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Who was Wilhelm Busch?

Almost unknown in English-speaking countries, Wilhelm Busch
was one of the most well-known and popular evangelists in
Germany in the years before and after the Second World War. His
direct, frank, and personal way of preaching biblical truth attracted
thousands of people who flocked to hear him.

Wilhelm Busch was convinced that the message of the Gospel is
the most extraordinary message of all times. His sermons and
writings, in which he forcefully but simply presents the biblical
answer to modern man's most pertinent questions, can be appre-
ciated by the young and old alike, the rich and the poor, the well-
educated and the man in the street.

Born in Wuppertal-Elberfeld, Germany, in the year 1897, Wilhelm
Busch spent his youth in Frankfurt-on-Main, where he pursued and
finished his secondary school studies.

Busch served in the German army during the First World War.
Though still young, he held the rank of lieutenant. There on the
battle-field, he met the living Saviour and gave his life to God. This
decisive step was to change the course of his own life and to
influence the lives of many thousands in years to come.

When the war was over, Wilhelm Busch studied theology at
Tübingen, after which he entered the ministry and served as pastor
in the Lutheran Church first at Bielefeld, then in a mining area, and
at last in the city of Essen. He was pastor and youth leader there
until the time of his death. But throughout his entire ministry, he
travelled extensively in all of Germany and other European coun-
tries, preaching God's Word everywhere.

Because he adopted the strong uncompromising position of the
German Confessing Church against the intrigues of the Third
Reich in the life of the Church, and dared to proclaim his faith
openly, Busch was imprisoned several times by the Nazis.

At the end of the Second World War, Wilhelm Busch once again
took up his travels as an itinerant evangelist. And in 1966, after
several decades of incessant labours, the Lord called his servant
to himself.
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Why do I need Jesus?

God, yes; but why Jesus?

I am an old pastor. I have worked all my life in big cities. Year in and
year out the same questions keep on coming up. There are
heartfelt questions like, "How can God allow that?" And there are
some old chestnuts like, "Who was Cain's wife?" But the question
that people seem to throw at me the most readily is this one:
"Pastor, you are always talking about Jesus. You are a fanatic! It
doesn't matter what religion you have. What counts is to have
respect for holy things."

That is as clear as daylight, isn't it? Goethe, who came from
Frankfurt as I do, said something similar: "Feelings are everything;
the name is only noise and smoke... " Whether we speak of Allah,
of Buddha, of fate or of "the Supreme Being" is of no importance
whatsoever. Believing in something is what counts. Wanting to
specify your beliefs is fanaticism. Isn't that what most people think?
I remember a middle-aged lady saying to me once, "Pastor, you
bore us with your talk about Jesus. Didn't he say, 'In my Father's
house are many rooms'? Everyone shall find a place!" My friends,
that is a very serious mistake.

I was in Berlin one day, at the Tempelhofer Feld Airport. Before
boarding the plane, we had to go through Passport Control. In front
of me was a big man, massively built, with an enormous travelling-
rug tucked under his arm. He thrust his passport at the customs
officer. "One moment!" said the officer. "Your passport has
expired!" "Come on! Don't be so fussy," the man retorted. "The
main thing is to have a passport." "That's where you're wrong!"
declared the officer. "The main thing is to have a passport that is
valid."

The same holds true of faith. The fact of believing - of believing in
any old thing - is not what matters in the end. Because everyone in
his own way believes something. Someone said to me the other
day, "I believe I can make a good stew out of two pounds of beef."
Well, that is belief - of a kind! What matters is not to have just any
kind of faith, but to have the true faith, a faith which enables you to
live when all around becomes dark, which supports you when you



risk falling into temptation, and which helps you face death. Death
is a good test of the genuineness of your faith. Will yours stand the
test?

Now there is only one true faith. One only which enables us to
live and to die worthily. It is faith in the Lord Jesus Christ, the Son of
God. It is true that Jesus said: "In my Father's house are many
rooms." But he also said that there is only one door by which to
enter: "I am the gate; whoever enters through me will be saved."

Jesus is the door. I know very well that people do not want to
hear that. They are willing to discuss God for hours, to exchange
bright ideas about what he might be like. But Jesus cannot be a
subject for discussion.

I repeat: it is only faith in Jesus, the Son of God, which can save
us and enable us to live and die in peace.

I realized just how ridiculous this seems to some people when I
was walking through the city of Essen one day. I met two men, most
likely miners, standing on the pavement. One of them greeted me,
"Hello, Pastor!" When I was nearer, I asked him, "Do you know
me?" He began to laugh and said to his companion, "This is Pastor
Busch! A nice fellow!" I thanked him. "Yes, a nice fellow," he
repeated, "but he's crazy!" I was indignant and shouted rather
heatedly, "What? Crazy? How can you say such a thing?" But he
said again, "Pastor Busch! A nice fellow! Only, he never stops
talking about Jesus." I was delighted. "My friend, I'm not crazy!" I
said. "A hundred years from now, you will be in eternity. The only
thing that will matter then will be whether or not you have known
Jesus. That is what determines whether you will be in heaven or
hell. Tell me, do you know Jesus?" With a laugh, he turned to the
other miner, "You see, there he goes again!"

And that is exactly what I want to do now. There is a verse in the
Bible which will serve as a spring-board. It goes like this: "He who
has the Son (of God) has life." You may have heard about Jesus in
Sunday School, but that does not mean that you have him. "He
who has the Son of God" - listen carefully! - "has life" - beginning
now and for eternity! "He who does not have the Son of God does
not have life. " It is the Word of God which says so. You know the old
proverb: "A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush !" Well - in your
own interest - 1 would like to persuade you to accept Jesus Christ
and to put your life into his hands. Because without him life can be
really wretched.

But why does only Jesus count? Why is faith in him the only true
faith? May I be more personal? I would like to tell you why / need
Jesus and why / believe in him.

10



1. Jesus reveals God to us

When someone says to me, "I believe in God, but why do I need
Jesus?" my reply is that that is nonsense! God is a hidden God.
Without Jesus we can know absolutely nothing about him.

Men can invent their own god, to be sure; there's "the good
Lord" who won't let a decent chap down as long as he doesn't
drink more than five pints of beer a day! But that is not God! Allah,
Buddha - these are only projections of our desires. But God?
Without Jesus we would know nothing about him. Jesus re-
veals him. In the person of Jesus, God came to us.

Imagine a dense blanket of fog. Behind this is God. As men
cannot live without him, they set about searching for him. They try
to penetrate the fog. That is what the different religions do. Through
them, men attempt to find God. But they all have this in common:
they have all gone astray in the fog and have not been able to
discover God.

God is a hidden God. The Jewish prophet Isaiah understood
this. That is why he cried out, "We cannot reach you. Oh, that you
would rend the heavens and come down." And the amazing thing
is this: God heard that cry! He tore through the blanket of fog and
came down to us - in the person of Jesus Christ. In the fields of
Bethlehem, when the choir of angels sang, "A Saviour has been
born to you. Glory to God in the highest!" - God had come to us.
And now Jesus says to us, "He who has seen me has seen the
Father." Without Jesus I would know nothing whatever about God.
He is the only person from whom I can gain a sure knowledge of
God. How can anyone even dare do say, "I can do without Jesus"?

2. Jesus is the liberating love of God

Some time ago I was interviewed by a journalist. When he asked
me why I held meetings like the one we were at, I replied, "I do it
because I fear that people will go to hell!" "Come off it," he said
smiling. "There is no such place as hell!" Thereupon, I said to him,
"We shall see. In a hundred years you'll know whether it is you or
the Word of God which is right. Tell me," I asked, "have you ever
been afraid of God?" "What!" he exclaimed, "no one needs to be
afraid of the good Lord!" "My friend," I said, "you haven't got the
slightest idea what it's all about. If you had the right concept of God,
you'd know that nothing is more terrible than the holy and just God,
the judge of our sins. Do you think he'll overlook your faults? You
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speak of 'the good Lord'. The Bible speaks of him differently: 'It is a
dreadful thing to fall into the hands of the living God.'"

Have you ever been afraid of God? If not, then you haven't even
begun to perceive the awful reality of the holiness of God and the
terrible reality of your sin. But if you have, you won't be long in
asking, "How can I stand before God?" I believe that the greatest
folly of our age is that we no longer fear the wrath of God. When a
nation ceases to take the living God and his wrath against sin
seriously, this is a symptom of a dreadful hardening.

