fieldMe arswered, "He
who sows the good seed is 8en of man; the field is the worldnd the good seed
means the sons of tkimgdom; the weeds are the sonthefevil one, and the enemy
who sowedhem is the devil; the harvesttheclose of the age, and the reapers are
angelsJust as the weeds are gatherecbamded with fire, so will it be at thedose
of the age. The Son of man wdiend his angels, and they will gather afuhis
kingdom all causes of sin aatl evildogs, and throw them into the furnace of
fire; there men willweepand gnash their teeth. Then the righteeilisshine like
the sun in the kirdpm of their Father. He who has ears, lettear.”

-MATTHEW 13: 24-30, 3643

When in the preceding chapter wensidered the parable of the
mustard seed, it may have appeasédirst glancebut surely only athe
very first glancethat here we weregoing to be presented with an
optimistic prognosis of the developmaeuit Christianity, a very reassog
and comfating preview,in which the church of Jeswgould develop from
very insignificant beginningsito a worldwide organizéon.

71
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After we reacthis parable we can hardly slip into the misconceptiba
"happy ending" for church histp. For this parable speaks afdark
menace, a mysterious power that is everywhere at-aagknotonly out
there among the dubious excrescerafesvilization, thepoliticians and the
executives, the mummers and the Mardi Gras, thadnovies, but alsm
the innermost sanctuary itself. In this vempment in which the Word of
God sounds from the pulpit that sinisteower is also sowing its toxic
seed among the furronBven in theassemblies of bishops and synods that
power mingles the seeds of atitm, the praise of men, and clericalism with
this desire to be obedietet God and to act spiritually. Where theologians
sit poring overthe Scriptures that dark power sows between the lines the
seeds of man'swn thinking, causing the wisdom of the Greékgriumph
over thefoolishness of the Cross and spreading the graveclothes of human,
all too human thoughts upon the open Easter gaadeturning themighty
acts of God into the humbug of idle saffsertion.

Now, depressin@s these intimations of Jesumay be, they may also
reassure us, for at least they accord with our own experiédmceatleast
they do not expect us to see bright progress where we see dakikss
where we are troubled by humanity's merely marking tand also by
the sterility of he church!

For we have only to look at life with open eyes to see this strange
ambiguity: There are no fields or gardens in this world whoehegrain
or flowers grow; the weeds are always there too. And wherdeetare
somewhat resignedly, "There is nioly perfect in this world,this is only a
somewhat trite expression of this experience.

We have this experience even outside the church of Jesus. Werlged
think of technical science to demonstrate this. To be $eckology is a
gift of creation wiich helps us to "subdue the earth." Ayet we human
beings are in much the same positasGoethe'ssorcerer's apprentice. He
learned the art of inventicemd how toexercise his power, but then all this
got beyond his control and thelne stood tremblig before the spirits he had
conjured up. How mucksod-given intelligence is being expended today on
the problems ofiuclear physics! But all this intelligence hast been sufficient
to contrive methods which will prétect us from tledfectsof these
atomic energies which we have released. We have evoked them with the
magicword of knowledge and now they turn against us and banish us to the
zones of fear. It is as if an evil power had conjured substancesroption
and decay into the very gifts of creat which Godhimselfhas committed
to our hands.

True, there is such a thing as progress in technical science. We have
penetrated deeper into the mysteries of nature and are atdevttrom
it energies undreamed of by former generations. But since, allitthis
progress, man has remained the sameydtashanged, his
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increasing power over creation is paralleled by the increasurglyl and
murderous power which he uses against himself and his feowsit is like

a dreadful mene, mene, tekgbronounced upon our worldhat our
technological mastery of the world hast led to the humaaation of the
world and the fulfillment of the Creator's command, tather that thedirst
product of this progress waso world wars withtheir murderous, wholesale
slaughter, and the fact that we have decel prospects of blowing up the
whole earth in a third world wainstead of "subduing" it to the glory of
God. Who is it that is mixedp in this thing? Who has beesowing
something elseluring thenight?

And now this parable shows us that this same mysterious twhiehgs
over the church of Christ and that here twther figurespectral and
shadowy, a demonic double, follows ti®ine Sowerscattering seedsf
negation and destruction.

For example, there is that Word of God, formulated by Paul, wdagis
that where sin abounds grace abounds all the more (Rom. $haoy;od
wants us, wants to be our Father as we are, and that despitiilt and
wretchedress and filth he takes ue his heart. Bustrangely enough,
"overnight" even this greatest of the gifts of Geghoisoned. We turn it
into a "pretext for evil" (I Pet. 5:20). That is, veay to ourselves: Well,
if we are always in right with God anyhowlittle more or less dirt on our
conscience doesn't matter. The Cathdfiage to toe the mark, of course,
because otherwise they will hate suffer the hardships of purgatory. But
we Protestants are radiantly ajogfully liberal, we rejoicein grace A few
side trips more or less inthe far country don't matter to us, for, after all,
God is not really angrgnd nothing really bad can happen to-irsthe
end anyhow.The catechism saydgoesn't it?that grace is insurance
against sin and accident aritht we already have a ticket to heaven in our
pocket orwe will be able to get one at the last minute. Seats in
heavenarereserved. In fact, heaven even feels flattered when we latecomers
finally decide to come in after all.

So we turn this costly gracér which Jesus shed his bloadfo cheap,
markeddown merchandise, as Dietrich Bonhoeffer expressafhen we
remember what it cost our Lord, what pains he had to safidrwhat a
death he had to die in order to reopen the Father's Housss, suref
this must lay a tremendous obligation upon our life. THegre is no
alternative except to live this life under the stern lighgternity, under
the eyes of God. But instead of this we use this gifitegfdom to break out of
the radius of this lightinstead we go folloimg a will-o-the-wisp and
escape into that night where all cats are gaay where a little bit
more or less of looseness afmbnchalance'doesn't matter. If there is
more joy in heaven ovanesinner than over
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ninety-nine righteous persons, all right, then we'll treat ourselves with
pleasure to being this one sinner. The cue is: Carry on as usual!
But then in the distance rumbles the melancholy question whethen
we do this we are not missing the meanimgl @ourpose of oulife,
whether we may not have switched ourselves onto the wrong track. Yes, it
is very strange how everythirgyen the greatest thing that Jesus gives us
mysteriously spoils, decays, and is delivered ovamidiguity when that
dark powergets its fingers on it. Beneath these fingers it is not
only the wheatfield that is sown with weeds; the gradeGod
itself becomes a cadaver and our Father's royal declaration of
emancipation is turned into wastepap€&hus the weeds are always
mixed with the divine seed. On the ormand, God is concerned that
his gospel should give a man some insepport. For when a person
gets into the clear with God his life, too, changes and he becomes
a more stable person. But no sooner is Gbéere than others to
are approaching him. Overnight somebody contes him and
whispers something, plants something in his ea&ting him: "If
we're going to rule and carry out our program, we needple
who have some inner stability. Religion must be maintasweng the
people or we must furnish them with a religion." What kiofl
religion is a purely secondary question. And so they turn Christianity
into a political ideology, something to hold the body politic
together,opium for the people. So they use faatha meando political
ends, though Jesus' death and resurrection are a matter of complete
indifference to them. Just because all this shallow blather about
their Chrigian point of view costs them absolutely nothing, they
twaddle aboutChristian principles in culre. Always during the
night that dark figure has gone through Goél&dds, and the next
morning something altogether different comes #pongside of the
Word of God something else grows up high. Frondiatance it
looks very much like the Word, jusisthe weeds look likeeal grain
from afar. But when one looks a bit closer one finds tihat is
left of the divine words iyothing but empty Christian wordin
which there is no fruit. There is the word "grace," and it is only
a religious term for "nonkalance." There is the word
"Christianity," butinstead of containing the seed of eternity it
represents nothing morthan sterile hypocrisy. People think the
purpose of the gospel is ontp make people better, more serious,
more respectable, when its teeoncern is rather that death may be
conquered, that we may baelivered from fear and find a new
security. And what is true about theontentof the message is true
also of thepeoplewho have gathered around it. There is Judas in
the midst ofthe apodes, here are real disciples alongside of merely
nominal church members, here are martyrs and apostates,
orthodoxists and hereticgpeople with haloes and sham saints,
Pharisees and harlots, all mixed
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together. Hbw in the world can we ever distinguish between them? How
can we refrain from crying out: Get rid of the weeds! or evd@his
Christianity is a dreadful mess!

What really happened during that mysterious night the paspleleks of?

The man who sowed the gd seed went home and laid himself
down to sleep. Having done his work, he could do so with good
conscience. He had done his duty and now he must let the rest take
its course. What happens netkte outcome of his sowing, the effect
of the Wordthis is no bnger under his control. He may perhaps
be thinking of Matthias Claudius' hymn:

We plow the fields and scatt€he
good seed on the lanBut it is
fed and watere8y God's almighty
hand.

But is there not another hand at work here besides the Hand ®&f God

At first nothing happens that can be seen. But one morning he
is bewildered to discover that overnight and altogether unnoticed-some
thing terrible has happened and there ensues a lively argument with
his servants which is replete with expressions ofzangent and dismay.

How many a father, how many a mother has had the same
experence. They have reared their child carefully, surrounded him with a
good clean atmosphere, cherished him with love, and prayed with
him and for him at his cradle at night. Andlespite all this,
something elsdegins to grow. Strange things happen in him. They
see stirrings andmpulses in him that they do not want to see at
all. Another influencecomes beaming in from an altogether different
quarter and they can do nothing abibu

And what happened to the seed which Jesus Christ himself sowed? He
sowed love and along with it the martyrs' stakes sprang up frograled,
and in Christendom men (including the theologians) bamnded
each, other with hard objects and poisoneddgojustas much as
they did elsewhere. He sowed peace, but the field of the world is
littered with the dead and disabled.

What should be done?
We understand the angry reaction of the servants, who want to go out
immediately and rip out the weeds, evenutjio, from a farmer'goint

of view, this is almost impossible. Nor does the Lord permit this.

Rather, he says, "Let both grow together until the harvest. You can't

change things. Leave the decision, leave the separation of the

weedsfrom the wheat to theudgment day of God. This is not
your affair.God will take this thing in hand in his good time."
What is it that causes our Lord, so strangely, it seems, to stifle the
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holy zeal of his people and to say to them, "Hands off! You ¢afamge
the field of the world as it is anyhow"?

If  am not mistaken, he had three reasons for this.

First, he is saying: Please do not think that you can exterminat@itha
the world by your activity and your own personal exertioifier all,
that evil is within you yourselves. This is not some humasistance that
you must break down; rather it is the power of treat adversary
which is at work in what is happening and intervertige. You are not
fighting against "flesh and blood," but agaitie secret ruler of this world.

This is the tragedy of all social reformers and moralists; they waoiotb
out vice, drinking, smoking, free love. And as they set out in grim
earnest on their virtuous crusades these good people are quite oldivious
the fact that (to speak with Goethe's Faust) the devil has hungglhim
about their necks. Why is it that as a rule we find it so hard to endure these do
gooders and reformers? Why do they make us feel so uncomfortable? Because
we sense something Pharisai@ superior inhem, because the very vice
upon which they are making a frontattack is at the same time in their
own hearts, like a partisan arnfighting in their rear. The fanatical
reformers do precisely what tservants in our parable wanted @ dhey
want to exterminate thares with force and will power, failing to remember
that their ownwills are filled with weeds. Not to see this is their Pharisaical
error; ando see this is the royal realism of Jesus Christ.

Werner Heisenberg, in his bkd/lodern Physics and Its View Niture,
made this profound and deeply Christian statement: "Mardoamhat he
wills, but he cannot will what he wants to will." And Itliis he means
precisely what we learned from our text: Man carofdnge himself. He
may want to free himself of a lot of things thkind and fetter him (and
every one of us knows what that is for Himparticulara sexual bondage
or a consuming ambition, a htgamper, or whatever it may be). We want
to be rid of all this; buthe disquidhg discovery we make is not that we
cannot bring it off buthat we cannot even seriously want to do it. In other
words, we discovethat our will really is sown with weeds, that the evil
enemy and his poisonous brood have already entered the houseowinour
ego, thathe himself has occupied the cellar of our unconscious and is
influencingthe direction of our will.

Thereforeat this point human power is of no use whatsoeveyolf own
power were of any use," Jesus is saying to us, "then | wailtare had
to die for you, then a moral appeal would have been enough. Therefore,
judge not, but rather think of your own vulnieitiy! As for the rest, wait for
the surprises of the Last Judgment. Utt#n let God's sun shine on the just
and the unjust. &t God's clouddrop their rain on the good and the evil!"
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Second, the householder in the parable rejects any forcible
intervertion on the part of the servants for the same reason that Jesus
forbadehis discipks to call down fire from heaven to consume the
hostile Samaritans (Luke 9:58.). On that occasion he cried out in anger
to his people, "You do not know what manner of spirit you are of: for the
Son of man came not to destroy men's lives but to save'thWémwould
therefore be spoiling God's plan of salvation if we werernganize a
great "Operation ThroMhemout," if we were to cast outf the temple the
hangerson, the hypocrites, the "borderliners," aaldl the other wobblers
in Christendom, in ordeto keep a small elite cfaints.

For this would mean that we would rob these people of the claarieast
to hear the Word and take it to heart. This would be to dherdoor of
the Father's house in their facasd we would becomesect. But the very
reason why Jesus died was to open the Father's house to everybody, including
the superficial, the indifferent, the mockers aedlers. The bells of invitation
which sound over market place, fieldsd alleys would be silenced, and the
comforting promie, "Everybodycan come, jusisyou are," would be turned
into a questionnaire inwhich everybody would have to list his
accomplishments and meritsnd finally somebody else would add them up
and evaluate them amgjive the verdict: "You passed" or "Youl&d."

Then how bleak and dreary would be out outlook, and how crigilg
would Jesus' death lave been, with all its expenditure of lovedaady

purchased grace! And how dreadfully we would corrupt pimatisaically
poison our own souls if we tookighe job of calling dowfire from, heaven, if
we became such inquisitors and bigoted snoof¥i@l do not know what
manner of spirit you are of."

When | reflect upon all this | am reminded of two situations.

First, the one in which not long ago somebadyd, "All this fussthat's
going on about the preaching in St. Michael's* has nothingsehaeér to
do with spiritual fruit; it's pure sensation seeking, almofstda The people
come to get a thrill or see what's going on, butadtely not to attend
divine worship." The man who said this to me dit, it is true, identify
himself with the servants in the parable airdw the conclusion that we
should exterminate this weed patch, stog whole business, and require the
people to submit to a test dfer spiritual sincerity before we let them in.
Nevertheless, he did intimate that what was flourishing here was some kind
of weed anyhow.

What would Jesus' attitude have been toward such a phenoniBnien?
surely is the one legitimate question we shoskl & this point. Perhaps he
would say: "It may be that many come because of whfferent and

probably very complex motives. Many come, perhaps,
* The church in which this series of sermons was preached. (Trans.)
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because others caybecause they like the music and the mightyirgingf the
hymns, many because they love the place itself." Of coilveee are many
motives at work, possibly even that of curiosiBut | can conceive of
Jesus' continuing, in line with our parable,daraying,"Why do
you decry the people for this? Can you separate the Velseat, the
curious and the sensation seekers from the other compléifédyent
plants that stand right beside them? Can you distingalighis from the
real hunger and thirsthat tugs at many a heart amiives many a
person to seek the Word? Can you distinguish it ftbe yearning, the
anxiety to get away from oneself and find securidg?you know the sickness
and weariness, the boredom, and the sting®o$cience that dwen these
hearts, and how they yearn for sahiieg to hold on to, for real freedom, how
they are really crying oudbr redemption? And now you disparage them just

because all these seed grains of eternity happen to be in such strange pockets,

perhapseven wrapped up in a bit of curiosity and sensation seeking?"
Perhaps for many a person who actually came here for these questionable
reasons and this afternoon may again be doing something altogether
different, having forgotten everything that was s#idnay happerthat in

his last hour, or in some hour of great lonelinesgerrible despair,

there will come back to him one single word which he héai<l morning,
perhaps a word of the Lord's Prayer, poss#lgn aword of this sermon.

And then this desped and forgotten word mapmfort and accompany him

as he goes through the dark and patHlessst. How much more merciful

and understanding is God comparegth us men, how patient he is and how
long are the seasons of gréweegrants to his seeds! .

And the second situation is this. Not long ago | was in the palgee of
the United Nations in New York in which the representatofebe nations
assemble when crises come in order to search outtevagcape new wars. |
asked an attendant to show nhe tchapel whichwas said to be located
there. "Oh," he replied, "you probably metinie meditation room." As he
accompanied me to it, | thought about this rather strange name "meditation
room." Apparently one was nti pray there, but simply to meditatecduld
not help asking myself whether this was sufficient when leaders of the nations
came togetheto patch up a world that has come apart at the seams. Would
they notdo better to call upon the Lord of the nations, rather tjoain
sitthere alone withhteir own feckless thoughts?

The meditation room turned out to be what its name implied. In a
completely empty, blank whiteoom, without any decoratioor symbols
whatsoever, stood a few chairs. "Does anylmay sit othem?" | asked the
attendant. Somelat embarrassed, he shdughead.

The front waltthat part of a room where the altiamusually
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located in churchewas glaringly lighted with spotlight&ind on it,being
spotlighted, wasothing. The spotligts were ignorant of whakhey were
illuminating and the responsible men who were invited to come to this room
were not shown to whom they should direct thieaughts. It was a temple

of utterly weird desolation, an empty, ruinfegld of a faith long sine fled.

Involuntarily, | was seized with a terrible anger, whighfortunately, |
expressed somewhat rashly.

Here all the conference rooms were furnished with the utimaximfort.
Here were elaborate translation devices, the ultimate in tsghni
perfection, a kind of attempt by modern man to overcothe
Babylonian confusion of tongues by technical means. Everytiaddeen
thought of, nothing was missing. Only here, where the ultimateat stake,
only here was emptiness and desolatidfould it ot have been more
honest to strike this whole pseudo temple out obti@get and use the space
for a cloakroom or a bar?

Afterward | was ashamed of my anger, which was not unlikeahéte
servants in our parable. Was this room nothing more than ttegubdower
of nihilism? Was it not a small, very forlorn, very timelen pathetic sign
that somebody knew that the fate of natiomst only is a matter of
political debate, strategy, and diplomacy, but thra¢ must reflect upon the
ultimate mysteriesfaman? That one mugtclude in one's deliberations the
fact that man is created by God, thed has the Fall behind him, and
that the Babylonian confusioof tongues really exists? That this dubious
planet of ours and its still mokubious inhabitantsve only by the grace of
God and therefore go @xisting only because he does not deliver them over
to their own madess, that he is still giving them reprieve? Who is capable
of separatingthe nihilistic, mendacious element in this worship room from
the seedof a true knowledge which may yet spring up here, from the spiritual
poverty which here awaits its promise?

Thirdly, the householder in the parable explicitly points out that the
servants are completely incapable of carrying out any proper eparh
grain and weeds because they look so much alike and therefitreir zeal
for weeding out the tares they would also root thewheat. Here we
come up against a point which is by no means a siropk for the

interpreter. The problem is thiadl of them, the houswlder as well as the
servants, see that tares have actually beer sbwrthe fact is thathey
candistinguish between them. And yet the householder says, "Do not rip out
the weeds too soon; otherwise ywill destroy the real fruit alog with
them." And this means that theginnotdistinguish, after all.

How are we going to resolve this apparent contradiction? Certadrly
from any merely agricultural or botanical point of view. For frasable is
an allegory which cannot be understday itself, but only.
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as we see what is intended. But when we take this into account it all
becomes clear: taken by and large it is actually possible to distinguish
between tares and wheat. We can say, for example, that in Luther's
sermons or in Kierkegaard's Christian discourses the dis@eel has
grown into rich and blessed fruit. And, conversely, we can gty
equal certainty that nihilism or the myth of the twentieth century
dialectical materialism with its atheism eachtaialy has in it soméing of

the poisonweed.

But when the Lord in the parable nevertheless counsels caution and
restraint, he certainly does not intend that we should be vague, timid, and
indifferent in our judgment about these things, that we shoultivate a
characterless, hazy tolerance. Of couvse should "diBnguish between
spirits." Of course we must call what is godly godlyd what is satanic
satanic. The Lord Christ himself did this.

But then when we examine the weed patch more closelyrgndn the
basis of what we know about sin, blasphergd nihilism, to determine
clearly just who is a sinner, a blasphengenihilist, weencounter a strange
difficulty. We find that nobody iamerely a blaphemer ormerely a
nihilist, but always at th same time an unhappyisguided child of God.
The soldiers who drove the nails into Jekasids and then mocked him were
not only blasphemers and fumenaries of Satan. On the contrary, the
Father in heaven grieved ovirem, because they really befmd to him
and, tragically, they seemead be completely unaware of this and went on
heeding the promptingf another, dark, power.

| venture to ask this question: Have we ever in our life met a person,
matter how depraved, unbelieving, or vicious heynhave been, even
some malicious, quarreling, clacking neighbor or a slippgryeming fellow
worker| ask you, have we ever mgperson oivhom we dared to say, "This
person is really a weed and nothing &uteed"?

Or were we not at the same time brbougp short and challenged see
that Jesus died for him too, and that none otarsknowwhether God
may not still have something in mind for him, whether some altogether
different seed may yet spring up in him? Would not our hand wither if we
were to pot him out as a weed? Must not this hand draw back and perhaps
open in a gesture of blessing and prayert God may yet bestow his
mercy upon this seeminglgst andcondemned failure?

Just recently | had this experience. | was deeply impréssadrea writer
(Gottfried Benn), who delivers a nihilistic message to gemeration with
demonic power and a tremendous mastery of languagked myself, Are
not these poems weeds, seductive, iridescent flowers of evil, and are they not
the more perilous siply because they are ssplendidly colorful, so
polished in form, and so fascinatingtheir
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imagery? And then suddenly | came upon something totally different that he
said, a remarkable and moving confessible. says to a youndriend:
"When your back is to the wall, in the grief of weariness, indhay
of the void, read job and Jeremiah, and stick it oMy notthis be the
opposite of what happened in the parable? May it not be that the dark power
sowedpoisonous plants and then, overnight, Gadthis seeds in the soil? (It
could, of course, still be his seed eveBéaihn's admonition to his friend were
not to be interpreted in the seneé Christian devotion and pious Bible
reading.) Who dares to septgwheat and tares here? Ought we not rather
wait for God's great dagnd pray that God may mercifully prosper these two
little seeds whichhave fallen from job and Jeremiah into one man's heart?
Again, whodares to separate and root out here? Must weatberlove,
in orderthat in this very venture of love we may learn to realize that wheat is
sown even in the most weedden lives and that God is waiting ayelarning
for it to grow? Dostoevski once spoke tipsofound andunspeakably
helpful word: "To love a person means to see him as Goehded him
to be." Mind you, we should see him not as he isasite wasntendedto
be.
Or, | think of all the pious fuss in the church about the catchword
"demythologization.” |1 think of how eager the servanitgshe Lord arein
this connection to institute disciplinary proceedinigserect thestake, and
pass out heretics' hats. Let us grant for the moment thamnthisreally be
the sowing of some very dubious seed and that it qoddibly contaminate
the field of pure doctrine. But who wouldhareto exclude and expel persons
here and in the nervous anxiety ofbelief and the spirit of carefulness
anticipate the last judgmenifhedid this, would he not also be nullifying
the tormentingand veryserious gestions with which these people are
wrestling? Would he nobe simply rooting these questions out of his own
heart, instead of facindpem? And would he not then be making faith too
easy and gracto cheap? And would he nand this would be the
worst of all-be overlooking the fact that these, possibly questionable,
sowers(note thatwe are only supposing!) who operate during the night are
neverthelessspending their days poring over the Holy Scriptures and
studying themwith tremendous effort and care?h@/would dare to ignore
this andstrike them down with these same Holy Scriptures? And
would not thepatience of the saints be more in place keveve all, the
prayer thatGod may make this his Word too strong for them, that the current
of truth and mercynay flow through the contact which they still havéth
the message and also penetrate their possibly erring hearts?
Who is not reminded here of Jesus' saying: "Judge not, that yootbe
judged"? We ought rather to pray for imperiled seamsl alsofor our
own souls, which are so beset by the spirit of care and judgment
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and seHrighteousness. We ouglatlet God give us the long patiertbat
serenely and confidently awattee last day and its surprises.

Still the season of graamins its coursend in it not only the sinister
nightwalker but also the divine Sowame scattering their seeds. Siik have
the royal right of sonship to make intercession, and wemeedive up hope
for any manno, not one.In folded hands all piouand fleshly zeal is
quelled. Still runs the season in which theceeepsupon us the dread
question, "Lord,s it I?" Have not | on many aight sowed poisonous
seed in many heart and become a stumblisigck to many? Let him who
stands takdneed lest & fall; and abovall let him not judge when he sees
others fall, but reach out for hisother with compassionate hands.

The last judgment is full of surpriséhe separation of sheep aguhts, of
wheat and weeds will be maithea way completely differe from that which
we permitourselves to imagind-or God is moramerciful than we, more
strict than we, and more knowing than wand, in every case, God is
greaterthan our hearts. But one thing égrtain and that is that Jesus
the King will come withhis sickle anccrown. Then our sickles will fall and
all the false and illegal crowns willrop from men's heads. Then all viig
changed and everything wide different, utterly different. But one thing will
remain: love, the loven which we have behied anchoped and endured, the
love whichnever let us forget that God céind and bring home and set at
histable even the blasphemers, the errthg,deceivers, and the deceived.

May he give us the grace of the long viamd the calmness to live
confidently in the name of his victoryntil one day he shall say to asd
to those for whom we have intercedétiVell done, good andaithful
servant; enter into the joy of younaster.”

VI

The Parable othe Seed Growing Secretly

And he said, "The kingdo of God is as if a man should scatter sgaoh
the ground, and shouldkep and rise night and dagd the seedhould sprout and
grow, and he knows not how. The earth produces of fisstfthe blade, then the
ear, then thdull grain in the ear. Buvhen the graifis ripe, at once he puts in the
sickle,because the harvest has come."

And he said, "With what can we compare the kingdom of God, or what
parable shall we use for it? It is likegrain of mustard seed, which, whsemvn
upon the ground, the smallest ddill the seeds on earth; yet when #dgvn it grows
up and becomes the greatafsall shrubs, and puts forth largeanches, so that the
birds of the air can makests in its shade."

With many such parables he spoke the word to thetimeasvere able thear it;
he did not speak to them withaatparable, but privately to his owdisciples he
explained everything.

-MARK 4:26-34

In his widely read bookThe Future Has Already BegumiRobert
Jungk tells of a lecture given by an Americgmecialist in aeronautical
medicine. In this lecture the statement was made that medsutesd tasks
which he faces in aeronautitisat is, breaking through theound barrier
and later in space travehan is from a biological pointof view a
misconstructin. What the blunt frankness of this statenmeatly means is
that the body given to usy the Creator, with its settisie circulatory system
and its even moresensitive nervous system, is tonger equal to the
possibilities opened up by the technicajenuity of man. We can express this
even more pointediythe contribution whictGod has made to our existence
(by putting a body at our disposal) hasow been outstripped by the
contribution of man and his technigatelligence. Now, man has investta:
larger share of capital in the firm of "creation." He has acquirednajority
of shares. The divinpartner in the firm has been pushedhe wall and the
directorate of
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creation will undoubtedly work out in such a way thatiirnow orthe
human voice will be given more weight.

Now, what will this human voice say? It will sajlan must be
biologically rebred. The obsolete apparatfsthe created humaorganism
must be modernized. "Biometrics" (as this new method is calldd}ake
these longsince outworn designs of the Creator, thisary and somewhat
antiquated old dodderer, and breed the new h@nspace man.

Why do | mention this little story? Because it expresstelingabout life
which is shared more or less byl af us, even though it magot be
stated as drastically as it is here. We can describe this feelirejdognce
to an idea which has already become almost a commonplazeare
convinced that we can make anything. Good heawshat have we not
made withour technology! We can see things that happénousand miles
away, we can even produce rain artificially, wgnmake stockings out of
coal, we can change the course of rivers, toanslandscapes, produce test
tube babieavhy shouldn't webe able als to change the biological
construction of theuthor of all thesethings, man himself? After all, this is
what the Marxists have alwaysanted to do. All you need to ehis is
their formulais to changehe social conditions and man will change.
Then youcan turnhim from a human person with an unpredictable will
and an unmanageabt®nscience into a compliant marionette, indeed, into
an insect whichwill conform without friction to the termite state. The
possibilitiesare endless. No rules are laid door us, nothing is prescribed
as faras creation is concerned; we are not limited by any alleged Lord of the
world.

"Everything is created," you say. NonserSeérything can be mad§lou
haven't seen anything yet. And Adam and Eve, the human befntee
first morning of creation, will still marvel at what we shall make
of this world supposedly made by God, at how we shall turn it ugeida.

What place do these statements have in a sermon?

They have their very proper place in it because all this coaaamrsoul.
For anybody who holds that everything can be made mustvalsbto make
everything. And anybody who has taken everythimghand must then
keep on moving that hand. He can no longer be Giilt. overactivity, which
constantly keeps us on theerry-go-roundand yet, no matter how fast
we go, gets us nowhere, but only makes us dizzy, is not caused by
the fact that we were so nervous or that we hadime. It is just the
opposite. We are nervous and we have no bemause we think everything
will stop without us and because we thimke are so tremendously
important and we parvenus in this old businessreftion! And this is
why we can never let anything get out of t(iands and be entrusted to
others. That's why we hold on to everything
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convulsively and thus wear ourselves out all over again. Undoubsdidiyis
is connected With the ultimate decisions of our life and notsch at all with
medicine or with the problem of our modern waylité. And because we
have thus taken over the managementhafbankrupt assets of creation,
because now we do everything oursehegsl therefore must always be
producing something, we never get awaym constant care and concern.
For anybody who take®veryting upon himself finds that everything
depends on him.

That's why we go about worrying over how we shall pass tomorrow's
examination, what will happen to our children, and what will happeen
the market turns. We are literally beset by threatening plbist We have
forgotten how to rely on the fact that it is God wtlothes the lilies and
feeds the birds of the air, that he provides daily ration of bread, and
that his kingdom comes no matter what pens. God the partner on whom
we used to dend has become snlvent, and now we stand alone, utterly
alone, on the commandebsdge as the wild weather blows up, and nobody
is there with authorityo command the waves and bring us through winds
and icebergdo safe harbor. Thditanic, our world is unsinkable and our

navigation is perfect. What can be made has been made and we can dispense

with this "Christian navigation." Christian! Nonsend&e don't need the
Man who walks the waves. "Nearer, my God, to thee"? No, neatéreto
statue of libety! We and our children will winhistory's blueribbon
what glorious things we have accomplished!

But why is it then that the captain keeps pacinghitigge soanxiously?
After all, it must be a grand thing to have control of #nigoothly vibrating,
poweful ship and guide it over the ocedlmat ocean which is no longeas
Gorch Fock once expressed it, a tiny pimothe hand of the Saviour but an
element that challenges the omrtigce of man and offers him chances of
undreameef triumphs. "Hastthou not accomplished all things, O holy,
glowing heart?" Why doesrthis Promethean assurance cheer the captain?
Why doeshe worry?Because now there is nobody there upon whom he can
cast his caredWhy is he active and overwatchful? Because he no longer sees
the eyedhat watch over him. Why can't he sleep? Because he can no
longer lethimself go. For the world has become a weird place. Whatever
happensawvithout him and when he is not there himself he cannot trust. So he
has to be everywhere. That's why he ocanlongerlet things happenhe
must always be on deck. Not for one moment can he live like aokark
a lily. He can never let down or let up. Perhaps when he is driflarggets
away from himself for a moment. To drink or to pratat is the
guestion. And drinking need not always mean the consumption of
alcohol.)

Yes, theTitanic isour world. We and the captain are no longer able to

letthings happen. For this you can do only if you know that some
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body is in control and if yourow who that somebody is. But we stand'
alone on the bridge. We have taken charge of the firm and the afndp,
now we are dying of our privileges and prerogatives.

Count von Moltke when he was an old man was asked what he was
going to do in the quiet clirsg phase of his life after years of great
activity and responsibility. His reply was: "l want to see a tree grow."

Would Moltke, we may ask, have been able to say such a thihgsin
old age if during the years of greatest responsibility he hacahead
found time for quietness, time to see that Another and Higeing was
carrying outhis plans and guiding events tos goals quiteindependent of
what Moltke did or left undone? The man who doe&n'dw how to let
go, who is a stranger to this quiegndéident joy inhim who carries outis
purposes without us (or also through us and in spfteis), in him who
makes the trees grow and the rainbows stthet man will become
nothing but a miserable creature in his old age. Béter all, what is he
goad for if he can no longer produce what candreduced and his two
eyes, on which he staked everything, have graim? Can the reason
why many aging people are melancholy dearful of having the door
shut upon them be that for decades they have neven bble to "let
go and let God" and now can no longsee a tree growing, and
therefore are nothing but resiown merrygorounds?

