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about preaching,

Not many years after that I heard Ray preach and
from the first moments, deep called unto deep. That
was the beginning of a long and lasting and profound
friendship for me with Ray. He was a kind of mentor.
Through the years we became colleagues, compa-
nions, and comforters to each other—and [ know the
same is true for many of you—and that you would
agree with me that never could there be a truer artist
of friendship, a more genuine “other” in a relation-
ship. Through the years we have talked of faith and
theology, of ministry and the church, of our families
and our children, of our struggles with the complex-
ities of life. And I knew that wherever Ray was, the
people in his care would be well and truly

Ray would have hated to live his life
without disturbing anyone, for ours is a
disturbing gospel.

served—whether his wife and children, his church,
those on the fringes or outside the church, or his
colleagues. Our respect grew for each other through
the years, whether we were telling our stories in
Austin or Dallas or Abilene, or beyond the environs
of our roots, in Princeton or New York or London.

There were times that Ray and I cried together.
Mostly over someone else’s suffering, or over the
frankly foolish and petty things that sometimes hap-
pened, or over our own foolishness. You see, Ray
had the desire to reach for everyone beyond the
small-mindedness and oppressiveness of sectarianism
and legalism. He helped to open the door of grace for
thousands to a larger and deeper, a more profound
and less parochial view of the community of faith.

Two things brought Ray, at times, into conflict
with his religious heritage—a heritage that had richly
nourished him. One was his integrity of scholarship,
shaped on the anvil of ministry, in which he dealt
with the hard and crucial questions in the experience
of the lives of those he was called to pastor. For
there, one is not allowed the luxury of facile answers
or the distance of the ivory tower observer. The
other was his prophetic voice. Ray would have hated
to live his life without disturbing anyone, for ours is
a disturbing gospel.

And while he never, never turned his back on the
people he served in his heritage, he was never afraid
to turn his face to serve people in an even older
heritage in the broader church. But sometimes, as is
usually the case, the new seeds of hope and freedom
were watered with the tears of suffering.

But we also laughed together. The truth is, we

loved to laugh. The last time I saw Ray we sat
together in the autumn sun on a mountain where I
now live. Ray had come to talk about, among other
things, death—his death and his funeral. We talked
about where his funeral might be held. I suggested a
place or two and he cut his eyes at me and with a
broad smile said, “I don't think theyll be big
enough.” And we laughed some more.

There was no pride in his statement—just a good
joke in this vale of tears in which the gospel, as
Buechner put it, is tragedy, comedy and fairytale.

To tell you the truth, there isn’t much big enough
to hold the heart of Ray Chester—except for the
heart of God and those sacred places in the hearts of
his wife and children and friends. For there was
nothing small, or provincial, or petty about Ray's
concerns.

And that is why we are here today —in faith, as a
community of faith, to celebrate the life of a man of
faith. So let us call to mind his witness among us. [
will simply point briefly and you all, I know, can fill
in the blanks.

R ay Chester was a preacher extraordinaire. He
was one whose ears had heard the holy word,
whose heart had held the holy fire, and whose lips
heralded the holy gospel. And we were fed.

Ray Chester was a prophet. He often afflicted the
self-righteous and comforted the afflicted. And we
were challenged,

Ray Chester was a priest and a pastor. In his

He lived with the deep and abiding convic-
tion that our lives flow from God, in God,
to God.

presence we knew something of the care and cure of
souls. And we were nourished and our wounds were
bound up.

Ray Chester was a servant. He cared passionately
for his people and took up the towel and the basin as
well as the cross and the book. He cared not for the
love of power, but for the power of love, He
ministered not from invincibility but from
vulnerability. And we were served.

Ray Chester was a true believer. He lived with the
deep and abiding conviction that our lives flow from
God, in God, to God. And our faith was deepened.

Ray Chester was a theologian. He knew his
discipline as a theologian was to put into words the
longings, hopes, dreams, memories, myths, and
stories of the community to which he belonged in
light of the ultimate concerns of that community.
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And we were taught and led.

And finally, Ray Chester was a Christian of deep
humanity. He lived his humanity in faith, integrity,
compassion and courage. And through him our own
humanity and Christian faith have been enriched and
enlarged.

Ray died as he had lived—in faith and courage.
Shortly before his death, he sent me James Whitcomb
Riley’s poem, “A Parting Guest.” 1 think it
appropriate to share with you.

What delightful hosts are they,
Life and love!
Lingeringly I turn qway
This late hour, yet glad enough
They have not withheld from me
Their high hospitality.
So with face lit with delight
And all gratitude I stay
Yet to shalke their hand and say,
“Thanks. So fine a time. Good-night.”

Ray loved life, He received it as a gift. He thought
life and love to be delightful hosts. I am sure he turn-
ed lingeringly away, but then . . . but then . . . with
thanks, said, “Good-night,” and moved on to meet
the one whom he had served in the journey of faith.

And what can we say but thanks. “Many, many
thanks, Ray. So fine a time.”

And what would Ray say to us? Though taken
from another time and place, I believe these words
would be Ray’s own:

Even such is time that takes in trust
Our youth, our joys, our all we have,
And pays us but with earth and dust.

Who in the dark and silent grave
When we have wandered all our ways
Shuts up the story of our days.

But from this earth, this grave, this dust
My God shall raise me up, I trust.
__MISSION
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George Ewing is a Texas poet and teacher of English. One of his
songs was accepted for inclusion in the newly revised Great Songs
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A RESURRECTION DAY PRAYE

O Lord our God,

We kneel in wonder today beside the empty tomb.
Even as the apostle John knelt and
peered into its depths,
so do we.

We search in its dark recesses for the
meaning of the most singular event in
history.

But we find nothing in the tomb itself
to tell us of its power over the human race
as a symbol of life.

We find there only the cold,
dark dampness of a
hillside cave and the rough, hard
heaviness of a stone
(now cast aside)
which was for a few hours
its door.

We must look elsewhere for the meaning of the
resurrection.
And s0 we turn from the creation to the
Creator.
And in you, O God, we find our answer.
The power of life is yours, and you made us
in your image.
The power over sin is yours, and you are recreating us
in the likeness of your Son,
for whose body the tomb was only a temporary refuge
from the evil which had beset it so violently.
The power over death is
yours, as well, You set our
Savior free from the coldness of
its grasp, for it was not
possible for him to be held its
prisoner, since he also is the
Mighty God.
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Father, we confess that we vacillate in our
commitment to you. At times we are like Thomas when
he was told of the resurrection. Rationalists to
the core, we harden our hearts and demand
facts and cold, hard logic to prove
the risen Christ’s claims upon us.