Professor Karl Heim once told me about a trip he made to China.
In Peking, he was driven to the top of a mountain where there was
an altar called "the altar of heaven". His guide told him that on "the
night of reconciliation", hundreds of thousands of people used to
walk up the mountain, each one bearing a lantern. Then the
emperor would climb up to the top - this was before the revolution -
and offer a sacrifice of reconciliation for his people. Professor Heim
remarked, "These pagans knew what the wrath of God is, and
understood that man needs to be reconciled to him."

And the cultivated Westerner thinks that he can casually talk of
"the good Lord" and that God will be happy as long as people give
their offering without grumbling! It is time we began to fear God
again! For we have all sinned. Yes, all of us.

Once we have learned to fear God again, we shall be asking,
"How can we escape the wrath of God? Who will deliver us?" It is
then that our eyes will open and we shall understand that Jesus is
the liberating love of God. "God wants all men to be saved." But he
cannot save us at the expense of justice. God cannot turn a blind
eye to sin. It is for this reason he gave his Son for the salvation and
reconciliation of the world.

Come with me to Jerusalem. On the outskirts of the city is a hill.
Thousands of people are gathered there. High above the heads of
the crowd are three crosses. The man on the cross at the left is, like
us, a sinner. So is the one on the right. But look at the man in the
middle. He is none other than the Son of the living God.

O sacred Head once wounded,
With grief and pain weigh'd down,
How scornfully surrounded
With thorns, Thine only crown!
How pale art Thou with anguish,
With sore abuse and scorn!
How does that visage languish,
Which once was bright as morn.
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Why is he nailed to a cross? Because this cross is the altar of
God! And Jesus is the Lamb of God who bears the sin of the world
and reconciles us to God.

Until you have found Jesus, the wrath of God rests upon you,
even if you don't know it, even if you deny it. Only the person who
comes to Jesus can enjoy the peace of God. "The punishment that
brought us peace was upon him."

Allow me to use an illustration. During the First World War, I
served as a gunner. Our guns had shields on each side. One day
we found ourselves positioned in the front line without a single
infantry bataillon in sight. And it was on that particular day we were
attacked by tanks! A hail of bullets from the enemy lines rained on
our gun shields, but the armour-plating was so thick that we were
sheltered behind them. And I thought at that moment, "If I simply
stuck out my hand, it would be riddled with bullets - and I would
bleed to death. But here, behind the shield, I am safe."

This portrays just what Jesus means to me. I know that without
Jesus I would be destroyed by the judgement of God. Without
Jesus, no matter what I did, I could never have peace of heart.
Without Jesus, I could not die without terrible anguish. Without
Jesus, I would be walking straight towards eternal damnation.

And eternal damnation does exist, without a shadow of a doubt.
Wait a little while, and you will see that what the Bible says is true!

But if I find shelter behind the cross of Jesus, I am as safe as I
was behind that armour-plating. I can know for certain that he is my
redeemer, my Saviour. Yes, Jesus is the liberating love of God.

Listen to me carefully. God wants all men to be saved. For this
reason, he gave his Son for your salvation, for your reconciliation
with himself. Do not rest until you have obtained this peace from
God, this salvation!

Why do I need Jesus?

3. Jesus is the only one who can solve life's greatest problem

Do you know what life's greatest problem is? For older people it
might seem to be their bladder or kidney complaint! Or for young
people, their girlfriend or boyfriend. Everyone has a problem. But,
believe me, the greatest problem in life is our guilt before God.

For many years I worked among young people. And I was always
on the lookout for new illustrations to help them understand this
truth. I would like to use one of these pictures again. Imagine that
from birth we carry a heavy iron collar around our necks. Suppose
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that each time I commit a sin a link is soldered on to it. I have an
impure thought: a link is added. I am nasty to my mother: and
another link is added. I speak evil of another person: and another
link is added. I spend a day without praying, acting as if God did not
exist: a new link is added. I am dishonest, I tell lies: and one more
link is added.

Try to imagine the length of the chain we drag behind us - the
chain of our guilt. Though this chain cannot be seen, our guilt is
nonetheless very real.

In fact, it is enormous. And we drag it with us everywhere we go. I
have often wondered why people are not more happy and satis-
fied. Things are not going too badly. It seems as though they have
every reason to be happy. But they are not. And they cannot be
because they are weighed down by the heavy chain of their guilt.
Now no one can relieve them of it, not even a pastor, or a priest, or
an angel. God himself cannot simply take it off, for he is just: "A
man reaps what he sows."

But there is Jesus. He is the only one who can resolve life's
greatest problem, because he died for our sins. By dying, he the
just for us the unjust, Jesus has atoned for our sins. That is why he
is able to free us from the chain of our guilt - and he alone is able to
do so. I can say by experience that it is a real deliverance to know
that our sins have been forgiven. It is the greatest liberation that
one can experience. And it not only transforms our life, but also our
death. You elderly people will understand this; it is one thing to die
and to know that your sins are forgiven, and it is another thing to
enter eternity with all the weight of your wrong-doing. It is a
sobering and dreadful thing to think about.

I know many people who have claimed throughout their whole
lives that they are good, that they do what is right. But one day they
will die and will have to let go of the last friendly hand, only to
discover that their life's boat is being swept along by the current of
eternity to meet God. They can take nothing with them: not their
little house, nor their bank account. Nothing, except their guilt. This
is the way they will go to appear before God! How terrifying! But
this is the lot of humanity. You may say, "That's how all men die.
That's all there is to it." My friends, you need not die like this. Jesus
offers forgiveness of sins. It is the greatest liberation that you could
possibly experience. And it is possible right now.

I was eighteen when I learned from experience what forgiveness
of sins means. My chain was broken and fell off.

Then, as the hymn says: "My heart was free. I rose, went forth,
and followed thee!"
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My wish is that you too might hearken to these words of life. Draw
near to Jesus today. He is waiting for you. And say to him, "My life
is a big mess. I've made so many mistakes. I've never wanted to
admit it. On the contrary, I 've always spoken highly of myself. Now I
bring you all my mistakes. And I want to believe that your blood can
take away my guilt."

In the seventeenth century, a man by the name of John Bunyan
lived in England. He spent many long years in prison on account of
his faith. Some things never change! After the Word of God, the
next most stable thing in the world is prison! There in his prison cell,
Bunyan wrote a marvellous book which is still relevant today - The
Pilgrim's Progress. In it, he compared the life of a Christian to a
journey full of adventures and snares. The book begins like this: A
man living in the City of Destruction is suddenly overcome by
anxiety. He says to himself, "What's wrong? I have no peace and
I'm unhappy. I must get away from here!" He shares his concern
with his wife, but she replies, "Your nerves are on edge. You need a
good rest." But this does him little good. The anxiety persists. Then
one day he says to himself, "It's no use! I must leave this city at all
costs!" And he runs away. After his first few steps, he becomes
conscious of a heavy burden upon his back. He wants to get rid of
it, but he cannot. As he hurries on, his burden becomes heavier.
Before starting on his journey, he had scarcely ever felt the weight
of it. To him it only seemed normal. But as he hurries away from the
City of Destruction, his burden becomes heavier and heavier. At
last he can scarcely put one foot in front of the other. With great
effort, he manages to climb up a mountain path. His burden is
almost unbearable. Then suddenly, at a turning in the path, he
sees a cross before him. Feeling faint, he collapses at the foot of
the cross and clutching it, lifts up his eyes. At this precise moment,
he feels the burden roll off his back and sees it disappear into the
abyss with a loud crash.

This story is a beautiful illustration of what a man experiences
when he draws near to the cross of Jesus Christ.

Upon that Cross of Jesus
Mine eye at times can see
The very dying form of One
Who suffered there for me;
And from my smitten heart, with tears,
Two wonders I confess -
The wonder of His glorious love,
and my own worthlessness.
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I have forgiveness of sins because my Saviour suffered in my
place. The chain of my guilt has been removed. My burden is
gone. Truly, no one but Jesus is able to bestow such a gift: the
forgiveness of our sins.

Why do I need Jesus? I must bring before you yet another
reason why I believe in him.