All this may sound almost as if we were going to discuss today the
guestion of the art of living or talk about mental hygieBet the artof
living and mental hygiene are only the -pyoducts of something
altogether different, a bproduct of the very thing our parable means
when it says that God lets his seeds sprout in this namelessly quiet way,
that this miracle occurs withduany aid whatsoever from man and
apart from any agricultural interventiein that natural, oltashioned
way in which God carries forward his work despite faliman efforts.

Everything we have said so far, which at times may have souliiced
an analysiof our culture, has been seen and said in the light oftti@me.
We have been standirggsit were behind the preacher Je<tisrist, trying
to follow his eyes and see the world as he saw it.

Here is a man who has sowed his fields. When he has done ghis h
leaves them, feeds the cattle, makes some repairs on his house, drives to
town on errands, goes to bed at night, and rises up early. And white he
doing all this the seed grows, without his moving a hand; first the blade
from the seed and from the bladhe ear and then the kernétsthe ear.
What an unspeakable comfort it is to know that in the mafstan's
mischief, in the midst of his scheming and bad speculatibissshaping
and misshaping, his activism and his failures, there is still
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another stream of events flowing silently on, that God is lettingsbéls
grow and achieving his ends.

When the Flood subsided and the rainbow sign of reconciliation
appeared against the skies still dark with cloudsd Gronounced a very
strange word of consolation upon this poor, giéllen earth whose
wounds were now to be closed: "While the earth remains, seedtime and
harvest, cold and heat, summer and winter, day and night, shall not
cease." We should certainly ss the comfort in this assurance if waw
in it nothing more than an invitation to man to find respite fralnthe
busyness of his daily grind and also from all the folly andfasion of
human life by contemplating the constancy of nature, olisgrthe orderly
rhythm of the seasons in their coming and goipgndering the perfect
mathematical harmony of the stars in their courses, by simply letting
God's sun shine upon him and enjoying tlidcal beauty of moonlight
shining upon the sea. Certainlyiglcan be a very good thing. But we dare
not expect too much from these ecises in spiritual natureure. If nature
is our sole physician, it may khbat we shall only become more miserable.
For then we may suddenly feel that we are excluded from #seand its
measured orderlines3.hen we may shake our heads and go back to our
store, our office, ourclassroom, and say: "Wherever man is absent, in a
quiet forest clearing, in the orbits of the planets, all is well. But wherever
this "beast' appearthere is confusion and restlessness. He spoils the
loveliest landscapewith his picnic invasions, he desecrates the sublimest
of mountainscenes with his heel marks; and where he is all by himself,
with his asphalt streets and his neon lights, it is worfsalb." So, if we
are honest, nature also has something altogether different from a message
of comfort to speak to us.

But this is not at all the intention of God's message of comfort #iter
Flood. Summer and winter, day and night, seedtime and hdrmemest
these are not to be understood as manifestations of natural laly &tut
rather as signs that point to therd, who is at work hereWhat this
passage says to us is this: The one fixed pole in allb#wildering
confusion is the faithfulness ardkpendability of Godlnsaneaswe men
are with our idea that everything can be made, énav madly we try, we
shall never destroy God's creation. And shall not be able to smash it,
not because it is indestructible (for oday it will be destroyed, ahthe
sea will be no more; the sun amibon will cease to give their light, and
the stars will fall from heaven)but simply because God's love, God's
faithfulness can never falter. Athe confusions of men in their personal
lives and the politics of thevorld, all the many dodges and futilities
which only take us farther from the goal, still do not divert God fitusn
purposes. In the endlespite all the chaos, all the stupidity, all the sin, it
will not turn outto be a hopelessly tangled skein; butheat straight
through all the
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labyrinths of history, even through the conflict between East and
West, and also through all the confusions of our personal lives there
runs thered thread of God's purpose. He knows what he wants,

and he doesvhat he knows.

One day, perhaps, when we look back from God's throne on the
last day we shall say with amazement and surprise, "If | had ever
dreamed when | stood at the graves of my loved ones and
everything seemed tbe ended; if | had ever dreamed when | saw
the specter of atomic war creeping upon us; if | had ever dreamed
when | faced the meaningless fate of an endless imprisonment or a
malignant disease; if | had ever dreamed that God was only
carrying out his design and plan through these woes, that in the
midst of my cares and troubles and desh@&harvest was ripening,
and that everything was pressing on towhrs last kingly dayif |
had known this | would have been more cadmd coffident; yes,
then | would have been more cheerful and far more tranquil and
composed.”

If we want an illustration of how this certainty works out in a
human life, we have only to look at the Lord himself. What
tremendous presires there must have beenhiit him to drive him
to hectic, nervousexplosive activity! He seeblanfred Hausmann
has given this magnifent literary expression in his essay "One
Must Keep Watchhe seesasno one else ever sees, with an infinite
and awful nearness, the agowy the dying man, the prisoner's
torment, the anguish of the woundednscience, injustice, terror,
dread, and beastliness. He sees and headsfeels all this with the
heart of a Saviour. And this means thdistress and misery are
not merely noted and regested as with a&abulating machine but
actually suffered in compassionate love, as alffi this were
happening in his own body and his own soul. Must tios fill
every waking hour and rob him of sleep at night? Must he not
begin immediately to set the fifreurning, to win people, to work
out strategic plans to evangelize the world, to work, work, furiously
work, unceasingly, unrestingly, before the night comes when no
man canwork? That's what we would imagine the earthly life of the
Son of Godwould be lilke, if we were to think of him in human
terms.

But how utterly different was the actual life of Jesus! Though
the burden of the whole world lay heavy upon his shoulders,
though Corinth and Ephesus and Athens, whole continents, with
all their desperate needyere dreadfully near to his heart, though
suffering andsinning were going on in chamber, street corner,
castle, and slumsseen only by the Son of Getiough this
immeasurable misery andwretchedness cried aloud for a
physician, he has time to stop andlkt to the individual. He
associates with publicans, lonely widows, atebpised prostitutes;
he moves among the outcasts of society, wrestlorgthe soul of
individuals. He appears not to be bothered at all by the
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fact that these are not strategically important people, that they mave
prominence, that they are not key figures, baty the unfortunatejost
children of the Father in heaven. He seems to ignore wislov@reign
indifference the great scalled "world-historical perspectives'of his
mission when it comes to one insignificant, blind, and smékggar,
this Mr. Nobody, who is nevertheless so dear to the heaGadf and
must be saved.

Because Jesus knows that he must serve his neighbor (litethdge
nearest here and now) he can confidently leave to his Father the things
farthest away, the great perspectives. By being obedient in his little'
corner of the highly provincial precincts of Nazareth and Bethlehem he
allows himself to be fitted inta great mosaic whose master is God. And
that's why he has time for persons; for all time is in the handsi®of
Father. And that too is why peace and not unrest goes out liftomFor
God's faithfulness already spans the world like a rainbowdd®es not red
to build it; he needs only to walk beneath it.

So, because Jesus knows which way the switches are set, because he
knows what the outcome of growth and harvest will be, the words he
speaks are not prepared, tactical propaganda speeches. The propefganda
men, even when it masquerades as a kind of evangelism and beaomes
enterprise of the church, is always based on the accursed notion that
success and failure, fruit and harvest are dependent upon our human
activity, upon our imagination, energy, and dalligence. Therefore the
church too must guard against becoming merely a busy enterprise and
pastors must beware of becoming religious administrators devoid of
power and dried upsfar as spiritual substance is concerned.

Jesus is not a propagandist. Atigere is one fact which shows that he
is not, and that is that for him speaking to his Father in prayeroie
important than speaking to men, no matter how great the crdahals
gather around him. Just when you think that now he must sthiee
opportuniy, now surely he must strike while the masses are hotnamid
them to his purpose, he "passes through the midst of them" and
withdraws into the silence of communion with the Father.

Why was it that he spoke with authority, as the scribes and Phadgges
not? Because he was rhetorically gifted, because he was dynalojd?e
spoke with such power because he had first spoken with the Father,
because always he came out of silence. He rested in eteamitly
therefore broke into time with such power. That'©wywhe is so
disturbing to time. He lived in communion with God; that's why his
speech to men becomes an event of judgment and grace whichcanne
escape.

Jesus' powerful speech derives from the power of his prayer lifethend
very reason why he can affi to pray so diligently and give thigest
hours of the day to this communion with the Father is that he
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knows that while he rests in eternity it is not that nothing is happening
but that in doing this he is rather giving place tod®oSpirit, that then
God is working and the seed is growing. Woe to the nervous activity of
those of little faith! Woe to the anxiousness and busyness of thosedwho
not pray!

Luther once said, "While | drink my little glass of Wittenberg beer the
gospelruns its course." That is truly the finest and most comfortingg |
have ever heard said about beer. The conversion of a man is not
something that can be "produced." The new life comes into being only
by letting God work. Therefore, Luther can cheeljubnd trustully
step down from the pulpit; he doesn't need to go on incessantly crying,
shouting, and roaring around the country. He can quietly drink his little
glass of Wittenberg beer and trust in God. The Lord "givekisobeloved
in sleep."” In moscases today we do not sin by beingdutiful and doing
too little work. On the contrary, we ought to askrselves whether we
are still capable of being idle in God's name. Take my word for it, you
can really serve and worship God simply byng flat on your back for
once and getting away from this everlastipgshing and producing.

Now, some of you may say, "All this may be so, but how do | go
about achieving this detachment in which | stop allowing myself to be
carried away by busyness and simply @bd work?" This is the prob
lem, after all. How can we attain this stillness?

There are some things which cannot be appreciated merely by
understanding them, they must be practiced. For example, | may have
listened to a piano concert of Mozart music and kaclear insight intats
musical structure, | may even have plumbed its spiritual depths
intuitively or intellectually; but | am still miles away from being alle
play this piano concert, for | have not practiced it.dxactlythe same
way it is posdsble for me to have understood the mystery of geed
growing secretly and still not be able to let God's seed really gnomy
life. | know very well that | should drink my little glass a&¥ittenberg
beer now, that | should be trusting enough to discehrike gears and
let myself relax. But | cannot do it; | cannot find tlseitch by which |
can turn off my own activity and my own compulsivédesire to do
everything myself.

I should like to close therefore by suggesting a little prescription,
even thouglprescriptions in a sermon always have something shadyt
them, since they may give the impression that there are cettaiks,
certain forms of selraining by which one can learn the artfafith. As if
faith were an "art" at all! Faith is nothingubbeing quiet
and receptive when God speaks, being still when God acts. Whavé
to say, then, applies only to this quiet receptiveness. Or, press it in
a different way, it is suggested only in order to help us stop
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putting ourselves in the limelight and asserting ourselves whenvzods
to turn on his light and enlighten us.

When we are sitting in a train or bus or the back seat of our car,
when the telephone is silent for a moment and secietaand appoimhent
books are gone for a time, we should try for once not to reachther
newspaper or the next file folder or for some kind of button, be iadio
knob or a bell push. Then we should try taking a deep breatt
saying, "Glory be tohlie Father, and to the Son, and to the HGlyost; as
it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be, world aithend." This
will give a sense of distance and peace.

We may then go on and ponder these words meditatively. Glorjobe
"the Father." Th$ means: Glory be to him who has brought methis
moment in my day's work, who has entrusted to me my felhwavkers,
and in the last analysis makes the final decision with regarcévery
decision | am now obliged to make.

Glory be to "the Son." The Sois none other than Jesus Christ, who
died for me. Dare -for whom he suffered such pains, for whom he
opened the gates of heavelare | go on frittering myself away on
trifles and futilities? Must not thenething needful be constantlgresent in
my mind, and must it not show up the merely relativepontance of these
many things which | do? For whom, or for what, dfchrist die; for my
cash register, for the roving eye of the boss whomulst please, for my
television set, or for any other such triviééis? Ordid he not rather die for
the fellow beside me who is struggling wigome burden in his life or
for my children whom | hardly ever seeg®nd asfar asthe children are
concerned, did he die for their food ardothing or for their souls,
which | do not know at all, because tHenany things" are always getting
between me and their souls?

Glory be to "the Holy Ghost." Ohl'm full of spirit, | am not un
enlightened. | also have feeling, heart, sentiment, and imaginationd®ut
ever hold still in ader that the wholly Other may fill me with hiSpirit
and give me a sense of the true priorities in life?

"As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be, world without
end." Here we are encompassed by the everlasting arms, overarchibd by
rainbow of a faithfulness we can trust, founded upon a foundatibich
the shifting sands of daily routine can never provide.

If we perform this little exercise repeatedly we shall soon find thas it
not merely a mystical rigmarole and much less an inwarghtliby which
we escape from daily duties. Oh, no; we shall go back to jobr
renewed, we shall become realists in a new way, for then we khail
how to distinguish what is great from what is small, the real fthefalse.
The fanatics who believe thatan can "make" everything are really fools
at bottom. They are not realistic at all, even thoubhy have the cold,
sober eyes of hardheaded men of fact. But the man
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who has grasped the mystery of the seed growing secretly and, like the
farmer in the parable, goes out and does his part of the job and then
commits the fields to God and lies down to sleep in his name-that
man is doing not only the most godly thing but the wisest thing. For
godliness and wisdom are far more closely related than our philosophy
and the wisdom of the "managers" ever dream.
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find the right starting point at the very outset. We must understaatd
Jesus was accustomed to choosing his metaphors and compaiithoas
grand and soveraigfreedom. It is a matter of indifference hon that he
should use even such a dubious figure as the disheteesird to point out a
truth about the kingdom of God. The persano takes offense at the fact
that Jesus never depicts anybody withato, bu employs as models even
sham saintgven the dregs dfumanity, in order that their very darkness
may permitthe divinetruth to shine more brightly, that person does not
understand him atll.

Jesus even dares to represent his heavenly Fathbingsafiin such daring
figures as this one.

Thus, for example, he compares his heavenly Father with hdzated
judge, to whom justice is a matter of complete indifference and who finally
helps a poor widow to obtain justice only because she keeps pesiaring h
day and night and he finally cannot stand it any lofigeke 18: 1ff.). What
he is saying is that God too is not concemtl pure justice. Where would
we be if God were to deal with us in purely legal fashion, if he were to reckon
up our sins poirtby point?T he onething which God has in common with this
hard judge is thaboth do not act according to law, that both allow
themselvedo bemoved, theonebecause of his eternal fatherly heart and the
otherbecause of his frayed nerves which simplynzi endure any longer the
widow's incessant squalling. If even an unjust judgk finally decide
merely because he can't stand being anndgebtelp aperson,how
much more willGod help those who cry out to him atdist him like
children!

How wrong itwould be, then, to interpret the hard judge meesgn
exampleasif the Lord were saying: You judges and magistrates, must be
like this hard judge. This would be nonsense, would it Rot?Jesus is here
arguing far more from the contrast rathbam theparallel between these
two. We must always hear those unspoken wthdsy much more."

Nor can we say that a thief has something divine in him just beocause
Lord repeatedly said that Feéhristwould come again as 'dhief in the
night."

In all the parables of Jesus one must find the salient point, and they must by
no means be interpret@d moral examplstories. This would certainly lead
one up a blind alley.

Sometimes when we read the parables of Jesus it may appeé2hiastihas
even concdad the salient point somewhat, as one must fiesefully
search for it, just as a picture puzzle must be turned thisawdythat and
examined closely in order to find the figure concealed.iPerhaps the
Lord did this intentionally in order to makas really reflect upon the
parables carefully and ponder them in our hearts and
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pray over them before we think we have understood them. Theyptdre
read as one would read a collection of anecdotes in a magazine,
which, of course, can be understood right off the bat.

With the Bible, however, one must first pray oneay into it, literally
allow one's thoughts to hover over it and cirateund it.Sometimes one
may carry an obscure passage around for years wluefenly it begins to
shine. The last book of the Bible remained obseuré dark for centuries,
and now all of a sudden, amidtte catasophes of our time, it iasif the
dark wraps had been removed frtimms book and the broad landscape of
history is plain andin it the wonderful highways of God, all of which by
roundabout ways lead the distant, blue hills from which cometh our help.

So we shall not linger too long over the portrait of the ur§testvard; and
above all we shall not see in him a mipdbeit ratherask ourselves what in
this story is the "salient point" or thaiddenfigure."

For the man himself does not really occupy the center of the
story atall. The real theme of the storyrnsoney;the leading role is played
by "unrighteous mammah What does this thing mean or, bettamhat
does this power mean in the life of a person who wants to be ob&d®ot?
How should he handle it? In a time of prosperity and invitally
commercial and industrial city like Hamburg we may wadlconcermed
with this question. Besides, it is a very practical and woddbstion. But our
destiny with God is rarely decided by our reflectingon dogmas and all
kinds of otherworldly problems. Our destimgrather decided by what we
do with the altogether & worldly quetions and temporal problems which
play a part in oulife, suchassex,money, and personal relations.

The first thing we must note is that we should use money angkpsions in
order to make friends. What this means we shall seeni#ie thing at this
point is to accept the statement that we shouldhisamammon. This is by
no means altogether sefident. When ourord speaks of unrighteous
mammon, we might very well expect htmgo on and say: Keep your hands
off it. Rather go intca monasterytake a vow of poverty, or at least strive for
an economic order whiclvill do away with property and decisively
eliminatethe power ofmoney.

It's trueisn't it?that we understand all too welkhy Jesus calls
mammon "unrighteous,” why he tsalt “the lord of unrighteousnesgivhich
is its literal meaning), the lord of an unrighteous wokie have only to
think of certain stock speculations, armament profiteatmed income, many
forms of tax manipulation or of gambling pools and gameshahce; and
unrighteousness, sweat, tears, and even btembme terribly depressing
images, all of which areonnected with



money."Money rules the world." Doesn't this bring money territiyse to
that sinister figure whom Jesus calls the ruler isfworld?
But Jesus, quite amazingly, does not tell us to abstain from thefuse

money. Perhaps he does not do so because it would be impossible anyhow. We

can't all become monks. Besides, monks do not liveowitmoney either; the
monastic revenue offe simply relieves them ofthe necessity of
touching the dirty stuff. Jesus tells us to take tligy money
right into our hand; he tells us to do something with it. Hemee
positively should not flee from the world and become unrealistiteimame of
our faith. In other words, the rightness of our condudeigrmined not by
whetherwe deal with unrighteous mammon but {h@posefor which we
use it. And this is precisely what is made clearusrin this parable of the
steward. The steward with dils corruptnesand cunning is intended to
show us by means of a negatiwmeagewhat money is really for.

Well, what happened in the story? What happened in the first plase
simply that an accusation was made. Certain people dame large
landowner ad accused his steward of having committed defialocs and
made certain crooked deal¥he parable does not sayhether these
accusations are just or not; the original text simiphves this open. It is
possible even to find in it a hint that possiblg steward was not guilty of
corruption at all. He was onRcharged"with being a swindler.

The landowner did not investigate the charges, which in justistdsld
have done, but simply ordered the immediate dismfshkesteward. All
that is left forthe steward to do is to present fiirgal balance sheet and
hand over his accounts. The master appears nakéany account of the
possibility that these records might prove #teward's innocence and that
therefore he might justly retain his pixmn. No, his boss discharges him
merely on the basis of the accusatiomsgdoubtedly a brutal and unfair
procedure. This put the steward into an abominably difficult situation;
he is actually thrown into amner conflict. To him it appears that only
two alternatives are left.

The first possibility is to act honestly and hand over a clean adegunt
This would mean that he would do everything in his power to help the master
obtain his proper financial claims. He would return allgrieperty to him
and colect all the outstanding debts for him as saspossible. And now
he considers: Should | really do this? After all, hiaster seems to be a
fairly unscrupulous customer. His procedimedischarging him without a
hearing is in itself incorrecnd legal untenable. How can a man simply
kick into the street a person, fromhom he himself demands straight
dealing, without at least allowingm to defend himself?

Furthermore, this master seems to have been pnettiz of anaterialist.

For when the stewambublecrossechim at the last
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moment and feathered his nest by a trick, this gentleman landowner did not
judge this more than dubious move on the part of his stelmamoral or

legal standards at athis quite olviously would not havdbeen good form

for him-but he judges it simply as a very shrewattical move and
thereforeas a perfectly permissible business malaigon.

So when the story tells us that the master commended the stligacdn
only mean that & said something like thisThat sly fellow! He really
foxed me on that one!" This kind of thing impresses thaster, for
obviously he himself knows how to pull a fast one. Not dhly dishonest
steward but his master too belongs in that categfpggple whom Jesus
calls the "sons of this world,"” the childrevho have fewer inhibitions and
are therefore more cunning than the dtah of light. Anyhow the master has
enough sense of humor to corand his steward and his shrewd move,
even though the maneer cost him money.

Nevertheless, if the master himself is a dubious figure, the stéawaasl the
guestion whether he is obligated to help such a fellow getmuisey,
whether, in other words, he should bully the small farmerstandnts
just to make tam fill the pockets of this "antisocial beast" with their poor
pennies. Would it not be better, he reflects, to let this mgoewystead to
those who are less well placed socially? Jesus by no maaesan affirmative
answer to this question; otherwise lwould have had to speak of the
"noble" rather than the "dishonestteward. Therefore he condemns this.
And yet we understand that the stewigrchising a very serious consideration.

The other alternative that is left to the steward is either to doigdlys
labor or go begging. He is frank enough to admit that neither bints
However, he does not say that he doesalttto do physicalvork but that
he cannotdo it. Perhaps he is not strong enough fosdtthat for him it is
not a real question. Bibegging is something hdoesn't want to do. He is
considering his social prestige. This is rea#iyher appealing. He may also
have been arguinthis way: Thiscertainly would be a more than unjust
social order if a clever man likayself should not oglend up a nonproducer
but also have to live dhe expense of other people, all because a crazy
sense of honesgrompted me to fill the pockets of my boss, the rotter. After
all, whatwould he do with the money? He would certainly make worse use of
it than | would if | were to help these poor people by a small maatipn
of the books and at the same time get myself out of a jashlgating them to
me. In this way out of gratitude they will help roger the first crisis and
make it possible for me tget a fresh startn other words, I'll be doing
the most sensible thing witthe moneyentrusted to me by doing what is
formally incorrectthat is, by falsify
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ing the documentbut nevertheless using the money judiciously and for
the general good.

The steward therefore actually commits a highly incorrect act. He is
"dishonest" and "unjust." But what he did is not altogether without
sense, and after all one can find in it a certain, though very odd and
dangerous, very fantastic, mbta In any case, from the point of vieof
pure reason his act is not too bad. The point is that he is a worldling, and
the idea that he should live his life honestly and uprightly to the end and
then be willing to trust that God will not leave him halglthe bag, but will
grant him marvelous experiences of divine help, idhes is simply beyond
him. He is a child of the world.

Now, dare we, apeople who want to be disciples of their Lord dred
counted among the "children of light,” consider ourselicebe above
the dishonest steward? Dare we asif we were far removettom this kind
of nastiness?

We ought to be a bit more careful in our judgment. Even ifdoe't
want to be "children of the world," who act only in accord withid
economic motivesand will not allow their conscience to trespag®n the
realm of business, nevertheless"children of light" we stilllive in the
world and therefore in the world of money atids mustbe said, even
though it may not sound very edifying from a pulpitthe world of
finance and taxes. And are these reflectionghef ditionest steward
really so dreadfully unfamiliar to the children of liggshong, for example,
the business people who are present this morbimghy no means among
them alone?

We perhas do not say athe dishonest steward did: "I havebautal
master and I'm not going to stuff his greedy pockets withighteous
mammon."” We express ourselves in tertnat are moremodern, more
refined, less shady in moraliti¥Ve have some very prolietical tax laws
and it's hardly possibl® maintain formahonesty unless you are willing to let
your business go to the dogs." "Werk only for the revenue office" is a
favorite crack today. A man masay: Isn't the purpose of the government
finance ad tax measures teep business moving and the social structure in
balance? But if taxeare screwed up too tightly, if the state thus puts sand
rather than oiln the economic machinery, if despite the upswing it prevents
a manfrom making investments ocreating an urgently necessary
cushion of capital, doesn't he have to look for ways of reducing taxes on his
own account? After all, who will be served if merely for the sakfwhal
correctness | am prevented from taking advantage of busippsstunites
because | am chained by taxes, or if | should ey@ipankrupt because of
the tax burden? Will this serve the best interebtie state, which will have
to feed me and put me on relief becaitsbas made me an economic
invalid? Of course not, many ould answer. And it must be admitted
that there is at least a modicum of
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conscienceexpressed in such laments and complaints; for ultimatbly,
argument continues, if things go badly for me the state logdeven the
taxes | am now paying.

Or will this serve my employees who may possibly be thrown out of
work? No, nobody is served. Therefore | must use this money in such a way
that | can justify it, for the preservation of my own existetice, care of the
peopleentrusted to me, and the rebuilding of business.

Is there anybody in private business or in a private profession wiad is
aware of this difficulty and this conflict of consciende®en the "children
of light" are by no means exempt from it. This is attaraof guilt and
forgiveness, of righteousness and wisdom; this is a questiwhatfis called
"dirty hands."

If by chance there should be a profiteer, a conscienceless speauiator,
tax evader among us, he need not see in these words a mordbrafilsi
dirty gains. We are speaking here only of the conscientiiffisulties of
those who for objective and perhaglso for humaneeasons have fallen
into inner conflict with regard to the questioftaxes and who are trying to
fulfill their tax obligation, if not accordingo the letter, at least according
to the intent and spirit of the law, whialmeans in so faasit can be
brought into accord with sound sgifesevation. After all, one of the main
purposes of all tax legislatiois to maintain pirchasing power and the
power to produceventhoughsometimes the practical forms which these
laws take, the regulations fararrying them out, may contradict this
purpose and interdgnd thudisturb people's conscience and not infrequently
create severeonflicts.

It is certainly unusuayou will allow me this incidental commerib
discuss such things in the pulpit. Perhaps the preacher himself will get his
hands dirty if he touches on such questions. It would be master to take
this text and speaknofaithfulness in stewardship daithfulness in little
things. After all, it is easy to take a few words ofitthe context of this
hard and difficult lesson and employ them edify the congregation.
But then the preacher would not Bkle toshake off he feeling that he was
dodging a difficult task and engagiing a pious fraud. The things we have
spoken of are a burden on cdests consciences; and therefore a
pastor must speak about them.thisdistress the congregation must
look for direction fromits Lord. It mustallow itself to be told what it
means to live as children of light in the midst of the world, to be mixed up with
the mammon of unrighteonisss and therefore to live with dirty haraitsd
yet live joyfully underthe forgiving goodness obur Lord. If the
preacher nevedares to touch on certain topics because they are unusual in
the pulpit and mayperhaps be shocking he simply leaves these troubled
consciences behingithout giving them any help and makes himself guilty of a
false and puBanimous kind of edification that doee more than create a
flutter in the pious flesh. Unless all signs are deceivingst of the
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difficulties people today have with God and most of their attempts to
escape God are to be foumd the point where these ethical and highly
secular and worldly problems come into their lives. Observations made
here point again and again to the area of economics and the asea.of
Innumerable cases of doubt and indifference, which at first sigld be
considered to be "religious," have their deepest root here.tdadhurch's
preaching must be clearly aware of the change that has taken place in
this deepest human difficulty. Since the Middle Agd®se problems
actually have changed or, rathereihpoint of stresshas shifted. The
church of Jesus Christ must speak about these thindare not leave its
brothers and sisters without help and comfort.

In any case we see that the conflicts and difficulties of the dishonest
steward are not so ren®tfrom us after all. "Let him who is without
sin among you cast the first stone."

But, even though this steward was acting under tremendous pressure,
Jesus never says that he was justified; on the contrary, he calls him dis
honest. Isn't this rather harsh?

No; it is marvelous that he does so. Perhaps a worldling may fool
himself and say, "I am acting under pressure; the conditions are at
fault; 1 am a victim of “tragic' circumstances. Therefore my hands are
clean and my faults are at most the faults of atgeman.” The resulis
that in his seHlrighteousness he more and more loses his sense ofiesin;
falls into a snare which increasingly robs him of sedihtrol, and
gradually in his financial manipulations he becomes an-andout
grafter, a racketeerna profiteer like the thousands who frequent the
dives and night clubs today.

But where Jesus is the air is clean and clear. Here dirty hands are
called dirty; here sin is called sin and dishonesty is called dishonesty.
Here the wisdom of the world is netjuated with godliness. We Chians
can be utterly honest with ourselves because we have nothifieatp
because we don't need to be so painfully worried about puttirey gpod
front. For we know about forgiveness. We know that JeShsst died
for the sake of our dirty hands. We know that "Jesus' bleod
righteousness" is our "beauty and glorious dress," and that this is a more
dependable garment than all the respectable, easily soiled vestments we
may show to the world. We do not need to be afrafidhe hard truth,
because no matter what happens Jesus Chrifdrigssand he will go
with us and stand beside us before the throne ofrjald.

But, | ask, f we thus stand before the judgment seat with our dirty
hands, will we go on dirtying these ids as we please? Doesn't this
rather mean that now there is a light shining down upon us and eyes
watching us and beneath that light and those eyes it is impossibles for
to go on furiously acting only in our own selfish interest, and that
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now the conscience, our responsibility to our Lord, begins to play its
proper part?

The dishonest steward is therefore not our pattern, not by adbog
Nevertheless, he stands on the same level with us at the place where the
children of light get their hands dirty and where Jeswevertheless
reaches out to grasp these dirty hands.

In the middle of this dark picture, however, there is a bright spot; and
this is a point at which this remarkable and dubious fellow senveas
an exemplar after all. The point is that this man used moamsy
possessionfor something, they were not an end in themselves purely
materialistic child of the world like the dishonest steward pamage on
his level to compel money to serve his sndnd thus give itts relative
importance, how much mo+and at the same time, hodifferently-
should the children of light do this dheir level!

How many people there are who are devoted to their possessions
(their clothes, their jewelry, their bank @unts, their homes, and their
cars)}devoted to themasto gods! Actually, mammon also meangead.
These people no longer own their money; their money owns tlidow
many children of light, for example, failed to help the refugdmxsause
for them thingscounted more than peopilehether theseéhings were their
clothes, which they would not give to the nakeddarelling space, which
they withheld from the homeless.

Strangeas this dishonest steward may be, one must still grant that he
does not hang on tmoney; he does something with it. He has only a
few days left. Soon he must separate from all the mammon he Has in
charge. And we too must very soon separate from it; at latest whatie,
but possibly even before then. Who knows whether the grteam roller
from the East will not sweep over us all and whetherglemming show
windows will not be shattered by foreign boots? Tded Mammon will
not defend us then. He will be the first to scraithe worst of all
simpletons are those who try to founeir lives uponhim. The gardens
can be swiftly devastated, the fine houses burned, and the fine clothes
may hang on others' backs. Who knows? Neyet has anybody taken
with him anything more than a shroud.

And in this brief respiten our parable it isonly a few days or
hourstthe dishonest steward lets the money fly. It isn't evenniisiey.

But this is not the important thing here. After all, he cohllve buried
his master's money or stashed it away for future use.h¥dets it fly. He
bestows it pon people who need it. But by so doinggerforms a work of
mercy and makes friends. In any case he is alibgemoney and is not a
slave to it. He compels the money to perforrseavice. The money will
one day forsake him, but those whom he has helpied v will remain
faithful to him and take him in. And this @@ecisely what Jesus turns into
a parable for our own life. This is whhe means by the words: "Make
friends for yourselves by means of
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unrighteous mammon, so that whefails they may receive you intbe
eternal habitations."

What does this mean? Here again we must hear the words "how much
more" which appear so often in the parables of Jesus:rilgh more is this
so for the children of lightt How much more doessthise of money for
service, which this man in the parable practiseddubiously, apply to you
who should be using your money for service in the sight of God! In other
words, it is made perfectly clear to that one day every one of us will be
left destitite. The day will comavhen we shall stand naked before God,
unable to "answer him once énthousand times." We shall be stripped of all
the things in which we put our confidence here below. We shall stand before
the throne ofGod without title, without raney, without a home, without
reputation-in utter poverty. And in that place where there is neither
marrying nor giving in marriage, where money is neither received nor
spent, andvhere all the values have been turned upside down, in that
place Godwill ask: "Who can testify for you?" And then perhaps some one
of the company of the redeemed will step forward, perhaps there may
even be some who witlry out from the nethermost pit of hell and séyle
once gave me his last penny. He once shared his lasetteywithme in
prison. He once put me on my feet again when | was a reflayes,
though it was hard on his meager resources.”