And then, as you perform your work of grace
upon our hearts, we become like the
two disciples who unknowingly walked with Jesus
on the way to Emmaus.

We begin to think more clearly,
even as they thoughtfully reflected on
the stranger who had walked with them,
and we can say with them,

“Didn’t a fire burn
in our hearts while he walked with us?”
And (as we have done so many times before)
today we fall prostrate
before the risen Christ,
no longer demanding proof
(as if you needed to suffer to such arrogance);
no longer walking with dimmed awareness of
the spiritual presence beside
and within
us.

Like Thomas when Jesus finally confronted him,
we simply cry out,

"My Lord and my God!”

Father, may this Resurrection Day
be a resurrection day for each of us.
Grasp in your firm grip the
hard, rough stone
which blocks the entrance to our hearts.
Cast it far away and enter our lives with
your living presence.

Dispel the darkness of sin and the
gloom of despair with the light of
your holiness.

Quicken our spirits,
enoble our minds,
enrich our lives,

Today, more than ever before, let new life begin
within us, we pray through Christ, who is our Life,

Amen.

—Charles Boatman

Charles Boatman is Associate Minister at the Westwood Hills Christian Church in Los Angeles.
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In The Garden

BY DAVID

“This place is so dark. | wonder why He seems to like it so?7”

“Tohn,” chuckled one of the others in response, “darkness—you've never liked it; even
when we fished.”

It was dark. The three men couldn't see each other—only shadows—dark figures.
They felt that strangeness you feel when talking to someone you know is there and can
hear, but you can't really see them. Strange—even mysterious—Ilike faith.

“Peter, why are we here? Why tonight? Why this place? He's seemed so, oh, I don't
know-—preoccupied. The last few days have been filled with his vagueness about things.
The riddles—you know what I mean—but then He turns right around and talks so blunt-
ly about his dying. Quite frankly, He seems to be so far away sometimes; and then at
times He seems to see me even better than me.,”

Again Peter chuckled, “John, you amaze me sometimes. But who knows? Maybe what
[ find so curious about you is the very thing that makes Him Jove you so. [ don't know
why we're here. But I do know this—He is the One. I know it, and I intend to see that
everyone else knows it.”

The third man spoke, “And how, Peter, just how are you going to do that?"”

“James, don't you see?] Can't you both see what is going on here? You were there!
Look at what He’s done!”

John shifted to lie back on the ground, “Yes, we saw, yes, there have been great
moments and great crowds. And yes, He is the One. But  don't think we're the only ones
confused about Him. And, Peter, admit it—you're as confused as we are. He certainly
confuses the crowds and as far as getting any help from our own leaders—we can forget
that.”

“No stars tonight—it's cloudy,” said James; and he pulled his outer garment more
tightly about himself. The night was growing cold.

Peter yawned, “I know, John; I've tried to talk to Him. You've seen his reaction. He's
almost angry when I try to tell Him just what all we need to be doing. [ still can't get over
the day He fed the crowds. We had them. He had them. We could have gotten it started.
Then He makes us get in the boat and leave. And He was furious. But He knows who He
is. He's just different. But we know the people. And it'll just be a matter of time before
this becomes big enough for us to show Him. With his vision and his power and us there
to organize things—who knows? Besides, He likes us—we all three know that. And
tonight—you heard Him. Two swords! And He says they e enough. Do you think He'll
do with the swords what He did with the fish and loaves that day?”

James was breathing with the heaviness of sleep. John mumbled, “Right, Peter, it's
big. And you'll be right up there with Him. Now, why don’t you pray or something

—ijust stop talking. Can you see where He went?” )
(continued on page 12)
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An Easter Wish Story

It was a fairly typical 49th Street dive. You've seen
them - neon Schlitz sign in the window and a par-
tially working neon snake above the door blinking
“RED’S.” All sorts of failures drown in these places
and I suppose most of them wash ashore amidst the
stale popcorn only to return and drown once again in
a Coors or a Budweiser.

He seemed to find this nondistinctive, dulling pool
as if he knew it, but he certainly didn't have the same
defeated eyes as the rest of the clientele. Indeed, his
eyes had a sparkle of victory as out of place in Red's
as an optimistic Yuppie. Nevertheless, he strode in
and seemed to know this was the place.

Red’s was a cliche. At the bar sat a retired security
guard for the Firestone plant, He drank cheap
whiskey blends as he rambled on about fictional op-
portunities—to hide the hollowness of his bitterness
at being alone. The tables and booths always looked
as if they had never been new. They must have been
worn when they arrived.

From the juke box Merle Haggard twanged his
melodies of defeat, and the mostly blue collars were
drawn to his musing. Most thought it was because he
was a man who sang a man'’s song, but few realized
that too often his ballads were of a hope unraveled
by a persistent despair.

All of this made the stranger even more of an odd-
ity here, Not because he was so physically alien to
this group or this place. As a matter of fact, he was a
physical man - one who walked easily in faded jeans
and flannel shirt. Still, he did not belong in Red’s. He
came through the door as if he knew this place but
also knew of places beyond it. Indeed, Red's was just
a place and he seemed to understand a place was just
that - and not a person.

He looked about and his eyes caught that for
which they searched. One or two Redites slanted
looks his way - they sensed his distinction but
couldn't reckon it. He slipped into a shadowy corner
booth. Red’s was always dark - even on the brightest
of days. He spoke to the top of a man’s head lying on
crossed arms sprawled over the table, “Can I join
you?”

The head raised and two reddened eyes of anguish
glanced upward, “It's you!”

He sat down and looked quietly and piercingly in-
to the blood-shot eyes: “Yes, Judas, it's me.”

“It can't be - | saw them - they killed you. There's
no way - | gotta get outa here. Too much gin - it

sneaks up on you.” The sad eyes started to leave but
a strong, badly scarred hand grabbed his arm.

“Tudas! Listen to me! For just a moment - you
probably have had too much gin, but it is me and we
need to talk. Sit down - please - there's no other place
to go.”