4. Jesus is the Good Shepherd

At one time or another, everyone feels terribly alone and life seems
terribly empty. Then we suddenly realize this: "Something is
missing in my life. But what?" Let me tell you. You are lacking the
living Saviour!

I have just told you that Jesus died on the cross to atone for our
sins. Take note of this verse: "The punishment that brought us
peace was upon him." After he had died, they laid him in a tomb
which had been cut out of the rock. Then they rolled a heavy slab of
stone before the entrance of the sepulchre. And to be absolutely
sure, the Roman governor set his seal upon it and posted a squad
of Roman soldiers to guard it. I imagine that there were some tough
warriors among them who had fought in all the countries of the
known world: Gaul, Germania, Asia, Africa. Their bodies were
probably badly scarred. On the third day, at dawn, they were all
standing about, their shields on their arms, their spears in their right
hands and their helmets on their heads. A Roman soldier could be
trusted when he was on guard. Now, the Bible says: "An angel of
the Lord... rolled back the stone." And Jesus came out of the
tomb. It was such a terrifying sight that these tough soldiers fainted.
A few hours later, Jesus encountered a poor girl. The Bible says
that Jesus had previously cast seven demons out of her. That
morning, the girl was in tears. Jesus approached her. But she did
not faint! On the contrary, her tears turned to joy as she recognized
the risen Lord and cried out, "Master!" She was comforted
because she knew that Jesus, the Good Shepherd, was living and
that he was near her.

You see, it is for that very reason that I, too, am so keen to have
Jesus. I need someone who will take me by the hand. Life has
dragged me into deep waters. I was thrown into prison by the Nazis
because of my faith. There, at times, I thought, "One step further,
and you will sink into the darkness of insanity - and you will never
be able to escape them." But Jesus drew near to me. And
everything came back to normal again. I can testify to that.
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I spent one night in prison when it seemed that all of hell had
broken loose. There had been an arrival of prisoners who were in
transit to a concentration camp. The people had no hope left.
Among them were both criminals and innocent people - Jews. On
this particular night, it was a Saturday, their hearts were filled with
deep despair. Suddenly they all started screaming at the top of
their voices. You cannot imagine the scene. An entire building filled
with desperate people yelling and banging against the walls and
doors of their cells. The guards fired shots at the ceiling and then,
running from one cell to another, started lashing out left and right.
Sitting in my cell, I said to myself, "It must be like this in hell!" It is
difficult to describe such a scene. But at that exact moment, the
thought came to me, "Jesus! Surely he is here!" Believe me, I have
lived all that I am telling you about. Inside my prison cell, I
whispered softly, very softly, "Jesus! Jesus! Jesus!" And within
three minutes, silence was restored.

Do you understand? I cried out to him. No one but Jesus heard it
- and the demons had to withdraw. Then, although it was strictly
forbidden, I sang in a loud voice:

Jesus, Lover of my soul,
Let me to Thy bosom fly,
While the nearer waters roll,
While the tempest still is high:
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,
Till the storm of life is past;
Safe into the haven guide,
Oh, receive my soul at last!

All the prisoners heard this song. The guards did not breathe a
word, not even when I began to sing the second stanza:

Other refuge have I none
Hangs my helpless soul on Thee;
Leave, oh leave me not alone,
Still support and comfort me:
All my trust on Thee is stayed,
All my help from Thee I bring;
Cover my defenceless head
With the shadow of Thy wing.

My friends, on that occasion, I was able to experience what it
means to have a living Saviour.

17



! have already alluded to the fact that we must all one day pass
through that momentous crisis, death. Someone once reproached
me by saying, "You pastors, you are always frightening people by
talking to them about death." "I have no need to prompt this kind of
fear in anyone," I replied. "We all, by nature, are afraid to die."
What a comfort, at the moment of death, to be able to hold the
Good Shepherd's hand! But people say - and I believe it is true-
"Today, man is less afraid to die than to live. Life is far worse for him
than death." I can assure you, however, my friends, that Jesus will
also help you to live.

There is another story which I must tell you. I have often used it
as an illustration. It is an incredible account, and yet it is true. I got to
know an industrialist in the city of Essen. He was one of those
people who are always good-humoured. He used to say to me,
"Pastor, you are right to encourage young people to live decently.
Here is a gift of 100 marks for your work!" But when I would ask him
where he stood with regard to the faith, he would quickly reply,
"Don't trouble me, Pastor. I've come to my own conclusions about
the world!" He was that kind of person: a good man, but as far from
God as the east is from the west.

One day, I had to take a wedding, which is not always very
pleasant in our big empty churches. The young couple arrived,
accompanied by about ten other people. They were lost in that
huge church. My cheerful industrialist friend was one of the
couple's witnesses. I really felt sorry for the poor man. He was
standing there in elegant morning dress, with his top-hat in his
hand, totally ignorant about how to behave in church. One could
read on his face what he was thinking: "Do I have to kneel? Or
cross myself? I just don't know!" I tried to make him feel at ease by
taking his hat from him and putting it at the side. We then began to
sing a hymn. He hadn't the faintest idea how it went, but at least he
pretended to join in with the others! Just picture him. And yet he
was perfectly at ease in any fashionable circle.

Then, a very extraordinary thing happened. The bride was a
Sunday School teacher, so during the ceremony about thirty young
girls, high up in the gallery, began to sing a hymn for her. With their
sweet, childish voices, they began the first verse:

Saviour, like a shepherd lead us,
Much we need Thy tend'rest care;
In Thy pleasant pastures feed us...

I glanced at my friend and all of a sudden thought, "What is wrong
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with him? Is he going to be ill?" He had broken down. His hands
were covering his face, and he was shaking. My first thought was,
"Something has happened to him! I must call a doctor quickly." But
just then I noticed that he was weeping his heart out. The children
continued to sing:

In Thy pleasant pastures feed us,
For our use Thy folds prepare.
We are Thine: do Thou befriend us,
Be the Guardian of our way;
Keep Thy flock, from sin defend us,
Seek us when we go astray.

And there was this man, this great business man, seated in the
pew, weeping.

Suddenly I understood what had happened. He must have said
to himself, "These children have something that I don't have: a
Good Shepherd. I am a poor lonely man, a lost man!"

And you too, whoever you may be, man or woman, you will not
get very far if you cannot say with these children: "I am happy to
belong to the Lord Jesus' flock, to have him as Saviour and as
Shepherd." No, you will not get very far. So why not take that vital
decision which will enable you to make these words your own?

Why have I believed in Jesus Christ? Because he is the Good
Shepherd, the best Friend, my living Saviour.

Why do I need Jesus? I would like to point out one last reason:

5. Jesus is the Prince of Life

Many years ago, I organized a camp in the forest of Bohemia. After
the young people had left, I had to wait a whole day for someone to
come and pick me up by car. I spent the night in an old hunting
lodge which, in days gone by, had belonged to a king. At the time,
its only inhabitant was a forest-ranger. The building was half in
ruins. There was no electricity. But there was an immense living
room, with a fireplace in which a small fire had been lit. The ranger
put an oil lamp on the table and bade me good night. Outside the
storm was howling. The rain came pouring down through the fir
trees around the house. It was an ideal place for a good mystery
story.

Now, just on that particular evening, I had nothing with me to
read. And then I discovered a little book on the edge of the
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fireplace. I began to glance through it by the glimmer of the oil lamp.
Never had I read anything so terrifying. In its pages, a doctor was
pouring out his anger against death. Page after page, there were
passages like this: "O Death, the worst enemy of the human race!
I struggled a whole week to snatch one human life out of your claws
and just when I thought I had pulled him through, you stood up at
his bedside and seized him with a sneer- and it was all of no use.
Heal men as I might, I know that when you arrive with your skeleton
hand, the struggle is in vain. 0 Death, you are a deceiver, an
enemy!" He gave vent like this to his implacable hatred of death on
every single page.

Then came the worst passage: "O Death, full stop, exclamation
mark!" I quote him precisely: "Curse! If only you were just an
exclamation mark! But when I gaze at you, you turn into a question
mark. And I wonder whether or not you are a full stop! If not, then
what? 0 Death, abominable question mark!"