And then perhaps the devil, in case he should still be there aitbWwed
to speak his piece, will angrily interrupt and sdyear! Hear!lt looks as if
you can do business with this accursed mammon evesaiven. Here | have
been doing everything | can to soak your dzgsh in blood and tears,
and now in heaven you summon this ewibney, this hellish mammon,
that smells bme and my brimstone, asvdtness for these people. Do you
think you will get by with this beforthe master of heaven?" So says the devil.

But then God will brush the accuser aside and say: "l have hdsd
these have said in your behalf. | have hetat they want youo be
with them in their eternal habitations. Blessed are you, myfdithild.
You have made the unrighteous mammon righteous begausased it to
feed the poor and hungry and to clothe the naked. Emterthe joy of
your master”

That's the way it is with this unrighteous mammon. And we ask
ourselves, is this really the same motteg money a racketeer takegt
of his wallet to pay for a champagne binge and that other mibratyis
dropped into the offering plate in church otd a hat passearound for an
unfortunate colleague? | ask you, is it really the sameneythe
contributions which are dispensed impersonally fromcleecking
accountas Christmas bonuses and that other money whiglkd out of my
own pocket, warm from ynown body, money that ill budgeted, money
which, if | give it to others, means depriving
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myself? Is this really the same money? Doesn't the money in the
offering plate and the hat serve an altogether diffemsagter? And doesn't
this hallow it and wash away the dirt that may have clung &sit passed
from the mint through all kinds of shady and horteahsactions to the
offering plate and finally to the eternal habitatiohs?here not something
like an "alien righteousness" that appliesnhoney justs it does to men?

It has sometimes happened that a person who himself hadittterynas
given me a dollar bill for some need or other. | would sotwase lighted a
cigarette with a fivehundreddollar bill carelesslydropped by a grafter than
let anything happen to this poor piecepaper. That poor piece of paper was
a living, precious thing becauievas hallowed by that "alien righteousness," a
righteousness not its own.

Let us therefore hallow the tghteous mammon by the use make of it.

Let us not make of it a god, an idol, but a servant. Inléis¢ analysis
there is only one thing in life that matters: the firsdcurity, the
eternal habitations which the Cross of our Lord sasured for us. &
only because of the Cross is there any such thasgn "alien
righteousness." Of ourselves we are certainly not precious people; God could
never rejoice over us or rate us very high. Buthage been "bought with a
price." Our admission to the etern@bitdion has been paid. Everything
else passes away, but that remains. yé&s did it to one of the least of these
my brethren, you did it to meAnd this | have also done for the eternal
habitations and for myselfOur pocketbooks can have more to wih
heaven, and also with hethan our hymnbooks. He who has ears to hear,
let him hear!
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The Parable o f the Wicked Vinedress } |

"There was a householder who planted a vineyard, and set aahedige it,

and dug a wine press in it, and bailtower, and let it out ttenants, and went into
another country. When the season of fruit drew neasent his servants to the
tenants, to get his fruit; and the tenants tookskizants and beat one, killed
another, and stoned another. Agdie sehotherservants, more than the first; and
they did the same to them. Afterward $ent his son to them, saying, "They will
respect my son.' But when the tenasaw the son, they said to themselves, "This is
the heir; come, let us kill him and have hisaritance.' And they took him and cast him
out of the vingard, and killed him. When therefore the owner of the vineyard
comes, whawill he do to those tenants?" They said to him, "He will put those
wretches t@ miserable death, and let out the vineyarother tenants who will give
him the fruits in their seasons."

Jesus said to them, "Have you never read in the scriptuhes:

very stone which the builders rejectets become the head of

the cornerthis was the Lord's doing,

and it is marvelous inus eyes'?
Therefore | tell you, the kingdom of God will be taken away from you and given to a
nation producing the fruits of it."

If we were to survey all the parables of Jesus we would note

something that is very remarkable. All the parables that de&l médture
the lilies of the field, the birds of the air, the shepherd andshisep
breathe something of peace and safety and order. But whereaar
occupies the centaro matter whether it be the unmerciful servant, the
unjust steward, the rich man, or o#wver it may behereis always the
element of dramatic tension, conflict, doom, and downfall.

And so it is in this parable of the wicked vinedressers. Here Christ
does not appear in the attitude of blessing made familiar by IT04or
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waldsen's Christ, nor as the kind shepherd, radiating warmth and

security. This is the story of a clash between God and man. It is like a

drama divided into individual acts. And the main stages in the drama

are indicated by a serie$ woodcutlike pictures.
The historical background to which Jesus is here alluding is &asy
recognize. It deals with the sin and the destiny of the most mysiteri

of all nations, namely, Israel. God allied himself with this "most

unpolished and most w@born of all peoples" (as Lessing once called

them) in order to show that he does not seek out the brilliant examples
of humanity, that he looks not for man at the point of his greatness but
at the point where all this is doubtful, that he wills to meamlan
destiny at its darkest points. He sends to these people his prophets and
men of God. He seeks them and bears with them so intensely and
pathetically that the parable is stretched almost to the breaking point
and some of its features actually becomeiiabable. For where would
you ever find an owner of a vineyard who would allow his tenants to
treat his servants so shamefully and, instead of putting his foot down
and showing who was boss, kept on making repeated attempts to win
them over by sending moreessengers?

This very impossibility, this gross distortion in the parapieture is
intentional. For in the strict sense its purpose is to illustrate God's
"incomprehensible" concern for man, the lengths God will go to keep
his track and maintain coatt with him despite his stubbornnessd his
blind delusion. We may behave as madly and pigheadedly as we will,
and yet God's faithfulness is greater than our folly. We play dead
like a dog and treat God as if he did not exist, we maylase and
ignore him, but God still sticks to us and will not let us ofihis sight.

So God sends his prophets to warn men and stir them up, he allows
them to be killed and then goes on throwing fresh reserves intgrée
divine struggle. His reinforcements seemble inexhaustibleFinally, he
sends his Son. Surely, one would think, men would show some respect for
him. When Jesus comes they will surely draw bakthe soldiers did for
a moment at his arrest. When Jesus of Nazaretien the "Saviour,"
comes theymust surely see that God is seekittem and risking his
dearest for them. But even the Son found neither home nor welcome in
the place which, after all, belongs tom. Evenas an infant he was not
received, but is thrust out of the homes of meto the stable of beasts
and banished to the endless, alien road ofrdfagee's trek. And before
they finally killed him, this Son who despxely strove for their souls
until it drove him even deeper into daléneliness, he still cried out: "0
Jerusalem, Jeisalem! How often would | have gathered your children
together as a hen gathers hemod under her wings, and you would
not!" And then the cross wdsdted on the hill called Golgotha.
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Yes, that's the way it is; every one of Gaml'slaughts failedThe rebels
hold the field. And the field is strewn with victims, with all tHabd has
expended for us. No sentimentality and no symbolical gldtiificashould
delude us as to the fact that the Cross is the very sighodfs defeat
towering sign that cries out to us: Here is where Gaht down in
defeat; for "he who loves the most [says Thomas Marnfoirio Kroger]
is always the defeated one and always suffers the most." And here God is the
defeated one, because he loved the ntbste God was defeated, here
man triumphed. Here maachievedsovereignty over his earth. His
philosophers and poets will glorithe men who make history and they will
extol the autonomy which is theign of the dignity of this man who has
emancipated him#fédrom God.

If this story really comes close to the nerve of Christiaaitg thetruth
is that it actually does expose this nettien how can anybodgall
Christianity a mere "religion"? Here is scent mttre smell oblood than the
aroma of incense.here are no liturgieseing celérated here. What is heard
here is the yawp, the yackepgack of dersion. Here is no sound of worship,
but only the sound of a shriek: God is dead!

It is a good thing, therefore, that we should be perfectly clear dbigut
one thing; under the impression of this story it is not so &asgyift off
into pious emotion. We shall never come to terms uhifstory unless
we see ourselves involved in it and accept our iolg. Mere "religion”
has to do with Sundays andjhidays. And that's whiy generally means so
little to us after the pious moods have evaporated. We are actually very
serious, matteof-fact peopleln our businessyur office, our place of work
everything runs in high gear. There weta to hold on ad keep our wits
about us. And when evening comeshexe an engagement or collapse in a
chair. There idittle time for sentimentality and thoughtful contemplation.

To me it is always a comfort that nearly all the incidents in whibple
become involvedwith Christ happen on these sobeeriousworkdays
when a man has to stick to the job. The disciples are cawglet they are
fishing, and therefore at pretty hard work, and. thectdiectors are accosted
in their offices. And if it is not work, it isomeneed or distress. When a man
has leprous sores, when a man's ldeghter has diedswith Jairus, when
a man is blind and cripplednd is obliged to cadge a few pennies in any
crowd that comes alortg is not likely to be in a solemn, religiousod. He is
more liable tobe depressed or indifferent. And this is always the time
when Jesuscomes. If this Jesus means nothing to us in the area where we
spend thelargest quota of our time, which means precisely the routine
business otveryday life, fi he is not the Redeembere,then our Sundays
are nogood to us either. And even the voices oMBthael's choir are
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already drowned out on Monday by noises that come from altogether
different quarters.

It does us good, therefore, to be presented with this svéryhe
vinedressers, for it addresses us precisely in the situation where wangork
live our everyday lives. God always wants entrance into thaesl@ry
domains of our life. The New Testament sapshing abouthe religious
comfort of a pious, spiritually enjoyable life.

Now, what is really wrong with these vinedressers that they should respond
in such surly fashion when the owner of the vineyard gppates the
product of their labor? To undeesnd this we must firstnderstand quite
simply that in the language of the Bible the vineyiarthe accepted figure,

a kind of shorthand sign for everything thaglongs to the owner. The
vinedressers therefore are not independentractors but rathesmployees

or tenants. They are not working (or any case nodnly) for their own
pocket. But they acasif this werethe case. For they claim for themselves
that which has only been leiat them. And that which has been assigned to
them purelyasa fundion they viewaswork the product of which they can
dispose of as they see fit. Normally, no honest employee would venture to
assert suclan idea; for naturally he works for his company. And here we
are toldthat these people treated God worse than glogee would treat

his firm. What nobody would presume to do with an earthly employer these
people took for granted with regard to God.

Now, of course, this is a very drastic assertion. And yet this is Jezais
Jchrist says. We must therefore try todfimut what he meant bthis
statement. Is it really true that normally we are embezzling from God, that
we are taking from God what belongs to him and diveriirtg our own
pockets? That this is actually so | should like to illustratth a very
ordinary, almost trivial example.

| find myself, say, in the company of a number of automobile owners.

Almost inevitably they all begin to brag about their ca®ne says,
"Mine goes ninety miles an hour easy on the highwanbther is
already interrupting himral saying, "Mine goes up Main Street hill

in first." And a third butts in, "You ought to see the pickup mine has."

The passion with which these people praise their gcadeubtedly

comes from the fact that they are identifying themselves with their cars.
I'm the one who has the pickup! I'm the one who climbs steep hills!

We are always inclined to identify ourselves with everything positive

which we happen to possess. Not long ago | said to one of my students,
"You are a gifted boy." Whereupon he blushed lzadlly knew which

way to look. He was embarrassed andaatifscious because he had the
feeling that | had praised him and ascribed some great quality to him.
But of course | was doing no such thing; on the contrary, | was merely
saying that he was "gifte" which means that his gifts were entrusted

to him by someone else. But he too identified himself with them.
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But examples in the opposite direction can also be found. | walls let
say, through the cell block of a prison and talih prisoners cotlemned to
long terms. It is a curious thing that one of them shealg to me, "The
reason why | am here is the fault of the environmenthich | grew up."
Another says, "It was my parents' fault." A thisdys, "It was bad
friends that did it." A fourth says, "It was mwyeurotic constitution.”
Here we see how people refuse to identify thelves with their faults but
rather dissociate themselves from thesojng the opposite of what the
car owners and the gifted student did.

If we try to formulate the meaning of this very simple observatibich
any of us can make we may make this assertion: Everythiogy ilife which
is positive, worthy, and honorable we regas our own. We identify
ourselves with anything like this, no mattenether it beour automobile or
our talentseven though all this has merely beemtrusted and given to
us, even though all these things and these @ift;io case constitute
"ourselves." But everything that incriminates andmpromises us we
disclaim and psh aside. We dissociate ourselfiesn all these things and
chalk them up to our upbringing, our envinoant, our fateand ultimately
we blame it on the final court of appeahich is responsible for all this,
namely, God himself.

But now, having made ighobservation, we have discovered the teepur
parable. For this is precisely what the vinedressers are ddimey
claimed everythings their own: their capacity to work, th&utput, and
finally the whole scene of their work and their life, namdhg vineyard
itself. In the end they even take the credit for sunshiai@, and good
climate: "Ah, we are the ones who produced this gwote!" And if one
or another of them is quite aware that he is notitlmaediate author of
all this and that God pxided good fortune anfhvorable weather, he still
says: It was my good fortune exhibiting itsilfmy success. | am Sunday's
child and the stars are smiling at nteven luck is a virtue which not
everybody possesses!

Don't we all do this? Don't we all & this "mastein-the-house"
attitude, we people who have had a little success? Isn't this justtivehat
people who built the tower of Babel did? They quickly forgot tBatd
had entrusted the earth to them. Swiftly they built their gtbat
worldly stronghold; they tried to evacuate God from heaveorifer to
be able, like Prometheus, to say of all that they created and accomplished:
"Hast thou not accomplished all things thyself, 0 hglgwing heart?"
Where is the executive celebrating an anniversamg deluged with
eulogies, where is the doctor whose cured patieptesses his gratitude
to him, the worker who by dint of faithfulness ghdiftiness has succeeded
in buying his own little home and is noeelebrating the housewarming,
the preacher wdm people thank at thdoor for the words he has
spokenwhere is the man who does not think in his heart, or at least
is not tempted to think: What a fine
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fellow | am; really God must be delighted with me. Thpseple araot so
far off after all when they say: By George, what a guy h&Visich of them
thinks in terms of Matthias Claudius' words, "It wémtough our hands"
of course, what was accomplished was dtmeugh our handsbut it
came from God"? Whohinks in suchterms today?

In the Western world we have great faith in humanity. We have our
ideals and we sing our hymns to freedom. Thrills run up and down our
backs when we think of the noble traditions we have, the tremefhdulisf
spiritual energiesve possess to be able to produce such gteals. Have we
forgotten where these (already somewhat tarnis@exd] knows) ideals
really came from? Have we forgotten him who vihse pure image of
man in its divine design and who dwelt among usun fleshand blood?
Have we forgotten him who didot love usbecause we were worth
loving or because he expected love in return, but loved you and me precisely
in our need and guilt, because he saw in me the lost child of his Father? Are
we really going to be lik thesevinedressers and claias our own what we
call our Western humatairianism, as if this ideal were the product of our
own mind and spirit? If so, then this ideal will decay and degenerate in our
hands. Therman will become material, community wilecome no more
than anapparatus, and love for one's neighbor will become merely "human
relations.” And hasn't all this already happened? Where do wdrggsers
stand, really? How many deputies of our Lord, whom hesbasacross our
path at some timer other in our life, have we not ignored and sent to the
devil?

With Jesus all this is totally different. Here we learn to give thanks for
everything we have received. When we have healthy children, wbere
granted success in our calling, when we haveappy marriageye do
not say, "This is my doing," but rather, "Here we see gngcious
hand in its exceeding abundance.” And conversely, whehawe sinned,
when our conscience accuses us, we say, "Lord, this doimyg. Against
thee, thee only, havl sinned. Cast me not away frahy presence. It is
because of thy merit and thy faithfulness that | may
still stand before thee."

We men have forgotten that we can stand before God despite our sin,
forgotten that there is such a thingfagjiveness, fagotten thasomething
happened for us on Calvary, and only because we hagetten this do
we assume the warped defensive attitude of theselka@ssers; this is why
we give ourselves over to all the crazy twistingstangings by which we try
to maneuver everything that is positive andritorious to our side of the
ledger and ascribe everything thathegative to God. What a cramping,
laborious, lying business all this is!

And what a liberation, what a blessed breakthrough would take place

in our life if we were really to give thanks for the great and good
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things in our life and not look upon them as our own but rather as
merely entrusted to us. And if, on the other hand, we accepted re
sponsibility for the bad things begse another has accepted respdrifity

for us. The point is that we can afford to be honest and realisitic
ourselves; we can afford to shake off our hostile, defensivéudt&i For

we are free, relaxed children of God. Someone has comeountdife and
accomplished this. It is impossible to describe what it means to be able
to live in his name; but here is where we beginr¢alize what the word
"life" can mean.

The vinedressers, poor wretches that they were, had no compiehen
of this. They dered their lord and asserted themselves and tined in
strain and tension.

At this point it would seem essential to consider bridilgw the vine
dressers rejected the master or, expressed in more immediate terms: In
what form dowe reject the servantsna finally the Son himself? Do weo
this, say, by quitting the church? Or by staying away from theices®?

Or by being religious skeptics, by grubbing about in our doudnsl
sometimes even fondly nursing these doubts and using thecorifirm
our intdligence?

As a rule these are only symptoms of something happening at a
much deeper level. The way we think of God and the way we react
the church depend in most cases on secret judgments which have
already been made at an altogether different poinaun life, at alevel
far deeper than all intellectual thought.

Instead of philosophizing about this at great length, | should like to
choose an example in which this process can be clearly seen. | siicald
to make a statement, which at first may sounditalegalistic, andthen
demonstrate it with an example.

The statement is this: We reject Christ when we practice justice
instead of love. And because we are actually doing this continually in our
lives we are also constantly rejecting him. Because thier glecsion has
already been made in our hearts, often without our beiwgre of it,
we never come to terms with the question of God in punds, nor in
our thinking either.

Now, this must be particularized and can best be done by using an
example ofthe most intimate of all personal relationships. | am thigkof
marriage. My young, unmarried readers will now have to transier
analogy to friendship or to their relationship to comrades in sclodat
work, to relatives and neighbors. It also apglthere.

Here is a marriage or a friendship which is threatened by profound
crises. Perhaps the other party has quite clearly broken the markiege.
or she may have acted, possibly over a long period of time, quite
intolerably and contrary to the marga. Then it is right and fair, that
is, it is in accord with "justice," for him to get a divorce or at least to
withdraw and break off human, perhaps even diplomatic, relations.
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Every representative of the law,h&ther he be a divorce court judgen
attorney, or a member of the family who thinks in legal terms, Wwdar
him out in this and say that this is "just.”

Now, there are in fact cases in which there is no other way out. But
these are much rarer except®omhan is usually thought. Very fyaently
what happens is that a person does indeed act "justly" vhieedraws the
consequences and divorces his partner, but that he sto@dthout "love."
Then what he is doing is simply abandoning thther person. lmay be
that he is the other person's last stay, the dmgke he has on a steep
incline, the one solid foothold in a slippery ammerhaps loathsome
wilderness in which he is wandering about helplassl alone. And at that
point he lets him drop.

No earthy court could blame him, no judge, no lawyer, perhaps not
even "Dorothy Dix," though she was a very human, wise, and kindly
woman. For the fact is that he is acting "justly." He is "righteous,'Ishe
in the right. But the question is: Does God approve ¢f"mghteousess,"
my "justice,"” when | abandon a person for whom he grievesfandvhom
Christ suffered? When Paul stormed against the law thedlegalism of
men, this was the problem he had in view.

At first all this sounds dreadfully dogmatic. Butishis a matter of
utterly human and very elemental things. In this context | am even
prepared to risk making this hazardously pointed statement: Judties
far more harm in our life than injustice.

This massive thesis which | have ventured to assert doms of
course, apply to general civil and criminal law. But it applies definitely
all personal, intimate, and interhuman relationships. This is the area in
which justice is always becoming a catchword and behind the watchis
the desire to insisbn one's own rights and cover up the ltessness to
which we abandon the other person. This is also the dhigg that
explains a curious and otherwise puzzling observation we make with
regard to Jesus, and this is that he always dealt so midth the
unrighteous, with harlots and publicans, whereas he dealtasshly with
the fanatics for righteousness (whether they appesarPharisees in his
own life or assymbolic figures in his parables).

This seems to me to be the great surprise we meet hette. Long
before we have posed the religious question in our conscious miadl,at
Christ has already been rejected by-simply because we haveenied
him in our neighbor and abandoned one who is dear to his heart (and
done so in the name of justicen the name of a morglerson). Can we
proceed to solve the "problem of Christ" inedtually, can we come to
terms with the question of God at all, if weave started out from this
wrong junction?Everything about God is
decided beforehand in altogethemorldly, altogether human areas. As

against this the scalled religious sphere in our life recedes completely
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into the background. Therefore we should take care what we dowvith
neighbor in this altogether human and worldly way.

We should not be concerned primarily to be "just" to our neighhgr,
rather to love and to support him. And this we can do only iareeready
to forgive. And | can be ready to forgive only if | halearned that
Jesus Christ has forgiven my sins angg me anothechance.

This business of forgiving is by no means a simple thing. It is not so
hard because we are opposed to it on principle. Oh, no, we're not all that
stubborn. It is hard because we are so just and because in our mb@ia to
just we preeed to divide the burden of forgiveness among both
partners and thus again parcel out forgiveness "justly." We say, "Very
well, if the other fellow is sorry and begs my pardon, | will fordim, then
I'll give in." We make of forgiveness a law of redpity. And this never
works. For then both of us say to ourselves, "The d#ilenw has to make
the first move.” And then | watch like a hawkse whether the other person
will flash a signal to me with his eyes or whether | can detect some small hint
between the lines of his letter which shows that he is sorry. | am always on
the point of forgiving (forevenas a purely secular person | know that life
can't get along withoutforgiveness; the machine of society would
immediately burn out itbearings witout this oil) ;but | never forgive. |
am far too just.

Forgivenessand this is the secret of-is never merely followinguit
when the other person has led with his regret; forgiveness is diakagg the
initiative. It is initiative or it is nothingLife generallyfollows the law
of retaliation. A neighbor turns up his radio too loudap on the wall. He
squawks; | roar. He won't speak to me any more. And when | pass him on
the street | look right through him. All of lifis nothing more than reaot
in a good sense and a bad sense. llmost a law of nature. But
forgiving means breaking through thiatural law. It means breaking a
hole in this entangling net ahepoint at least. And this happens only when
somebody takes the initise, whenone person makes a new beginning
and does not merekeep on repeating the old muddled beginnings.

What | have done is to describe the secret of the gospel in Hemas
For the gospel is nothing else but the message of the dinitiaive. The
master of the vineyard did not descend like a thuthddr upon the
vinedressers when they maltreated the first and the second deputation of
servants. He ventured a new beginning. If @ad wanted merely to retaliate
and react to what we do, there wotlave ber no rainbow over the Flood
and we should never have bedie to celebrate Christmas or New Year's or
Easter. The gospel meattgt God has broken the inexorable law of sin
and retribution, cut straight through the world's tragic entanglement,
and made aew beginning with us. When Paul speaks of the righteousness of
God, this
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no longer means that God reacts to me like a judge, that he givebahe
is coming to me. It means rather that God wants to be just tasniés
child. We live by virtue of this miracle, this initiative of God.

When we do to our neighbor all that God does to us, a new, wigify
re-creative atmosphere comes into our life. For one thing is sure and that is
that every human being wants twé and be loved. If yobave a husband or
wife, a neighbor, an associate who is filled wi#sentment against you,
who holds a grudge against you, treats youlerhandedly, whose eyes
glitter with hatred and contempt, you che sure that he does not fee
right underneath, that he is sufferimgder all this, and that he would be
happy if he could love instead bhte; indeed, that he would be grateful to
you if you would give himthe chance to come out of his dark hole. For
loving and being loved ia ndural process like inhaling and exhaling. It
is simply unnaturalvhen it is otherwise. But the other person cannot find
the switch. Itheeds an initial spark, otherwise he remains crippled and wastes
away in his hatred. When a person ceases to love, hisriman ceases to
breathe and he suffocates. Therefore, through my loving | must prinvade
initial spark. Often a single word breaks the dismal spell. A bkash can
burst chains. Do | really wish only to be just and let thleer person
stew in his ow juice?

Vincent van Gogh once wrote to his brother Theo: "Many a hemn
a great fire in his soul and nobody comes to warm himself ahit,often
the passerby see only a bit of it above the chimney, &ney go their way
hence."

Don't | see that my mghbor, this enigmatic fellow who is suchsxanger
to me, also has this fire in him and that he wants someohe twarmed
by his love? But his inner man is like a stove whose dtet®e been shut
tight. The fire grows smaller and smaller and ema#ing but acrid, biting
smoke which torments his fellows. He isIbager able to open the drafts by
himself. Should | not help him tget a fresh breath of air; am | really
determinedasvan Gogh says, 9o my way hence? Then | would be denying
him who ded for thisunfortunate man with the fire locked up within him. |
would be "just,"true enough. Nobody could blame me. But could | face the
One whathen would have died for this man in vain?

If we do not make use of what Christ has done for us, if we tiseire the
chance to be bearers of new beginnings, then Christiargtymi@s a burden
and a judgment. And it is upon this note of judgntleat the parable closes.

What is this burden which Christianity can become? It shows itséife
guestions thatrouble me. Can | ever become a Christian at @iéh |
muster up the strength to take the initiative? And, furthernaae | really
believe in all this queer dogmatic and supernaturaness? How can |
simply brush aside my intellectual difficulties®ibk as
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if we were facing a stone wall. But, after all, we must start somewhere,
and this means starting anhe point. We have seen, have we not, that
these difficulties are only secondary matters, which have their proper
place wherthe time comes to deal with them; but perhaps for omee
should begin with forgiveness, with what we have called the thida

The moment before we get to this point is like flying through the
sound barrier. Not until the critical point is passed dahd great ex
plosion has occurred do we find ourselves in free space, and sudtenly
resistances subside. If we never take the risk, never risk it imainee
of him who first took the initiative and moved toward-thenbeing a
Christian will only be aburden, because we let grace go waste.
"What is not used becomes a heavy burden,"” we read in Go&tdness. s
it any wonder then that people dodge becoming a Christrahavoid the
zones where such decisions are made? "Who amoncpuisiwell with
the devouring fire? Who among us can dwell with dasting burnings?"
says Isaiah (33:14). "The everlasting burningisis is what we face: if
they devour a man, he avoids them; if thegrm him, he seeks them.
The vinedressers made their decision. Thempdy wanted to be the
masters of their own lives. And therefore thépd to stamp out the
everlasting fire.

Have we not for a long time been a nation of Christians? Luther
spoke of the shower of the gospel that quickly passes by; and our parable
closes wih these words: "The kingdom of God will be takaway from
you and given to a nation producing the fruits of it." Gddes not
derive his life from us Occidental, Western vinedressers. viztlive by
the grace of God. He has no lack of continents to whielmay send the
gospel showers. Asia is still waiting. Europe hasprovileges; it has
only grace to lose. But we are not talking abe@ontinents. Jesus did
not think in terms of worlehistorical perspectivehut in terms of human
souls. And even thoughis hand stretchedabove the glob&All
authority in heaven and earth has been gitemrme'-he nevertheless
was utterly and intimately concerned with tbénd man on the road,
the little old woman, and small children. Thand that upholds the
globe beckas to the poor and blesses thaxious. The Orient, the
Occident, both are Godaf course this istrue. But far greater is the
fact that God seeks not only the great the small, that he is there for
you and me, and that he is waiting agédarning for g-and also for
that one person who gives us so muctuble and whonwe dare not
give up.

X

The Parable o f the Laborers in the Vineyard

Then Peter said in reply, "Lo, we have left everything and followed you.

What then shall we have?" Jesus said to thémly, | say to you, irthe new world,
when the Son of man shall sit on his glorious throne, youhalve followed me
will also sit on twelve thrones, judging the twelve tribesscdel. And every one
who has left houses or brothers or sisters or fathenother or children or
lands, for my name's sake, will receive a hundrediafd] inherit eternal life.
But many that are first will be last, and the last first.

"For the kingdom of heaven is like a householder who went out edinly morning
to hirelaborers for his vineyard. After agreeing with the labdi@ra denarius a day,
he sent them into his vineyard. And going out altbetthird hour he saw others
standing idle in the market place; and to thensaid, “You go into the vineyard too,
and wtatever is right | will give you.So they went out. Going out again about the
sixth hour and the ninth hour, tiel the same. And about the eleventh hour he went out
and found otherstanding; and he said to them, "Why do you stand here idle all day?'
Theysaid to him, "Because no one has hired us.' He said to them, "You go into the
vineyard too." And when evening came, the owner of the vineyard said to his
steward, "Call the laborers and pay them their wages, beginning with the last, up to
the first.' Andwhen those hired about the eleventh hour came, eathenf
received a denarius. Now when the first came, they thought they wemdive
more; but each of them also received a denarius. And on receiving it they
grumbled at the householder, saying, "THaseworked only one houand you
have made them equal to us who have borne the burden of thendaie
scorching heat.' But he replied to one of them, “Friend, | am goingio wrong; did
you not agree with me for a denarius? Take what belongsi,and go; | choose to
give to this last as | give to you. Am | nolowed to do what | choose with what
belongs to me? Or do you begrudge geyerosity?' So the last will be first, and the

first last."
-MATTHEW 19:27-20:16

The people and the things whiappear in this parable are
familiar and close to all of us. The scene which the parable presents to
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us is again very worldly, and the settings are taken from our everyday life. It
tells us nothing that is religious or beyond this ldioit saysnothing about
incense or miracles. On the contrary, it speaks about a labor market. Here
are workers, the unemployed, and an employer, and the talk is of hourly
wages, labor contracts, and rates of pay.

So far everything is clear. But highly elear are the rules of tlgame in
the whole method of compensation. | should like to see the rumpus the
newspapers would kick up if an employer attempted to introduce such
practices in our day, if he were to give to those didoa little work an hour
before closing exactly the same as those wad slaved all day. And very
definitely-and certainly quite justifiablythere would be some beating of
the drums in the unions too.

And if this peculiar employer, who is even given a certain patstical
characer by the term "householder" that is applied to him, were
continue to be obstinate, he would certainly learn from experientteein
following week. For most decidedly no man would be so stasitb
come to work at dawn if he could get a full pay enpelso much easier by
coming late. The workers would undoubtedly prefer to vamly for a little
while at the close of the day. Nobody is going to béminlessasto do
ten times the work for the same money! In short,rfam is a fool; he is
turning tre whole economy upside down.

Even when we see the context in which the parable is incorpdteted
matter does not become plausible. Peter had addressed this gigestien
Lord: "Lo, we have left everything and followed you," we hateked our
existenceupon you, given up our jobs, sacrificed our famikesl homes;
"what then shall we have?" Are we, he goes on in thoaghtywe going to
be on the same level as the people who take it easy and enjoy life until they
grow too old and too worn out to amubenselvesasthey did before and
then suddenly have an attack of religienkind of lastminute religious
panic, and quickly become converted? You too, Jesus of Nazareth, will be
turning the whole economy upsidewn if that's the way you are going to
treat your people! Jesus thesplies to this objection by telling this parable,
and this is his thesighe very thing you dmotwant is precisely what | do.
Anybody whocomes at the last hour, | pay him in full.

And this too we cannot understand at fifsie great Norwegiawriter
Jens Peter Jacobsen, in his noiéls Lyhnetells the story of anan
who rejected God, even though secretly he yearned for thiortarffaith
and for peace. But he wanted to be honest with hinesadfhe would rather
endire the desolation of a nihilistic life to the ettthn become weak
kneed and turn "religious" because of weaknesate treated him
harshly. Death came crashing into his beloved famaihg often he felt
the deep need of comfort, something like an agaoshigearning for
home and security., piercing through his heart. Butchung to his
hardness and even in the last hour of his life he refused to
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see the pastor, though secretly he yearned for his consoldimrsthe
family physician, who had come to love this patient and was
moved bythe valor of his desolate heart, uttered these words: "If | were
God, lwould far sooner save the man who does not repent at the last
minute."

Such a statement appeals toAisof us are by nature inclined to have
much more regard and liking for this Niels Lyhne, who lived-con
sistently and uncompromisingly and held out to the end against the
black wall of nothingness, than for the person who at the last maorigmnt
to snath up the chance of eternal salvation and grabs the emer
gency brake of piety. And you mean to say that Jesus Christ our Lord
thinks otherwise about this? Is he going to rank this Niels Lyhne
lower than the thief on the cross, who also tried to squeeneigh the
gate of heaven at the last moment?

Truly, this parable is a coded telegram. We will not understamnuéass

we know the code. This is true of all Jesus' parables. We dizserved
again and again that there is always oalye point fromwhich they

can be unlocked. And this is the point at which the Lord wants us. Where is
this point in this parable? We shall try to findaitd then listen carefully to
what it says.