The sad one slid back into the booth. He couldn’t
raise his head. Across the table were the two eyes of
the one man - the only man in Judas's entire life - who
seemed to offer some hope. This one's eyes had
refused to see the despair - no, that wasn't it! He'd
seen the anguish - Judas had seen him cry. But
somehow he insisted on loving inspite of the garbage
everywhere.

Suddenly Judas blurted out, “Don’t you see! You
were good - you were unbelievable! I only wanted
them to see you - to have to confront you before the
crowds. You could have handled it - I saw you! But
you just quit - you just clammed up. 1 couldnt
believe it.” And he laid his head down again - those
eyes were a universe - Judas felt his words were
specks of dust in that vastness.

The different one looked down at his hands,
“Judas, I know what you meant to do. I know-
believe me. And I even understand - you got sucked
in - it happens. The others - they missed it too. Judas,
the point is now - what now? What about you and
me? I need you. Listen to me - I didn’t come here to
say, ‘Aww, ¢'mon, so you made a mistake. Shake it
off - everything worked out.” You know as well as |
that the dark one used you, and he used you in a big

11
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way. And you've got to live with that - yes, and
maybe for a long time. But, Judas, please, if you
don’t hear anything else I say, hear this! We can deal
with it now - what you saw up there on that hill was
your fault, sure, but is was Peter's and John's and
Mary's and everyone else’s too. But now, Judas,
good friend - because of that hill you and I are
brothers. Do you hear me? Can you hear me?
Brothers, Judas, with the same Father and He can
deal with it. But you gotta let Him. Let Him, Judas;

(In The Garden, continued from page 10)

Peter leaned back against a tree, “Stop talking . . . [
don't want to stop talking. He and I—we need to
talk. Tomorrow-—we'll talk. I don't think He realizes
how long everyone's waijted. With Him as king and
my understanding of the people: yes, this could be
very big.”

Peter couldn’t remember when he fell asleep—one

you don't belong here - He wants you.”

Judas looked up and into his eyes. The vastness
had closed and Judas felt the two scarred hands close
around his right forearm. Judas whispered, “You
knew what I was going to do tonight, didn’t you?”

“Yes, | knew. C'mon, come with me.”

They both got up and turned to leave. Then Judas
stopped, turned back to the booth, and emptied his
pocket on the table. The bills were crumpled and the
coins rolled and spun and the bartender listened.

never seems to. But then he and others heard the
voice: “Are you asleep? Couldn’t you stay awake
even a few hours. Come, it's time.”

David Henderson is a Plan Analyst for a software company in
Dallas, Texas. He also teaches part time in the English department
of one of the local community colleges.

A Bittersweet Brokenness®

A Communion Meditation

Some time ago a friend called me. She had just undergone a bittersweet change in her life. She felt both
hurt and free. She called me because she knew I had undergone the same experience. We shared a common
brokenness. It was not our successes and achievements which brought us together. I could give succor to

her wounds because mine had healed.

When we come together around the Lord's table, we, too, share a common brokenness. We come as sin-
ners in need of constant washing by the blood of Jesus Christ. In remembrance of his wounding, listen to

the words of Isaiah 53:4-6.

Surely our griefs He Himself bore
And our sorrows He carried;
Yet we ourselves esteemed Him stricken,
Smitten of God, and afflicted.
But He was pierced through for our transgressions.
He was crushed for our iniguities;
The chastening for our well-being fell upon Him.
And by His scourging we are healed.
All of us like sheep have gone astray,
Each of us has turned to his own way;
But the Lord has caused the iniquity of us all
To fall on Him,

As you drink the wine and eat the bread, let this bittersweet moment of brokenness bring you new
freedom, Let the scars of His wounds mark you as one of the healed. Let the healing of your wounds claim

you forever as one of His.

—Wilma C. Buckner

Wilma Buckner, of Gray, Tennessee, has worn many hats: wife, mother, teacher, poet
and writer, nurse, director of the local Hospice. She is a member of the First Christian

Church of Johnson City. *First rights only.
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The Beatitudes
Are They For Us?

Part III

By BILL LOVE

he first four beatitudes address our relationship

to God. Blessed are those who, in relation to
Him, know poverty of spirit, mourn, display
meekness, hunger for righteousness. These are ready
to receive the kingdom. The next four beatitudes
speak of our relationship with one another. Have we
considered that the way we treat one another can
facilitate or prevent our receiving the kingdom?

“Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain
mercy.” Jesus blessed those who, in contrast with
some Pharisees, could show mercy. These Pharisees
had two problems. First, they were sure that any evil
visited on anyone was an immediate and direct
punishment for sin (Luke 13:1-5). Their attitude
toward those needing mercy was predictable. “So
what's to pity? Keep your nose clean and things like
that won't happen to you!” Obviously, the other
problem was the illusion that they, themselves, were
good. “If I can be good and win God’s favor by my
righteousness, why can't others? Sorry, [ have no
patience with that kind of person!” The “’self-made’
man who worships his creator” has no need of mer-
cy. He gives no quarter and asks none. Why should
he? Whatever he needs he will provide for himself!

This attitude often pays off in our dog-eat-dog
world. The elegant name for it is “survival of the fit-
test.” It's surprising how many of us Christians go to
church, sing “Amazing Grace,” and leave to render
harsh judgments on others. One of the strongest
judgments Jesus ever made was about the unmerciful
servant, He was the fellow who was forgiven a for-
tune and immediately took his brother by the throat
for pocket change (Matthew 18:23-25). If we're living
in that mode, we cannot expect to receive the
kingdom. “Blessed are you who show mercy. You

Holding degrees in Speech and Bible from Abilene Christian
University and Louisiana State University, Bill Love is Preaching
Minister for the Bering Drive Church of Christ in Houston.

will receive mercy.”

“Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see
God." Purity here means “single-minded.” Some are
single-minded about “making it big!” Even over the
backs of others. Others are single-minded about
knowing God. So they try not to use and abuse
others. Our tradition has said the Bible is a public
book, open for all. In it God can be plainly seen. Yes
and no. Yes, it is a public book. Yes, any who come
in the right spirit can see God. No, it is not available
to everyone. God's revelation in Jesus, and con-
sequently in the Bible, is both revealing and con-
cealing. The Word became flesh to reveal God. That
the Word became limited flesh also conceals much
about God. There is mystery here. God reveals Him-
self to us in human words. And if He stoops to use
mere human words much cannot be revealed, but is
concealed. One has to be single-minded about
knowing God to see what is revealed and what is
concealed. The cynic, the self-righteous, he who is
single-minded about his own kingdom will not “see
God.”