That's where you can get to! But I can assure you that all is not
finished with death. Jesus, who knew all about it, said, "Broad is
the road that leads to destruction... and narrow the road that leads
to life." Our lot is decided here on earth. That is why I am glad to
have a Saviour who gives life here and now - who is life and who
leads to life. For this reason I love to preach this message to others.

During the First World War, we fought for weeks near Verdun at
the time when one of the worst battles was raging. There were
heaps of dead bodies between the two enemy lines. And I have
never in all my life been able to drive the sickly smell of those
bodies out of my nostrils. Every time I stand at a war memorial, I
can smell that stench of Verdun, that reek of dead bodies. And
every time I say to myself, "In a hundred years' time, none of us
shall be here any longer," that same horrible smell of death makes
me gasp. Can't you smell it, too?

But in this mortal world, there is one who rose from the dead! And
he says to us, "I live, and you shall live also! Believe in me! Come to
me! Turn to me! Enter into my kingdom! And I will lead you to life."

Isn't that marvellous? How can you live in this mortal world
without this Saviour who is life and who leads to eternal life?

A few days ago, I read an old letter which Professor Karl Heim
had had printed. It was written by a Christian soldier who fell in
Russia during the Second World War. The letter reads something
like this: "What is happening around us is atrocious. When the
Russians fire their rockets, we are panic-stricken. And such cold!
And all this snow! It is terrible. But I have no fear! If I were to die, it
would be wonderful. In one leap, I would enter into glory. The
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turmoil would be over - I would see my Lord face to face and be
enshrouded in his brightness. No, I would not mind dying here on
the battle-field." And that is exactly what happened to him a short
time later. I could not help but think, when I read this letter, what an
amazing thing it was that a young man hadn 't the least fear of dying
simply because he knew Jesus.

Yes, Jesus is the Prince of Life. And he gives to his own the
assurance of eternal life.

On the annual Church Day in Leipzig one year, there was a
reception at the Town Hall. All the important people of the city and
the dignitaries of the Church were gathered there together. The
speeches were as non-commital as possible to avoid stepping on
one another's toes. Heinrich Giesen, who was at the time general-
secretary of the Church Day, was to bring the ceremony to a close.
I can still see him standing up and saying, "You ask us, gentlemen,
what kind of people we are? I shall tell you in one short sentence.
We are people who pray: 'My Lord, make me holy so that I may go
to heaven!'" Then he sat down. It was startling indeed to see how
such a simple declaration had deeply upset those who were
present.

Years ago, a Christian poet wrote this prayer:

Oh, let me see Thy footmarks,
And in them plant mine own;
My hope to follow duly
Is in Thy strength alone.
Oh, guide me, call me, draw me,
Uphold me to the end;
And then in heaven receive me,
My Saviour and my Friend!

My desire is that you, too, may in this way continue your journey
through this world.

Why do you need Jesus? Because everything, absolutely every-
thing, depends on your relationship with him!
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What is life alt about?

Everything revolves around this question: What is life all about?
What is the meaning of my life?

I received a phone call one day from a industrial tycoon of the city
of Essen. He was very upset. "Pastor, please come right away!" In
a flash I was on my way and when I arrived was greeted with these
words, "My son has killed himself!"

I knew this young man. He was a student. He had everything one
could wish for in life: he was young, rich and handsome, in perfect
health, had his own car, and had never been mixed up in any shady
business. And it was this young man who had just put a bullet
through his head! He left these few lines to explain his act: "I have
no reason to continue living any longer. So I am putting an end to
my life. It has no meaning whatsoever." Isn't this a staggering
declaration?

The question as to what life is all about is of great importance. It
is all the more important because we have only one life to live.
Have you ever thought of the personal consequences of this fact?
Only one life to live!

When I was a school boy, I was not very good in arithmetic. My
teacher couldn't understand my way of finding the solution to
problems. When I had finished my homework, he would mark my
exercise-book with red ink to show how little he appreciated my
talent for finding wrong answers. When an exercise-book was
completely covered in red, I would throw it away, sometimes even
before it was full. Then I would buy another one. This one would be
nice and new... and clean! So I could begin afresh.

Wouldn't it be wonderful if we could do this with our lives?
Believe me, millions of human beings at death's door have had to
confess, "If only I could start all over again! I would do things
altogether differently." We can buy a new exercise-book and start
all over again, but we cannot do so with our lives. We have only one
life to live. How terrible to spoil it by using it in the wrong way. We
have only one life to live. If we have lost it, we have lost it for
eternity. What I have to say must be taken seriously. It is a matter of
life and death!

This morning a large herd of cows passed by the hotel where I
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am staying. I thought, "Those cows are lucky. They don't have to
ask why they're in this world. For them it's clear: they're here to give
milk and when they can't give any more, they provide meat." Do
you understand what I mean? An animal does not have to question
what life is all about. That is the difference between man and
animal. Unfortunately, large numbers of people live - and die -
without having ever asked themselves, "What is the real purpose
of my life?" There is no difference between them and animals. A
man will never be a real man until he has asked himself, "What is
life all about? Why am I a man? What is the purpose of my life?"

1. Superficial and thoughtless answers

What is the purpose of my life? A whole series of superficial and
thoughtless answers can be given to this question. Many years
ago, I heard them all at the same time. It was in 1936 during the
Third Reich. Some students from Münster, in Westphalia, had
asked me to come and hold a discussion group with them on the
theme: What is the purpose of my life? They made it clear to me
from the start that they did not want a sermon but an open
discussion on the subject. "All right," I said to them, "I'll let you
begin. What is the purpose of our life? Why are we on earth?"

As the Nazis were in power at the time of this meeting, it was
natural that one young man should stand up and declare, "I live for
my people. It's a bit like the leaf and the tree. The leaf is nothing,
the tree is everything. I live for my people."

"That may be so," I answered him, "but tell me: why is the tree
there, for what purpose does it exist? And the people, why do they
exist?" Silence. He didn't have the answer to that! Instead of
solving the problem, he had only put it off. So I said to them, "My
friends, you are dodging the question with answers like that!"

"What is the meaning of life? Why are we here on earth?" I asked
again. Another student declared, "I live to do my duty." To this I
replied, "That's the root of the problem. Just what is my duty? I,
myself, am convinced that my duty is to preach the Word of God to
you. Mathilda Ludendorff thinks that her duty is to deny the very
existence of God. So, what is duty?"

A high government official said to me one day, "Pastor, just
between you and me, I do nothing but sign papers from morning
till night. But I know that if all these papers should happen to burn
one day, the world would carry on. It really bothers me to have to
devote my time and energy to such a senseless job."
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Just what is duty? Under the Third Reich, thousands of SS men
assassinated hundreds of thousands of human beings. And when
they were put on trial, they all said, "We only did our duty. We had
received orders." Do you think it is a man's duty to assassinate
his fellow-beings? I cannot accept this myself.

I then said to these students, "That is the root of the matter. What
is duty? Who can tell me? Here we are at a dead-end again!"

The young people looked thoughtful. Then one of them got up
and proudly boasted, "I am a member of an old aristocratic family. I
can trace my genealogy back to the sixteenth century. My ances-
tors were nobles of the purest stock. Isn't trying to perpetuate such
a noble ancestry enough to fill a whole life?" I could not help but
reply, "I'm sorry! But if you don't know what the past generations
lived for, then it's not worthwhile producing another one!"

Numerous superficial and thoughtless answers to our question
obviously can be found.

Some death announcements in our newspapers begin like this:

So hard through all your life you worked,
Your duty never dreamed to shirk.
Yourself you totally forgot
And 'twas of others that you thought.

These lines always drive me up the wall! I can't help thinking,
"Why, that's a horse's obituary!" Am I wrong? A horse can't do
anything but work. It seems to me that a human being is not on
earth just to slave all his life. That would be very sad indeed. If that
is all life is about, then it would be better to commit suicide at the
age of ten. "So hard through all your life you worked..." It gives
me the shudders! No, that isn't what life is all about either!

Another student said to me in the course of the discussion,
"Look, I'm going to be a doctor. And if I can save human lives, isn't
that a good reason for living?" I flashed back, "What you say is fine,
but if you don't know for what purpose a man is alive, then it's
senseless to want to save his life. It would be far better to give him a
needle so that he could die right away." Now, don't misinterpret
what I have just said! What I mean is that the answer the student
doctor gave was not really a solution to our problem - the problem
of what life is all about.