The whole parable gains meaning on only one condition. And that is

that we let ittell us that this is work which takes place in tHeeyard,

and that therefore it should be service for the Lord, and for thisreaspn
cannot be viewedssomething earned or merited. On tbentrary, it
says that this work is itself a gift and casrigs reward initself; for it
brings the workers near to their fatherly Lord and his cuve. shall
understand this parable only if we see that Jesus is herengpagkinst
legalistic religion, againstl religion of the kind that dwells in our healig
nature. It is a good thing to realize very clearly hoen have toiled, and
still toil, in the sphere of religion to earn heavémy pile high the altars
with sacrifices, they tell their beads, they glmod works, they even go to
such lengths athos strangest of all saintsho spent their whole life
sitting on high pillars, enduring the wirathd the weather, growing old and
gray in the process, solely in order gain merits for heaven. We must
realize once and for all that thegeople are not dognall this aschildren

who live and move abotiteely and happily in the Father's house, but that
they are doing it aslaves, doing it out of fear, that all this comes not so
much from theheart but is for them a means of making themselves worthy of
heava. If these people were rigfitfellowship with Jesus were a business
transaction with a definitgquid pro quowith accounts of earningshich

we could present to God and receipts entitling us to entiatméneaven

then it would in fact be shamefullynjust if the persorwho entered

the Lord's service at the evening of life were to receiveséimeeas did all
those who had toiled and sweated and come home at evening with all their
bones aching.
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It is highly important to see thaup parable characterizes as dbsay
false this whole "religious” view of things, which is by no means confined
to the ancient Jews or our Catholic fellow Christians, but inutke blood
of us all. This must be understood first; otherwise pamblebecomes
a caricature.

When we do something for our Lord, when we really take serighgly
matter of honoring him in the poorest of our brethren, wherprag to
him, when we surrender to him our life with its joys asatrows, its
passions and despondesg;i this is not a means to an end to the end,
namely, of securing a claim on eternal salvation, or evénetearthly end
of securing an ideology for the Western world, siradégr all, men need
some kind of religiorbut rather this is an end iiself, it is itself
"salvation."

Why is this so? The person who knows that he has been givgreibe to
love Godand anybody who knows anything at all aboutwil
confirm thisfor that person this is in itself a joy, an undreanwd
fulfillment of life. For him, everything he does for God is in itselhappy
service and therefore the very opposite of a hard drudgery that must then be
rewarded with salvation. Does not all the torment of libeyy the ambition
that keeps gnawing at us, the worry that robs fusus sleep, the bad
conscience that keeps accusing us, the anxiety dhitemakes everything
seem hopeless, empty, and dismal, does not tidls arise precisely from the
fact that we have ceased to be coworkédth God and are now stumbling
abouton our own, that we have lostr Father and therefore life becomes
ever more dismal, derelict, atttis more meaningless?

On the other hand, the person who is a fellow worker for God and has
learned to love him suddenly finds that his whole attitude W is
different. He sees his small life and all the little everyday things in it, all
the duties he has to fulfill, and all the people he meets, filtittga great
planned, sovereign program in which there are nalaots, no hitches, and
no blanknumbers. He can dare quite simphybielieveeven if he cannot
see itthat he has been put in exactly ghlace in the vineyard where he
is needed and that everything that Gaads to him is more punctual and
planned than a railroad timetable.

It is truethat often while we are being thus taught and trainecbg
we do not understand why he does things in just this way andonu
other way, why we have to go through what we do. (Noapprentice, no
pupil, nor even a student understands from the bagrthe curriculum by
which he is being trained and educated. On d¢betrary, apprentices,
pupils, and students often rebel and say, "Wiyve have to spend our time
on all this senseless stuff? Why do ttggy on boring us with this or
that?") Not untilwe know him who hasaken us into his service, not until
we know his heart, his wisdom, ahid compassion does it become a happy
service to be employed by him.
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Then our life begins to acquire somethingelittirection and order. Then it
has a meaning. And it has meaning simply because we.a®, because
he will make it come out right, and because he allwagssomething in mind
in everything he sends to us.

Then even "the burden and heat of the day" suigdieok altogether
different. Anybody who has ever gone through something hardJeiths
holding his hand, anybody who has had hasithe companion ohis
anguish when he went through the bitterness of a prison cahgm he
was driven from house and hemwhen he was dragged frothe
smoking ruins of a bombed celtélnat person would not for athe
world have missed these experiences. He does ndhsay casé have
never yet heard anyone sagecause of all the hardshipshhve had
to undergo, God mnst surely give me a higher place heaven."
What he does say is this: "Not until | went down into tepths of
hunger, fear, and loneliness did | experience the nearn#ss bbrd. There
is where | first learned who Jesus is and how hesese and amfort and
sustain a man. For the rest of my life | shigk by the blessings of those
hours of “burden and heat.hlad to besent down those rough roads in
order that | might see that he reallyes know the way.had to go through
the valley of the sldow tolearn to know the shepherd. Otherwise | would
never have experiencedl this."

Perhaps now we understand why the workers in the parable are on the
wrong track and why they are miserable dilettantes in faith wWieyn insist
upon additional and hier wages for their work in theineyard.
When Peter asked, "Now that we have left all for you, vamatve get?"
he missed the point altogether.

Is there any fuller life than that of a disciple, a coworker with God? The
more decidedly a man is a discipladathe more he leaves behitiik
greater becomes the One upon whose heart he casts hims&odris no
piker. The fact that Peter and the laborers in the vinegtilddid not
understand this shows that they still had not foundsdueet and the glory
of Jesus, that they still thought that he, whose wvils to bring riches
and joy into their lives and to honor them byaking them his
coworkers, was a slave driver and a tyrant.

But now what about those who came to work last, when the
eveningsun wassinking, when the twilight began to fall upon their life?
What about these latecomers, these -imétute Christians? We must
alsodirect our attention to this second group of people who play a part in
our parable.

Are these latecomers to faith really smtamptible compared witNiels
Lyhne just because their life does not run in a straight line, just because it
has a break in it or describes a curve?

Is it not true that this Niels Lyhne, who lived so consistentlyrafissed
to capitulate to the highesburt of appeal, was after all a very
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poor and miserable man? Did not his stubborn, inflexitdestenceupon
consistency cheat him out of the point, the very meaning dffé®s Can

we really say, "Blessed are the consistent,ltiggcal™? Or must we not
rather say, "Blessed are those who remain open toahef the Father,

and open also to a revision of their course; blessed are those who do not
refuse when God wants to meet us, engagenas|ead us"?

A muchdiscussed play yb Diirrenmatt, The Visit, presents us with
another very consistent life which may illustrate the problefrour
parable.

Here is an old, filthyrich woman who has come back to her haaven to
revenge herself upon the lover of her youth. Decades earlfach@rown
her over, betrayed her, and finally brouglet into abrothel. And now her
whole life is possessed by this hiiee of hersShe isasit were, nailed fast,
fixated upon this one point in hernesolved past, and she lives consistently
with this one motive of hateder life is nothing more than this single,
fanatical attempt to carry otiis theme of hate consistently. And because
of this her life degenerates into the fixed rigidity of an arithmetical problem.
She no longer has ‘history,” so to speak, but takes on the timeless
mask of oneof the Furies. She has been divorced and married again and
again. But it isalways the same thing over again, and even the changing
husbands aralways played by the same actor. Nothing happens any
more. Her hatred makes her too consistent. Time stands still. But her
formerlover, the shameless fellow with the huckster's soul, rep&hts.
call to repentance and atonement reaches him, and his misegaitie,
laden life is made new at the last moment. dtil has a "history" or,
rather, he regains it. For him there is a future, even though he must
die.

Isn't this the greatness of the householder, the greatness of God,
that he does not compel us simply to go on unwinding our life, like
threadfrom a spoolasthis old lady did, simply letting this life go @asit
did before on the track that has been laid out for it once and for all,
and paying consistently for all the wrong and the guilt in our lives?
Isn't this the greatness of God, that he gives ushanathance, that he
keepscalling to us not to go on loafing in the market place of life, but
to enter into his service and set our life on an altogether new level,
have a "history" witthim?

If the people who come last in our parable, if the latecorteerfsith
really understand who he is that has called them into his service, the
idea will never even occur to them to laugh at the others because they
have worked from early morning through the heat of the day wingdg
have got off so "easy." They mosgrtainly will not flaunt theircheaply
earned denarius before the others. No, on the contifaey will regret
every hour they spent in idleness, every hour bettoeg
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found their way through to the meagiof their life, to the great homwaming.

At evening they will suddenly realizbat all this time theysquandered
away in futile freedom outside the vineyard was not a dood after all,
and they were not happy in it either, but that fear ofuwbiel was their
constant companion. They will regrgierhaps evemweep over, every
hour in which they did not know this Lor@yeryhour they missed their
happiness, every hour they consideasdlaverythe very service which
would have made their lives ricithey will not say, "Thank God we
got our denarius so cheaply; thank goodness thaftastminute
repentance is enough." No, they widither say withlohannes Scheffler:

Alas, that | so lately knew thee,
Thee, so worthy of the best;
Nor had sooner turned view thee,
Truest good and only rest!
The more | love, | mourn the marbat
| did not love before!

Our parable contains many more implications and would lesdto
many a labyrinthinavay of thought. These ways cannot be traversed in a
single sermonWe must not close, however, withoutlaast addressing
ourselves to one more thought whidéhywe havegrasped it, can touch us
deeply and also help us to cope with sdhiegs in our life with which we
couldnotcope without this thought.

I am referringto that remarkable question addressed by the holer
to the grumbling critics of the wage scalés your eye evilbecause |
am good?" or "Do you begrudge my generosity?" Translatea
modern terms this means: Do you who have worked the wholehéaiglt
complexes and feelings of envy because | allow myself to show your fellow
men a measure of kindness and generosity which theyrfwagkaim upon?
Look here, | am not givingouwho have borne the heat and burden of the
day anyless than is coming toyou. After all, lam not making you
suffer in any way whatsoever by being generous to these part
time workers. The wage scale remains. Are you denyirmgthe
freedom to give anothenorethan is coming to him?

Naturally, this is an ironical question. # ¢lose to being a shrewd catch
guestion. For obviously the only answer that can be given to fis:
course, we wouldn't forbid you to do this. Far be it from us to say that your
kindness is unethical because it is too generous. Oh, rnthearontrarya
man can never be too generous. It's a fine thing to khawthere is at
least one person who is capable of being so exceedigapy and
generoussyou are.

But now the curious thing is that when the householder actually puts
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into practice this unlimited kindness, which we are so ready to accept
theoretically and religiously, there is something wrong about it, and we
strike. Why? If we really find the right reason for this we shall wtded an
essential part of our life.

Thelong-term workers in the parable would certainly have haduworel
with the householder's generosity if they themselves had ertjogdoenefit
of it, say in the form of a voluntary contribution to thelfare fund or
an increase in hourly wage or sonthay kind of bonus. Then, presumably,
they would have been grateful and happy. And wiailldn't react in this
way? Fundamentally, every man is likely to hasespontaneous
feeling of gratitude. All of us every now and then sepdour thanks to
heaven wherwe feel that a hand of blessing has touched our lives,
when we get a promotion in our job or when a chitimes into our
life. Everybody says "Thank God" when some succeeshar is granted to
him. Oh, no, we are not ungrateful. We all haveeal feelng for the
goodness of God and sometimpsrhaps on dirthday or on Christmas
Eve, we can be quite overcome by it.

But as sooraes| look at my "dear" neighbor and realize thattbe is
included in God's generosity | feel some slight pangs in the rejitdme
heart. | say to myself: Yes, all due deference to God's goodnesmsuse
all of it there is. If this goodness should make me a millionairea
famous man or an idolized fullbagB.K., come across with itl've
got broad shoulders, a whole loafdbdessings is notoo muchfor me.

But when | see God giving something out of the ordinary to my
competitor, my colleague, perhaps even to my friend, | get sore and
begin to check up on the way the various quotas of blessings
handed out and distribute

When God in his goodness hands out bonusaethéssand | growjealous,
| do not normally reproach myself and call myself a miserghlelger. (No,
we don't say anything like that to ourselvédter all, one has to be a
little bit nice to oneself; a an mustn't lose his seffgard.) Nor do | say: O
the generosity, the boundless goodn&€xod! (For this | say only when
the Care Package is delivered atdapr.) What | say is that this goodness
of God is unjust. Did this othefellow deserve more gooéss, more
attention than 1? Look at mésaved all my life long and the inflation
and revaluation took it all awayom me. But this other fellow around the
corner always lands on Hiset and today he's driving a big car and smoking
fat cigars. Or | sagomething like this: I've worked haesa student and
done everything could to make myself a little less of a blockhead. And here
is this other fellow, my roommate; God gave him a "brain" and he just
walks through all his examinations, though he newgsses a dance and
goesoff to Bermuda in his vacations, while I, with my lower 1Q, go working
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my way through college. He's more "gifted& received more gifthan
| did. Is this fair?

We all know this. Weknow it all too well. We embitter many houo$
our life with thoughts like these; they can make a neurotic of Hod.
this dismal song always has the same refrain and it goes likeGihils
goodness comes to the wrong person because it doesn't aome to

The laborers were well satisfied with the househokielong as they
were dealing with hinalone and aslong asthey were agreed with hion
the wage stipulations in the early morning. Not uth# othersarrived
did the haggling over the wages bkebbose. Then the jealousy
commenced and the complexes thickened.

It must be admitted, of course, that this question of justicettendght
proportioning of wages is altogether justified in human relatibiagurally
work and wages must be brought intoger relationshiplt is clear that a
parttime worker cannot be paids much as the exective of a great
company. But it is equally clear that two men whotld® same job in the
same factory and have the same training shawldeive at least
approximatéy the same wage. It is obviodkat onecannot give to the
man who works only four hours the same remutiemahat is given to
one who works eight or ten hours on an asseftitdyor at his desk. These
are clear and obvious proportions.

But now we mushot forget that here we are dealing witiparable.
And if we take this into account, immediately theestion arisesvhether
these things are just abvious and nicely ascertainable in eatationship
to God and whether we can calculate the proper ptiops with equal
ease in that relationship. If we think about this it very soon becomes clear
to us that this is precisely what veannotdo. Forwhen we are dealing
with God it is not merely a matter of measurabtets of work but rather
of all the aras of our life, including the area of our most intimate and
personal life which we cannot observe aisdess either in ourselves or in our
neighbor.

This can be found out by means of a simple experiment. | reeouth this
experiment to anybody who is tormted by jealousyYou may think that
the other fellowyour talented roommate, for exampler, your former
colleague who has had such a tremendously succeasédr, or the girl who
shared the thirdloor back with you and latemarried her rich boss, whi
you go on pounding the typewritgou may think that all these people
are the darlings of God's goodness, tthely have simply been showered
with good fortune. Do you really knothat this is so? Would yethis is
the little experimental questioh suggest to yowewould you exchange
places with them, that is, woulgu exchange ievery respect? Not only
your bicycle for his Cadillachut perhaps also his deeply hidden marital
troubles for your indepemace? Not only your thirfloor room for her
mansim, butalso her
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boredom, her anxiety, her emptiness, for your simple but untroubled life?
That rich man whom you envy may have a gaping wound iliféisecause

he has no heir or because his dearest is suffering framcwaable liness. Or
perhaps you, a harasselistracted, ulceratedxecutive, envy the simple,
cheerful temperament of your young league when all the time he is
wrestling with some difficulty at homef which you have no knowledge at
all. Would you really exchayein every respect? Are you really ready to
fling down the net product gfour life at God's feet and say, "You have
divided up thesehings unfairly; you have done me wrong; you have
given me nothing angoured out all your goodness on these other
peopk." Can you see youellow man's whole life, with all its cellars,

its background, ithiddencorners, a&sod doesashe must do every day?
After all, you see onlythe facade. But he sees the nights and the
lonelinesses. He sees the otperson's heatbo, with the same discontent

in it as yours. Do you still want a total exchange? Therefore, let this be the
final message of oyrarable (I sum it up in two thoughts)

First, you willnever be able to see the goodness of God wéhlaus eye.
Many doubtsof this goodness, many feelings of anxietybefng deserted
and forgotten, do not emerge from our reserabintellectual doubts at
all, but come from the fact that we have a wratjtude toward our
neighbor. Anybody who looks at Godiessingsvith one eye and with
the other tries to keep track of whethis neighbor receives one mite
morethan he does falls victim to tliiseased kind of seeing that makes him
incapable of either recognizinghat a blessing is or understanding his
fellow man. | tren become very poor and unhappy person. Then God
becomes for me no morhan blind fate and | acquire complexes with
regard to my neighbdhat rob me of my sleep. And finally | find myself at
variance witheverything; indeed, | no longer have any usenfgself.

Secondthis saving certaintyt really does have to do with salva
tion!-that God is good, that he is goodrte, enters into my headnly
if | trust that he cares for his children beyond all that we atthirk and that
| too am safe and se@im this goodness. And therefore when envy seizes
hold upon me | must stop this nesmacking calcultion as to whether God
is giving more to somebody else than to imstead, | should thank him
for what he has given to me and prthat he may also supp and
comfort that other person in those sedriets and troubles of which | have
no knowledge at all.

Jesus Christ, when he hung upon the Cross, did not envy the-execu
tioners and drunken soldiers standing idle upon Calvary. And yet
from any human pait of view he had reason enough to do so. For he was
writhing in pain and thirst, hanging from the cruel nails, witieserude
fellows walked around beneath the Cross free as/aid theywere
uncomplicated enough not to let it bother them. They weee fr
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and full of life and slaked their thirst at will. They were the top d8gs.
Jesus did not envy them; rather, he prayed for their souls, "Faihgive
them; for they know not what they do." The Fatkaew themisery of
these top dogs. And as his Son prayed thus for themFtiker's
countenance shone upon him and he could say, "Fatherhintoands |
commit my spirit." Here was one who did not envy, lmaked upon his
neighbor as his Father lookegdon him, sorrowfullyseekingly, yearningly.
And that is why he was one with the Father &ogved his head in utter
peace.
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The Parable o f the Pharisee and the Public

He also told this parable to some who trusted in themselves th
were righteous and despised others: "Two men went up into the temple
one a Pharisee and the other a tax collector. The Pharisee stood and pr
with himself, "God, | thank thee that | am not like other ragtgrtioners, unjus
adultererspr even like this tax collector. | fast twicengek, | give tithes
all that | get.' But the tax collector, standing farwfbuld not even lift up his ey
to heaven, but beat his breast, saying, ‘God be merciful to me a sinne
you, this marwent down to his house justifiedther than the other; for ev
one who exalts himself will be humbled, thé who humbles himself will
exalted.”

-LUKE 1894

This parable is so simple and seems to have about it so m
the quality of being bedifully self-evident possessed by things v
which we have been familiar from our youth that we hesitate to \
another word upon it. Why should we as adults dissect and ar
and mull over what a child understands? Ought we not simply

the parale stand in its monumental simplicity and merely salute it

reverently,asone would an old acquaintance whom we had looked up
to evenasboys and girls, one of the few things in our life which even
now that we have grown older and more skeptical hasriose of its
grandeur, its splendor, and the freshness of eternal youth.

But often we miss the inner mysteries of the very things with which
we are most familiar simply because we are too familiar with them.
And this may well be true of this parable.

The two figures whom our Lord portrays with such quiet simplicity
have long since become oversimplified and debased into stereotypes in
our imagination and now we can hardly recognize their original
features. We are always likely to think that this is ratherkstdack-
andwhite portraiture.

Of course, if the Pharisee were actually the vain popinjay who is
126
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always exulting in his own splendor with bumptious passion, who rletger
a conversation or even agyer go by without allowing, covertly apenly,

all his points of excellence to shine like jewels, and laps up wathptuous

pleasure every bit of admiration that comes his sfahe Pharisee were
really a sheer coxcomb, then, of course, the paralm@d have a point
so selfevident as to be downright banal. But thispeecisely what the
Pharisee is not.

And if the publican were really so touchingly and sentimentally
humble as he appears in our imagination, then again the parable would
hold no problems. But the publican was not like that at all. On the
contrary, he was probably a rather tough fellow who had entered the
service of the occupying power and fleeced his own people for the
benefit of his own pocket, what we would caltollaborator.

On theother hand, the Pharisee is a man who is in dead earnest
about his service to God. After all, we can tell at once whether a
person's heart is in a thing when it touches his stomach or his pocket
book. Business is business, and for many people this is vgeatanentand
Christianity, too, stop. But not with the Pharisee! He fasted and
sacrificed and thus cut down his standard of living for God. Sciior
God was at least as real as the jingling coins in his purse.

This really should not be overlooked. Arnfdwe do not disregard it,
we begin to understand that the Pharisee is a highly respectedTiman.
people sense that he is not merely uttering empty words, that he is not
one who would say, "We commend the offering plates inrthehex to
your charity," aad then collect it for himselfasthe publicarmight do, but
that he himself is the first to give. People have a fine instinct for a
man's sincerity. And while the publican exerts only carrupting
influence upon the community, the Pharisee works faithfuhnd
sacrificially to preserve its holy traditions and its faith. The camity
senses that the ultimate foundations of its life are in good hasidsg as
he stands for what he does.

When we see all this clearly it is no longer quite so-sglflentthat
Jesus should proceed to praise the publican and condemn the Phafésee.
may well suppose that he did not depreciate a respected anthng
ways venerable figure without great sadness of heart. Manifestly
everything looks quite different in God's eydrom what it does in
man's.

But this is easily said and yet is full of difficult and burdensome ques
tions. Is the judgment of men, even of very earnest and morally mature
men, of no value at all? Is the opposite of man's judgment always the
only right cne in God's eyes? Can we never trust our own intellecaaad
ordinary people never to depend upon their instinct at all? Dbed
always turn our values upside down, does he always run aimed
through our systems of value? Doesn't God, and here his lI&veany
appreciation whatsoever of the fact that the publican is a rascal
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and the Pharisee is a very serious man and therefore a man whobshould
taken seriously? It is not a matter to be taken lightly that €umlild
always beof a different mind from men, even from very seriousded and
wise men. What kind of strange God is this, who acdigtpublican and
rejects the Pharisee?

We shall try to understand this God who acts and thinks so straamgly
then attempt to look dhese two figureasthey appear to God&yes.

We can do this, of course, only with a profound sense of dismay, for
both figures are a part of ourselves. How many there are among us
who have accomplished something in life, who in their business are
mentbned with respecas employers oras employees, who have dealt
honestly when it would have been easier to be an opportunisthéill too,
cut a woeful figure before the Last judgment and beleomed? And, after
all, everything depends on whether tloay standhat test.

But perhaps there are also among us, some who are heavily bumlened
conscience. Perhaps they have not been able to control their amdes
desires; perhaps they have made another person unhappy; péréaps
have been tricky when emghing depended upon being straigbérhaps
they are unbearably vain or are consumed with ambitidrey are
disgusted with themselves but cannot cope with it. Must symrson go
away judged and condemned, having had knocked ohinofall the sel
confidence he had this morning when he left homeespectable and
somewhat saturated Christian church member2m@y he be assured
that God accepts the sorrow and shame he femtcerning himself,
which at times may lead him to the brink of suicide, andt tGod
does not reject him, but, just because hesaogowful and ashamed,
loves him and welcomes him?

But there is one thing that will not do, and that is for him to assame
kind of publican's pride and make a soft cushion of the kindné&ssafwith
which he heals and comforts the terrified conscience esfnaer; to
make himself out to be utterly vile and tear himself dowrhe constantly
babbling of his sins and shortcomirgs many pious people do, thinking
that this will impress God and thus abhte desirgo judge them.

There is such a thingsconfessing one's faults and blackeningsetfe
which is merely a trick. This is always the case when people tryat@® an
accomplishment of their humility. Then the beating of ornm&ast is
nothing less than an elaborate form of coquetry. This is sniacking one's
lips with pleasure over the thought of the delight that God must derive from
such a smitten conscience and suchaedfsenent. But when this happens
a man does not have a smitten consmen all; the devil has snared him with
publican's pride.

Many of us are less like the Pharisee, with his uplifted head and his
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solid moral character, than we are like the publibah a somewhat
different publican from the one described in the parable. Perhaps like
publican who says, "I thank thee, God, that | am not so proud as this
Pharisee; | am an extortioner, unjust, and an adulterer. That's the way
human beings are, and that's what | am, buleast | admit it, and
therefore | am a little bit better than the rest of the breed. | commit
fornication twice a week, and at most ten per cent of what | own
comes from honest work. | am an honest man, 0 God, because kidon't
myself, 1 don't have anylliusions about myself. Let your angels siag
hallelujah over this one sinner who istamestas | am, honestnough to
admit that he is a dirty dog and not hide it beneath his rikeethese lying
Philistines the Pharisees."

This publican's pride, in ich God has no pleasure at all, is really
epidemic among the pious. How many people of the world have tibedjyn
to ask whether Christ was not the right Man for them and temame
disgusted with faith because they became convinced thatdhjgettis
humility was far more indecent than their higtinded andoroud striving
for ideals.

But | mention this not merely to pronounce a judgment uposetwesas
a Christian church but above all because here is a basiwmfrotir faith.

And that truth is his: Whether one is a publican or Rharisee,
whether one is loved or rejected by God, does not depend on particular
qualities, nor does it depend on whether one is outwardly humble or not,
whether one has illusions about oneself or whetheriohenestin other
words, everything one does and thinks can be bgdtie devil; he can use
even the holiest waters to drive his mills. Cran play the deuce even
with divine forgiveness and make it a pretéat evil. For example, if

one is a theologialand whyshould | spareny own "trade" heredne

can be an unjustified, caderdenedPharisee and champion what may
be a correct and legitimate doctriogjustification with an angry, arrogant
fanaticism for orthodoxy. Onean preach and teach the love of Goduch

a wayasto despise thoseho do not yet understand it or only half understand
it. This disease opublican's pride is particularly rampant among us
theologians andministers. Not infrequently when we speak and write
about the love o5od we are morelogmatical and disputatious than
loving witnesses tqustification.

So we must be especially careful of the devout moments in ouNtfe.
confession of sin safeguards us against pride. Even humility isvidtia
which is immune to the devil. On the ¢mry, these are theery nests in
which he loves to lay the cuckoo eggs of pride; hplémsed as Punch
when the pious hatch them out.

Thus we face the question: Where, then, is the real differehgedre
these two figures, if the publican can be prand the Pharisee
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can be humble, if it is obvious that everything is relative, if God can
dwell with the rascal and the devil can lodge in the skin of the pious?

Let us therefore take a closer look at the scene presented toths in
parable.

To begin with, there are many parallels between these two men.

Both want to stand before God; they seek his fellowship; they are
both in the temple. They are not simply seeking God in nature. The
people who do this are mostly seeking only agigus thrill but other
wise they want to remain what they are. In other words, the God of
nature does nothing to them. He does not judge them, he gives them no
commands; they do not have to die for him, they need only to enjoy
him. In his sublimity the natre-god is also above and beyond our
private life.

But both of the figures in our parable want more than this and they
do more than this: they enter into the holy presence of God. They
expose themselves to his will, his claim. They are not trying to escape
into cheap nofcommitment, but rather take their stand before God.
This is in itself no inconsiderable thing.

But their worship of God indicates that they have something even
deeper in common: both of them approach God with a prayehanfks.

The publican, even though his prayer is expressed in the fasfma
petition, gives thanks that there is such a thasghe mercy ofGod, that
even someone like himself can approach him, that everuramorthy
man can enter the sanctuary and need not go shufflingtadidside, sick

for home and crying for paradise lost. TRhariseetoo gives thanks to
God. What does he actually thank him for? He gitvleanks that God's
Spirit has performed a great work in his life, that God's great act of
liberation has freed him fra the chains of greednd selfishness and
made him worthy to approach the kingdom of God with head held high.
He does not simply say, "God, look what a fifedlow | am; you must
really be gratified with me." To speak of tliRharisee in this way would
be amalicious caricature. Even if he dicbnsider himself a fine fellow
he nevertheless thanks God for havimgde him one. So the Pharisee too
gives praise to the mercy of God. What could one say against that?

Thus the very fact that both of them approachdGeith a prayer of
thanksgiving shows that they have penetrated deeply into the mystdries
God. Beginners and casual Christians usually confine themselves to
petitions, especially when they are in trouble. But in the very next
moment they have forgotte®od; it was only a passing panic that
exploded into prayer. When a person gives thanks to God he always
shows that he is not merely concerned with momentary help and using
God as a means to an end, but rather with God himself, with fellowship
with God andhis peace. But why, then, is the publican's prayer of
thanksgiving accepted and that of the Pharisegcted? There must
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be something wrong with the Pharisee's thanksgiving. We must dig still
deeper to find the critical point in the Pharisee aimdourselves.

Both of these men in the temple are performing an act oflsedfnving;

both acknowledge and confess something about themselvespdtilecan
confesses that he cannot stand before God with his buddemrescience.
And in this he is certainly right. The Pharisee thinks that can stand
before God. And the fact is that he actually is madedidferent stuff
from that dubious fellow standing over by the colun8houldn't he also
be able to say so openlyouldn't it be hypocrisyhumility carried too
far, for him to level all differences abstractly ardbgmatically and
simply declare: Before God we are both alike? TRharisee would
passionately reject such egalitarianism. Not omlgcause it would go
agdnst his honor personally but above all becahgwould see in it an
attack upon the commandments of God.

What he would say to himself would be this: Either the holy €¢om
mandments of God stand for something, and then it is not a matter of
indifference whéher a man fulfills them as scrupulousis | do orplays
hob with themas does this publican. Or the commandmentsGdd are
not meant seriously, and then this rotten publican is O.K. Ben all
self-discipline, all sacrifice, all moral effort would sddnly be
devaluated, then the garbage would be put on top of the heap,athen
my endeavors would count for nothing and suddenly | would be put on
the same level with every thief and rogue. But this surely cannahbe
will of God. This would make mockgr of God's holy will and his
commandments. Not because of my personal honor and respectabdity,
but because of the honor of God there can be no fellowship and no
equality with the publican.

Isn't what the Pharisee thinkss he prays to be taken veryriseisly?

Isn't it true that what he is concerned about is God's haspecially
since he does not ascribe to himself the decisive merits at all, but rather
ascribes them to the divine grace, which has preserved, saved, and
strengthened him, and which hieerefore praises?

We see that this story has its depths. It is not at all a simple thing to
understand the judgment Jesus makes. So the best thing to do is to ask
how these two men arrived at their skhiowledge and their different
confessions. And the & is that this is where we hit upon the salient
point.

If you want to know yourself, you must have a standard. And when
this standard is applied the differences between the two figures become
apparent.

The Pharisee measures himself by looking downwardnwhe triesto
determine his rank before God. He chooses the bad publaam
standard. Then, of course, the differences become quite drastically obvious.
Sure, the Pharisee knows he has faults, he kndke wolvesthat howl in
the cellar of his soul, ththoughts and desires that frighten
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him. But he has controlled them. The publican, however, has exendsed
inhibitions or discipline and has allowed himself to be driventsge
wolves.

True asall this may beand it is actuallytruel-this kind of self
measurement by looking downward always produces pride. This can be
illustrated by the desire to gossip. Why is it that when we are together
take such pleasure in sinking our teeth into our fellow men, whyneio
delight in doingthis around the lunch table and women when dreyat a
tea party? Where is the root of this strange delight (wismhetimes
actually becomes a sensual pleasure) that we take in dimguss
whispers and feigned horror the private weaknesses and perhap
the secret amours of prominent people in the world? Quite simply
because at such moments we feel so much better about ourselves and
because we can say with indescribable moral relish, "Such things
don'toccur in my life." Or at least, "Such things maywocin my life but
they certainly should not happen to a public figure or his wife." Gassip
including the gossip that spills out of the expose literature in our
picture magazines and cheap paperalways based upon a kind of self
defense mechanism. Weant our own superiority to be confirmadd we
achieve this by being horrified at others and putting ourselbege them.
Anybody who looks downward and measures himselhleyweaknesses of
his fellow men immediately becomes proud; detter, what he is
concerned about is not primarily to run down others but rather by running
down others to make himself look good and fgedd.

We encounter here a secret which operates not merely in the pifevate
of the individual but also in public life and politicBhere argoliticians of
such Machiavellian unscrupulousness that they sinsgly, "Politics is
always a dirty business and always has been. Ever giacgorld began
power has always triumphed over justice and subsatly justice has
had to legalizetie power. Since the world is full ofolves, let us
run with the wolf pack. Anybody who acts otherwisea politician will
soon be looked upassa visionary idealist and in rtime at all he will be
plowed under." It was not so long ago that stichughs were openly
proclaimedas a party platform in GermanyToday they are cherished
more privately. And the world which thusmeasures and orients itself
downward, which takes as its standard Bw of the wolf and makes
politics "amoral*the nice scientifiderm for it-this world then plunges
into the anxiety and the megalomamvhich it itself has spawned.