Our fragmented lives make it hard to be single-
minded about seeing God. We have too much to do,
achieve, protect, secure. Many of those who listened
to Jesus on that day did not have our problem. Loss
of money, friends, family, hope, their own self-
produced goodness made it easier to hear Jesus.
“"How wonderfully hanging concentrates the mind!”
Here Jesus gives an invaluable key to the kingdom.
Not just after we die, even here and now, “Blessed
are the pure in heart, for they shall see God!”

"Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be
called sons of God.” How timely this is when our
thoughts and prayers focus on the arms talks with the
Russians. How blessed they will be if our leaders
can secure a more stable peace! But we need many
smaller “summits.” Between Christians, between
husbands and wives, between co-workers. Often a

13
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third party must serve as a go-between. It's not plea-
sant work, Peacemaking is not usually as applauded
as when our national leaders meet. A.B. Bruce com-
mented that peacemakers are

” . .. not merely those who have peace in their
own souls through purity, or the peace-loving,
but the active heroic promoters of peace in a
world full of alienation, party passion, and
strife. . . .Such have few friends. Christ, the
ideal peacemaker, was alone in a time given up
to sectarian division.” (The Expositors Greek
New Testament, Vol. 1, p. 100)

Future generations sometimes acknowledge the
debt. Look, for example, at the high esteem in which
we hold Abraham Lincoln. At the time, Lincoln's life
was no bed of roses. In the longer view some can see
that peacemakers are truly the children of God. “God
was in Christ reconciling . . .”

“Blessed are those who are persecuted for
righteousness’ sake, for theirs is the kingdom of
heaven, Blessed are you. . . .” Jesus' disciples were
possibly already feeling the heat. They certainly were
by the time Matthew wrote his gospel. Teenagers at
our church were recently discussing the meaning of
suffering for Christ. One of them observed that she
felt no persecution from being a Christian. And ad-
ded, “maybe we fit in too well.” Our world is
becoming more and more pagan. Who can deny it?
Who can say boldly that ours is a “Christian nation”?
That appellation was never true, is obviously not
true today. Not in any genuine sense of discipleship.
This is not a Christian nation in cultural values. If we
live without ever feeling the disdain of our fellow
citizens, if we indefinitely escape ridicule of our
beliefs, we are “fitting in too well.” We recall that
Peter did not deny Jesus' miracles, teaching, divinity.
He just welched when time came to pay up. He
denied his connection with Jesus. We understand. All
too well. Jesus’ beatitude is a cherished gift only those
who suffer for Him can know. "If you are persecuted
for righteousness’ sake, you are in good company.
Look at all the courageous men and women of faith
who made their stand and took their medicine.
Yours, most emphatically, is the kingdom of
heaven.”

A re the beatitudes for us? In one sense they are
certainly for us. They were spoken by Jesus,
recorded by Matthew for Christians to hear. For all
our differences with first century believers, we
modern people struggle with essentially the same
evils. The beatitudes offer hope to the hopeless,

14

salvation to those with empty hands. Here is a rever-
sal of the world's beatitudes. ].B. Phillips stated well
these more popular beatitudes (Your God Is Too
Small). Taken, no doubt, from the Modern Practice
Version.

*Happy are the pushers: for they get on in
the world.

*Happy are the hard-boiled: for they
never let life hurt them.

*Happy are they who complain: for they
get their own way in the end.

*Happy are the blase: for they never worry
over their sins.

*Happy are the slave-drivers: for they
get results,

*Happy are the knowledgeable men of the
world: for they know their way around.

*Happy are the trouble makers: for people
have to take notice of them.

We may have traveled that road to its Dead End
and are ready for an alternative. We may have been
run over on that road and know there must be a bet-
ter way. There is good news! Either way, Jesus’
kingdom is for us.

On the other hand, if we are deaf to Jesus, his
blessings are not for us. If we are wedded “till death
do us part” to self-reliant pursuit of the world’s

The Word became flesh to reveal God. That
the Word became limited flesh also conceals
much about God. There is mystery here.

values, we have nothing good in store. Whatever the
appearances for the moment, we are headed for
disaster. Jesus would not congratulate us. It’s not that
He is vengeful; He simply tells the truth.

There are ways to check our position. If we see
God’s Lordship, Jesus’ gift on Golgotha, the resulting
community of believers as nice but optional extras,
we are in business for ourselves. If we insist on
“playing dress up,” wearing our Father’s crown, sit-
ting on his throne, pretending we have absolute con-
trol of our lives, we have an unpleasant surprise
waiting. We will know his love in wrath, not in mer-
cy. If anything good comes from hard times, perhaps

(continued on page 23)
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Surrender Beyond

The Rules

By LARRY M. JAMES
O nce upon a time there was a rabbi who had a

very rich man in his congregation. Perhaps the
man was wealthy precisely because he was also
greedy. Wanting to teach the rich man a valuable and
holy lesson, the rabbi invited him to lunch. After
they had dined, the rabbi took the rich man into a
room and stood him in front of a piece of glass. It
was a window. “Look into the glass and tell me what
you see,” the rabbi requested. After a while the rich
man answered, “I see people; all kinds of people.
There are rich people and poor people; young people
and old people; black people and white people;
brown, red and yellow people too.” “That is
correct,” the rabbi acknowledged.

Then he took the rich man into a second room and
stood him in front of a second piece of glass. It was a
mirror. “Now look into this glass,” the rabbi said,
“and tell me what you see.” There was a long
awkward silence, after which the rich man announc-
ed, “Well, I see myself.” The rabbi responded, “You
are correct.”

The rabbi then explained to the rich man that the
difference between the glass in a window and the
glass in a mirror is that the glass in a mirror is coated
on the back with silver. Then looking directly into
the rich man’s eyes, the rabbi said, “Anytime silver
comes between you and the rest of the world, you
can only see yourself,”

Immediately I recall the rich man who approached
Jesus searching for one more rule to keep in his quest
for eternal life. So much of me is fleshed out in this
story (Luke 18:18-30; cf. Matt. 19:16-30; Mark
10:17-31). Here was a good man, a leader of his peo-
ple, though it is impossible to determine the nature of
his leadership. His question is so very familiar:
“Good Teacher, what shall I do to inherit eternal

Larry James holds degrees from the Harding Graduate School of
Religion in Memphis and the New Orleans Baptist Theological
Seminary.

life7” Lord, reveal to me what I should do to earn life
without termination!

