
January 30, 1983
Acts 16:19-28 Norman S. Ream

"WHO'S RESPONSIBLE?"

Near the end of the 18th century, there lived two brothers, named
Zusia and Elimelekh. They were near in age and strongly resembled each
other. Being Hassidic Jews meant they were very orthodox in their re
ligious lives and both extremely devout.

One night, while the brothers were still leading an anonymous and
peripatetic existence, they were stranded at a little village inn where
a wedding was being celebrated.

Excited by the wine and the noise, a band of ruffians, eager for
new distractions, decided to have some fun with the two uninvited guests
huddled in the dark corner behind the hearth. For no particular reason,
Zusia was the one they grabbed. They made him dance and twirl and
stumble and let their blows rain on him before finally letting him go.
An hour later, they repeated the process and so it went until late, late
into the night.

"Why does it have to be you, always you?" whispered Elimilekh.

"Such is the will of God", Zusia groaned weakly.

"I have an idea. Let us change places. They are too drunk to
notice. You'll see, next time they'll take me—you'll be able to rest."

But he was wrong, for at this very moment, one of the drunkards
cried out: "There are two of them and it's always the same one we
honor with our company. That's not good, that's not right. Let's take
a look at the other one..."

Later, Zusia told his brother: "You see? It's not up to us; we
are powerless. Everything is written."

Zusia was not the only person who has ever held that thought. I am
persuaded that most of us have, from time to time, entertained it. If
not everything, then many things, we are convinced, are destined by the
providence of God and there is little, if anything, we can do about it.
All things, or at least many things, are completely out of our control.

We are hearing a good deal more of this philosophy today than we
used to hear. In our country, up to the beginning of the 20th century,
we had prevalent a much different philosophy which held that man could
pretty much become what he wanted to become and do pretty much what he
wanted to do. He was the captain of his fate and the master of his own
destiny. Every mother believed her son could become, one day, the presi
dent of the United States. Today, some mothers, I would imagine, pray
that such a horrible fate may never befall their son—or their daughter.

Today, however, we also have an increasingly large number of people
who have been convinced that they are not responsible for what they are
and for what they do. Society is responsible. God is responsible.