For this false attitude, for this measuring of oneself by looking d@ah,
the Pharisee is an example. He makes the publican his staAdardhis
makes everything he saydespite its truth in detaflalse and untrue.
And then this standard also corrupts the honesty of phéger of
thanksgiving. True, he thank&dfor having made him
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what he is now. H&knows very well that this is no merit diis, and
he says so. But once he has slipped into this wrong way of looking s¢lfim
and the publican and allowed the evil passion for making cosqpario
get hold of him he suddenly begins to look upon hiimsih satisfaction
and complacency: Sure, this is what God has made obutegfter all
this is what | am too.

| cannot help thinking of many of the stories of conversion whiohis
people and also many moral movements love to tell in theseFdagsthey
paint a picture of what they were before in the blackestsible
colors. They work themselves up to an almost masochistic pftcdelf
accusation. Then they tell how they came into contact wittSgiet of
God when they met up with a particularogp or sect, andow their
eyes are enlightened, now they can rejoice all the day,ateeyiberated
children of God.

The fact is that this does actually happen; @aa have this ex
perience with God. And anybody who has had it will always be grateful
God for it. But the more one talks about it, the more one trumpets
abroad these stories of one's experience with God, the more ondisratten
becomes focused upon oneself, and suddenly the devil has tenetiole
thing into a pious and vain autobiaghy. After all, | must have been
pretty good raw material for him to have picked me outwiag he did.
God must have found something rather special in atkerwise he
wouldn't have entered into my life and given me tiisilege above so
many others.

Thus the devil again succeeds in laying his cuckoo eggs in arnpsts
When a man has had an experience of God let him beware of telling it to
men and making comparisons. The sulphurous stench of faalhisthing
compared with the evil odor emitted lyvine gracegone putrid. The
grace of God actually can be corrupted by spiriteaity. And the so
called children of the world are quick to note thizd are repelled by it.
How many a notChristian, for whom Christlied just as he died for you
and forme, has learned to know the graafeGod only in this fetid form
that reeks of pride and has turned avvagisgust, preferring to stick with
his honest nihilism?

In the figure of the Pharisee we are confronted with a shoelkipgsure
of the sin of Chriganity, your sin and my sin, the sin of wo have
subtly made of our Christianity a sign of virtue and given it the unpleasant
smack of privilege. Pharisaic pride is one of the ndosadful and also one
of the most infectious diseases of Christianity.

And right here and only at this point is the prayer of the publican
different. When a man really turns to God with a burdened conscience
doesn't think of other people at all. There he is utterly alone @aith It
would never have occurred to the publida say, "Sure, thiPharisee is a
man of a different stripe from me, but he too has plenty of blots on his
scutcheon; he's a sinner too." This would have been true,
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of course. But when a man is utterly alone with God and dealifedyso
with him, then many things that are true are completely immaterial to
him. He has something else to think about. And that's why the publi
can's attitude is completely genuine and radically honest. He measures
himself "upward." Gochimself ishis stan@rd. And measuring himselfy

that standard he is suddenly aware of how far removed he is. But then
this is just the time when God is very near to him. He doesglaod to

say, "Dear God," because for him in his sordidness this wbeldan
impermissible faniliarity. But then God speaks to him and says, "My
beloved child."

We Germans had some conception of our guilt after the collapse at
the end of the last war and many of us uttered the prayer of the-publi
can: "God be merciful to me a sinner! Remove nat ¢gimace from our
sunken people." But then came one of the most dreadful momethg in
spiritual history of our nation when suddenly we began to say,
"Others are justasbad aswe."” Then suddenly our aloneness with God
vanished, then repentance and spaituenewal were gone, then began
that fateful measuring of ourselves by looking downward and coimgar
ourselves with the hypocritical democratic Pharisees amongithas.

There are two points to be considered in closing.

First, we know that even thépostle Paul occasionally boasted
against his opponents (I Cor. 15: 10; Il Cor. 11f1§. But obviously
this was quite different in intention from that of the Pharisee. B&lil
remained the great teacher of divine mercy; he boasted of his
weakness. Té very fact that he calls this boasting foolishness shows
clearly that he is not expressing any ultimate value judgments b&fwde
and that therefore he immediately indicates that his boasterely a
relative thing and brushes it aside, that this beasis notsomething
ultimate but merely penultimate and valid only among m&nd here
Paul gives us an important clue to the understanding oparable.

That is to say that we would completely misunderstand this story if
we were to conclude from it thabhere should be no distinctions at all
between men. It would be grotesque if an employer could not even ask an
applicant for a position whether he had experience and could dmlthe
or not, or if in the name of God | were to put a faithful, respected
workman on a par with a man with seventeen previous convictions.
There must be distinctions of rank on the human level and on this level
there must necessarily be distinctions between good and bad. But we
must beware of acting as if these human and sociaindt®ons of rank
also had validity before that final court where all of us are sinners. No
man who goes to the Lord's Table dare be shocked when suddenly he
finds the publican with seventeen convictions standing beside him and
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drinking from the same cup. On the contrary, he can only praisef@od
the gracious work he has done for this poor man asasétir himself and
he will hear the angels rejoicing over this one sinner in whusat the
joy of forgiveness is beginning to stir.

| once visited a family and when | entered the room the son, the
"black sheep" or "prodigal son" of the family, was sitting at the piano
playing chorales. He had broken his mother's heart by committing
many shameful acts. Hislgying was deeply moving because he played
with so much feeling. It was, | believe, the hymn, "Commit thou all thy
griefs and ways into his hands." His sister cast a look of hatrddnat
and hissed with scorn, "That hypocrite!" This girl who had bées
faithful Martha in the home, working while her brother dissipatadyht
also have said, "God, | thank thee that | am not like this fell®&ut' was
not what she said an evil thinguite as bad as what the pio#harisee
said? How wouldGod look upon thisbrother? Did God see ihim a man
who wallowed in evil and selfish pleasures and was gomg so far as
to exploit a chorale for whatever religious, aestheg¢igicurean kick he
could get out of it? Or did God see in him a mahose hours of
yearning andf disgust with shame drove him into themple and who
down in his heart was playing the prayer, "God, be merciful to me a
sinner"? Who was this man, really? Which was the real man? May he
not have been precisely the man who was playhechorale with gch
feeling? Was nothis perhaps the real macoming out; was nothis the
divine original suddenly breaking througthe overlay of smut and
nastinessor was the chorale only a piece séntimental religiosity he
used to cover up his black soul? Who ofasaild ever tell? But to God it
was plain.

What do we people really know of each other? What do we know
about how you and | will look at the last judgment? What did the
Pharisee really know about the publican? We live between the false
judgments we make moand the surprises which the Last judgmerit
bring.

We should therefore stand in reverence before another person's
ultimate secret, the secret he shares only with God, which only his
heavenly Father knows. We are all known by these sovereign eyesgebut
ourselves know no one. And the miracle that happened to the
publican was that he was known and seen through and through by
those eyes and yet they did not close in rejection of the darkness in his
life but opened and beckoned in compassionate welcordeaacepance.

But the point is that the publican looked only intmseeyes andlid not
allow himself to be misled into looking at the Pharisee amghsuring
himself by him.

This brings us to the second and last point.

What was the publican thinking whédre went away? Did he pleaps
say to himself, "Now | can go oasbefore; now | can go on
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grafting and smuggling, now that | have found out that God doesm't
a fellow off, that he justifies a man even if he is a rascal"2vOuld
he not rather have gone away filled with radiant gratitude tfds
immeasurable goodness and found it simply impossible to gaie to
this Father and disappoint him by committing sin?

Perhaps he too became one who a year later could say what the
Phaisee was suggesting concerning himself on this day in the temple:
"Behold, Lord, | have not committed adultery any more, nor have |
gone on enriching myself. | could not have found it in my heart to hurt
thee. | thank thee that through thy forgiveness #ndmercy thou hast
given me courage and a new chance. | thank thee for thy manifest
guidance." Have we caught the very fine differences, the almost
imperceptible nuances that distinguish the way the Pharisee prayed
from the way in which it is to be hopetiat the publican will pray a
year hence? An eternal destiny lies in these very small differences. A
false, proud look at our neighbor can spoil everything for us and turn
the grace of our God into putrefaction.

Perhaps some of you may now ask the questitich the disciples
once put to their Lord at the close of an hour of earnest teaching:
"Who then can be saved if grace can go bad in our hands? Which of
us does not repeatedly catch himself casting this prideful look at
others?" And in answer to that ko only reply with the answer that
Jesus himself gave: "With men this is impossible, but with God all
things are possible."

If we could only learn to come to the end of our pretensianthe
publican had come to his. Then God could make a new beginnitig wi
us. If only we could learn not to keep pushing ourselves forward and
showing off before God. Then he could finally become our Father.
And we-well, we could then be new, free persons.

Xl

The Parable o f the Pounds

As they heard these things, he proeeen tell a parable, because he was near
to Jerusalem, and because they supposed that the kingddodofvas to appear
immediately. He said therefore, "A nobleman went infaracountry to receive
kingly power and then return. Calling ten of his sems, he gave them ten
pounds, and said to them, "Trade with these ditirhe.' But his citizens hated him
and sent an embassy after him, saying, d&@ot want this man to reign over us.'
When he returned, having receivéte kingly power, he commanded ¢iee
servants, to whom he had given theney, to be called to him, that he might know
what they had gained Hyading. The first came before him, saying, 'Lord, your
pound has made tgrounds more." And he said to him, 'Well done, good servant!
Because yotnave been faithful in a very little, you shall have authority over ten
cities.' And the second came, saying, 'Lord, your pound has made five pounds:
And he said to him, 'And you are to be over five cities.' Then another carne, say
ing, 'Lord, here is yourqund, which | kept laid away in a napkin; fovas afraid
of you, because you are a severe man; you take up what yootday down,
and reap what you did not sow." He said to him, 'l willdesnn you out of your
own mouth, you wicked servant! You knehat | wasa severe man, taking up
what | did not lay down and reaping what | did sow: Why then did you not
put my money into the bank, and at my comirghould have collected it with
interest? And he said to those who stood by, 'Take the poundinonand give
it to him who has the ten pounds.' (Atfiey said to him, 'Lord, he has ten
pounds!) 'l tell you, that to every oméno has will more be given; but from him who
has not, even what he has Ww#l taken away."

-LUKE 19:11-26

The disciples wre saying to themselves: Now the time has
come. Now the kingdom of God will come. They had traveled up and
down and across the country with this amazing Man from Nazareth;
they had experienced unheasfithings, things undreamed of in their
137
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philosophy. It had been like a great campaign, a general attacktigon
misery of the world, upon the hostile front of sind deathWherever this
Nazarene appeared dempossession yieldednd thespell of sin was
broken. They could ndforget the gratefukyes of those whose fetters this
Master had broken, of those from whose poor blind eyes he had banished the
night, of those upowhom he hadbestowed new life.

So the disciples had gained the definite impression that wherevétahis
appeared he made deep inroads upon the front of the reatteadh and
that now he was about to roll up this whole frommtamighty crescendo
his redemptive powers would overrun the old aawth then within a short time
the new world of God would be eredtupon the ruins of the old: mothers
would again hold their missing soirs their arms; there would be no more
widows and orphans, becaudeath itself would be interned; and where
before there had surged thea of blood and tears the golden fields ofico
would grow.

The signal for this overthrow of all things was the departurédarsalem.

So thought the disciples.

Deep sorrow must have pierced the heart of Jesus watched hidisciples
cherishing their dreams and pious utopias. He knew thatdpmaruire for
Jerusalem was not the beginning of a dré@mgdom ofpeace, but rather the
signal of a new night, the deelprkness orCalvary about the sixth hour. He
knew that he must suffer many thinigsfore he entered into glory and that
all would fors&e him. In agonimng loneliness Jesus knew that this present
world would not simplycollapse asthe disciples thought, but wouldumanly
speaking,triumph over him and spew him ouats it would a poisonous,
malignant substance, and that then death, suffg and sin would
continueto mar the face of this unhappy earth until the last day. He heard
the complaining voices of those who two thousand years later wouldstill
asking: "What has been changed after all by this Nazandmesaid he
would kindle afire on earth and bring forth a new world frdire blaze of
its downfall? People still go on dying, people still are bemassacred and
terrorized; the rascals and the beasts have a relagiwely time of it, 'some in
the dark, some in publicls The Three pennyOperasays. What, then, has
changed?"

Jesus knew all this. There would be something like theogadvorld in
Jerusalem, but not of this present world; it would be the end of that dreamworld
in the hearts of the disciples. The disciples woiiltke have to understand the
mystery of the Passion or else be shgcked upon it.

So Jesus must now prepare them for this kind of an end of the world, for the
catastrophe on Calvary. How does he do this? Does he, pddighem down
easy by tellinghttem the truth gently, mudiisa doctorcautiously informs a
sick man that he is sufferiigpm cancer or
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multiple sclerosis and gradually disenchants him of his plans and foopes
the future?

No, Jesus proceeds quite diffiettg. He puts his disciples to wol/hile
he is away and the dreadful silence prevails he gives usatdar to
perform. "Make use of your opportunities; trade wythur pounds," he
says.

Why, do you suppose, did he choose this way? Well, when | work fo
someone, when | share responsibility in his work, themso think
about him. This follows almost automatically. When Jesus puts rigeto
work of faith-and it actually is a piece of work to cope with reynptations
day by day and fight my way throughen | also havealaily contact
with him. When he sets me at the task of loving meighbor he is
actually confronting me with his image every day. Fas ihone other than
himself who meets me in my brother and insister.

So in this parable we are summeal before the Lord to receive our
assignment of work. We all have our place here, including arodiluther,
and the Apostle Paul. For everybeiite unknown Christiamnd the man
who is prominent in the kingdom of Gadceives exactlyhe same amount
whenthe ultimate orders are given out. Each recethessame operating
capital for his Christian life and each receivb® same command, to
trade with it.

Of course it is true that there are wide differenckgifts andtalents
among those who are in théawrch of Jesus ChrisfAnd it certainly is
not merely glorification of men to say that Paul and Atigesand Luther
were unusual people. They received muahd we cannot compare
ourselves with them.

But here our parable makes it impossible for us to daliselves oubf
it by simply pointing to our meager powers and saying, asogdten
hear it said, "After all, as individuals we are merbglplessaatoms in the
universe." Or we see how the process of technical dewelop operating
according to itsown laws beyond the control of oimitiative, is tending
more and more to automation and how tiisnaking leisure timehe
problem of coming society. The periodsl@sure time that result are in one
respect desirable social goals, batanother respe they are sources of
anxiety. What can a man do wittis time and his leisure if he doesn't know
what to do with himselfBut what can we dan order thathe may again
learn what to do witthimself? We would have to be able to transform
man totally androm the inside to prepare him for this coming development
and prevent hinfrom ruining himself with boredom, anxiety, noisy escape,
music, and the search for amusement. But h@an we transform him
inwardly? Who are we to say such a thing? After all, weselves are
merely drops of oil in the big machine. It would require the spiritual power
of
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a Luther or an Isaiah to reset the foundations and bring about radical
changes. We are too small and untalented for that.

But this is just vhat we cannot say if we read this parable aright. For
here the Lord is telling us that in the last analysis all of us receive the
same. Tom, Dick, and Harry receive the saasd’aul and Luther didln
other words, when it comes to the things that matted @&eats all his
children alike. At the very point on which everything depends the great
people have no advantage over us. The little girl who says her bedtime
prayer and commits her doll to God's protection has pstuch as
Luther had when he utteredshprayer at Worms or Bodethwingh when
he wrestled with God for the lives of his children safkdiphtheria.

Well, what is this pound which is the same for every servant?

I shall try to illustrate what this is about by means of a literary
example. KnutHamsun once said to his wife in an hour of despair,
alluding to a story of the sea, "Man overboard! That's what God says, and
then somewhere another man goes down. That's what God Fhgss
how meaningless everything is. And life is so short. So onst mut take it
too seriously."”

There you have the pound that is committed to us presented in
reverse, like a photographic negative. This is precisely what God rdues
say. No, all of us, you and I, not only the great in the kingdonsod,
have a name, @ahGod calls us by name. We are known. Becalsgus
Christ died and rose for us we are no longer nobodies. Whaanasheds
his blood for somebody he also knows him, for he is infinipglycious. So we
arenot simply nameless little people; we are childngho are known and
loved. And this name, the name we bear asdrkit of God,this isthe
pound. And even though | should have more than an attic room in a
poorhouse or languish forsaken in Siberian mine, not even the
venerable patriarchs and nobbeophets could have a greater name than
mine.

And there is something further connected with this. Anybody who has
once learned and experienced the fact that he possesses thismaaide
and is thus valued by God also knows that his neighborgdlisague,
his washerwoman, the refugee from behind the Iron Curtdsg has this
name. It was of all of these who live in loneliness andthie shadow that
Jesus was thinking when he cried out, "It is finished!" They too bear a
royal name.

Must | not look at my mighbor with completely new eyes when |
realize this? Will not the scales suddenly fall from my eyes, and will |
not see him in a new light?

This knowledge that there are noble children of God all around me,
this is the pound | am to trade with. Here | éatask after task laid
upon me by my Lord during his absence. And here too is where | fall
down. A great multitude of people troop past me in the course of my
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life, all of them directing questions to me, all of them resgmgting a task

for me. There are the people with secret troubles: my sick beighhe
stock boy in my company, the rowdy in my class who almost brings me
to despair; the roclandroller with his sideburns and hispid, pomade
slicked emptiness, the jestarved butterfly of a girlpbeating her wings
against the window of her poor, gray prison of a life in search of some
small ray of meager, dubious pleasure; all the sgagts of our satiated,
superficial society. They all have chains, hiddeplain to be seen; they are all
crying for redemption, and in every onef themeven the most
deplorable figures whom it is so easy for meféel superior tethere
suddenly appears the Saviour, hungry, cdldprisoned, naked. He is
not ashamed to be their Brothe

Is not this knowledge | have concerning my fellow man a tremendous
endowment, a pound which must still spur me to action today? thatv
my eyes are opened, can this secret | know about my neighbor ever give
me a moment's rest?

This, then, is the pounthe Lord has given us to trade with and
invest. This is what we are to take and then go right out into the tifick
the world and let this thing that has been entrusted to us daohle
What have we done so far with this pound of ours?

We now take a loolat the various kinds of servants and we do this
again with the unspoken question: In which of them do we findeaues
portrayed? Foraswe have observed repeatedly, we shall rdedparables
aright only if we read them as a piece of autobiography.

First there are thgoodservants who did their work and madéaage
profit. It appears to be characteristic of these good peoplethlegtwere
not thinking of rewards or bargains when they went to waskhey did.

Nor, indeed, had the master promisedrthany suchthing. But even
common sense would have prevented them fgpeculating upon any
great reward. After all, a man can't do much splurging on a pound (say
about twenty dollars). And even so thssnall bit of capital did not
belong to them, nor wodlthe profits they might gain from it be theirs.
They were given to understand that thaster would demand of them the
proceeds of their work. They wermt independent, not autonomous, but
simply employed servants. Thmaster was not enlisting the aid bfs
servants to establish life insuranefaich theythemselvesvould enjoy and
of which they would be theeneficiaries. On the contrary, he was building
his kingdom; he was, aswere, financing this kingdom through their work.

The foolish servant washérefore quite right; he saw that all the
profits would be invested in the master's political schemes. When the
servants contributed their work to this enterprise this would mean
disinterested, unselfish service. Certainly not much would retuthdio
own pockets. And besides, they would always have the secrethfaetithis
so-called "kingdom of the Lord" was only a pipedream, a
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chimera, a utopia, and that therefore all their work was for nottfieg all.

And yet theydid go towork. Why? Well, they did so quite simpbecause
they were faithful. We can explain this action on the part of the servants only
if we assume that they were counting on their madgttfulness, that what
they said to themselves quite simply goabtively As this: "Our master,
whom we know, will not leave us in therch." Therefore they themselves
would be faithful.

| believe that we have every reason to prick up ouratdtgspoint, for this
touches our own situatioRor surely nobody evérecane a Christian to make
profits. We could often make far greapeofits without Christ, for then we
should have a more flexibleorscience. Then we could be quite easy in our
minds and clothe ourselvés purple and fine linen like the rich man in
the pardéle we havealready discussed. We could feast sumptuously every
day with never &azarus to accuse us and embarrass us with the question as
to why we are living in luxury instead of giving him the bare
necessities. For thewe still would not have seen the face of Lazarus
and the refugee, ithe faces of the homeless, neglected children, the pale,
wan face of ouiSaviour, the face that gives us pause. Without this Lord we
could letourselves go.

But these were the very people, the people who acted souplyf loyalty
and faith and asked nothing for themselteswhom theMaster responded
with princely generosity. For two hundretbllars earned, they were set
over ten cities; for one hundred dollars earmmeer five cities. All this is, of
course, "on" a parable. But it may givels some idea of how this Lord
repays his servants. He did not say tod@svants, he did not say to us,
"You will receive this muctor thatmuch." He did not speculate upon the
servants' selinterest and say tthem, "You wil get the top positions in my
cities. | will see to it thayou get moral and social prestige as Christian
personagesyou cancount on my not being stingy!" No, there is nothing like
this at all in the parable. Its one concern is that this Lord's coiomibg
carried out without any ulterior motives and that his business be administered
not for our own profit but for this Lord's advancement.

This again must be seen in very practical terms. Applied to our situation, it
means that when we get up in the niog we servants will commit the
coming day to this Lord. It means that we will serve hinresolving on this
day not to hate but to love, not to look upon fallow workers agmerely
human material buds our neighbors, not geek our own prestige bta act
unselfishly and impartially.

But it is just when the servants act and live thus in commitmesyirice,
and therefore in the name of Another, that they begin pee&nce the
generous liberality of their Lord. Thehat is, not untillater, alnost as
an afterthoughthey begin to realize that it has been
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rewarding to be in his service. Then they begin to see that there are
altogether new forms of happiness which this Lkndws how tdestow:

new friendships, beatides of the hearg new climate in their life. They
will see that it is simply a good and wonderful thingoeoclose to this Lord
and in his company find totally new perspectives opening up in their lives.

The splendor of the cities committed to thertl kg far less irportant than
the fact that now they are the viceroys of the Lordthatefore among those
closest to him and thus will always have actedim and be able to speak to
him and tarry in his presence at tithes. Their reward is that ithe end
the Lord will receive them witlhonors, that they will be privileged to
speak and to live witldesudorever. For heaven does not consist in what we
shall receive, whethehis be white robes and heavenly crowns or ambrosia
and nectar, butather n what we shall becoraeamely, the companions of
our King, who then will always be able to see him and be near to him as to a
brother, no longer seeing through a glass darkly, no longer living under the
shadow of the Cross, but praising God with neveakwiteour eyes.

Then, finally, there is still the third servant, the man whose life avas
failure, the man who failed the Lord. In a vote we took around our
family table everybody, both children and adults, felt that this maguin
parable was treated hetr badly. One of them said, "For me thdwas
always been something pathetic about this figure. He is the whanis
resigned, the melancholy man who says to himself it's nawodéng for this
master anyhow." But still there is something touchiagout his
trustworthiness. The way he carried the coin about with hinhis
handkerchief, well, there is something in that too. Tasterdealt all too
harshly with him.

The fact is that it is not easy to interpret this figure. Of the threis he
certainly themost interesting, but also the most complicated. If |
seeit aright, there are two features that determine the characteisof
man.

In the first place, he is the typical observer, a man who seestleagry
from the outside. He observes and analyzeswe things go irthe world
and declares: God is hard and unjust; he is only a pércsditn of
unpredictable fate. He wants to reap where he did not Bowexample,
he wants to reafaith. But what does he give me to gn, what does he give
me thatanything like faith should be abte grow in me? When | look at
life (he argues) it's very hard for me lelieve that Someone is thinking
higher thoughts about wend thatthere is a God of love. When four small
children lose their mother because of antten driver, where is there any
meaningful guidanci that; where is there even the slightest note of love in
that? And howabout history as whole? Don't you find there the reign of
brutal selinterest or perhaps nothing more than the cold autonomrpoéss,
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like that of technical development, for example? Or look atdherch,
with all its dubious human qualities and its impotent phrasemongeisng,
that a sign to strengthen a man's faith? How can God expect tdaihp
when he sows so littleeasonfor faith? "Yes, where are yogoing to
get it without stealing?" says St. Joan of the slaughterhouseBeih
Brecht's drama. "Gentlemen," she says, "there is such a #gmgoral
purchasing power. Raise the moral purchasiogvgr and youwill also
have morality."

This is the way the third man in our parable thinks too. And in
resignation he says, "Nothing doing. This Lord should first raise the
purchasing power of religion; he ought to give us some proofs of the
Spirit and hispower; then he would get some religion, then he would
get our faith."

But this resignation is not his only motive. "He's not a book by logic
wrought, but a man with contradictions fraught." For without beiagy
consistent he allows himself to be inflwsd by another point ofiew. He
preservesvhat he has received. He carefully saves it. Thusome sense he
recognizes the existence and the rights of his lord.

If we apply the parable to real life, this obviously means that there is
some kind of God (tat is, this Lord). He exists. One must recogniizat
there is a higher being. The relationship of lord and servant,&&ddman
has its legitimate place in life. We can't get along withmeligion and
faith. There has to be some kind of metaphysical &ation if man is not
to be left to the mercy of his bestial instincts. What would we have to
oppose to the East, this man would probably séyeifvere living today, if
we did not at least have a Christian philosoplhyfersonally cannot have
anything todo with this Lord, but there iso doubt that the Christian
enterprise must continue. The institutiof the church is indispensable.
We must have a Christian ideology. A&r myself, | can't be active in a
cause that | don't know what to dwith, but | can at least be a
conservative. | can preserve the Christimadition. | can submit to a
church wedding and send my children $aunday school. | can take a
Christian point of view. | can wrap mseligion in my handkerchief and
conserve it.

It is worth notirg not only that Jesus radically rejects this position but
also the arguments by which he does so. He says, "I will conderan
out of your own mouth, you rascal of a servant." "Out of yown
mouth™this obviously means: | am now assuming your positana
meeting you on your own level. You say that you feared the Lord, and
therefore you took him seriously. (For, after all, what a man fears he
usually takes seriously!) But this is just what you did not do, you
conservative Christian. If you took the Lorndl,you took me seriously,you
would have fought against me. My unhappy servant Nietzsche mo@k
seriously when he dared to live his life in the dark and icy desert of a
world in which God was dead. Gottfried Benn also took me seriously
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when he admitted that he was encompassed by the trumpets of massng
and then persevered in his despair. If you had taken me seriously you
would have flung your pound away. You would have cried ouprdtest
against the Lord who wants teap where he has not sown!ptotest
against the Lord who ignores my religious purchasing powamrd yet
expects me to believe!" But you, you conservative Christyany wanted

both at once: you said no to me and yet you weraiilling to burn

your bridges. You weren't willing to give up the uttiate insurance you
thought | might provide for you. You went onlgalfway; you were
lukewarm. You see, that's why you didttake meseriously at all.

There are really only two ways to take a thing seriouslyhé&i you
renounce it or you risk everything for it. Either you fling away the
pound or you use it and trade with it. There is no third choice. The
kind of Christian who is merely conservative and those who want thrdy
Christian "point of view*these peole want this third choicewhich
doesn't exist. Throw your Christianity on the trash heap, or lels&od
be thelLord of your life; let him be that in dead earnest; let him be
someone from whom you receive each day meaning andargna goal
for your life, and marching orders, but don't wrap him iump your
handkerchief! You can't wish to conserve something thattba$o with
the very nobility and downfall of your life. Here you canly curse or
fall to your knees.

It is well worth noting that, accordinto these words of Jesus, it is
precisely the conservative Christians who produce this caricatu@odf
which is presented by the third servant. Involuntary caricataredased
on a lack of knowledge.

And this brings us to the last secret concealethis parable.

If, like this servant, we propose merely tbservethe world and its
events and God's role in these events we shall get nowhere. If there is
one thing that is certain it is this: it is impossible to "know" God by
saying that first we will oberve life and analyze history and then, in
case we should happen to find him in this way, we will take him
seriously, be active in his cause, and make him the standard of ouit life.
is just the other way around: only he who takes God seriously ever
knows him at all. Nobody else ever knows him.

But how is one to take him seriously if one knows nothing about him?

My answer to that would be this: One should deal with God in
exactly the same way that the master dealt with his servant. The master
said to him,"l will condemn you out of your own mouth." He is sayinig,
am meeting you and discussing this on your own level." In exactly the
same way we should say to God, "I will convict you out of yown
mouth. | shall take your own words and they will eitheteicomeand
convince me or | shall beat you with them and show up your
absurdity. These are your words, "Cast all your cares on me, for | care
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about you.' Very well, I'll do it and try it at least once. | have careb
anxieties; lam anxious about tomorroand about next week. Bfdr once

I will not read my daily and weeklyoroscope and instead fibur out
my fears before you.ll put you to the test, 0 GodYou ought to be
worth an experiment to me. | shall see whether tieial 6r imaginary) hand
of yours will really bring me through tomorroand next week. I'm going to
find out for myself whether you really dmooth out the rough places the
road, whether you really wilemy rod and staff in the dark valleys, whether
in those darkest moments all, when | can see neither bridger road,
neither shepherd nataff, | shall lose my trust in your guidihgnd."

Taking God seriously means taking hihhis word and giving him
the chance to act the way he has said he aelll We can never receive
anything with closed fists or droopihgnds. We must at least stretalt our
hands and "open our mantigde" (Luther). Perhaps wshall even have
to pray in this wise'0 God (if there be a God), othe strength of thy
word (if thou didstspeak it), | pray thee (if thoaant hear), forgive my
sin, bewith me in my fears, comfort me ianeliness, show me my neighbor,
make my heart burn with love; anth every time, good or bad, the
high pointsand the bitter, empty places my life, let me feel thyhand,
reaching out for me and guiding méting and carrying my burdens,
stroking away the care that marks rbyow, and making death itself easy to
die, because my heart can riesthee. Tomorrow | shall rise and tragéth
my pourd for thee andserve my neighbor asthou didst existThen shalt
thou break thesilence and suddenly be near to ifieen shalt thou say: Well
done,good and faithful servant; enter into flog of your Lord!"

That's the way it is with God. "When we &gt God speaks; wheve
obey, God acts."”

So let us give him the chance to speak arale himself. "Him who
comes to me | will not cast out,” says JeSimist. That's his word anke
died for it. So seriously did hake us. He deserves to be given a

charce.

Xl

The Parable othe Cost oBuilding a Tower

Now great multitudes accompanigich; and he turned and said to
them, "If any one comes to me and dareaiethis own father and mother
and wife and children and brothers aisters, yes, and eveis bwn life,he
cannot be my disciple. Whoever doet bear his own cross and come after
me, cannot be my disciple. For which of you, desiring to build a tower, does
not first sit down and count the cashether he has enough to complete it?
Otherwise, wWen he has laid a foundati@md is not able to finish, all who
see it begin to mock him, saying, “Tirian began to build, and was not able
to finish.' Or what king, going to encounter another king in war, will not sit
down first and take counsel whetheris able with ten thousand to meet him
who comes against him with twenty thousafd@ if not, while the other is
yet a great way off, he sends an embasslyasks terms of peace. So there
fore, whoever of you does not renounc#hal he has cannot iy disciple."
-LUKE 14:2533

We can hardly listen to this remarkable and in many respacth
account without running into a certagonfusion. How often we have
heard the storieshe story of the Saviour of sinners, the gpbgsician, the
worker of miracles, the shepherd of souls. How often thiak we really
know him, and how readilforthcoming are the catusive catchwords and
formulas with which he is describeldve, goodness, compassion, infinite
patience, and all the rest of thmusphrasesThen suddenly we encounter
some saying or scene in his lifehich is so strange and intractalilat it
simply cannot be fitted intany of these ordinary formulasnd at the same
time offends ussif we had never heard of it before. This life of Jasui&ke
a diamondwhose facets glisten with familiar anghfamiliar lights,
sending out toour wondering eyes mysterious raygirernew refraction.

This parable has something of this strange unfamiliarity.
Ordinarily, Jesus strikes us as being attractive man with the
shepherd's voice calling out for thest, the man who never wearies of
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describing the glory of all that awaits us if we come to-b@uourity,peace,

new life, a free life. Ordinarily, he calls "Come unto fhahd here he

says, "If any one comes to me and does not hate his father and mother and
everything dear to him, he cannot be my disciple.” @&y puts his trust

in me must declare his mistrust of all others. Inste&gleading, he
repels, and actually avns us against himself. Insteafisaying, "l give you
eternallife,” he says, "Count what it will cost ydua this life and consider
whether you are equal to my discipleshimstead of inflaming, he pours on

cold water. Instead of encouragiagpersorio give up his former way of life,

he instills a fear of makintpe great leap. How can we reconcile all this?