Surrounded by all these students, it gave me quite a shock to
realize that even well-educated young people today let themselves
drift along without knowing just why they are in the world.

You see, when you have gone through what we went through in
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Germany - 1 just want to mention this in passing - it is tempting to
reply, as certain students did back in Münster, "Life has no deep
meaning at any rate. It was through mere chance that I was born.
So why bother looking for a reason? Let's enjoy life to the full;
that's the best thing to do."

This attitude is tempting to the man who suddenly begins to
think, "My life is absurd, it is senseless. If my parents hadn't
married, I wouldn't have been conceived and I wouldn't have been
born. It's by mere chance I exist. In reality, my life is completely
absurd." And if this man encounters difficulties in his life, he is just
one step away from suicide. The argument goes: Why carry on
living? If life is nothing but mere chance and absurdity, then I might
as well put an end to it.

Did you know that in West Germany the rate of suicides is higher
than the rate of fatal road accidents? Did you know that about 50 %
of the victims are young people under thirty? This is the most
staggering evidence that our generation has not found out what
life is all about.

I have often spoken to people who say, "Life is so senseless. So
I'll either spend it enjoying myself or I'll put an end to it by
committing suicide." "But," I have asked them, "supposing life
does have a meaning after all? Just suppose it does have a
purpose and you have spent your life as if it didn't have one? What
will become of you at the end of your life?"

There is a verse in the Bible which should fill us with fear: "Man is
destined to die once, and after that to face judgement." No person
can honestly consider his life if he is not acquainted with this
biblical truth.

What is the purpose of my life? How can I die and face God's
judgement if I have failed to see the very meaning of my life?

That is what is at stake.

2. Who can give us an answer?

What is life all about? Who can answer this question? My church?
No. My priest or my pastor? No. He is in the same predicament as
I am. Scientists? Philosophers? They, too, are incapable of an-
swering our question. Only one can tell us. We owe our very exist-
ence to him. He is the one who created us: God.

I'm going to use a rather silly illustration. Suppose one day I go
into an apartment and find a boy sitting there, tinkering with some
wire and light bulbs. "Tell me," I say, "what kind of infernal machine
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are you making? What will it turn out to be in the end?" He tries to
explain it all to me, but I have to admit I don't understand a thing.
And inwardly I think, "No one can guess what it will be. Only the
inventor can know what it's for and how it should be used."

It is the same with our lives. Only the one who created us can tell
why he created us. In other words, it is only by revelation that we
receive an answer to our question: What is life all about? God must
give it to us.

If I were not already a diligent reader of the Bible, this question in
itself would force me to read it. Personally, I would find it unbear-
able not to know why I am in this cursed world. Does the expression
"cursed world" seem too strong to you? It is found in the Bible. On
the other hand, you only have to spend six months with a pastor in
one of our big cities to understand what I mean when I claim that
the world is under a terrible curse. I couldn't endure living if I didn't
know the answer given through God's revelation.

Yes, God does answer our question as to what life is all about.
He does so in the Bible. And that's why the Bible is so important. I
know people who take on an air of superiority and say, "But we
don't read the Bible!" To them I can only say, "Then as far as I can
see, you've never really given serious thought to the question of
what life is all about." Stupidity is a widespread disease and if it
were painful, the whole world would resound with shrieks of pain.

I shall sum up the Bible's answer in one sentence: God created
us so that we might become his children. As a father likes to see
himself in his son, so God made man "in his image". God wants us
to become his children, children who will speak with him and with
whom he will speak; children who will love him and whom he will
love. Do you ever pray? It is a terrible thing for a father if his son
hasn't spoken to him for years. And if a man does not pray, then he
does not speak with his heavenly Father. Yes, God would like us to
be his children: children who speak with him, who love him and
whom he can love. That is the meaning of our existence. I am not
talking about the Church, about doctrine, or about religion. I am
talking about the living God!

God created you so that you might become his child. Are you his
child?

I must go one step further. We have to become God's children.
We are not born God's children. Right at the very beginning of the
Bible, it says: "God created man in his own image." It then goes on
to give an account of a great disaster: God had created man a free
being, with the power to choose between good and evil. But man
chose to be against God. He ate the forbidden fruit. That was his
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way of saying to God, "I want to be independent. I can get along
without you." Adam didn't doubt the existence of God. He only
wanted to escape from his authority. "I want to do my own thing!"

The other day a man stopped me in the street. "You talk about
God all the time," he said to me. "But I can't see God. Tell me how
to find him." I replied, "Listen very carefully to what I am going to
say. Just suppose there's a machine which could take me back in
time. Suppose that I went right back to the beginning of human
history and that one evening I am strolling in the garden of God.
(You probably know the story of the Fall.) Well, there I meet Adam,
the first man. 'Good evening, Adam,' I say. 'Good evening, Pastor
Busch,' he replies. Then I explain how I got to the Garden of Eden.
'You seem thoughtful, ' says Adam. 'What are you thinking about?' I
answer, 'Oh, I was just thinking about a question a man asked me
recently: How can I find God?' Adam burst out laughing. 'How to
find God is not the real problem. He is here. Be honest. What is
really preoccupying you all is how you can get rid of him! But you
can't get rid of him. That's the big problem!'"

Could Adam be right? God is here. We can find him. But we
cannot get rid of him.

When I think of the evolution of human thought through the past
three centuries, I can see that we have tried everything to free
ourselves from God. But we have not succeeded. In reality we all
believe that God exists, but we simply don't want to have to bother
with him. We just copy everyone else: we leave the question of
God unanswered. We do not deny the existence of God, but we
do not want to be bothered with him. We would not describe our-
selves as his enemies, but neither are we his friends.

The biggest problem in life still remains to be resolved.
A Swiss doctor claims in one of his books that if a man does not

resolve the important question of life, he will suffer deep mental
and emotional disturbance. He goes on to say, "We Westerners,
we are suffering from a lack of God. We do not deny his existence,
but we have no relationship with him. We don't want to have
anything to do with him and that is why we are suffering from a lack
of God." I share his opinion.

Almost everywhere I hear people say, "Modem man is not
interested in God." I can only reply, "Modern man's condition is
very serious. I, too, am a modern man but I am interested in God. I
don't believe I'm old-fashioned because of that! It's a very alarm-
ing fact that people today don't take the matter of salvation a bit
seriously."

I shall use a rather simple illustration once again. Try to picture
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an apprentice-cook. One day I hear the head cook say, "That boy is
not at all interested in cooking!" So I ask, "Well, what is he
interested in then?" He answers, "In pop music and girls!" "You
should bring yourself down to his level," I say, "and from now on
talk to him only about pop music and girls!" "Not on your life!"
retorts the chef. "If that boy isn't interested in cooking, then he has
missed his vocation."

Can you see the point I want to make? Our vocation is to become
children of God. When modern man shows no interest in this, then
he has missed his vocation as a man. Underthese circumstances it
is useless to discuss all kinds of possible or impossible things with
him, even if the subject interests him. He must be told over and
over again: "You will begin to be a real man only when you have
become a child of the living God."

3. God's answer

I want to repeat that we are not born children of God, but that the
purpose of life is to become children of God. Something, then, has
to happen to us.

Think seriously about all this.
We must face it: we are not children of God, we do not love

God, we break his commandments, we do not care a bit about
him, we do not pray-though in emergencies we may ring the alarm
bell! So it is vital for us to know the answer to the biggest ques-
tion of all: How can I become a child of the living God?

Some people would say, "By being good." Others, "By believing
in God." But all that is not enough!

Our question has not been answered.
How do I become a child of the living God?
The answer to this supremely important question can be

received only by revelation. That means that God himself must tell
me how I can become his child. No man - not even a pastor- can
make it up. Now the Bible gives a very clear answer. Here it is: only
through Jesus! Yes, to become a child of God, I must approach
God through Jesus.

There is a verse in the Bible which, when translated word for
word, reads like this: "Jesus came from the world of God into this
world." Nowadays we repeatedly hear that the Bible is based on an
outdated view of the world. What a mistake! It tells us vital things
about God and about ourselves. It tells us that God is present
everywhere. Even if I were to hide in the depths of the earth, God
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would be there. The Bible holds what we call in modern language a
multi-dimensional view of the world. We live in a three-dimensional
world. There is length, height and depth. But other dimensions
exist. And God is in another dimension. He is very near, within
hand reach. He accompanies us. He sees us when we wander
astray. But it is impossible for us to tear down the barrier separating
us from this other dimension. Only God is able to do this. And he
tore it down by coming to us in the person of Jesus.