As always, Jesus moves beyond the searcher's
quest for the independence and self-sufficiency of
rule-keeping to penetrate the heart. In so doing He
reveals how invalid this man’s approach to justifica-
tion is while also spotlighting an area of surrender
with which [ have special difficulty. This narrative
continues to intimidate and inspire disciples of Jesus.
From the church’s earliest days Christians took this
teaching seriously and often quite literally. During
the Middle Ages thousands sold out for a monastic
existence—primarily because of the witness of this
story.

The legitimate place for Christian wealth is
in the hands of a generous Lord.

Typically, I brush it aside with an easy analysis:
“Jesus didn’t intend this to be taken as a ‘universal
command.”” For all practical purposes this story is
among Jesus' “irrelevant words.” In view of my
heritage and practice, what I discover here is an inci-
dent in Jesus’ ministry having no contemporary
application. I jest! This story is not included as some
novelty as if it were a freakish sideshow in a Lucan
carnival. Just possibly, it describes one of the most
relevant of all the incidents in Jesus’ ministry. This
one encounter shakes me up as I try vainly to remain
independent of the Lord’s control. But here I discover
three important principles for living in a world of
self-deluding abundance.

First, receiving eternal life cannot be reduced to
rule-keeping since it follows total personal surrender
(Luke 18:18-23). The rich ruler felt totally secure as
he faced the broad legal demands of Moses’ ten
words. Yet something gnawed at his feelings of self-
sufficiency. “Tell me how you see it, Jesus. Give me

15




APRIL, 1987

one more way to measure my progress.” Behind the
request may stand the popular rabbinic idea that
eternal life could be secured by one grand act of
obedience. Certainly the Talmud’s notion that the
Law could be kept in its entirety is here. Jesus attemp-
ted to move the man toward a new perspective as He
challenged the suggestion that anyone is “good”
except the Father (18:19). The idea that God is the
only source of goodness destroys every system of
human merit. No doubt the man’'s frustration in-
creased as Jesus directed the conversation to the
second tablet of the law with its extremely practical
demands relative to a person’s relationships with
others (18:20).

“All these I have observed from my youth.” Read:
“1 was hoping You would give me more than this,
Teacher.” A key word jumps out in verse 21:
“observed” (RSV). Luke uses the same word for
watching flocks (2:8), keeping a demoniac under
guard, guarding a house or prison (11:21; Acts 12:4;

Jesus moves beyond the searcher’s quest for
the independence and self-sufficiency of
rule-keeping to penetrate the heart.

28:16), and the strong warning “beware” (12:15). The
sense here is obvious: “Lord I've kept a careful eye on
these rules. They are outside myself. I guard them so
as never to violate them.” Jesus moved quickly to
open up an entirely new world as He took God's
demands and drove them deep into the man’s heart.

Total surrender of person is demanded, a sacrifice
beyond the legal categories. Jesus' call is startlingly
simple: “One thing you still lack. Sell all you have
and distribute to the poor, and you will have treasure
in heaven, and come, follow me” (18:22). Please note
that Jesus left the tenth commandment off his list of
demands as the conversation opened. Now He
enlivens that tenth word of Sinai beyond the man’s
ability to maintain control. Jesus moved from
legalism to a life-style in which convetousness could
not survive.

The young man'’s failure had nothing to do with
outward effort in obeying rules. His failure related to
his refusal to allow God’s life to move into his own.
Most English translations suffer from anemia in
recording his reaction. “He became sad” simply
won’t do! The same intensive expression is heard on
Jesus’ lips in Gethsemene (Matt. 26:38). Herod felt
this way when he discovered his foolish promise
demanded the head of John the Bapist on a platter
(Mark 6:26). The ruler became deeply troubled
because the possessions he had, had him. Jesus called
for total control. No dimension of life can remain

“untouchable.” Jesus wants us. Being related to Him,
sharing God’s life is never a matter of rule-keeping,
but of surrender.

Second, material affluence is always a special
hindrance to eternal and spiritual security (18:24-27).
The young man depended upon wealth and its power
at the heart of his life. Had his unsurrendered center
been different, no doubt Jesus’ word for him would
have been different as well. The story of Zacchaeus
(Luke 19:1-10) makes this clear. Zacchaeus enjoyed
prosperity. Yet Jesus delivered no parallel word to
him about wealth. Why? Obviously because
Zacchaeus surrendered this part of his life freely. He
made the connection between Kingdom life and
generosity. He freely gave up control of his assets
(19:8). Dominated by the material, the ruler feigned a
highly developed interest in the spiritual.

What a clear, sobering word Jesus delivers to me,
so inundated with the fruit of affluence, so prone to
judge all things by the material: “How hard it is for
those who have riches to enter the Kingdom of God!
For it is easier for a camel to go through the eye of a
needle than for a rich man to enter the Kingdom of
God.” Striking hyperbole I'd say! Jesus envisions the
largest of all Palestinian animals passing through the
tiniest of commonly known openings. Naturally the
disciples panic! “Then who can be saved?” “Lord,
everyone is after wealth or possesses it already.”
Jesus' hearers then—as his hearers today—sought to
turn even this teaching into a rule!

However, God is able to overcome this barrier,
despite its power. Salvation results from God's
graciousness; and God—and He only—can break the
spell that wealth exercises over us. Jesus moves
beyond a rule-based vision of righteousness to a
grace-based vision of surrender. Affluence always
presents a gigantic challenge to spiritual growth; the
strangle-hold can be broken only by trust in God.
The legitimate place for Christian wealth is in the

Jesus moves beyond a rule-based vision of
righteousness to a grace-based vision of sur-
render.

hands of a generous Lord (1 Tim. 6:6-10, 17-19).
Third, the returns of surrender are unexpected and
enduring (18:28-30). Peter, now shaken a bit, seeks
affirmation. “Lord, following you costs. We have left
our homes (read "“possessions,” “everything”). We
are sold out.” Implied in Peter’s reflection is a very
honest question we would do well to ask: “Is it really
worth it, this surrender bit?” Jesus’ reply liberates the
heart for lifel Anyone who leaves—Iliterally “for-
(continued on page 23)
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Grandmother and the Hobos

By RICHARD ]. RICHARDSON

I walked over the old farm today. All the buildings are gone—the chickenhouse,
cowshed, smokehouse, barn. Even the white clapboard homeplace is missing—blanketed
now by the dark bluegreen waist-high soybeans.