This constant alternation of intimate nearness and estranging enigma
doubtless has a deeper meaning, about which anybody who has been long in
thecompany of Jesus can tell some amazing things.

We men have a tendency to cultivate certain favorite ideas. For ex
ample, we are quite agreed that Christianity is a religion of "love" and
"humanity." It does us good, livingswe do in the midst of thstruggle
for power, the struggle with our competitors, the dreary roahthe
daily treadmill, to know that there is one court in the wonltere
tenderness rather than harshness counts, where love and the heart rather
than accomplishment and reason previibw many people there are
who need something like religion as a counterbaldocéhe dreariness of
their everyday life! For many people that quiktraway figure of the
Saviour is a comforting memory which theyould like to rescue from
their childhooddays and keep in theiempty adult lives, a memory
that can emerge with an elemenpalver, say, at Christmastime.

Why do we love a writer like Wilhelm Raabe? Doubtless it is bedasise
in a world which the author sees in a quite modern asaworld of
anxiety, boredom, and emptiness, there appear sucfortimmy, motherly,
inwardly shining characteras Mother Claudine inAbu Telf an,Cousin
Schlotterbeck irDer Hungerpastorthe old womarin the invalid's home in
Der Schiidderumpor Phoebe itUnruhigenGasten. Tdknow that there are
such characters in this often velgpressing world, such points of light in the
gray landscape, is a céont and a source of strength. So for many people
this Jesus of Nazareth a figure which, to be sure, does netlly sustain
their lives, butnevertheless gives some comfort because of the fact that
someone likdiim ever existed. Farnce,at any rate, there existed a man
who loved. Once in the world there was someone in whom our yearnings
took human shape.

But this figure which the heart engenders from its wishes ardtésms is
not Jesus of Nazareth at all. It is a dream, a bubbledilsatlves and
vanishes when the chips are down. In how many a behefter did
not this dream of Jesus fade away into a vagidisentality
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and give way to the dreadful specter of death. In how many casestdid
that gruesomely beautiful memorial in the Ohlsdorfer cemetery in
Hamburg, with its figure of Charon, the ferrymantbé Styx, and the
despairing, vacant stares of those he ferries across the dark stream to
Hades, express more clearly and more truly the situation and the
attitude of men than does the Cross of the Nazarene.

Now, just because all this is so, Jesus is tamnly wrenching us oubf
this selfmade dreamworld. Just because this is so, he repebtadiynes an
enigma to us, in order that we may listen to what hesblfrsays and
perhaps be offended at him, but in this listening and in this offense penetrate
more deeply into his mystery. We should not go on being dreamers but rather
become realists who discover theal Jesus. For it is not our dreams that
make us free and new but only thésl Jesus. Therefore we need repeatedly
to be astonished, oftentimegen chilled, by this Figure, who is so completely
different from what we make him in our dreams and fantasies. Every enigma
of his persorthat we manage to come to terms with thus brings us a bit
farther awayfrom ourselves and a bit closer to him. Thipiebably also
the secrebf Jesus' fondness for the enigmatic style of speech. So now we shall
consider the enigma that lies behind this parable of the buildingovfer,
behind these words that warn instead of invite, that separstead of
linking us closer together.

In the first place, it is an astonishing fact that Jesus actually went out of his
way to offend and antagonize the mass of people who follbvmedAfter all,
he had set out to win the world back to God and bhagk to his Father
the nultitude of the lost and broken, of those wtaal become unfaithful and
therefore unhappy. And, setting out to tos, he had something like
success. The people crowded about himhiaals, they hung upon his lips,
he impressed them and a gleam of nhape was kindled in the
despairing eyes and canearred faces othousands. If these masses could
be committed to this Man, the blatteat would thus be kindled would spread
like a prairie fire among themill and beyond them to many others. Then the
old, lostworld could bereduced to rubble and the new, redeemed world
rise upon its ruins.

But, strangely enough, Jesus renounced every kind of mass influence of
the kind that suggests itself so readily to our own time. He refusesdeto
the “power of suggestiomd the torch of popular enthusiasRather,
he challenged men to cast up a balance and make aesiiveate of the
cost.

Why did he do this? Or perhaps we should first ask anothetigques
What were the crowds of people looking for in Jesus?
Even peoplevho pay little attention, in either their speech or thiéax;

to the fact that there is a God, have a curious propensity foinkeepme
kind of connection with the holy, even if it be only by a very

thin thread. They may go into a church perhapsjoyea bit of organ
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music or liturgy, or, if they are in the military services, they are gldthve

a Christian or a chaplain in the company, even thoughriae no use of

his message. It is as if they would like to feel thay tiave touched the horns

on the altar with one little finger. They are rotite willing to be totally
submerged in a godless world; they want to keep open a view to one very,
very small star.

But in this crowd that follows Jesus there is, of course,astdthersort.
These are the people who travel, so to speak, on a double @ack.
Sundays they are glad to attend a service and listen to a sérhegnmay
even be stirred by it momentarily. But as soon as thelyaarle at the shop, the
machine, or theffice on Monday, it isasif they had turned a switch. There
they look upon the others around them cadyassociates or competitors, not
asneighbors in whom Christ medtseem. There they strive for proficiency and
successwith never athought of whetheor not God is putting his blessing on
their work. There, after all the rush and work, they go chasing after
diversion, never stopping to think that a man really findscreation by
compoing himself and facing the question: Where am [, and where is all
this taking me after all?

Jesus sees all these people gathered around him. You and |, aneoaig
them too. And he sees that these people are unhappy antegeadéy are
they so? Simply because their hearts are so divided.Waay a little bit of
God. And this little bit of God is just enoughb bother their conscience
and deprive them of their unconceiirheywant a bit of eternity, but not so
much that it may seriously distuthem or cause them to make a radical
aboutface. And it is just this biof eternity that makes them lose their
equanimity. Anybody who wavelsack and forth between God and the world,
who wants to carry water on both shoulders, who wants to be partly devout
and partly a worlling, is always sure to be unhappy. On the onedh&e
can no longer hate, love, enjoy himself, or cheat with a whole heart, for in
him thereburns the tormenting question: Where do you stand and what
does allthis you are doing look like in the eyes of God, what is the
meaning ofit after all? But, onthe other hand, he cannot pray with a
whole hearteither. He can never know the blessedness of being rapt in
communionwith God and tasting the peace of eternity because he is
clinging muchtoo tightly to all these other things, because while he is
prayingheisalready thinking of the work he is about to do, or the worries his
bushess causes him, or the meeting he has in the evening. A littleGitdof
and a little bit of eternity are always dangerous, for then ongebegins to
bore and to burn dowinside of people and make theestless.

When we are only halChristians we often feel a kind of envy of the
thoroughgoing worldlings. They have no inhibiti@tsout brushingside an
undesired competitor. They do not bother themsebits
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such sentimentalities as being concerabdut the plight of oubrethren in
the East and devising ways and means of helping o#metscontributing
time and money for them. They get over a bit of ¢hiseling or dlittle
adultery without too many bumps and bruiseshmir conscience. But we
that is, we haHChristianshave our inhikiions, scruples, and troubles in
our conscience with such things. We gam longer be tough, renooded
sinners like these otherbut we also arenot saints who have at least
exchanged for sin the higher joys of peadgth God. We have neither, in
the proper sense, and this is our trouflkis is also the reason why we
half-Christians feel so uneasy. We al@ays running with hal§team.

This is why great theological thinkers of the Middle Ages said HiaHt
Christianity always led to dejectiofacedia). Indeed, they saidthat
depression always had its roots in such a divided heart. Only the simple and
the singlehearted are happyor only the singlehearted mdras a clear
direction, a clear goal. And only he has a whole, unbrolgeambiguous
Saviour. The man who wants only a bit of God alwfayds God to be only a
brake, an impediment, a pain. But he who wé&us wholly learnshat he is
the source of power, that he gives a man freedom and verve, that following
him is the most joyful thing in thevorld because he frees a man from all the
things that tempt and torent the halfhearted and tug and toss them to
and fro. If a man ishaving a struggle with the shadows of sadness and
depression he mustsk himself whether the reason may not be this
division in his heart.

Now perhaps we understand what Jesus' intention was in demahdéng
such a radical decision.

At first sight this gems harsh and implacable. But ibidy the sternness of
a physician who tells a man: "Only a radical operation w@lp you. If | do
not cut deeply enough into the flesh now | shall ddydoing a superficial
and temporary patch job and in a few wethesdisease will break out again
in fresh growths." So, by his very radicaliflgsus' intention was to free us
from this confounded dividednedde says to us, "If you want to follow me
and if you set any real value @rhat this discipleship gives to yothen you
must also make a radicathange in your life. Then you must say gemyg
to many thinggo which you cling. If you do not, you will only be a man who
has beerscratched by Christianity and is constantly chafing brigises.
Then you might bettehave remained a tough pagan.” Jesus wants ne half
way Christian. He wants a man hot or cold, but not lukewarm.

Can we really imagine that he died on his cross for a fewsuatches
and for the flimflam of respectable Christianity? He wantbtiog

us m to the straight road to the Father in order that we may get back to
his heart. In no case does he want people who do nothingifaround

in circles, people who want the Father but won't let go of

the devil and therefore get nowhere. When Jeswss$®rn as this

say
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ing shows him to be, this is really his mercy. When he takes something
from us he does so only because he wants to give us moregveay,
thing.

But if this leaves us discouraged and we say, "Then to follow after
this Lord is certainly a drastic cure, an operation so radical as to make

a man shudder,” we shall perhaps not be far wrong. Can we seriously

think that the heavy bombs in our life can be disposed of with a little

finger? But despite the pain of this reali operation, we should rejoice

all the more over the release and the happiness that come in that

moment when the pricking stones are removed from our
conscience.

So it does these people no good at all simply to gather arouhdrth&
crowds. They mugdecide whether they want to be disciplesnarely hangers
on and nominal Christians. The mere hangersthe fellow travelers are
always the ones who are duped. They would do better to stay away
altogether.

Now perhaps we understand why Jesus is soresexad yet acertain
offense may remain as we hear the Lord go so far as t6\WWagever does
not hatehis own father and mother and wife anldildren and even his
own life cannot be my disciple." How can thean who demands that we
love our enemies ahé same time requirtbat we hate those closest to us?

But it is this very contrast that challenges our attention and sughasts
here Jesus meant to convey something quite specific when héhasecrd
"hate" and therefore intentionally chose a stroalgrmingword-as one
might turn on a siren, with its unusual, almost sipoattucing sound, in order
to call attention to a danger.

And this is just what Christ is doing hetieging the alarm to catbur
attention to a threatening danger. This is whaishsaying:

"Just try examining your whole life and the various relationshigsim
life from the point of view of what brings you closer to me ariht
separates you from me. This general review of your life will reveal some
astonishing things. You malink that it is only what is generalgalled “sin'
that is preventing you from becoming a real disciple, thebi the little
immoralities in life, the little fibs, the little lazinesses, tlitde
grudges and unkindnesses. Ah, perhaps you are nemaliepvho are on
guard against such peccadilloes. Perhaps you are peoplelidwe in the
maxim, 'Do right and fear no one.' But don't you seettietdevil,
instead of making a frontal attack at the point of ymarality, has
organized a clever maneenvand is attacking your flarde your rear where
you least expect it?"

Would it ever occur to me that the devil could use the love | have for my
child in order to separate me from God?

Yes, you heard me aright; | mean my love for my child. Of coues® |
aware of the retorts which are now on the tip of everyboolytsue.
Naturally, we are inclined to reply, "After all, God gave me my
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child. When | love my child, this is naturally the right thing to ds it
impossible that this should separate me from God."

This sounds altogether plausible. But yet it is a bit more complicated
than that. How do | really love my child? (Naturally, | could jusivali say:
How do | really love my wife, my husband, my friepdPay love my
child with a kind of natural, doting fondness, wittbasically
compulsive egoism which must give vent to maternal paternal
feelings. | may pet and feed and clothe my child well. tilel may get
everything it wants. But have | evergn a thought tthat child's spiritual
life? Have | prepared it to meet the powers of sin, suffering, and death?
Have | brought it into contact with the Lord whall bring it through
these trials? In my prayers and my thoughts Hdrlg that child eackay
to him who gave and entrusted it to me?

Once | consider these questions-seifically | quickly discover
whether my love for my child brings me closer to God or leadsaway
from him. Here, for example, is a mother who loves her ehill this kind
of doting affectionwith what might be called aelemental maternal
instinct. If that child is taken away from her, sa traffic accident, in that
moment she will only be able to cry outpnotest, "How can this so
called God of love permit such aitig?" Anybody who talks that way has
loved his child more than he lov&®od. Naturally, it is understandable
from the human point of viewWho would dare to judge and condemn
anybody who did this! Buhe parent who each new day accepts his child
as from @d and eaclday commits it unto his keeping, the parent for
whom the reallyimportant question is whether his child will one day go the
right wayand live in the peace of its Lord, that parent will be comforted by
Godin the very moment of grievous lossda@od the Father will be very
near to him. For he has loved that child not merely with foolishrfessl but
"in God," under the eyes of God. What is wrong with the kingarental
love that concentrates wholly on providing food and drink and clothes and
education, perhaps even making great sacrifices to do so, and never gives
even the remotest thought to what is going dihénmind and soul of a teen
age boy or girl apart from these things?

A young man before taking his own life wrote to me: "You are the
only one whom | am telling what | intend to do. You can tell my parents.
They will be thunderstruck. They never knew me, despite all their care for
me. They think | am a real sordwpy when | fall with gusto into my
favorite food which my mother prepares lovingly.They think they have
fed me, but | am starved. They made a homerferbut | was cold and
homeless."

And what does the young man say in the fitebel Without a Cause
(the words are put in the mouth of that young actor, James Dearnlieho
all too soon)? Here we are shown parents who provide, §aing son with
every American comfort in life and quite definitely give
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a lot of thought to the question of what they can do and expend to
promote his physical welfare amglalify him to meet life. But they are
quite unaware of what is absorbing and engrossing him. And when he
bursts out with the dreadful stress in his life and his unanswered ques
tions, his father says to him, "Just wait, in ten years all that will be
over. Then you will think differently about it." But the youth cries olit,
want to know nownow! And right now, when | need it, you don't have
an answer for me. With all your love you simply let me dovAmd
when | need help, when I'm in despair, you furnimb with exactly
nothing." With these words he leaps at his father's throakes him,
and then disappears in misery.

Do these parents, or any of these solicitous providers really love? Are
they not merely abreacting their maternal and paternal feeliAgsi?in
doing so, are they not really leaving those entrusted to them todteir
solitude? Are they not abandoning them to suicide, to the fate of
weaklings, or to inner or actual vagabondage? And when thetogthe
comes (though in many cases it neywes that far) they stand in court
completely bewildered: "I denied myself cigars and food &adations
for him. | dressed like a scarecrow in order to see that hemgdsdressed.

But the mind and soul of my child was always a blaplot on the map
of my life; | never really knew him at all.”

These are only a few examples of how the devil can poison the very
greatest gifts of God, of how he can poison our relationship to the most
beloved and closest of persons and make a dividing wall of the very
thing that should bind us to the heart of God. There is a kind of lave,
kind of sacrificiality and care which does not bring aleserto Godbut
rather carries us and the one we careafwayfrom God.

An indication of this occurs in the story of the ten éep. Jesus
healed all ten of them. And health and healingasea gift of God ofthe
kind of which we have been speaking. But the great majority did

not thank him for it. This means, does it not, that they loved their

health more than the Saviour whowgait to them. He was just good

enough to cure their wounds for them. As long as they were in misery
they ran after him, whimpering and begging him to help them.

How many people pray when things go badly! Bssoonasthings

are better all this pious tdo vanishes. Why? Simply because for them
God is only a means to an end. The "end" is to get out of a bomb
shelter alive, to get through an operation, to pass an examination, to
get well again. When a person does not give thanks for a gift of God
one can b dead certain that the gift is more important to him than the
Giver, that his life, his children, his success are more important to him
than God. But when he sees this in himself he ought to stand back and
look skeptically and critically at the greatestdamost loved thing in

his life and reexamine itin the same way that he should possibly
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pluck out and throw away his own eye, the gift of God, that causeschim
sin.

Now, one would misunderstand all thifsone were to think only othe
negative side. Jesus is always positive. He is never one who niakayg
beloved persons and things away from us and summons us to disavow
this or that person and drop this or that thing. On thereoy, when we
surrende something to Jesus he always gives it backisorenewed and
transformed. And that means that then we can lthese persons and
these things "in Christ." But then we shall love theman altogether new
and positive way.

What this means can be illusteat by the salutation with which
preachers sometimes address their congregations: "Beloved in Christ."
When this is not merely an empty phrase or a mere convention it means
something like this: Here | stand before you as a preacher. Believé me,
tickles the Old Adam in me to be able to stand before you in kg
pulpit and have you all listen to me. And perhaps after the seywinzemay
say, "Ah, didn't he preach beautifully today?" And that toakes me
feel good. And because | know myself and this @ldam in me | know
that the devil can take even the love | have for my listeaatsthe people
whose needs | know, needs which have been laid upgprconscience,
and so pollute and corrupt it as to make of it nothingre than carnal
coquetry. Thereforesaa preacher | must pray in tlsacristy before the
service, as Elias Schrenk used to do: "Sprinkle thmroughly with thy
blood that the adversary may not approach me."

Protected by that prayer, the congregation then becomes a different
thing to the preduer. It is no longer an "audience" he sees beneath his
pulpit; now he sees people, people for whom Jesus Christ suffered bitter
death and whom he purchased at great price, even though they them
selves are completely unaware of it. Then he must say indastiNow
you must call to these people, clearly and urgently, so that wikysee
what is at stake: that they have an eternity to lose and Xsus may
have died in vain.

Then his vain pseudo love disappears. Then Jesus stasds,were,
between himand his congregation. Then he can really say, or at least
think, these words, "Beloved in Christ." Then he no longer needs torsay
to think: My dear public whom I love in the flesh.

But only the person who has tried to love another person through Jesus
Christ and allowed him to purify and filter the love knows the happiness
and the flooding, uplifting power that come with thransposition of the
heart. Only simpletons who have no conceptionwbfat Jesus means for
us can think that we Christians areopée who are always having to
forgo and give up things, always living underohibitions, whereas
others can live life to the full with all the venand joy of the carefree.

If they only knew! Not until a man meets Jesus does he see what life
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can really be. Only then does he see that peace with God is not dull
stagnation but a soaring, stirring, happy thing. For who would nstibved

and excited to learn that now even the great lagaltifulthings in life,

the persons he lovethie joyful beauty of the counside, the thrill of art, no
longer need to separate him from God, bec#isédeart has been won by
him who is more fair than meadows amdodlands, more fair than men in all
the charm of youth. There jgerhaps no other Imyn that proclaims so
radiantly and festively thegladsome transformation which brings the
creativebreath of Jesusito our life asthat hymn by an unknown poet,
"Fairest Lord Jesus."

There is one more question that must be touched upon in closing. How
shall we go about counting the cost? Are we actually to nesienates of
what Christianity will cost uasa man who wants to build tower must do
or as a king must do before he declares a war?
| suspect that it has already become ctiat this cannot é answered
with a simple yes or no. In fact, the first thing we must sapas anybody
who is facing the question whether he is to be in eamigistiesus, whether
to venture his life with Jesus, should for once in lifis put aside all
calculation. Fo at this point he still has no idea of @ikt Jesus can bestow
upon him and what happiness it is to have pewitle God and therefore
peace in one's own heart. After all, to makeeatimate of costs one must
know beforehand the important items teater into it. But here a man does
not know the important items beftuand. After all, Jesus is not a huckster
who ballyhoos his wares beftnvand. What he has to offer we receive and
experience only if we areilling to take a chance with him. And the lomge
we are with him thenore deeply do we grow into his riches.

Naturally, we too will not be able to dodge this counting of the East.
we all would like to have some kind of peace. Often we too will wish for a
reconciled conscience. How often atheistsaralled nomeligious people say
to a Christian, "l envy you your faith. You donged to worry, you don't
have the problems we do. You have a bosgaven who thinks for you. Or
at any rate you are lucky to be abléédievethat there is such a 8"

Yes, we should all like to have th#ts that Jesus gives.

But we cannot have these gifts and these riches without the Gfessust
commit many things to death. We must say gbgdo manythings, even
though we shall get back a hundredfold whatoffer up for him. But at the
beginning we must be ready to sacrifice. This matgs out even in the
midst of Christmas joy:

And he who fain would kiss, embrace
This little Child with gladness
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Must firstendure with him in gracehe
rack of pain and sadness.

We come to peace with God only by way of the Cross. Only thewhan
stands fast and endures here will come to see the open gratledtaster
glory.

We must love the Crucified more than the joydiees. "Seek firsthe
kingdom of God, and all these thingshappy conscience, a kingly
carefreeness, a liberation from the anxiety of life, a new appreciation of
people and the beauty of the eastmall be yours as well.” Then we
shall see with new eydise birds of the air, the clouds of the sky, and the winds
in their courses. And even the people who give us trauitilbe ennobled by
the dignity that Jesus gave them when he fitiethem.

Where Christ is king, everything is changed. Eyes see differand the
heart no longer beats the same. And in every hard and diffilade the
comforting voice is there and the hand that will not let us go

upholds us.



XV

The Parable o f
the Good Samaritan

And behold,a lawyer stood up to put him the test, sayind;Teacher, what
shall | do to inherit eternal life?" He said to him, "Whaiviiten in the law? How
do you read?" And he answered, "You shall loveliil your God with all your
heart, and with all your soul, and with all yasirength and with all your mind;
and your neighbor as yourself." And $&d to him, "You have answered right; do
this, and you will live."

But he, desiring to justify himself, said to Jesus, "And who is my eigh Jesus
replied, "A man was going down fromrdsalem to Jericho, arfte fell among
robbers, who stripped him and beat him, and departed, Idaivmbaltdead. Now
by chance a priest was going down that road; and Wwheaw him he passed by on
the other side. So likewise a Levite, whercéme to te place and saw him, passed by
on the other side. But a Samaritas, he journeyed, came to where he was; and
when he saw him, he had cpassion, and went to him and bound up his wounds,
pouring on oil and winethen he set him on his own beast and brohigh to an inn,
and took caref him. And the next day he took out two denarii and gave them to
the inrkeeper, saying, "Take care of him; and whatever more you spend, pajll re
you when | come back.' Which of these three, do you think, praighbe to the man
who fell among the robbers?" He said, "The one simwved mercy on him." And
Jesus said to him, "Go and do likewise."

-LUKE %537

Here is a man who wants to argue with Jesus. At some timef all
us have discussed questions of faith withess. When a companiomn

associate learns that we are among those who have been with Jesus of

Nazareth the time comes when he will speak to us about it, whigtber
somewhat jokingly or with a serious question. He may say to'Niew
take this businessf miracles, surely there's something fishy abigt.” Or
he may say, "You can't prove even to me that there@od and a life
after death.”

| have observed that the people who speak this way and ask such
guestions can be divided into two classEsS

|
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Those in the first group are prompted by a real interest and perhaps
even a real intellectual concern. When they launch an attack upon
faith, when they deny and dispute, they often want nothing more
earnestly tharto be proved wrong and have their obstacles to faith
removed.

—— The others like to engage in endless arguments, because they know

that this is the best way to keep the Lord Christ at arm's length. Pos
sibly they may also think that this is a way of puttiig to silence anat

the same time punishing his church with contempt. But they never quite
bring it off. For at some point or other they have already heeched

by Jesus. They have been "winged." And now they arguetalikdwith

the witnesses of this I@ist in order to prove to them, arabove all to
themselves, that it is nonsense to believe in him or thatetidless
procession of pros and cons in itself shows that this gets tloevhere and
therefore it is best not to get mixed up with him. Thhey try to gloss
over the wound in their conscience and producmaral alibi for their
unbelief.

| believe that it is to this latter group that the lawyer in our text
belongs: "What shall | do to inherit eternal life?"

It is not without significance that thiext says he wanted to put the
Lord "to the test." So he was probably not very much in earnest about
after all. He may have been trying to get Jesus out on slippery ice.
Perhaps he was a spy of the Jewish high consistory. Perhaps he was
moved by the dagerous urge to sharpen his wits with some flashy
debate and prove to all the bystanders that he was brilliant.

Certainly Jesus had made an impression upon him. The man surely
must have seen how at the touch of his hands people were healed,
physically and spiritually. He had heard or had observed that an
ineffable love radiated from him, a love that quite obviously attracted
from their usual haunts the very people whom nobody else cared for:
people with loathsome, repulsive diseases, sinners who cowerede bef
the contempt of society, the dejected and dismayed who normally
concealed their misery from the eyes of others.

All these people flocked about Jesus, and into their muddled, bungled
lives there came a breath that revived andreated them. Then, tothis
Jesus of Nazareth spoke of his heavenly Father as if he were in
intimate contact with him, as if each day he came afresh from the
Father's presence. This man could grip and stir a person with his eyes
and with his words. In any case, one could ndtasif he were nothere.

Then the inner voice, the conscience, played a trick upon this lalfyer.
this manshould be right, said the inner voice, then a man could not
remain as he was. Then he could not go on being merely the blase
theologian, who seahed the Scriptures but was no longer movedthoy
misery of the poor. Then he could no longer be the proud-intel
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lectual, who practiced his individualism and had no time for the pibés,
masses, the boring boneheads with theiusandand one uimteresting
daily needs and silly sentimentalities. Nor cohkel go onbeing the "rich
young ruler," who lived his cultured, sheltered life &ochot that not two
hundred yards from his villa there wedirty, overcrowded huts and
tenemats. Nor could he be the priest, who lésl servant girl polish up the
prie-dieu every day for his devotiotsit did not know her name or that she
had a sick mother. He simply coult go on being such a persibrthis
Nazarene was right.

Yes; what can anan do, reflects this lawyer, not without a certain
misgiving and nervousness, what can a man do to get this termite hvalsich
crept into one's conscience out agapainlesshaspossible?

Quite simply, he says to himselfEverything that has to do thi the
background and the meaning of life, with God and eternal With the
problem of conscience and love of one's neightmre of this carbe
proved. Actually, the only things in life that can be proved ar¢ritieethings,

such as two times two eajs four. But if it is impossible tprove it, he
reasons further, then there is no need to worry about itverdne's
conscience over it.

In short, the best thing to do is to challenge this Jesus to a diblisteill
prove soon enough that he cannatv@ anything. After alll am well trained
in philosophy and | have a hundred Bible passages which can be turned and
twisted and used to good advantage. Arttkeitries to catch me and finish me
off with the strength of his spee@nd his ideas, | know lathe proper
dialectical maneuver®8esides, know a few rhetorical tricks and I'll be able
to parry anything he ha¥hen when the whole thing has fizzled -alt,
this lawyer is an oldhand at debatingbne will at least have regained
one's peace of catience and everything can asit was before.

So thinks the lawyer, arakthe first move in the game he asks the
guestion: "What shall | do to inherit eternal life?"

There can be no doubt that the question is well chosen; for,adiftet
deals with tle very meaning and goal of our life. From times
immemorial philosophers have racked their brains overghéstionand
the wreckage of thousands of philosophies lies strewn aloegoad of
this problem. So this Nazarene will not be the first to thinkdme something
final to say and that he can put an end to this conoédyrrors. It would
really be absurd if one did not immediately haveoanterargument at hand
in case the opponent should make the meate with the assertion: "I,
Jesus of Nazarethpathe meaningfyour life."

Perhaps the lawyer had even thought of the next possible hdesus
were to answer, "You inherit eternal life through faith,” he waoldnter by
asking, "Why, then, has God commanded the manyfisasf?" And if Jesus
were to reply, "Perform your due obedience and
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bring the sacrifices which are commanded,” then he would"&dy, no!
Now am | supposed to bring sacrifices? How strange! Just a naigatgou
were talking about faith!

So the lawyer perhaps had worked out the whole maneuver atihome
the sandbox. This Nazarene would not get him. It would be intagest
to see what the next hour would bring forth. Theological fencing is
really for epicures. He is itching to slip liken eel from higyrasp ifthis
Jesus should reach out for his soul. He has rubbed his inner nitawgeas,
with soap. Countless people do this. Any pastor can tellajmut these
slippery souls.

So he stands there before Jesus with his question. Whidtesuddenly
to be facing Jesus and having him look into your eyes?

The first thing the lawyer learned, to his discomfiture, was that his
opponent was not going to be caught in his carefully prepared nelidHe
not reply to his question at all but askhim another in returiWhat
is written in the law?"

| believe that the lawyer must have been taken aback to begstad like
a schoolboy and have Jesus intimate that he was asking a question the answer
to which he should have known long ago. Aty anybody who has grown
up among the people of God knows theswer to this fundamental
guestion of life, how one gains eternal lifé!does make him a bit
ridiculous that Jesus should not respond at dllisolittle challenge, that
he makes no movehatsoever that would givhim an opening and
allow him to enter a race down the broad aveoiuthe intellect, but rather
reminds him of the Sundaschool sessions difis childhood. And with some
embarrassment he proceeds to andikera schoolboy: "It written: "You
shall love the Lord your Godith all your heart, and with all your mind; and
your neighbomsyourself."

As he was reciting his Bible verse he may well have had a strange
experience. He knew this passage backwards and forwards, atsleatitas
you and | know a few Bible passages or even a wall motto that we see every
day. But curiously enough, we may have heard or readem recited such
a passage a hundred tirdes us say, "Faith, hopéove,” or "The Lord
is my shepherduntil the time comeswhen, suddenly, these lifeless
words take on something like a soul; they begin to move and come straight at
us. The wall motto suddenly acquireyes and gazes at us. It may
happen at the deathbed of a beloymason, so that | am compelled to
face the question of how we carer go on living. It may happen, perhaps,
when to a refugee, tosshither and yon among strange people, looked down
upon, dependenipon begging and charity, whereas back home people took
their hatsoff when he went by. éhaps it happened in an-&iid shelter,
whenthe next second might have pitched us into death or bitter poverty. All
of a sudden that lonfamiliar saying, which lay, covered with dust, in



162 The Waiting Father

the lumber room of life, underwent a aige transformation. It began to
speak, to judge, to comfort. Those words, "Take no thought forlifeti
"The Lord is my shepherd"O thou of little faith," envelopeds like a
great, protecting, motherly cloak and led us, as by a higgosd, through fie
and foreign places, giving us solid ground to standh the midst of a sea of
fear.

So it may have been with this lawyas he stood there before tleges of
Jesus, reciting this ancient, familiar saying about loving @od one's
neighborno, not reding it but rather, now that he was he presence of
the Lord, as each word passed by, slowly passestbgped, gazed at him
and then the same thing happened with text word: an uncanny,
haunting parade, an encirclement of wowigh which hitherb he had more
or less played but which now formedring about him and took his breath
away.

How easy it was before to say, "God is a God of love." How easilyet
such a sentence pass over our lips! It even sounds a bit tritguds let
Jesus standhifront of us and look at us when we say the waini$ at once
this pious little saying becomes an accusation. Then allsofdden we hear
it spoken by the beggar we shooed from the glesterday; the servant girl we
dismissed, perhaps because she wag@o have a baby; the neighbor, whose
name has recently been dragghtbugh the newspapers because of some
disgraceful affair, whom wéet know thatwe always walke strait and
narrow path. Suddenlye hear them all speaking it, because this saying has
something to do with all of them, not only with the God who dwells above the
clouds.For in them the eyes of the Lord himself are gazing at us.

And so it was with the lawyer when he had recited his piece #fieigo
called religion of love and Jesus said him, "Do this and yowvill live,"
thereby indicating that this was the answer to all histaunss

What the lawyer wanted was to engage in a philosophical discussion of
love or eternal life. One could traverse the entire history of thoUilen as
now, one could pursue some highly interesting ideas anddutdwhat
Plato, what the Old Testament, what Thomas Aquinas Goethe said
about the subject. One could then go quietly to bed, haalighed off a few
intellectual hors d'oeuvres. But JesugssdDon'tstart by thinking about
love, but practice it." Many things can b@own only by doing and
practicing them.

To be sure, this is no easy matter. It is easier to discuss a thingpthan
practice it. Being a Bible scholar, being pious and goirgptwchon Sunday,
listening to and delivering lectures on legad perhapgven speculating
on whether God's love will not ultimately evacudtell itself and save
everybodythis too is very much easier than dacrifice an hour today for
some poor, helptes creature.