Another verse in the New Testament, when translated literally,
says this of Jesus: "He came to that which was his own," - and
indeed the world does belong to him - "but his own did not receive
him." Here we have the whole history of the Gospel right up to our
day. Jesus comes and man refuses to let him in. "He came to that
which was his own, but his own did not receive him." From a human
standpoint, this is a dead end and should put an end to God's
relations with man. But - how astonishing - the story does not stop
there! "Yet to all who received him... he gave the right to become
the children of God." It is by receiving Jesus, then, that we become
children of God.

Have you as yet opened the door of your life to him? "To all who
received him.. . he gave the right to become the children of God."

During the First World War I was a young officer and was living
far from God. Yet it was at that particular period of my life that I
opened my heart to Jesus and let him in. This experience
completely changed my existence. I have never had the least
regret since. Though, to follow Jesus I have had to tread many
difficult paths. I have been in prison. And on numerous occasions I
have been in distress. But even if I had a hundred lives to live, as
soon as I had the faculties to think straight, I would each time cling
to this verse: "To all who received him... he gave the right to
become the children of God." Why? Because from the instant I
become a child of God, my life takes on meaning. It makes no
difference who I am: whether I be a pastor or street cleaner,
manager or locksmith, housewife or school teacher, my life takes
on meaning only from the moment I become a child of God.

Yes, you ought to let Jesus into your life. Only then will it have
true purpose.

It is interesting to study the characters of the New Testament
in this light. Take Mary Magdalene. Her life had absolutely no
meaning at all. It is said of her - the only allusion to her past - that
she was possessed by seven evil spirits. (I personally know some
people who are possessed by a good many more than seven evil
spirits.) It must have been terrible: a life dominated by the senses, a

29



life of slavery. The poor woman must have suffered a lot leading
such a senseless existence. And then one day, Jesus, the Saviour,
the Son of God, entered into her life and drove the evil spirits away.
He can do it and he did it! From that hour, Mary belonged to Jesus.
At last her life had purpose. But the day came when Mary
Magdalene witnessed the crucifixion and death of Jesus. On that
day a sudden fear came over her - a fear that her past life would
begin all over again. On the morning of the third day after the
crucifixion, she was on her knees, weeping, in the garden where
Jesus had been buried in a rock tomb. She had come to the tomb
and had found it empty. The stone had been rolled away and there
was no trace of Jesus' body. That is why she was weeping.

I can understand her perfectly. For if I lost Jesus, it would lead me
also to the depths of a meaningless existence. Yes, I can under-
stand her. "The Lord is gone! My life has no meaning any longer."

But then she suddenly heard a voice behind her, "Mary!" She
turned around and saw the risen Jesus there before her. The tears
of despair flowing down her cheeks were changed into tears of joy.
And a cry sprung up from the depths of her soul, "Rabboni!
Master!"

This woman's story is confirmation that we do not need the great
theories of philosophy to find the answer to the problem of what life
is all about. Even the least educated man knows for a fact that his
life has no meaning. And he too wonders, "What is the purpose of
my life?" Does he want an answer to that question? He has only to
accept Jesus. Then, like her, he will become a child of God. And his
life, like Mary's, will be lived from then on in the light of a deep,
exciting plan, God's plan.

My friend, I urge you to accept Jesus too. He is waiting for you.
Talk to him. He is very near to you. All you have to say is, "Lord
Jesus, my life has no meaning. Come to me."

When I accept Jesus, a real revolution begins in my life. I reap all
the benefits of the death of Jesus: his death deals a finishing blow
to my past life; I am also raised up with him and live a new life, the
life of a child of God; he gives me his Spirit who changes my desires
and even my way of thinking. Accept Jesus, and you will know
about these things by experience.

Yes, it's true; the man who accepts Jesus begins a completely
new life. Becoming a child of God means that not only our way of
thinking changes, but also our entire way of living.

In the last century, a shoemaker by the name of Rahlenbeck
lived in Westphalia. People had nicknamed him the "Pietistic
Preacher" because of his eagerness to follow Jesus. He was a
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man of great spiritual insight, a man blessed by God. A young
pastor came to visit him one day. "Pastor," Rahlenbeck said to him,
"your theological studies don't guarantee salvation. You must
accept Jesus!" The young pastor replied, "I do have Jesus. His
picture is hanging on the wall in my study." Old Rahlenbeck
answered back, "Jesus is very still and peaceful on your study wall.
But if you let him into your life, then there'll be lots of noise!"

I hope there will be lots of noise in your life. I hope you will be able
to put a cross on your past and praise your heavenly Father for
making you his child, for giving purpose to your life, and for
enabling you from now on to honour him in word, thought, and
deed.

Have you understood that this is not a religious craze I am talking
about or the personal opinion of a pastor, but a question of life and
death, of eternal life and eternal damnation?

The Lord Jesus says, "Here I am! I stand at the door and knock.
If anyone hears my voice and opens the door, I will come in." He
says this to you too.

One day an old miner came to find me, and he said, "Pastor, I
must talk to you." He was well over seventy. "I attended an
evangelistic meeting when I was seventeen. There I felt that Jesus
was knocking at the door. But I thought, 'I bet all my friends will
make fun of me if I take these things seriously and accept Jesus!
No, I just can't do it!' And I ran out." He concluded, "Here I am at the
end of my life. I'm old and I realize that my life is a failure. It's a
failure because on that particular occasion I didn't open the door to
Jesus."

We have only one life to livel For this very reason our question -
What is life all about? - is of prime importance. God has given a
clear, plain answer to it. The answer is in Jesus, the Crucified and
Risen One.

This Jesus is standing now at your door. He is knocking. Open
up your life to him.

You will never regret it!
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/ don't have time!

"You should come and hear Pastor Busch speak!" How often an
invitation like that meets with the reply: "Sorry, but I don't have
time!"

I once had to stay for a while in a convalescent home. An elderly
gentleman sat opposite me at meal-times. We got along very well
together. "Now there's someone who enjoys life!" I would always
think when I saw how much this imposing old man enjoyed his
food, or when I watched him dozing peacefully in the sun. As time
went on, however, the superficiality of our conversations began to
weigh on me.

You might ask, "What's wrong with that?" Well, it's like this: for
me, God is the greatest reality in life. My life changed totally when I
understood the great work he had accomplished: "For God so
loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, that whoever
believes in him shall not perish but have eternal life." It's difficult to
watch someone neglect such a salvation day after day. This was
obviously the case with my elderly friend. I wondered how he would
feel when his turn would come to stand before Almighty God.

One day at the dinner table, I handed him a small booklet I had
written and said, "I'd like you to read this little book. It's a collection
of stories about some people's experiences of God. It should give
you something to think about." Do you know what his reaction
was? He thanked me warmly, then said, "I'm here to convalesce.
But perhaps when I'm back home I'll find a moment to read your
booklet." And he laid it aside.

I was very sad, for I knew that never again would this man have
as much spare time as he had then. The truth of the matter was that
he simply did not want to take time for God.

1. A strange situation

Why is it that we never have time? First of all I want to draw your
attention to a strange situation which has always puzzled me and
which no one has ever been able to explain to me.

A hundred years ago when a merchant living in Stuttgart had
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some business to do in Essen, it took him five days by stage-coach
to get there and five days to come back. That made ten days of
travelling in all, and, let's say, two more days of negotiating to
conclude his business. So almost a fortnight was spent on this one
piece of business. Nowadays, a businessman has only to make a
telephone call and he has saved twelve days. And yet, I get the
impression that not a single one of the many businessmen I know
has twelve days to spare! They all tell me rather, "I haven't the
time!" Why is that?

When I was young, I used to visit my grandparents. They lived in
the Swabian Jura. It was a real expedition in those days to go
by train from Elberfeld to Urach. Today, with the Trans-European
Express, the same trip can be made in five hours.

Surely people today ought to have a lot more spare time! Years
ago we used to have a sixty-hour working week. Nowadays we
have a forty-hour week (and sometimes even less). Yet, no one
has time! Why is that?