Except for the slight rise into the field, I could not have found the right of way where the
train used to run twice a day behind the house. Screaming whistles to clear the track of
wayward cows and inattentive boys, the trains carried hundreds of hobos during the late
thirties and early forties searching for employment, adventure, or escape.

Grandmother Watson received the hobos who came down the tracks as welcomed
guests. She said the farm must be marked, for the men flooded from the trains two and
three at a time. They turned into the backyard as though a neon sigh advertised “Good
Eats.” Stooped, weighing only ninety-five pounds, with a wispy white bun of hair, Mom
Watson met each one seeking food with love and searching questions:

“Don’t drink whiskey, do you?”

“No, Ma'am.”

“Try to follow God’s Will?”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“Take care of your family as best you can?”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“Well, wash up there at the pump,” she ordered, “and I'll fix you a plate of left-
overs.” The leftovers were glorious: piles of new potatoes, fresh tomatoes, an ear of corn,
some ham or chicken and large glasses of iced tea or fresh milk.

The brood of grandchildren who summered with Mom Watson were terrified of the
hobos. We believed that she was the craziest, most courageous human on earth to confront
these grizzled vagabonds. Even her devotion to Christianity did not seem adequate ex-
planation for her daring.

“Tust men,” she would say, “far from home, needing a little caring.”

She and Pop had raised eight children, buried three. They knew about caring.

Despite her assurances, the grandchildren would head for the house at the first sign of a
hobo. Slamming the door, we pressed our breathless faces against the window panes and
watched her shuck corn, snap beans, sweep the porch, wash fruit jars as she talked with the
men.
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They would tell her about Detroit, or the bad drought two hundred miles up the tracks,
or a little dog they found in the last camp. They would describe oceans she had never seen
and mountains she had only pictures of. She, in turn, sometimes made them laugh.

After the hobos sopped up the last juices from the plate, Mom would reach into her
apron and give them a little tract on some religious topic—things like “God's Grace” or
“The Plan of Salvation.” They thanked her.

We watched, barefooted, shirtless, in our overalls. We were certain that she would be
murdered right there by the flower bed. Then we would be stewed in the black wash kettle
out back and eaten by the hobos on the spot.

It never happened.

The hobos are gone now. The trains, the backyard, Grandmother. Only a couple of
turtle doves calling across the fields in the summer heat are evidences of life here today.

But the memories of laughter and love and caring fill the place.

Mom Watson would have been proud of the accomplishments of her many offspring. I'm
sure, however, that our college degrees and good jobs would not have impressed her much
unless we could give honest answers to her queries about drinking whiskey, doing God's
will and taking care of our families. She would also want to know what we were doing
about feeding hobos.

Richard J. Richardson is Burton Craige Professor of Political Science and Chairman of
the department at the University of North Carolina, Chapel Hill. His grandmother,
Mrs. Gertrude Watson, was a lifelong member of the Church of Christ in Holcomb,
Missouri.

“He . . . began to be sorrowful and sore troubled,” or, as I have somewhere seen the
words translated, “He . . . began to be sorrowful and very homesick.” I believe that the
dread and awe-ful truth is that the mind of Jesus, which because of its limitations was
made aware only from step to step of the Father’s will, became aware in the Garden of
Gethsemane that even the Cross was not the end, but in a sense the beginning of a new
burden, the burden of a continued humanity, a continued ministry on the other side of

death.

. . . . He escaped the bondage of the flesh. But not the burden and limitation of our
humanity. In that dread hour in the Garden of Agony he was made willing fo face im-
prisonment in an agelong humanity, even though he longed to return to his Father in the
fullness they knew together before sin darkened even the joy of heaven., Only a divine
love could face it.

~— Leslie Weatherhead in The Meaning of the Cross
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A Word For Our Times

Reflections on Terrorism

a column for
opinion and
personal
reflection

By Ben B. Boothe

An airline bomb explodes, and
women and children are sucked out to
fall to horrifying deaths. A nightclub is
turned into a fiery hell. The sleeping
quarters of a peace-keeping force is
totally destroyed, murdering hun-
dreds. A car bomb, on a busy public
street, kills dozens at random. An air-
port lobby is turned into a slaughter
house. A sick old man is pistol-
whipped and thrown overboard into
the sea. Four professors from one
country are spirited away from their
quiet campuses in another country and
threatened with death unless several
hundred hostages in another country
are released. One would think these
acts of a different age, perhaps a bar-
barian age, or the uncivilized wild
west, but certainly not a part of our
highly organized twentieth century.

And all of these things are done in
the name of religion or politics—for a
people supposedly suppressed. The
very incomprehensibility of the deeds
gives them power. The random in-
discriminate killing creates the fear and
the publicity desired by perpetrators of
these crimes. And they challenge
peace-loving educated people to the
limit. Part of the challenge is almost a
dare to react in warlike and savage
ways and to (by their theory) force an
erosion of the moral strength of the
civilized west.

The terrorist mind is an interesting
combination of religious fanaticism,
political manipulation, and social
anger. The nations of Islam have a
religion which does not exclude war
ethics or violence as does the pure
Christian ideology. Throughout the
history of this religion are examples of
the violent destruction of those with
differing beliefs. Indeed, there are
spiritual rewards for one who dies
while killing an enemy of Islam.

This religious fervor has been used
to the advantage of communist pro-
pagandists to direct it in anger at
western nations. The communists have
managed to befriend and motivate this

violence to serve their ends of social
destabilization in a world-wide barrage
of bombings, murders, and other
crimes. Every time a bomb explodes in
western Europe, the fires of fear are
fed; and the borderline majority is in-
timidated to be less supportive of a
western alliance with a Judeo-Christian
ethic.