The lawyer realizes this and perhaps is painfully reminded that this
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very morning he hated and envied an associate because the matlittieas a
more successful than he. The lawyer is badly disappoirggthigtheological
discussion, his educational conversation, seems sudddmdydoming to an
end. It is really very awkward and annoying thpiritual things should be
so simple, that they should have to do witticulous everyday life, with
neighborsfriends, peddlers, or anipsignificant, colorless employee who
happens to come alonge inquired about the meaning of life; he presented
a sublime subject fodiscussiorand here he is, sent to the servants’
guarters! It's enouglo make one weep, oaugh. So one might as well
leave. One can't talk to this man from Nazareth. He is very unpleasant to
deal with. He iswhat one might call an unintellectual man; he
immediately startgalking about practical things. But at the last moment
there occurs tthe lawyer an idea of how he might still force Jesus to further
discusion and keep away from practice. Perhaps he need not let himself be
sent to the servants' quarters after all, but can keep his dignity and
remain in the cultivated, intellectual parttbé house.

And so he begins to pose problems and raise questions. This tacewe
familiar with. How often it happens in life that when a man'ssc@nce is
touched by the Word of God he very quickly executes adwatival. "Is
there a God at all? Surelym not going to let someonkighten me
who perhaps doesn't even exist!" This is what the lawydoiisg here. He
says quite simply, "And who is my neighbor?" And thys he means to
imply: Now, Jesus of Nazareth, it is a very prokadical thing, thisquestion
of who my neighbor is. Is he the mantire servants' quarter, or the poor
old lady | see going to fetch her milk the morning, or are there not
other people (for example, mgustomers or my suppliers, from whom |
get something in a businessy) who may be much closer to me? This is
something that must firdbe determined. But dsng as this is not clear
(and it never will bealtogether clear, he concludes with some relief,
chuckling to himself), Bm still not obliged to practice love. Howrchlove
when | don'know whom | am supposed to love?

So he feels a bit easier again. As long asan has some pious qi@ss to
ask he doesn't need to act. He still has a reprieve. And aigemeprieve too,
because then many people consider hirseeker forGod, a man who
thinks seriously. Above all, there is no need #bandon the
comfortable position of the theorist too soon. A manlicager for a while in
this state of noncommitment. A man doesn't httvgoroceed at once to
restore his broken anriage and beg his wife for forgiveness; he doesn't need
to start immediately to become "decnatic”; he doesn't need to go right
out the next minute and frequethie back streets with their awful smell of
poverty.

The lawyer looks at Jesus with eagepe&otation. Will he be caugi
this carefully laid network of problems? Now certainly this Nazarene
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must himself begin to philosophize. Now surely he will have to disitigss
meaning and nature of the term "neighbor," and perhiapsdciabrder, or
the relationship of duty and affection, that is, if heédseconsidered an
intelligent person and taken seriously.

And again it is highly embarrassing that this Jesus once respends
completely differently from what had been esigel. He alwaysloes just the
opposite of what one expects. He tells a story (a talgnacdote!). The
lawyer may well have felt it to be outrageotsat Jesus should answer
him with a tale when he was asking a fundamental question. He might permit
himsédf to do such a thing in the Ladies' Aid or in an old folks' home. But to
him? And yet there was somethirgmarkably compelling about this
story. The lawyer had not a momenpf time to direct his thoughts
elsewhere.

"A man," said Jesus, "was going dowarfr Jerusalem to Jericho."

Ah, thinks the scribe, here we go again. "A man," he says. Thisdsutai
the neighbor whom | asked about. A very generalized beginrang,
generalization, one might say. Just any person, not a fellow citiotra
member of myfirm, not my wife, not my chilgust any persorshould be
my neighbor? Perhaps even the accordion playetheferry? Now,
this is going to be funny, if all men are going to be trealice and
called my neighbors just because they are men and walkoded®: This time
| won't recite my piece like a schoolboy; this tilllegive him tit for tat!

So there a man lies wounded, Jesus goes on with his story. Hedas
attacked and he lies there in horrible pain and fever, suffering the
dreadful anxiety ofdereliction, added to the nervous shock causdte
attack itself. He sees someone in clerical dress coming dbe/moad,
also from Jerusalem. Mortal fear can make a person veryssgarpd and
sharpwitted, and like a flash the thought goes throtigg aching head of
this poor creature who has been beaten black and Bére:is a priest who
has just come from the temple! He must have heard or even preached a
sermon on loving God and one's neighbor. Thank God that it is someone who
is still under thempression of théemple who should happen to come by. He
surely will help me.

But in the same moment the priest had seen him too. The wouomated
knew very well that he had seen him. But the priest hadfereéift opinion
about the concept of the neighbfrom that of thewounded man. This is
always the case. When we are in troublethiek that everybody who has
more money than we do is our neighlaoid is obligated to help us. When
the refugee lands here with nothibgt his suitcase in his hand hefiast
considers every businessmanmiaom he applies for a job to be his neighbor.
For after all, he thinkghis man has struck it rich in the German upsufye
prosperitywhereas he himself has been a victim of the process. After all, he, the
refugee, s had to pay the costs of this historic bankruptcy for others.
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Atfter all, he is the one who fell among robbers. Therefore he mustlped.
And therefore this businessman is his neighbor. But the sesiolit citizen
thinks otherwise. He sees all this distress in the Hastontributions for
Berlin, the thousands of aged and sick people whdwamged upon us here,
and perhaps even reunification as merely adrall chain that is going to be
hung on him and the&hole of WestertGermany, and therefore a man can't
take any chances. This is a clelmgical objection. The refugee wato
thinking clearly and logicallyBut both of them arrive at completely
opposite answers to the questiohwho is a neighbor. This always the
way it is in life. And this is alsthe first thing that we must realize at this
point: The person who iappealed to for help and the person who needs help
sometimes havejuite different ideas about the meaning of the word
"neighbor." Theneighbor is a magnitude which is at least as problematical
and disputed athe existence of Gedven though we can see him, as we
cannotsee God.

Therefore, if we are to find out who our neighbor really is we festery
critical of our own ideas. For oriking, we people above all who are perhaps
still fairly well off must stop and consider whether thiher person, the
refugee, the widow, the haptessed neighbodoesnot see his neighbor in
us. And whether we really can dismiss himlightly as we dowith the
thought and the poor comfort that we alredthve other obligations to
other people.

This is precisely what happened here in the parable.priestthought to
himself: "0 God, the poor fellow! Lucky it didn't happdn me."
Perhaps even thankedo® for it, for he is pious, and God hggciously
preserved him from robbers and all catastroghms lossof his home,
from bomb damage, from the fate of the war widow, aadon. But for
goodness' sake, thinks the priest, interrupting gigais reflecions, this
surely doesn't mean that | have to help this poor fehow! The same
robbers may still be lying in wait a hundred yards awagf waiting to
knock me on the head too. And yis consciencecompels him to
reflectit would be cowardly not to dip. After all, God has put this poor
neighbor in my way. | have just heard it saidtire temple that to be
fainthearted is to deny God and sabotage his law.

Under the constraint of this consideration he was about to resofye to
the way of sacrifice folGod's sake. Already his hand was reachonghis
handkerchief to bind up the man's wounds and, without kgpw, he had
already taken a few steps toward him.

But at the last moment there occurred to the priest a saving thought,
which at one stroke rehsed him from this painfudnd hazardous
obligation and dispersed these selproaches of cowardiceAnd the
saving thought was this question: Who is my neighbor? This fellow whom |
don't know at all? This fellow who may well be a rasca\an a drunkvho
probably ran his head into a tree? My family comes
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first. If it were only myself, | would sacrifice my life for him. Butniust
maintain my family, my vocation, and therefore my real "néigh" It
surely would not be obediencéut sinful, if | too were taallow these
robbers to do me in. Bad enough that one person shouldsbaulted.
Nobody would be served if this gang were to beat and maim not only one
but two persons. Besides, | have all the collection mdnem the temple
in Jerusalem in my pocket. It would be foolhardy raé to allow this
money, which belongs to God, to fall into the handstteé robbers. He
thought of a hundred other reasons why this rawd not possibly be his
neighbor. Reasons always present themreselwhen we want to duck
something. Even the worst blockhead sudddrdgomes as shawpitted as
a mathematics professor when it comeditaling reasons for getting out
of doing something. The road to hell gaved not merely with good
intentions but withgood reasons.

So the priest passed by on the other side. This is a sign that this
pacification of his conscience did not work quite smoothly after all. He
made a wide detour around the poor man in order not to see hinthé&or
sight of him might accuse hinand take away from him all his good
reasons. This is why the rich man let poor Lazarus lie at his door. He
denied him entrance into his house, not because he was afraid he would
catch his lice or his T.Bhut because he did not want to see him. Nohe
us really wants to see. For to look at our neighbor's misemyiasfirst
step in brotherly love. Love always seizes the eyes first and thematice If
| close my eyes, my hands too remain unemployed. And fineally
conscience too falls asleep, for tldsquieting neighbor has dippeared
from my sight. Therefore at the Last judgment it is our etyed will be
judged first. When Jesus says to the people at the Ladggment, "It
was | whom you met in the naked, the hungry, thmrisoned, and
you did rot help me," it is highly characteristic tht#tte accused should
reply, "Lord, when did weseethee hungry or thirsty or naked or sick?"
(Matt. 25:44).

Do we really get the point? What they are saying is "We did seet
thee." And one day the priest toolivéay this. He will point out that
his footprints will prove that he took a wide detour around the
wounded man and therefore he could not possibly have recogttized
individual, could not possibly have recognized the Saviour. Extleat
here he is confsing cause and effect. He did not fail to see the
wounded man because his path led him too far away from him but
because he saw him and did not want to see him and therefore made
the wide detour. It is so easy to make the detour and see nothingaoalt is
easy to slide over the statistics of misery in the press and turn ofédhe
when appeals are made for help. Why is it that back there somfave
heard or knew anything about the concentration camps andeWwesh
programs? Perhaps because we did waht to listen, becausee were
afraid of what would happen to our world view and our peace
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of mind and certain conclusions which would have to be drawn? fidrere
once more: You and | will be judged by our eyes. fidharecertain
things and certain people | do not want to see. It may beSaniour
whom | have failed to see.

The first commandment of brotherly love éye control!

The Levite too passed by on the other side. He may well have
indulged in similar reflectins. Perhaps he had a lecture on brothkne
to deliver that evening in Jericho. He made some very quick and precise
calculations: if | get held up with this poor chap, I'll miss my lecture. If
| stop here | would be helping onlgne person, whereas migcture on
brotherhood may touch off a movement to establish a whabtod
Samaritan Society. Ergo: the arithmetic proves the case.dEvd is
always a good mathematician; he never makes any bondogim And
the Levite, as he engaged in this devifghametic, was completely unaware
that he was traveling on two different tracks: that fbe sake of his
lecture on loving one's neighbor he was letting mésghbor stick in his
misery; that he was trying to serve God and atghme time dishonoring
him in his children; that he was praying andtla¢ same time spitting in
his Lord's face.

Therefore the second commandment of brotherly loveoistrol ofthe
place where we live our lives. Taking stock to see whether irhthuse
of our life the worship camer may not be separated by only the thinnest
wall from the devil's chapel. There are many dwellings in tbese of
our heartany number of them. And some mighty crathyngs are lying
right next to each other in it.

Is it really necessary for me to debe the moment when tifgamaritan
came to the wounded man, that moment when the palow was
in utter despair and after all these disappointmentghazh up all hope?
Or must | go on and describe the solicitude withich the Samaritan
performed higask? Must | go on and praise lfésrlessnesasfar asthe
robbers were concerned? Must | point thiat his was not merely a
momentary compassion, an upsurge of emotion, but that he also
made provision for the immediate future thfe wounded man, that
he made arrangements with the innkeeper amad prepared to take
further responsibility for him? And all this despitee fact that he was
a Samaritan and had not learned such bindiwogds about loving
one's neighboras had the priest and the Levitelespte the fact,
therefore, that he possessed a very deficient theodpwefl There is
really no need to go into all this; for the point of fharable is that we
should identify ourselves with the priest and thevite and repent.
It would have us remove th@linders from oureyes. It would teach us
simply to get to work and do something. Rbe parable closes with the
same words as the first part of the convéosg "Go and do likewise!"
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It would be wrong to speculate and brood mplee Word of God before
ever setting about doing it. We would have a long time of it and, | am afraid,
we shall not be finished with it even at the Day of juégt if we are going
to insist that first we must know all about gestination and the freeaoof
the will, what happens to those witannot believe or do not hear the
message of Christ, why there mustab€ross of Calvary and the whole
doctrine of atonementandlast but not leastvho then is my
neighbor. We shall never get any ligtrt all thisunless this very day we
"go and do likewise."

May | again give you a few altogether practical precepts? Younexier
learn who Jesus Christ is by reflecting upon whether there isasthiing as
sonship or virgin birth or miracle. Who Jesus Christ ig kgarn from your
imprisoned, hungry, distressed brothétar it is inthem that he meets us.
He is always in the depths. And we shall dnagar to these brethren only
if we open our eyes to see the misery arousmidAnd we can open our eyes
only when welove. But we cannot gand do and love, if we stop and ask
first, "Who is my neighbor?" Thdevil has been waiting for us to ask this
guestion; and he will always whisper into our ears only the most convenient
answersWe humarbeings always fall for theasiest answers. No, we can love
only if we have the mind of Jesus and turn the lawyer's question around.
Then weshall ask not "Who is my neighbor?" but "To whom am | a
neighbor?Who is laidat my door? Who is expecting help fromeand who
looks upon meas his neighbor?" This reversal of the question is precisely
thepoint of the parable.

Anybody who loves must always be prepaedhave his planmterrupted.

We must be ready to be surprised by tasks which Godosatstoday.God
is always compelling s1to improvise. For God's taskévays have about
them something surprising and unexpected, andrtipsisoned, wounded,
distressed brother, in whom the Saviowgetsus, is always turning up on
our path just at the time when we are abtmutlo somethinglse, just
when we are occupied with altogethefafifnt duties. God is always a God of
surprises, not only in the way which he helps ufor God's help too always
comes from unexpectedirectionsbut also in the manner in which he
confronts me with tsksto perform and sends people across my path.
Therefore the third commandment or counsel for the practice of
brotherly love is this: Be flexible, adaptable, maneuverable, and teally
improvise!

We cannot close without mentioning the féathich, of carse,should
have been behind every word we have spotteat)it is Jesu€hrist who is
telling the parable. We hear the parable from the lipkiwf who is the
Good Samaritan of us all, who became our neighbor. When we come to die
we can sing, "Thence oy | go to Christ,
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my Brother." The noises of the world will be hushed, we shall bénleftter
loneliness; even our dearest must be left behihud.then,precisely then,
is he our neighbor, the neighbor who miot forsake usfor he faced the
robber, Death, and allowed him to strike him dowrorder that he might
walk with us down this last bitter passage. Avtten we suffer some distress
in which nobody understands us or atig® that deliver us to terribl
loneliness, there is one who is our ndigh because on the Cross he
submitted himself to imprisonment in thedark dungeon of ultimate
loneliness. And when we stand albne,quivering beneath a sense of awful
guilt, which nobody else suspeatdjichwould cause our friends to desert us if
they knew about it, thehere too Jesus is the neighbor who is not shocked by
the dark abysdyecause he came down from heaven and descended into the
deepespits of misery and guilt. Jesus loves us and thereforfinds us.
And therefore he also knows us. He knows us better than we know ourselves
and still he does not drop us, still he remains our friend, our nédeest

In this happy certainty we can proceed to act. Who would not twislo
something for him, ince he himself has become our neightvano would
refuse to honor him in his poor and miserable brothers!

Therefore let this last thing be said about loving our neighboioiflg is
a thanksgiving for the fact that we ourselves have been loved ared fieal
loving; we grow into all the mysteries of God whenpess on what we have
received and when we learn by experiencedldisciple of Jesus becomes not
poorer but ever richer and happiemgining and sacrificing and that whatever
of his feeble stnegth he putat God's disposal comes back to him in twelve
great baskets. For God mincely in his giving and incalculable in the
abundance of his mercy.

"Therefore, being engaged in this service by the mercy of Godowet
lose heart."
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the peace treaties we looked forward to with fear and hope. And fiwally
grow old, the childrerieave or have already left home, our lifeierk

lies behind us, and we are hardly wanted any more or we are not wanted
at all. Then we ask ourselves perhaps, when time stretchdsebarte us

XV

so strangely empty and the things that filled the daily roanel gone:
What shall we wait fomow? What meaning is left in lifemow?Does it
have any meaning at all?

In earlier days we waited with Jules Verne for a utopian world that
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would come to fulfillment in the scientific era. The utopian novels of
today are fu of terrible visions and Nikolai Berdyaev even goes sodsr
to suggest that earlier man dreamed of the unlimited possibilities of

"Then the kingdom of heaven shall be compared to ten maidentok
their lamps and went to meet the bridegroom. Five of them were fomtigHive
were wise. For when the foolish took their lamps, thel no oil with them; but the wi
took flasks of oil with their lamps. As the brigeom was delayed, they all slumbe
and slept. But at midnight there wagry, ‘Behold, the bridegroom! Come ou
meet him.' Then all thogeaidens rose and trimmégkir lamps. And the foolish saic
the wise, Give us some of your oil, for our lamps are going out.' But the
replied, "Perhaps there will not be enough for us and for you; go rather
dealersand buy for yourselves." And while they went to bthe bridegroot
came,and those who were ready went in with him to the marriage feast; and t
was shut. Afterward the other maidens came also, saying, "Lord, lord, open ta
he replied, Truly, | say to you, | do not know you.' Watch thezefiar you knov
neither the day nor the hour."

-MATTHEW 25:1-13

| wonder whether we men really understand ourselves as watyat
point in our life as in the realization that all of us togetfdristians and
pagans, young and oldre waiting for someihg? And maynot this be
the reason why the lights of Advent and Christmas hswveh a magical
attraction for us, even though all of us are waiting &omething
different? Pascal once said that we really never seekhiogs; what we
enjoy is the searcHor things. And Ortega y Gasseémploying the
illustration of the hunt, makes it clear that we actually not seek the
trophies and the game itself, the real object of hinat, but that we get
pleasure from lying in wait at the blind' and frahre act é hunting itself.

Even as children we were waiting. At first we waited for the great
moment when we learned the ABC's. Then we waited for the first long
pants and later for the first job and the first money we earned for our
selves. Then for our life paréem and our children. We waited for
terrible things and beautiful things: for the wars we saw coming and
170

science, whereas today mankind is concentrating all its efforts upon
escaping the utopian possibilities which are now bépaf beingrealized,

just because they are so depressing. And here too the ultopiEtion
arises: What do we have to expect? Shall we join Orwell wad for
1984; shall we join Aldous Huxley and wait for the "brave new world,"
which may turn out tobe utterly hideous? We are beging to turn
around a bit and we find ourselves asking the quest¥dhat is awaiting

us?

This is also true of Marxism. It is waiting for the classless society of
social justice. But anybody who studies Bolshevist litemtwill note that
increasingly another question is coming to the fore. When ahdpian
fulfillment is achieved, then what shall we wait for? Will not history
then come to a standstill? Then what means shall we have to crank it up
and get it moving againThere are some tremblings goiran in the

;é_ldeologlcal systems of the East. And the source of thislhiamg is to be

found in this one question: What shall we have to waitwhen all the
human fulfilments have been achieved? The world@pe for the
future, the secularist Advent spirit, appears to theeatened. This
seems to be becoming a world in which theraashing to wait for. The
lights are going out. To what shores are mgally drifting?

But if this waiting, and also this fear that waiting aexpectatiormay
someday cease, so profoundly affects our life, if this Advent misod
something that can be suddenly choked out of existence, theprialke
up our ears when we hear this parable of Jesus about waiting.

But naturally we are suspicious. Wave had our experiences aatk
quick to ask: Is this another one of those utopias? Or, even wimsé:
this an old utopia warmed ower dream bubble that has been
punctured, deflated, and gone "pop" jumt egregiouslyas the utopian
dreams of the scigific age are vanishing for us today?

Now, even at first glance an essential difference is to be noted. That
which we men wait for always relates to conditions that "result" in the
course of events or through our efforts: either through natural deweldp
(for example, that we grow older, that experience and ability
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increase, and that we must finally die); or we wait for a particularly

favorable constellation of events which vadl tucky; or we hope tachieve

something through our own efforts. Our utopiasd hopesalways
depend upon a future that is achieved through human powoagh the
course of events.

But in our parable we find an emphasis completely different fitwain
found in these utopian dreams of modern humartitgre it isnot a
matter of something that we men can achieve, nor is it concerited
goals envisioned by our faith in progress. Here someone frorothiex
side comes to meet those who are waiting axgeeting. The people
who appear in this parable can do absolutely nothing to bt this
meeting. And therefore neither do we see them workingranding
themselves ragged like people who are trying to achieve goaleby force.

On the contrary, the are sleeping (the wise as welb the foolish)
because they have no control overdbming of thebridegroom anyhow. And
this is a good sleep, a perfectly justifiableep, for they know that while they
sleep there is Another who is bis way, seekinthem.

What are we waiting for, what are we really expecting, when wetaare
speak of the coming again of the Lord?

Well, the one thing above all that we are saying is that historgswilly
arrive at its goal. We do not say this because we think thatem are capable
of making our way to the ultimate goal of our lifeadrhistory. For the fact
is that we grope like children in the dark. Evibe statesmen and the men
who make history do not know how thealculations will turn out and where
the trans will go whose switches they set today. And is it any different in our
own lives? But here weeceive a message that tells us there is Another
who determineghis goal, because in his time he will be there, because he
will appear on théorizon of the wdd.

This, | am fully aware, is a tremendous assertlmd it is tranendous
above all because, if it is true, then suddenly, beginning right now, our whole
life is radically changedThis is astonishing; fonormally we are not
interested in the distarfuture but only in how weare going to get
along today and tomorrow. The next few pages indate book are the
tough ones. We think about what may become of phodtical
situation in the near future and whether the time wiime when
somewhere sinistethands will go on fidgeting witha perilous
skwitchboard until suddenly a button is pressed which will touch off the
signal for the apocalyptic horsemen. In the words of Jesesare
"anxious about tomorrow" and "in the world we have tribulation.”

But howall this is suddenly changed, if this message is thiemessage
that tells us that One is coming to us from the other side and that the world's
history will end at his feet! When we see what will

happen on the world's great New Year's Day, thehalpages of the
calendar that lie between are relegated to their proper place.

Pascal once said that it is a glorious thing to ride upon a shipntoat
well be shaken by storms and tossed by the waves but of whi&imove
that, no matter what happenswtll reach the harborThis dictum of
Pascal stands in cryptic, distressing contradiction to ansdlyang about the
sea and its storms saying used by Bert Brecht in Berlin Requiem:
"Only a ship that will sink and a shoal that does blitk; that'swhat
we must resign ourselves to." Both sayintpst of Pascal and that of Bert
Brecht, remind us that in one way or another our life is a venture.

What is a venture? It is a situation in which the outcomeksaan. And
which of us, whether we live ia hut or a mansion, realknows how our
life will end, really knows what derelictiorsr whatfulfillments still await
us? Yes, we live at a venture.

In a proper detective story (and these are always adventure stms)
never knows, even at the next the last page, how it will turn out.
This is precisely what makes it so exciting that often we cannotdielpg a
peek at the last page in order to bring our pulse haclormal again.

But there is still another, quite different kind of adventure,thisdssecond
type can also be illustrated by some literary examples. Whtreasuthor
of a crime thriller obscures the outcome of Bisry byemploying an
artful technique, in order to surprigaes at the lastmoment, the greatest
writers, and preciselyhose of the classical periodgll us at the outset,
perhaps even in the subtitle, that their book tisagedy and that therefore
the most brilliant and fascinating charaaéthe drama will go down in the
end. This is revealed already on ftiitee page. In Homer's great epics one
knows right from the first pagehat to expect. Then the art of telling the
story consists in keeping thénterest of the reader despite this
circumstanceHowever, now thigension possesses, so to speak, another
nature, antherclimate. In adetective story one asks, "How will it end?" In
a tragedy or a greaovel one asks, "What will happénorder thatthe sad
or happyending, which | know from the very first page, may ensue?"

Pascal, | think, had been listening to thibl® when he told us iis
metaphor of a ship that God has not made our life a detectivevgtbran
uncertain ending, but rather that on the first péthe first page of the
Bibleand the first page of olife, when the baptismdilessing is pronoued
upon us) he has already revealed what thengihdbe. He has told us that at
the close the Victor alone will be left upon the battlefield and that on the
horizon of our little lives and alson the horizon of history itself there
stands One at whosedfeall the zigzag, circuitous roads of existence will
end. Even my little life, lived inhis Advent certainty, is an adventuae
adventure of a higher order.
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| know that my ship will reach the harbor; | know that the next pages
our calendar contain only the prologue to this grand concluding chapter. |
know that even the operation | may be facing, the busitresis | feel is
coming, the examination | have ahead of me, the trdudhe having with

my child, that all these thingsill be only stages othe way to this one
great point.

It is part of the pleasure of the Christian life, if we may user#trser bold
expression, to abandon oneself to this eager expectahisrfascinating
interest in how God will go on writing th&tory of ourlives, in how he
will fashion the fabric of adventures, whogartial endings we cannot
foresee, in order to reach that ultimate goal of which we know and are
certain. From God's point of view it will dile in harmony with the strict,
thematc laws of the fugue. But we shak running from tone to tone, and,
even though we still cannot see thentinuity of it all, the next note that
God will strike tomorrow will nevertheless be an exciting experience,
because we know that a master is segitéis instrument.

So first of all we must learn from our parable what kind of writimpat
kind of composition our life is, namely, that we are not living aut
detective story, an "atonal" adventure, but that everything is mainigp
the finale and tht we are adventurers only in the penultims¢ase, not
the ultimate.

On my voyage to America we had a dog on board, both going over
and coming back. And during the long passage | observed both of/érgm
carefully and thought about them. On the voyager it was a big shepherd
dog, which had been entrusted to the ship's company byohisg owner
since he himself was coming over by plane. The pamast was shaking
with misery. | often patted him and spoke to lyamtly, but it was no use.
He was in astrange world and did not knolow his adventure would end.
For all he knew his whole familiar dogorld had come to an end. No fields,
no forests; everything smellatrange and unfamiliar and on every side the
world ended at a railingBeyond was only eamy country; for a dog it was
the absolute voidNor did he have any idea whether this strangeness would
ever ceas@and whether he would ever again see fields and other dogs and
smellagain the familiar odor of his master. It was quite impossible to make
him understand that this strange shiprld was subject to the laws of
navigation and that this bluglad, twelegged being with four gold
stripes on his arm who often spoke to him knew the course of tharghijne
date when all this would come to an eltle poor dog wasondemned to a
creaturely form of nihilism. He lived and moved in a void and in endless
torment.

On the return voyage we had a different dog on board. And thbeigh
was a bit degenerated and his stunted legs were always trenhiglinggs
nevertheless far more confident and content. For he had his
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mistress, a little girl, with him. He too missed the familiar streetsdiohd
not know what was wrong with this strange world. But whenshisll
dog's heart would flutter too anxiously he would turn to mistress
with a pathetic look, a look of animal trust, msch as to sayAs long as
you are here it can't be too bad; for you, after all, ahigler being.
You surely would not have let youllsi for this abstrusevorld, which is
shattering my whole dog's world view, if it were notdome to an
end someday when we shall return again to a sensibtle with the
proper kind of smells."
Not only out of the mouths of babes, but also from ties ey dogscan
God bring perfect praise.
Neither do we know the laws of navigation that lead us topiticular
experience or that particular suffering. But we know Himo stands
upon the bridge; we know the One who waits foinuthe harbor. All he
metaphors break down when we try to express alkthiag Christ is for us
Jand we are obliged to resort to paradox: he ishemsman of the ship
and at the same time the man who walks upenwater and at the same
time the faithful servant who kinddethelights on the lightship and waits
for me in the harbor. Yes, we Chigns are adventurers of a higher order.
Everything is uncertain, nothirig sure, except this One Man, who is with
us in the ship and at trgame time is our goal. One look awagrh him
and our ship becomemn uncanny, alien place, drifting in a void. One
look at himand thestrange and alien becomes familiar. We do not
understand the navigan, true enough; but we know the Navigator.
Now the wise maidens in the parable are feewno live on the
strength of that one moment when they will arrive, people who live by
the faithfulness of this One Man.
We dare not think of thissmeaning that the wise maidens were
merely rapt, like Johnny Head-the-Clouds, in some distant future
and had forgotten all about the present. There is one small feature in
our parable that shows us that this is not true, and that is the un
certainty of the time when the bridegroom will arrive. He may come
today, or in a month, or within ten years. Andstprecisely this
uncertainty, says Kierkegaard, that heightens our passion and strains
our watchfulness to the extreme. | once studied with a professor whose
custom it was to pick out any one of us to give a summary of the
preceding lecture. Nobody knemhose turn was next. You can be sure
we all paid strict attention. Other professors had a different method.
Before the hour began they assigned a student to prepare a report.
Then we knew that everything was taken care of. Nothing could
happen; it all proeeded according to schedule and you could go on
carving your initials or a heart on the desk.
With Jesus we do not know when he will come again or when he will
summon us to come to him. We do not know the moment when-every
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thing that is so madly important to wsur career, our success, our
failure, and our dejectionill vanish. We do not know when he will
become the only thing that has any importance to us. Thereformust

be on the lookout and be ready for him at any moment. év@ry single
hour of our life is marked with this one, unpredictable momehen we
shall stand alone and face Jesus Christ. If we miss him, iAotasif our

life would always go on as it has, if we go on sleeping and muddling
through like the foolishmaidens, we shall have missed theint of our
life.

In our parable a very somber, balladlike note is struck: it is possible
be too late. My last hour is much less important than my whole
"existence toward death," the span of life | have traversed upitolast
hour. And so, too, the real theme of this parable is not so mucHatte
hour of history (good heavens, that may still be a long way off, laath
still in good shape, a healthy, active youngster!). What is far more
important is that the presermoment, my work, my life, andilso the
adversities in my life be determined by tloge fact, that all ofthis must
one day be confronted by Jesus Christ and that this igpohet where it
will be decided whether my life has been meaningful or meansgyl@he
hour of the bridegroom is unknown. Therefore Wige in hope, and
therefore we are always in extreme peril. Even thouglpractical life we
may be wide awake, always on the ball, and notb® "taken in" by
anybody, he may come to us when we ameai semé¢onscious state. And
what if we have fooled and hoodwinked oursehiesthis one thing on
which everything depends? There is such a thasgeing "too late." It
may be that in the end God will have to wrlteneath the story of our life:
A remarlable performance, livelyinteresting, fascinatindgput you missed
the point! But by that time thestory will have ended and cannot be
rewritten.

Now let us look at the waiting of the wise maidethe people who
keep their eyes on the goal of their Héad see what it is like and
what is their experience.

And here we must surely be struck by one curious feature of the
parable.

What it says is that all of them, not only the foolish but also the wise
maidens, fell asleep while they were waiting. And we naietHer that
Jesus recounts this without any criticism whatsoever. In his goodness he
knows that his people need rest, and there are even times when h says
them, "Rest a while." After all, the disciples cannot be on the stratch
the time. Nor can weray all day long or do nothing but think of how
soon the Lord may be coming again. We must therefore not tbfrtke
waiting of the wise maidenasif they never had another thought their
heads except waiting, praying, and hymn singing. The Chridtmrsewife
has to keep her mind on her cooking and the worker rkasp his mind
on the machine, otherwise the food will be burned and
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the bolts will go in askew. This is not the way to think of waiting and
being religious. In his great mercy Jesus understands this, and therefore
does not measure the wakefulness of our piety and our waitinghby
yard. There is no such gauge for measuring our spiritual bloredsure.
Jesus lets his people have their redipy are permitted to siin the
springtime sun and be lazy, without constantly thinking spiritiraughts
and consciously "waiting." And they can also lie downnaght and go
peacefully to sleep, even though this means they willbmtable to pray
andsing and wait for eight hours. Perhaps it magtually be a sign of
trust in God and real discipleship if we do lie doand sleep peacefully as
these maidens did. For the wise ones among them lie down to sleep
because they know and are sure that they nit have to force the
bridegroom, the kingdom of God, to come. W&l surely come and the
kingdom will come of itself, even against thwill of men. This is
expressed in the evening hymns of the church wihey affirm that, though
we sleep, God is watchg and doing his workthat he is the Eye and
Keeper of Israel while we poor men take owest. Rest and quiet,
confident sleep may in themselves be a songmdise: Thou art waking
and thou art at work. Our fretting and woimg, our impatience, and
trying to force the situation cannot accomplish it anyhow, and thou givest
to thine own in sleep. All our restless camay cease, because we live under
thy care.

So the wise maidens lie down to sleep. They put their lamps in order,
they have a supply of oiland their last thought is of the joy of awaken
ing; for the coming day will bring them nearer to the great hour and
God's goodness is new every morning.

