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"GOD, THE STRANGER"

The passage from Job which was read a few minutes ago reveals a
sad and forlorn human being, born into a world he could not understand,
the victim of circumstances he could not control. Job had sought to
live a good life, he had not consciously transgressed what he believed
to be the moral order. Yet he and his loved ones suffered pain and
anguish for no known reason. If anyone could have echoed the words of
A. E. Housman with meaning, it would have been Job:

"And how am I to face the odds
Of man's bedevilment and God's?

I, a stranger and afraid
In a world I never made."

In the midst of it all, Job utters that very human cry for God
that many of us have uttered in our own hearts in our hours of greatest
need,

"Oh, that I knew where I might find Him."

One of the old Hasidic Rabbis told his disciples a similar story.
"Imagine someone who has been expelled from his country. He arrives at
a place where he has no friends, no relatives; and the customs, and the
tongue of the land are unfamiliar to him. Naturally, he feels lonely,
terribly lonely. Suddenly he sees another stranger, who like him, has
no one to turn to—no place to go. The two strangers meet and become
acquainted, they talk and for awhile walk the streets together. With
some measure of luck, they may even become friends. This is true of
God and man; they are two strangers who try to become friends."

There is probably no one of us who has not had some such experience.
When life is good, when all goes well, we take God for granted. We
assume He is there. We take it as established that He loves and cares

for us, but then comes the day of testing when we need resources beyond
our own. We turn to God, but He is not there, or if He is, we meet as
strangers.

One of my favorite philosophers was a psychologist, a professor
at Harvard, William James. James once wrote these words,

"I have no living sense of commerce with God; I envy
those who have; for I know the addition of such a sense
would help me immensely. The Divine for my active life is
limited to abstract concepts, which as ideals, interest and
determine me, but do so faintly in comparison with what a
feeling of God might affect if I had one...Now, although I
am so devoid of (the consciousness of God) in the directer
and stronger sense, there is something in me which makes
response when I hear utterances made from that lead by
others. I recognize the deeper voice. Something tells me,
♦Thither lies truth1...Call this, if you like, my mystical
germ."