Socially the terrorists profess to
represent the terribly oppressed
Palestinians. Every act needs an
idealistic justification. This is theirs: to
fight for a homeland for the Palesti-
nians. But the nobility of their cause,
however true, however justified, loses
its credibility by the immorality of
their actions. And their acts should
always be recognized for exactly what
they are: brutal, immoral, criminal
acts against society and humanity.

With informed concern a Chris~
tian should view the problem of
the Palestinian homeland in the
same light of any homeless peo-
ple and encourage fair and just
solutions.

Terrorism of this kind is not new to
the history of the world. Even in our
own nation, from earliest times, we
have seen this type of terrorism,
motivated by the claims of territory,
religious culture, and outright political
rivalry. Our history is replete with ex-
amples. One notable one is the
300-year struggle between the Spanish
and the Commanche Indians over
Texas. The stories of pillage, torture,
and murder would fill a sadist's wish
book. The Spanish ultimately gave
way to the Mexican government,
which was equally unsuccessful. The
Puritans tried—with different motiva-
tions—to provide reservations with
food, protection, and diplomacy with
the Commanches, But eventually even
the Puritans realized that they were let-
ting their ideology be manipulated
against them by the clever Comman-

ches. The early Texas Rangers were the
first to effectively deal with them and
finally were forced to exterminate the
tribe.

In the present confrontations a
political solution might be to find a
homeland for the Palestinians. Take
away the excuse, the source of the pas-
sion, from the terrorists. I recently had
dinner with four natives of Africa,
among them two missionaries and a
former Peace Corps worker. They
pointed out that we have lost most of
our allies in Africa and the Middle East
because those nations perceive of
America’s support of Israel as an at-
tack upon their religion, their culture,
and their sovereignty. Our friendship
with Israel has cost us the support of
an entire region, including much of a
continent. America should consider
the implications in a new light and be
willing to form new relationships in
that unstable region.

The Christian response is yet dif-
ferent. The individual Christian must
follow the tenets of love, peace, obe-
dience, and justice. But what should a
Christian do if he is the hostage on an
airplane at the mercy of a wild-eyed
fanatic? Will the Christian kill? At
what point should the Christian take
action? To protect this friend? To pro-
tect his child or wife? To save his own
life? What is the role of the Christian in
encouraging prevention or revenge?
Should he or she support acts of war
upon a nation which sponsors ter-
rorism? These are very emotional and
personal questions.

I believe that the Christian, first of
all, should make the effort to become
informed about the root issues. With
such informed concern he or she
should view the problem of the Palesti-
nian homeland in the same light of any
homeless people and encourage fair
and just solutions. The Christian
should also recognize the historical
violence and oppression which colors
the attitudes of those peoples. The
Christian should recognize immorality,
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violence, and murder and should stand
up to these with courage, prayerfully
asking God’'s guidance in every act.
The Christian should live a life of faith
and confidence in God. It is not the
role of a true believer to cower in fear
of the possible actions of wicked or
suffering people. The Christian is to be
a tower of strength, confidence, and an
example of the goodness of our
Saviour,

Innocence Lost

Let us, then, as Christians not be
manipulated by political propaganda
into hatred or emotional tirades
against wicked humanity. Qurs is the
role of peace-makers, teachers, people
willing to find solutions, not people

obsessed with destroying other persons
or nations. But this does not demand
that the Christian weakly ignore or
bow down to sin. Our strength is in
our faith and our confidence in God.
No terrorist act can compete with that,

Speakers Of A Word For April: Ben B. Boothe is President of the Western Na-
tional Park in Fort Worth, Texas. John Smith is Minister of the Vandelia
Church of Christ in Lubbock, Texas. Diana Caillouet is a marriage and family
counselor in Bowling Green, Kentucky.

By John Smith

Picture a street; ah, no, picture two
streets running parallel, Between them
is an alley. Now, on either side of this
alley, facing in opposite directions, are
two rows of houses. Have you got
that? Now here's the hard part. One of
the houses is missing. That space,
where the house is missing, is called a
vacant lot, because, dearly beloved, it
has no house.

This vacant lot has become the
playground of all the neighborhood
children. Tag, hide and seek, kick the
can, fox and goose, and yes even the
national pastime, baseball, are all
played on this lot.

Ore fine fall afternoon about ten
boys were gathered for a baseball
game. You must see them: ranging in
age from nine or ten to twelve or thir-
teen, wearing old black sneakers or go-
ing barefoot. Their t-shirts were dirty
from the days’ play and their blue jeans
(it was before the advent of Levis) were
worn, patched, or out at the knees.
Their equipment consisted of a single
baseball whose cover had long since
disappeared and had been replaced by
black electrical tape wound carefully
round and round the strings of the ball.
There was one bat, long since broken.
It had three wooden screws holding it
together and it too was taped. The
bases were either newspapers or rags
held in place by rocks. Pitcher's hands
were out and so was right field.

The game was hotly contested; the
lead had see-sawed back and forth. No
major league contest was ever played
with more intensity. 1 was pitching.
My friend David Moody, a year and a
half younger than I, was on the other
team. David was not a very good
player.

At some point late in the game
David came to bat, He hadn't been on

20

base all day. He had struck out, pop-
ped up, hit to right field, or found
some new, creative way to make an
out, very consistently. As I said, he
was my friend. We had grown up
together. His folks and mine had gone
to church together time out of mind.
They even went to dinner and played
pinochle together. His older sisters
were my sister’s best friends.

Although the game was close, we
were in the lead and I felt very
benevolent toward David. I gave him a
nice soft pitch right down the middle,
David promptly took advantage of my
kindness and smacked the ball across
the street right into Mrs. Owen’s rose
bushes. He got all the way to second
base. Maybe that's where the trouble
started. [ was hurt that he took advan-
tage of my benevolence,

A couple of plays later another boy
got a hit and David decided to further
impress his teammates and score. It
was a mistake. He was a very slow
runner. My job as pitcher was to cover
home plate. I had the ball, waiting to
tag him out, fifteen feet before he ever
got there, He knew he didn't stand a
chance, but he decided to try the only
option left to him. He charged me and
that was another mistake. 1 was a
whole head taller, thirty pounds
heavier, and [ saw him coming. As I
said, I guess it started when he hit my
pitch so hard. I had the ball in my
glove; and when he dove at me, head
first, I just stepped back and as he flew
by I hit him right in the face with my
glove.