May not much of the sleeplessness that plagues us be due to the fact
that we do not have this joy anthis trust in the "Eye and Keeper of
Israel," and thus cannot let ourselves go and relax, but rathdreweme
tense and therefore do not avail ourselves of the merciful privilege of
being able to sleep while he secretly prepares his adviEmén our
sleepessness may have something to do with unbelief.

But there are two quite different kinds of sleep. The sleep of the
foolish maidens cannot be compared with the slumber of the madens.

For the foolish maidens simply grew tired of the endless imgitand
dropped off to sleep. When a person waits without hope, simply goes on
vegetating nihilistically, he very quickly grows weary, disiraged, and
sleepy. And actually, the foolish maidens fell asleepcause they had
given up hope that the bridegroom wdwever come at all, and therefore
that there could even be someone who would be the end and goal of life.
One can see this from the fact that they faitedorovide themselves with

a supply of oil for their lamps. This surelyould not have happened if
they had considered that this bit of cmrn was worth while, that is, if
they had really been seriously counting

on the advent of their lord.
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Naturally, this sleeping must not be taken literally. It is possiblei$oto
fall asleepwhile waiting in such a way that we turn to oththings
altogether and throw ourselves into frantic action. A man pain his
expectancy, his hope, his faith, his conscience to sleep byinuirgo all
kinds of activity, by working "like blazes," byshing about his business like a
madman, and taking every free minute to listeth&radio or to look at the
pictures in the magaziness the peopléefore the Flood did in their
way. For they too fell asleep and gave no thought to the coming judgment
of God. But their sleep was such that they were highly active; "they were
eating and drinking, marrying argiving in marriage." And the same is true
of us, who dance arourttle golden calf of our standard of living and forget
why we are herand who is waihg for us. And | am sure that when the Lord
Christ returns and his cry, "Sleepers, awake!" reverberates like a peal of
thunder over the earth, only the fewest of men will rise from their tibds;
majority at their benches and their desks, in the tramksi@a theircars, in
the movies or the taverns, and certainly not least inctineches, will
rise up in terror, because they have no longer coumpes this voice of
thunder and have turned away from the questioet@mity to the order of
the day. Theywill remember perhapsas the thunderous sound of
"Sleepers, awake!" rumbles above them, thatdeein their baptism they
were dedicated to this invincible, unbreakibgrd. They will remember
perhaps that they went to church on Gdedday and year afr year
lighted the Advent wreath and the Chnsts tree in his honor (though
they were never quite cleasto whythey did it). And then in panic fear,
as the thunder peals above thethgy will seize upon the light of these
festivals they once celebeat Butthat light will have turned dark and sooty.
They will remember thabnce in their lives that light had gleamed, that once
they took some hesitant steps toward it. But now they snatch at emptiness and
darkness. The oil has long since been consunagd, what once was a
flickering gleam has guttered into gloom.

So that's the second difference between the wise and the foclisiens:
the first have oil and the others do not. Now what is mbéguthis oil?

The oil obviously points to the fact that thers something in our
Christian life that is constantly being used up and therefore neeuls to
replenished. And it is not very difficult to discover what it is that needs to be
renewed.

There are some Christians, for example, who think that once in one's
life one must be converted or join the church, be married at the alltar,
decide to pay the church dues. Then everything is finished. Semble
strike me as being like a woman who, once she has heandstzand say, "I
do," at the altar or in the regyig office, says to heelf, "Now I've got him.
After all, the marriage contract is settled. Up
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to this time I've always made myself pretty for him and shown him
my most charming side. After all, | had gjet him first and get him tieBut
now that | have the final and official word | can let myself geglect
myself, and be a frump." But the fact-as all experienced married
people knowthat marriage is renewed every day and teath must
woo the otler so that every day remains the first daynarriage, or the
marriage goes to piecesen if there is no divorc&he dead marriages and
the extinguished lamps of love, whose diss@bt is only a sad evidence
that oncea light had burned here, these tmeworse.

In exactly the same way the lamps of our Christian life can gdecause
the oil has been consumed. | shall mention only one kiod which needs to
be constantly replenished, and that is prayer.pgbayer life can be consumed
like oil, and then suddenly life grows dafkor the person who does not
pray is always standing in the dandecause the heavens above him are
closed. And therefore he is alwaysder the dominion of fear. And the oil
supply of our prayer life casoon run out. Ituns out, not only when we no
longer take time tpray, but also when we come to the point of merely rattling
off the Lord's Prayer or some other prayer. It finally becomes tedious
and boring, like a handful of burnedut cinders in which the fire has long
since ceased to glow. We say it when we get up and already tinlirg of
breakfast or the morning's mail. And soon it gives off more smell than light,
and this is a sign that the oil is running down #rad there is more soot than
flame.

But how dos one replenish the supply of oil? This is something
that requires consideration, just as the wise maidens considered where they
would get the oil and how they would have to go after it and thoree stand
in line for it.

Our spiritual life too is quiteimply a piece ofworkto be done, ant
am always glad that there is such a thasghe "service of God" anthat
it is not called the "enjoyment of God."

Fresh oil and a living flame are obtained only by constantly relating
one's prayers to everything ah occupies and actuates the day's
doings.Wherever | am, in bed or on the train or in my car, | must tell
God about my joys and also about my cares. | must think about my sick
neighbor and also about the associate with whom | am at oddseveardo
this with the individual petitions of the Lord's Prayer, rsinply by
saying it in a general way but by applying it to myself. | $ay,example,
"Forgive us our trespasses," and then specify \egisely, just as one
specifies in a bill of indebtedne$gorgive me for constantly succumbing to my
sexual impulses. Forgives me fetting myself be pushed around by worries
and not mustering theonfidence to let thee lead me. Forgive my jealousy
and my ambition."
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Then my prayers wilcome alive, because | take my whole life itselfo
them and in this way prayer finds a "seat in life."

The same is true of the Bible. Its purpose is to be a light to our path,
but it can grow dim. This always happens whenever | read it without
praying,whenever | fail to keep asking the question, "What is Gaging
to me in this passage?" Whenever | devote myself to it meesyeading
matter that must be read for duty and decency's sake, it is soon covered
over by the stupidest of picture magazines the day's news in my
morning paper, just as a stronger transmitter drownsaoweaker one.

A person who wants to be a Christian is always and immedigiaty
to work by his Lord. And the promise that God desires to give
everything out of pure grace infor lazybones. The grace of Godnst
cut-rate goods thrown in for a song, and it is anything but ché#p.
have to fight honestly for a quiet hour in our day's work and gomes we
have to get up earlier in the morning. We have to make adisthe
people for whom we pray, and we must perform many hard and
burdensome tasks if this is what God wants us to do. But all this is
abundantly rewarded because this is the way the oil in our lamps is
replenished; this is what keeps our Christian life frest akear.

So this waiting for our Lord, this bridal waiting with lamps alight, is not
a passive thing at all. Waiting does not mean that we are to twiddle our
thumbs until something happens. That would be a sleepy, bdrnirsgness.
When the lamps go out foa person he very soon falls aslegfnd that
means that a person who is not a vital "prayer" soon becomes a hustling,
bustling, empty "doer." And then suddenly he is confronteith the
anguishing question: Why do | go on running myself raggedtere's tle
sense of it, where's the meaning of it all?

But when the lamps are burning we do not fall asleep so easily. For,
after all, the light of these lamps is a gleam of the splendor of that Lord
who one day will come in glory. Every vital prayer that comesfridne
heart is like a blinking signal in the great night of the worldhesacon
which we set alight in order that the Lord may see whereame and
where he can find us. Every prayer is a sign that we are wegchnd
waiting; and not only this, it is athe same time a light thatlso keeps
us awake and alert and lifts up our heads, becauseredemption is
drawing near.

It is in this sense that we would light the Advent wreaths aaddles,
and thus banish all the empty sentimentality. Our wreathslads should
be forerunners of that glory which is even now setting toutise upon the
darkness of this earth. They should be a sign thatane on the wayon
the road, like happy, confident travelers whosearts are unafraid and
before whose lights thencircling gloomretreats.

So when any one of us lights a candle today or in the coming wéeks,
ought not to do this mechanically, just because it is the thing to do or
because it is so emotionally appealing. Rather let-hiplead with him
to do it-let him do it with a thought in his mind, a little sacrified his
spirit. And the thought | mean and which | commend to yauns
something like this: This small candle is only a sign. It points to the
light of that harbor toward which | am moving throudietdarkess. And
this little candle is at the same time a question, addresdgedf to me:

Has the lamp of my life gone out? Am | drifting? Anciuising without
lights in the nightor is there a burning and a shinimgthin me? Am |
sending out blinkf light that | may be found ohim? Have | (and this

is the ultimate question) grasped the meaning, the theme, of my life? Am
I on the point of missing it, even thoughgb on writing the story of my

life line by line and day by day? Am iemembering thetheme, the
meaning?

Watch, therefore, for you know not when the fateful hour will come!
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XVII

The Parable othe Marriage Feast

And again Jesus spoke to them in parables, saying, "The kingdom of

heaven may be compared to a king who gave a marriageoiehist §onand sent his
servants to call those who were invited to the marriage Eeastey would not come.
Again he sent other servants, saying, ‘Tell thdse are invited, Behold, | have made
ready my dinner, my oxen and my falves are killed, r&@ everything is ready;
come to the marriage feast." Boey made light of it and went off, one to his farm,
another to his businesshile the rest seized his servants, treated them shamefully,
and killed them.The king was angry, and he sent his troapd destroyed those

murderersand burned their city. Then he said to his servants, "The wedding is ready,

but those invited were not worthy. Go therefore to the thoroughfaresvitedio the
marriage feast as maag you find." And those servants went into the streets
and gathered all whom they found, both bad and goatieseedding hall was filled
with guests.

"But when the king came in to look at the guests, he saw there a mdmadho
no wedding garment; and he said to him, “Friend, how did gbingere without a
wedding garment?' And he was speechless. Then thedithgo the attendants, "Bind
him hand and foot, and cast him into the odfkness; there men will weep and
gnash their teeth.' For many are called,

but few are chosen."
-MATTHEW 22:1-14

This parable strikes a note and presents to our imagination a
picture that immediately commands our attention.

It was not only the listeners in the long past who pricked up tbais
because they were intensely expectant of the end of the veorddhe
coming of the messianic kingdom. On the contrary, the dream of the
kingdom of God has moved men's minds in every age. It extahdble
way from the thought of the millennial kingdom in the last bawkthe
Bible to Karl Marx's classless socieiand workers' paradise.

And always it is the same deep yearning that is reflected in it: 8ayne
the mystery of suffering, the mystery of madhouses, mass gra82s,
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the mystery of widows and orphans must be illumddatSomeday must
come the "hereafter,” when we shall learn all the answers. Sontaday
paralyzing contradiction between justice, on the one hand, |lide'd
blind game of chance, on the other, must be reconciled. Somiaay
tension between rich and podretween the sunny side of life and the
gloomy zones of horror, must be equalized. Every great politcal
cultural ideal has in it something of the hope and the light of fihed
fulfillment.

But it is precisely when we put it in this way that we bmeoawareof
that altogether different world that emerges with the very first warfds
our parable.

The first thing that strikes us as altogether different in our pareble
this, that the kingdom of God is not a state or condition of this waordd,
an ideal order of nations and life, but that it centers aboytesson:
The king, God himself, is, in a way which we must consider later, the
source and sustainer of everything that happens. This kjwvgs a
wedding banquet. This in any case makes one thingr dlem the very
outset and that is that the kingdom of God has nothing tavidio the
reformatory and revolutionary efforts of man, who wantgdalize social
and political programs and is out after utopias. |IGedwho acts. It ishe
who prepares theoyal banquet. We must therefotake cognizance of
something that no man could assert by himself: @@hts to prepare a
feast for us. He wants us to be his free guests.wdats us to have
fellowship and peace with him.

No man could ever fairly arrive ahis idea by himself. For this God
has no reason whatsoever to take us seriously or even to "love" us. The
very fact that this God should invite us to his table is in itself a great
miracle. It is something that needs to be told to us by those who have
experienced it. For there are no indications whatsoever that would give us
reason to imagine such a monstrous thing (for it is nothing lessthizh
Actually, the indications would point to an altogether different
conclusion.

Nietzsche once characterizédmanityas"vermin on the crust othe
earth." This may be a bit strong but nevertheless it does exprep#ifié
diminutiveness of the human being who presents a picturehdélish
pathos standing there with his high claims and pretensions. And God
should interest himself in such a thing? Frederick the Gwesst capable
of sayingand this statement was not among the leashisfinsights
into life-that men are canaille, a pack of dogs. And wetareelieve that
God would lavish anything so magnifideas his plan ofsalvation upon
such a dubious species? Stage the drama of Cabsdytrouble his head
about the idea of divine grace for sua$that?

| have expressed all this in somewhat extreme language. Buiv#yis
of putting it may point up a deegnd fundamental problem.

One of the most puzzling questions with which our Christian educa

tion confronts us from our youth up is the fact that it is constantly
depriving us of this sense of wonder and amazement. The longeareve



Christians the more commonplace does this unhedrthing become; the
miracle is taken for granted and the supernatural becomes "second nature."”
We are even a bit spoiled and coddled with this grétat is so easily
piped into us by way of baptism and rdormation in the midst of our
respectable Christian lives. And therefore we daardly appreciate the
tremendous blessedness of that invitation. Buristian satiation is worse
than hungry heathenism. It is not faothing that the saying about those
who hunger and thirst appears the Sermon on the Mount. And if there
are any among us who havkeis hunger and do not know how to satisfy it
and yet would be glad to know how to begin becoming a Christian, they
should be glad at anyate that they even feehis hunger. For those who
hunger are promisethat they shall be filled and not be the least in the
kingdom of God."Blessed are those who are homesick, for they shall
come home" (JeaRaul).

It is very important, then, to see what this unhofed invitationreally
means. In the first place we must see that it is a real "invitatéord' by no
means an order to report for service. The message doesam¢ as a
"thou shalt," a categorical imperative. It does not come tase duty and
a law. Rather, Godddresses us as a friend and hd$¢.comes to uasa
royal donor, the giver of every good gift and joy. For this is an invitation to
a wedding feast.

Perhaps it is just athis point that we Christians always get the thing
wrong. When, in a pause in owork or an evening conversation,
somebody asks us, actually plucks up the courage to ask us: "Telaone,
does one really get that inner steadiness that you have, so thahaan
have some kind of peace and be able to face this dirtynessi of life
with cheerfulness and confidence?" We often give a wergng answer.
All too frequently we say something like this: "Now fingbu must do this
and stop doing that. Dancing and amusements @are And, besides,
there are some dark spots in your life; firpou will have to set this
straight. And you must really want to change and timeake a complete
aboutface."

None of us who have given or received such a miserable answer has
ever been helped one bit by this kind of moralizing appeal. It only
breaks a ma down and takes away from him the last spark of courage he
may have left. When we are facing the worst things and wrestiitly the
most secret bondages in our lives the real menace by no niieangnly in
the fact that our will is too weak to achieveirogoal but rather that we
cannot evenwill to do it with our whole heart. This isndoubtedly what
Luther meant when he said that the Law may wadint the way but that
it is far from being the strength in one's ledgcherefore the Law only
makes us moreniserable.
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In any case, God proceeds quite differently. True, he demands of us

obedience. We must even turn our whole life around, and we must pay
for our Christianity with all that we are. But first fggves usome
thing, first he simply invites us to come.
So we ought to learn quite simply from this message of the wedding
heralds that the job of a disciple of Jesus is to attract and invite and
offer the gospel, that he can never speak too highly and glowingly of
the royal banquet and the peace and security of the Father's house,
whose joy he has himself been permitted to taste. Then later, when the
guest is inside the bright halls of that house, when he has really entered
the joy and festivity of being a Christiame will see how great was the
darkness and gloom from which he has been so mercifully rescued and he
will be sorry and repent.

Shall | say something that sounds altogether heretical?

Repentance and remorse always come soon enough, but joy can never
_come too soon. We who know Jesus Christ have only to proclaym Ve
Jneed only to remember how the King does it. He invites aalls and
gives. Or let us remember how the Sermon on the Mohegins.
Nowhere else in all the Scriptures are we so called intedépn at the
innermost core of our existence. Nowhere else are @ietcingly radical
demands made upon us. Nowhere else are wgosed to a light so
consuming that we are ruthlessly compelled to smeselves at the
absolute end of our tether. And tyéhat chapter beginsvith the words,
many times repeated, "Blessed are ..."

Jesus can mean nothing but this: Come unto me, all of you; | have
something to tell you. And what | have to say is certainly very hard. It
will expose the innermost crisis of yolife and your absolute helplessss
before God. But first, before | speak of that, you must know thatnl
among you as your Saviour and that, because | am with yothing can
snatch you out of the Father's hand, not even that adekness and that
absolute shortcoming of which | am about to speaakyou. First | can
say to you: Blessed are those in whose midst | &éhessed are those
who hunger and thirst; blessed are those who are poepirit and those
whom | may call my brothers. And now that ydave been given this
blessedness, now that you know this imperishai#ace with the Father,
now listen to what is required of you; now heahat it is that may bring
you to shipwreck.

And then, when the messengers of the king had delivered the joyful
message of that invitation, the response of those who were invited was
nothing less than monstrous: they rejected it.

It is easy enough to understand why someone may reject an excessive
demand. Many of us have burdensome demands made upon us. How
many thereare who are always wanting something from us; wantisg
to give money, wanting us to support this cause or that, wanting us
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to provide dwellings and jobs and so forth. We can understand,vthgra
person who has excessive dedwrmade upon him sometimésses his
temper and finally says, "That's the end of it; let me alone!”

But here the situation is different. Here an invitation is being refiritmee
we ever known what it is like to try to do something for somekauy be
given the cold shoulder? It is just this kind of hurt that wdlcted when
these people brusquely dismissed the messemjefre king and "made
light" of the invitation.

This is very hard to understandthy did they react so strangely?

In the Lucan paralleof our text other expressions are used. Tlhtesays
not that "they made light of it" but that they "began to makeuses"
(Luke 14:18ff.). One has bought a field, another a yokexén, and a third
has married a wife. In other words, these peopéepatting the everyday
concerns of their life, whatever happetosbeimmediately at handhe
business lettethey have to write, the important transaction they have to
settle, the cocktail party they hate attend, the garden work they do for
their pleasire-they are puttingall this beforethe call from eternity, before
the great joy that is being offered to them.

In themselves none of these things and activities are bad. Afterrisiihg
business letters and settling transactions are part of our Aatyally,
there is not the slightest objection that can be made toftthiags. But this is
just the trouble. As a rule, the road to hell is pavetwith crimes and great
scandals but with things that are quite hiess, with pure proprieties, and
simdy because these harmless prdjgs acquire a false importance in our
life, because they suddenly get our light. The people, in our parable
certainly had within them thaltunger and expectancy of which we have
spoken; otherwise they wouttbt have ben human beings. They too wished
to get away from theverlasting routine of life and work and yearned for
fulfillment and peace. They too dreamed the dream of light. But now, at the
momentwhen all this was at hand, ready to touch their life, they failed.

But is all this really so utterly incomprehensilde it may seem afirst
glance? It is incomprehensible only to those wwbanot have enough love to
put themselves in their shoes or who no longer relosemhow they
themselves felt before they had acasptthe Lord ChristThat was
the time when they still refused to take the risk of acceptiagygreat joy and
giving up their own indulgences and ties in orderheve it. And they
refused to risk it simply because they still didt know the promised jqy
because it was impossible to judge beforetiawghat extent each sacrifice and
each departure from the past would be rewarded. They did not understan
and at that point they couldot possibly have understood, that this, which
they, with their naturadyes, considered to be letting themselves in for
a binding and thereforéurdensome allegiance, is actually the greatest
freedom of all. They had
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no idea that what they considered a state of renunciation, in whicis one
always having to say no, in which never again can there be amnjby
youthful exuberance, is actually peace, is actually the abutitiant
Haven't all of us at some time had an associate or fudrachonestly
regretted that we were Christians, gnafterall, we werequite decent
chaps, humorous, lively fellows, real guys?
| fear, however, that in this respect we Christians often represehbaiir
very badly. The glum, sour faces of many Christians, whquémstly
enough look as if they had listones (all those who really hatleem will
excuse me!) are poor proclaimers of that wedding joy. Tather give the
impression that, instead of coming from the Fatheyfuj banquet, they
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i have just come from the sheriff who has auctioo#dheir sns and now

are sorry they can't get themack again.Nietzsche made a true

observation when he said, "You will hat@look more redeemed if | am
to believe in your Redeemer."

The reason why many refuse the invitation is just that they dinuoot
and als that we Christians all too often withhold from theshat it is that
is being given to them. For probably everybolgsregretted almost
everything once in his life, but never yet has anyboetyretted having
become a disciple of this Lord. It is reallypiy thatthe theme of that rather
mawkish hymn verse,

If people only knew

The joy of Jesus' wayhen surely
more than fewVould Christians
be today ...

has not found a greater poet who would help people to see thahlgot
would their skepticism vash but also that their boldest expéotas would
be surpassed once they crossed the threshold of thahomys# in which the
Father awaits them and welcomes them to a hapmystian life. There
must be something festive and happy in our widileistian life, otherwise
people will not believe that we are theesengers of the King. When a
person has to struggle with inferiorityelings when he is obliged to talk to

his neighbor about Jesus, he may speak like an angel from heaven but a

certain tone ofoice belies himAnd then he ought not to talk himself out of
it by saying that it is thenessage that is offensive. He found no faith only
because he himself was not convincing, not worthy of being believed.
In any case, the better people refuse. Theg haore importarthings to

do than to jump up forthwith and forsake their business tchgsing after
some hypothetical bird in the bush. After all, every oneiohas certain
areas in his life which he will not give up and hand over.

It may be my ambibn in my job, which brings me into a bad relation
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ship with my colleagues and competitors and makes it impossiblméoto
sit down with them at the King's table. It may be the jealousy or the
prejudice that exists between me and mgighbor and thereforalso
between me and the King. Perhaps it is my business practices, which the
King must not know about and which, quite rightly, cannot bear the
light of the festal hall. Perhaps what | hold back lies in the area of sex:
God can haveeverything else, buhot this! At someother point in my
life I'm willing to let him in, but nothere,not atthis point. After all, |
am goodnatured; | don't wish anybody any harmhave a tender heart;
| have many good qualifications, and so he &ave my brotherly love. |
am idealistic, | have enthusiasm and a great willingness to work; so he
can have my activity. But thienething he cannot have!

And now the very strange thing is that God is not interested in
getting into my life at any other pointhat he has taken it into his hesal
come into my life only by way of this most difficult terrain. It is
characteristic of the kingdom of God that it never follows the patleast
resistance, but always seeks out the thickest concrete walls itifenyn
order to enter there and only there. If | do not allow it entratheze, it
turns away from me altogether, and this most assuredly. Dkne& where
in our lives the thickest walls have been built up? Itwisrth thinking
about.

Presumably this igust what the invited guests in our parable said.
"Some other time we will be glad to accept your invitation; but mgiht
now. | have no use for you in what | plan to doday; here you
simply cannot butt in and get in my way."

But here too the rule apigls: If they do 188 not open the door to
him today, at the point where it is hardest for them to do so,
God turnsaway and goes elsewhere. True enough, it is perhaps much
simpler tobecome religious after the "second heart attack," since then, as
Wilhelm Busch said, you have "everything behind you" (though even in
old ageand in this condition people may be crotchety). But the point is
that God wants me now, when | am on the rise or at the high point of
life, and where my work and my struggles and my passioaitisclash with
much that God commands and demands of me. | have no promise that
God will come to me again if | make an appointment to meet him liater
the pleasant pastures of retirement; and who knows whethervwiiepe
so pleasant after all?

There isstill another important feature of our parable that must be
noted at this point.

These invited guests did not stop at mere refusal to come along. The
parable says that they seized the messengers of the king, treated them
shamefully, and killed them. And ithtouches upon a profound mystes§
the kingdom of God and that is that one can never take a paa#ivede
toward the message of Christ. Eventually one must actively
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oppose it. Here is the root of all of Israehsstility to the prophets and
here too is the root of all the fanaticism and radicalism of modern anti
Christians. One must simply get Christ and his followers out of sight
because they are a permanent reproach and because they make it so
obvious to us ltat we want ourown life. One cannot live in continuing
tension with the message of Christ. One cannot be exposed indefihately
the necessity of having to prove that it is valid and at the same grnaonee

to oneself that one has no need for it. To saytm&hrist in theattitude

of tolerance (which means rejecting hims far as we ourselvesare
concerned but letting other people keep their faith), the kintblefrance
which is cultivated by those who advocate acsdled demaratic freedom

of religious confession is merely a passing calm. Anybadlio knows the
secret of the kingdom of God knows that one day $h@erm will break
loose again. One need not even conjure up thamgde of the Third
Reich (whichalso began so tolerantly!) to knowhe coursethese things
take.

But then, when the better people failed and rejected the invitathomn,
messengers of the king were sent out again. This time they weribabe
people in the highways and hedges. And among them are geogdle
and bad ones, honestgm@e and rascals. So God carried out plan-no
matter what happened. The great antagonists from Nieddnezzar to
Judas and the modem representatives of -@htiistianity cannot queer
God's plans, for they themselves are part of the plan.

So his banquedid not fall through. When the geniuses fail, God turns
to the nobodies. When the bearers of the Christian tradition chuech
Christians, walk out and descend into dogmatic hairsplitting or church
politics, he turns to the neopagans and rejoices infteghness of their
new-found Christianity. For God has no prejudices. A man cameashe
is, evenas an utterly poor, utterly sinful, and utterly lavable person
who cannot understand what God can see in him. Taot is that he
cannot see anything ihim, but he makes something &im; he makes
him his beloved child.

So there they were, all seated around the table: the beggars and the
prostitutes, swindling bankrupts and brokeéown geniuses, poowretches
whom nobody takes seriously, and artful dodgall in all a

nice gang of people.

And then the king appeared.

This is the main thingo see him and to be able to speak to him.
This is the real end and aim of the invitatidm be with himnot the
heavenly crowns and the palms and the golden streetiseocrystal sear
any kind of pious or halpious talk of kingdom come.

When the father of Adolf Schlatter, the great theologian, lay dying a
friend consoled him, telling him that he would soon be tarrying in the
golden streets of the heavenly Jerusal@md gazing upon the crystaka.
Thereupon the dying man turned upon him in anger and cried
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out, "Away with such rubbish! All | want is to be in the Fathbdsom." In
other words, heaven does not consist in what we 'lggtih what we shall
"be." Then we shall no longer be limited to faith amadpe, and therefore
subject to temptation and doubt. Then we shed in love alone, and in
loving will be permitted to see what once we

believed.

Then at its close our parablekes a dramatic turn. One of the
guests got into the worst kind of trouble because he was not wearing a
wedding garment and was thrown out of the banquet hall. What is the
meaning of this wedding garment?

To be sure, we can accept the call to come intd-tliber's houspist as
we are. We need not be ashamed of the highways and tegslgeshich we
have come. It is our very pitiableness that proved-titber's pity. We can
come just asve are.

But this by no means implies that we aarterthe Father's hae aswe
are. And this is precisely what the parable means by this metaptioe
wedding garment. We seat ourselves at the banquet tabluwihvedding
garment when we allow our sins to be forgiven but gt#lht to hang on to
them. We do this, in ber words, when we say turselves, consciously
or unconsciously, "This is great stuff, a man camain in his sins without
worrying, since this God of love can neberreally angry; he shuts both eyes;
he will let it pass." Thus in all artful innocent&an apply for forgiveness
every day without having to abstain from a single dubious thing to which my
heart clings. Dichot Heine say of God's forgivingCest son metier,this is
God'sbusiness. Report at the service department and God's grace will be
supplied. Even the church has its service department.

And right here is where God's warning comes in: the person who comes
without the wedding garment, the person who permits thettiatthe can
comeas he is to make him shameless instead of humble, instead of
being concerned with sanctification and discipline, allows himself to play a
frivolous game with the grace of God, thm#rson is jusasbadly off asthe
people who refusaltogetherwho, indeed, kill the messengers of the king.

Even Christias, not only pagans, can be cast into outer darkkees.the
grace of God can become our doom. This is why there isgseett sense in
the custom of making confession and setting varithisgs to rights
before going to Holy Communion. This is compasbd our putting on
the wedding garment.

But even in this grievous thought, which we cannot contemplateut
anxiety, the message of joy still breaks through. And this idai$tepoint
that we shall consider. For joy remains the real theme ofparate,
despite all its dark and somber features.

How, then, can even the analogy of the wedding garment constitute
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a message of joy? When Jesus speaks here in these figurative terms of
sanctifying and preparing oneselfe is by no means thinking of somber
penitential exercises and agonizing starvation cures. On the contrary, the
very imagery he uses for all this is the festive image of the wedding
garment, the image of joy. Who ever thought it a sacrifice and a btaden
change his clothes and put on festive garments in order to goatogaet
he has looked forward to for weeks? This dressing up andrprggor the
Joccasion s itself a part of the celebration and is fujbgfand anticipated
excitement. It is theoyy of the bride who is waitingxpectantly. She knows
for whom it is she is adorning herself. Atids lends joy to the preparations
and the dressing up, even though it takes time and effort.
And that, in plain and practical terms, means that when | neake
effort to establish a new relationship with my neighbor, when |
. combatthe spirit of care within myself or the vagaries of my imagination, or
jealousy and envy, this is hot morose rigorism, but rather joy, belckosay
for whom | am doing all this, red because the joy of heavewmer one
sinner who repents simply communicates itself infectiouslynaakies this act
of repentance itself a thing of joy.

Repentance is not a woebegone renunciation of things that mean a lot to
me; it is a joyful homecomingotthe place where certain thinge longer
have any importance to me.

After all, the prodigal son did not moan over the fact that now he
would have to leave that interesting, fascinating far country, the great
adventure of his life. On the contrary, he st lighted windows ohis
father's house, where a fervent welcome awaited him, and sudHenfgr
country became a gloomy dream that dissolved behind him.

How, then, do you go about becoming a Christian in order to #rder
lighted, festive hall, ito this fulfilment of life?

My answer would be this: We shall enter it only if we start ousibyply
allowing someone to tell us that there is One who rulesvitréd with a
father's heart; that he is interested in me; that | antewpaltry or too
vile for him to love; and that he wants to love me olithe terrible
loneliness and alienness and guilt of my life and brirvgy to the Father's
house.

Perhaps someone will reply, "I hear the message but | lack the faith;
it's all too good to be true." Anchére may well be such a thiras a
voice of inner scruple that warns a person to be on guard against such
siren songs.

Jesus would certainly understand such hesitation. One dayctrae to
Jesus a young man (he became kn@stthe rich youngruler," oneof
the classical figures of Christianity). He too gaveaaoount of his fruitless
efforts to find peace and get straight with Géahd the record says that
"Jesus looking upon him loved him" (Mark
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10:21). It is a comfort tokow that he knows me and is looking at reeen
though | go helplessly searching for him. He has seeramtdoved me
long sinceeven in my doubt and despair.

So, if anyone is too honest to give credence to the message ofaadirst
go, if he is &aid of himself and afraid that he may slip because of weakness,
then he ought at least to be willing to makeeaperimentvith Jesus. Even
the most strict intellectudlonesty i<apable of this. Even the scientist who is
dedicatedo hardboiledrealisn does this.

So | challenge you to start with this working hypothe&isif" there
were something to this Jesus and "as if" that invitation to dorties table of
the King actually existed. And then in the name of thigking hypothesis
venture for onceo be confidenand joyful ineverything that happens to you
today and tomorrovibecause it islesigned for you by a higher hand. Just
talk to Godabout your sin and that difficulty in your life which you
cannot manageas if* he existed. Say a good word that colleague who
gets on your nerves dhat person in your house who annoys you, but do it in
his name anat his behest, "as if" he existed. Just make an experiment
with this working hypothesis, Jesus, and see whether you are met with
silence owhether he actually shows you that you can count on Iduat.
do something.

God is no piker; and he has said that he who comes to him witliencaist
out. But youmustcome to him, you must beseech and bedimeand find out
whether you meet with any resistz.

Why shouldn't you try this for once? This is not a Fdikst searchfor
meaning that carries you down endless unknown roads; whagtekatis the
joy of homecoming.

You understand and catch the secret of the Christian life only fiar sas
you urderstand and catch ifsy. And it is not at allasif it were only you
who were always waiting and longing. There is anottieo is waiting for
you, and he is already standing at the door, readyne to meet you.

The deepest mystery of the world istt&d is waiting for us, fothe near
and the far, for the homeless waif and the settled townsman. The person who
understands this and takes it in is near to the bleessdof the royal
wedding feast. Already there shines abloi theflooding light ofthe festal
hall even though he still walks in the midstthe valley of the shadow. He
may be sorrowful, and yet he is alwaggicing; he may be poor, and yet he
makes many rich; he may hawething, and yet he possesses all things.