Everything has been done in our days to make life easier. My
mother used to read four chapters of the Bible every day and she
also took time each day to pray for her family. There were no
washing machines or electrical appliances then, either. She had to
care for eight children. Their clothes were not drip-dry. She had to
darn all their socks, too! And yet she had the time to read her four
chapters of the Bible each day.

Do you have the time to do this? Probably not!
Why is that?
Great efforts are made today to help us save time - and yet no

one has time to spare! Can you explain that? I have thought about
this problem time and time again, but I simply cannot see through it.

The only explanation I can come up with - 1 know people will not
want to hear it, but I can suggest no other - is that behind the
scenes there is Someone who harasses us. This Someone
arranges circumstances in such a way that we never have time.
This Someone, like a lion-tamer at the circus, never stops cracking
his whip to keep us "on the go".

The Bible says exactly the same thing. This Someone does
exist... he is called the Devil! Regardless of what your opinion
may be about it, the "powers of darkness" do exist.

A man recently told me that he had given up on Christianity. I
said to him, "You're making a big mistake. The Devil has you under
his control. He'll make an end of you!" Smiling at me, he answered,
"But the Devil doesn't even exist!"

The Bible tells us that Jesus was led by the Devil up to the top of a
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very high mountain. Spread out before them was a view of the
entire region. The Devil "drew back the curtains" and Jesus was
able to see, in spirit, all the kingdoms of the world and their glory.
The Devil then said to Jesus, "I will give you all their authority and
splendour, for it has been given to me, and I can give it to anyone
I want to. So if you worship me, it will all be yours." This passage of
the Bible moves me deeply. The Lord Jesus did not contradict the
Devil. He admitted that the Devil holds sway over this world.

Let me give you two or three examples to illustrate this. I think of
the great number of men and women who are slaves to their own
vices. Once there was a knock on my door in the middle of the
night. Standing there was the manager of a local factory. It was
obvious that he had been drinking heavily, but his mind was still
clear enough to be able to cry, "Please, help me! I have to drink,
I can't help it! My father was an alcoholic. I inherited it from him.
I just can't help it!"

We shall never know how many people are sighing deep down in
their hearts, "I can't help it!" Who rules over them with a rod of iron?
Observe a little more closely all the misery in the world today and
you will conclude that what the Bible says is true: the powers of
darkness do exist!

Think for a moment of all the sexual disorder there is in our days.
I knew a man who had a delightful family and a lovely wife. He fell
one day under the charm of one of his female employees. I went to
visit him. "My friend," I said to him, "you are in the process of
ruining your own life and your family's and of losing your children's
respect." I can still see this industrial manager sitting before me,
and hear his pitiful answer, "Pastor, I can't give up this girl. Really, I
can't!" In situations like this, can we not feel the hold of the powers
of darkness?

The well-known English author, Somerset Maugham, wrote
an important book entitled: Of Human Bondage. How easily men
let themselves live in a state of subjection. You older people can
remember how you submitted to Hitler. "I believed that two
multiplied by two made twenty," many have since admitted. "I
believed it because the Führer had said so!"

You cannot deny the existence of the powers of darkness. You
cannot deny the existence of the Devil.

Goethe, the great German poet, wrote a heart-gripping drama
called Faust. A young girl, Gretchen, is one of the leading
characters in the play. She was a pure young girl. Then someone
seduced her. Her brother, wanting to avenge her honour, was
killed in a fight with his sister's seducer. Later, so that her lover
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could come and join her, Gretchen gave her mother a sedative to
drink. But the drink provoked her death. And when the child she
was expecting was born, Gretchen killed it.

(Women in our days, by the way, do exactly the same thing when
they abort. They are guilty of a very serious offence.)

At the end of the play, the young girl is standing there - she has
been responsible for three deaths: her brother's, her mother's,
and her child's - and she says a startling thing, "Yet, what pushed
me to do it, my God, was so beautiful, so pure!"

Goethe was no fool. He made it quite clear in Faust that the Devil
had manipulated the whole affair.

As a pastor working in a big city, I am constantly confronted with
this kind of problem. When someone says to me, "There is no
Devil," I can't help but ask, "What remote corner of the country do
you come from?" And I know, of course, that the Devil is certainly
active even there.

Unfortunately, I am forced to admit the reality of the Devil when I
observe how blind real Christians can be when it comes to seeing
their own faults. I think of one Christian lady in particular. She was
extremely self-centred. She tormented her daughter-in-law until
the poor girl almost went out of her mind. The mother-in-law wasn't
the least aware of the harm she was doing. And yet she was a pious
woman! You pious people, never forget to ask God to protect you
from the powers of darkness.

It is totally impossible to understand the present state of the
world if we have not accepted the fact that behind the scenes are
the Devil and the powers of darkness. The powers of darkness
work with a very precise goal in view. They keep us running - and
that is why we never have time. Every imaginable device is used by
the Devil to hinder us from finding time to think - for if we did we
would discover that we can be delivered from his hold.

2. A wonderful reality

Yes, there is a way for us to be liberated!
In Germany, during the Carnival festivities, some comedian

always puts on a show. I have often wondered what he thinks of his
own jokes when he is in his room at the end of the day and has
finished taking off his make-up. If he is honest with himself, he
would most likely admit, "I earn my living by saying stupid things,
by telling dirty jokes that pollute people's minds." He may even end
up being disgusted with himself!
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How glad I am to be able to tell you about a grand and wonderful
reality: there is a chance of deliverance for those who want to
escape the hold of the powers of darkness.

The Apostle Paul described the Christian in these terms: "God
has rescued us from the dominion of darkness and brought us into
the kingdom of the Son he loves, in whom we have redemption, the
forgiveness of sins." A Christian is not someone who has been
baptized and confirmed, or who gives his tithes and offerings. No!
A Christian is someone whose whole life has been transformed. He
has been pulled out of the clutches of the powers of darkness and
has begun a totally new life under the leadership of a new Master.

To illustrate this point, I want to tell you a story that one of the
workers of the Berlin City Mission told me. For some time he had
been trying to help a man who was an alcoholic. Such bonds are
hard to break. One day the Christian worker learned that during a
bout of heavy drinking his friend had smashed the furniture in his
house and beaten his wife. So he went to visit him. It was five
o'clock in the afternoon. He found the poor man sitting in the
kitchen, drinking a cup of coffee. His five-year-old little boy was
sitting beside him. The missionary greeted the drunkard kindly.
Then he asked, "Things have gone wrong again?" Gritting his
teeth, the man stood up like a shot. Without saying a word, he went
into the next room and came back with a clothes line in his hands.
Still not uttering a word, he began tying his little boy to his chair. The
missionary thought, "What is he doing now? Is he still drunk?" He
let him go on. When he had finished tying up his son, the man made
a knot, then shouted, "Get up!"

The little fellow began to cry. "But I can't get up!" he sobbed.
Then the drunkard turned to the missionary and with a painful
expression on his face, he said, "You have heard: 'But I can't!' Well,
it's the same with me. I can't either!"

Isn't that heart-breaking?
After a moment, the missionary stuck his hand in his pocket and

pulled out a pen-knife. Then, paying no attention to the damage
he was doing, he cut the brand new clothes line. Quietly he said to
the lad, "Get up!" And the boy got up! Turning to the drunkard,
the missionary said, "There, you see!" "Of course," he snapped
back, "you cut the cord." The missionary replied, "Someone came
to cut all the bonds of sin that hold us. Jesus!"

Thousands upon thousands of people throughout the vast world
can testify to this.

What a wonderful reality! We can be delivered from the powers
of darkness.
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3. The core of the matter

The moment has come to speak to you about Jesus. And in talking
about him, I come to the very heart of my subject.

I remember having been invited once to a Coloured People's
Club in New York. You are all aware of the racial tensions existing in
America. In the lounge of the Club stood a marble statue placed on
a pedestal. The statue was obviously not that of a coloured person.
I was astonished that coloured people should have erected a
monument to a white man in this particular place. So I questioned a
black gentleman. "My friend," I asked, "who is this man?" I shall
never forget what followed. The man stood still a moment before
the statue, then solemnly declared, "This man is Abraham Lincoln,
my liberator!" And I remembered how, at the price of years of civil
war, President Lincoln had won freedom for the slaves.