It sort of stunned him at first, but |
could tell he was real upset. Everybody
hooting at him didn’t help, but he
made another decision worse than the
first. He decided to fight. I just made
fun of it at first. When he tried to hit

me, | just ducked or warded off his
blows. He really got mad then. I guess
he sort of went crazy and I couldn’t
stop him from hitting me some and I
started to get upset myself, I pleaded
with him to stop but he was like a
human tornado by that time. Finally
he hung a real good right—right in my
ear—and [ got mad, really mad. [ hit
him on the nose and knocked him
down. Then I jumped on him, pinned
his arms to the ground with my knees,
and proceeded to slap his face with my
open hand. Back and forth, back of
my hand, palm of my hand, I slapped
him. The other boys had made a circle
around us and were yelling encourage-
ment to both of us-—which wasn't
much help to either of us.

When [ began to come to myself,
when the light of reason began to filter
through my red brain, I looked down
and saw the face of my friend, David
Moody. It was covered with blood
from his nose and mouth, I was ab-
solutely horrified by what I was doing.
It was against everything I had ever
been taught. I was not by nature a bul-
ly and normally avoided fights of any
kind. I didn't even like to watch.

[ jumped up and I began to run. I
raced down the alley into an intersec~
ting alley, down it to the street, across
the street and into another vacant lot
which was across from my house, 1
was so overcome by the course of
events that I knelt there and began to
cry.

I hadn't realized that David had been
following me. Bent on vengeance, he
now came to where [ was and found
me crying. He put his arms around me
and he too began to cry as though his
heart would break.

Picture it if you will, two boys, one
eleven, the other twelve, arms around
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each other, crying in a vacant lot.
Their first real dawning consciousness
of wrongdoing, of having violated
some sacred injunction. True to their
teaching, their heritage, they begged
forgiveness. They made a pact, as boys
will, to be forever friends and never
allow anything to separate them.

The pact worked. They never fought

sorry to say that it wasn't due to their
fidelity or their characters. David
Moody died one month later in a
drowning accident. I remember his
funeral and I remember thinking when
the preacher was talking that he didn't
know David very well; and | wished
they would let me talk because I could
have told them something that would
have made their hearts glad. I rejoice

forgiven.

At some point we all come to realize
the need for forgiveness. Something is
wrong--some ancient code has been
violated and that violation leaves me
condemned, convicted, I can never be
at ease again, for that feeling,
sometimes sharp and clear, sometimes
dull, remote, will not leave me. I can
be forgiven, but I will never again be

again or even had cross words. I'm today that David and I parted innocent.
Forever In Diapers? By Diana Caillouet
If it were not such a common occur- healthy, mature Christians? The  self-centeredness prevalent in the af-

rence, the process of growth could
easily be classified as miraculous. Qur
first concepts about growth generally
develop in response to observations
made in the physical realm. Parents
carefully measure the height and
weight of their babies and are quick to
respond if growth doesn’t come as ex-
pected. Because it lends itself to visual
evaluation, physical growth is easily
comprehended.

Spiritual growth, on the other hand,
is much more difficult to assess. The
task of stimulating, maintaining, and
measuring spiritual growth is a
nebulous one for most of us. Often we
are at a loss for a starting point from
which we can make evaluations about
our own spiritual growth or that of the

Unless the church wants to
become a giant play-pen for
diapered Christians, it must
develop insight into the process
of spiritual growth.

church. Qur assessment of church
growth generally involves counting the
number of people on the church roster.
If the numbers increase dramatically,
we say that the church has grown
tremendously. Maybe all we've done is
add fifty new babies to the 200
spiritual babies already on the roll, but
some congregations show little interest
in the process of spiritual life beyond
birth.

Unless the church wants to become a
giant play-pen for diapered Christians,
it must develop insight into the process
of spiritual growth., Otherwise, how
can it nurture spiritual babes into

miracle of spiritual growth has God as
its source (1 Cor. 3:6), but the church
is essential in providing an environ-
ment which is conducive to the growth
of its members. In the physical realm, a
colony of babies left to provide for
their own needs would face certain
death; so it is in the spiritual realm.

How can the church assess its
growth? J.C. Ortiz in his book Disciple
offered three suggestions. First, listen
carefully to the public prayers and con-
sider the spiritual reality which they
reflect. Do we find a significant
number of our members praying the
same prayers over and over again? Are
the prayers filled with cliches and
catch-phrases which may reflect little
personal thought about the words be-
ing used? Do young Christians and
“mature” Christians appear to be at
similar levels in their prayer lives? If
so, some steps need to be taken to
develop maturity in prayer.

Second, take a close look at the
music utilized during worship. Is our
music an overflowing expression of the
experience of our hearts or a mean-
ingless repetition of the praise of our
forefathers? Every generation of Chris-
tians develops a relationship with the
Lord which is tempered by a changing
cultural setting. Surely, growing chur-
ches will display a propensity for
developing new songs of praise which
reflect meanings relevant to this age.
A steady diet of music written by and
for other generations of Christians
quite likely reflects a church in which
growth is stunted and praise on the lips
stirs little feeling in the heart.

Third, carefully evaluate the trait of

fairs of the church. Selfishness is a
serious detriment to spiritual growth
because at its root is an under-
developed value system which is not
grounded in reality. The selfish person
or church does not have a base from
which to make wise choices. For exam-
ple, if you offer a toddler a candy bar
or a check for a million dollars, he will
choose the candy bar every time! The
choice of the candy bar is absolutely
ludicrous when one considers how
much a million dollars would buy, but
we all know that a baby doesn’t know
any better because he hasn't developed

Selfishness is a serious detri-
ment to spiritual growth
because at its roots is an under-
developed value system which
is not grounded in reality.

the capability to recognize and com-
pare values, Before we laugh too much
about the baby’s ignorance, we must
ask ourselves how many of us have
ever chosen cars, homes, money, or
careers, over the immeasurable riches
of the kingdom of God?

God’s vision for the church clearly
involves growth, not just in numbers,
but in spirit (Col. 2:19). Some churches
are needlessly preoccupied with warm-
ing bottles and changing diapers for
demanding babies. In 1 Corinthians
14:20, Paul exhorts: “Brethren, do not
be children in thinking, be babes in
evil, but in thinking be mature.” The
choice is ours to make. We may press
forward toward new levels of spiritual
development or remain forever in
diapers.
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