The man I spoke to was not even born then; yet he was a free
man that day because of the rights Abraham Lincoln had won for
him on bloody battle-fields.

As I went upstairs, I could see him still standing before the
monument and could hear him murmuring, "Abraham Lincoln, my
liberator!"

In the same way, I can stand before the cross of Jesus Christ and
say, "Jesus, my liberator!"

There is a rather strange verse in the Bible: "Through Christ
Jesus the law of the Spirit of life set me free from the law of sin and
death." There are laws of nature. When I hold up a handkerchief,
then drop it, it will inevitably fall to the ground because of the law of
gravity. No one can change this. But if I catch the handkerchief, it
will stop falling. This means that if a greater force intervenes, the
law of gravity is overcome. By nature we are subjected to the law of
sin and death. All of us are falling, all of us are tumbling down the
hill that leads to eternal damnation. And we know it only too well.

If our fall is to be stopped, then a greater force must intervene.
This is the only way it can be stopped. God has given us this
greater force in the person of Jesus. He gave Jesus for our
salvation and liberation. Jesus took away the Devil's power. And
with the strength of the Holy Spirit which Jesus bestows upon us,
we can live a new life of freedom.

Isn't it strange that the world cannot get rid of Jesus? Do you
know why? Someone once said that Jesus was like a foreign body
in this world. Yes, that is exactly what he is - a foreign body straight
from heaven!

Just who is he, this Jesus?

37



Don't look for information about Jesus in the first magazine you
come across. Don't let yourself be led astray by people who don't
even know him. Only the New Testament can give us the exact
facts about Jesus. From what he had discovered in the Bible,
Martin Luther, the great Reformer, defined Jesus like this: "Jesus
is true God, begotten of the Father from all eternity; and true man,
born of the Virgin Mary." Both God and man! In Jesus, heaven and
earth came together.

Jesus is "true man".
He wept near Lazarus' tomb. I can picture him laughing on

another occasion as he said to his disciples, "Look at the birds of
the air; they do not sow or reap or store away in barns, and yet your
heavenly Father feeds them." Oh yes, I can almost hear Jesus
chuckling, "Those cheeky little sparrows! They don't worry about a
thing, and yet they eat their fill and become big and fat!" What an
extraordinary man Jesus was!

The Bible records that right after preaching a sermon one day,
Jesus fed 5 000 men - not counting the women and children. What
a crowd! And he didn't have a public address system either! He
must have had an extraordinary voice.

Jesus was a fantastic person indeed!
And now we come to one of the most impressive scenes of the

New Testament. Pontius Pilate, the Roman governor ruling at the
time of Jesus' ministry, had just had Jesus whipped. They had
placed a crown of thorns on his head; his face was all bloody; his
back was bruised; there were still traces of spit on his face. He was
a human wreck. It was in this pitiful condition that Jesus was led
outside before the crowd.

Pilate gazed at Jesus a moment. Then, turning to the people, he
pointed his finger at Jesus and said in a moving tone, "Here is the
man!" What did Pilate mean? "I have seen many of these two-
legged creatures, but they were famished wolves, blood-thirsty
tigers, cunning foxes, conceited peacocks, monkeys. But Jesus,
he is a man\"

Jesus was also "true God, begotten of the Father from all
eternity." This point alone could be discussed for hours on end.

To illustrate it, let me describe a scene which took place on the
Lake of Galilee. A storm took the disciples by surprise in their boat.
In a matter of minutes the deck was covered with water. Then the
mast broke. "That's nothing to frighten a fisherman!" they probably
said to each other with a touch of pride. (There were several
experienced fishermen among them.) But fright finally took hold of
them all. They even became panic-stricken. And they cried out,
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"Where is Jesus? Oh yes, he's sleeping in the cabin!" And away
they went scurrying into the cabin - with the water rushing in after
them - and started shaking Jesus to wake him up! "Master, we are
sinking!" they shouted.

I can picture Jesus going up on deck, right into the heart of the
storm. We like to keep Jesus locked up in our cosy church
buildings. But here he went right into the heart of the storm! It
almost looked as though he would be washed over-board. But he
stretched out his hand and with a loud, majestic voice said to the
angry sea, "Peace, be still!" Instantly the sea was calm and the
clouds broke. And the sun began shining again. Awe-stricken, the
disciples threw themselves down on their knees crying, "Who is
this man? He is not like any one of us!"

Later they did find the answer to their question: Jesus is God in
the flesh. The disciples did not fully understand this until Easter
morning when Jesus came out of the tomb alive!

I am not telling you fairy-tales. I would never dare to proclaim
these things if I were not absolutely sure that in all truth the living
God came down to us in the person of Jesus, the Risen One.

But it is the vision of Jesus hanging on the cross which moves me
most. There he was truly "God and man". How can I even attempt
to describe him? This One who was crowned, but with a crown of
thorns - an object of derision! His hands, once so powerful, were
pierced by nails. And after much suffering, so touchingly set down
by the hymnwriter, he hung his head and died.

O sacred Head once wounded,
With grief and pain weigh'd down,
How scornfully surrounded
With thorns, Thine only crown!
How art Thou pale with anguish,
With sore abuse and scorn!
How does that visage languish -
Which once was bright as morn.

0 sacred Head, what glory,
What bliss till now was Thine!
Yet, though despised and gory,
1 joy to call Thee mine:
Thy grief and Thy compassion
Were all for sinners' gain;
Mine, mine was the transgression,
But Thine the deadly pain.
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Look at him, this Jesus! Stand before him and ask, "Why is he
hanging there?" Keep on asking yourself this question until you
find an answer.

This is the answer: by his sacrifice on the cross Jesus delivers us
from the powers of darkness. He tears us away from the Devil's
grip. By identifying yourself with Jesus on the cross through faith in
him, you can understand and be certain of the truth that there on
the cross you have been delivered from the powers of darkness
and have become a child of God, a liberated man. You need no
longer let yourself be tormented by the Devil. Because of the cross,
you can have full assurance that the Devil's hold is gone; that
Jesus is the winner; and that he has liberated you forever and
made you a child of God!

Forget about all the senseless theories of our times. You must
face the facts: we can be liberated from the powers of darkness
and we can become children of God. God himself fulfilled all the
necessary conditions so that this could be achieved. He gave
Jesus. And Jesus was crucified and rose again from the dead for
us.

I know that people usually feel uneasy when we begin speaking
about "God". Why is that?

It's because we are all in the same position as the prodigal son in
the Bible story. He had left home. And away from home he had
become very unhappy. He was longing to go back to his family, but
he was afraid and didn't dare to. Why? Because too many things
had come between him and his father. That's how it is with many
people. They daren't approach God. They think, "Too many things
have come between God and me. We have nothing in common any
more." They are absolutely right. In fact, they are under the
domination of the powers of darkness and this hinders them from
having communion with God.

But if Jesus came to save us from the powers of darkness and to
make us children of God, don't you think he can also brush aside
the obstacles that are separating us from God? That is exactly
what he did when he died on the cross. In him we can find
forgiveness of sins. Yes, it is true: the crucified Saviour forgives
all our sins.

Paul understood this great truth when he wrote: "For he
has rescued us from the dominion of darkness and brought us
into the kingdom of the Son he loves."

We are by nature the Devil's playthings. But Jesus, the Son of
God, delivers us from him by offering forgiveness of sins.

And God grants us the time to accept this salvation.
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4. Someone who didn't have time

In the New Testament we read of a man who didn't have time. He
was an influential man, a Roman Governor. His name was Felix.
He had a wife whose name was Drusilla, and there was a prisoner
in his care called Paul.

Having some spare time one day, he said to his wife, "Come,
let's go and question this Paul a little." So together they walked to
the court-room and settled down in great pomp and ceremony. On
their right and on their left stood Roman soldiers on guard. The
prisoner was brought in and the Governor indicated that he could
speak in his defence. So Paul began one of his powerful dis-
courses. As he went on talking, the tone of his discourse became
more and more serious, and the presence of God Almighty could
be felt in the room. Paul spoke of the justice which ought to
characterize the functions of a judge. This went right to Felix's
heart. He couldn't help but think of all the times he had accepted
bribes. Then Paul talked of purity. It was Drusilla's turn to almost
fall off her chair! "Well," she thought, "here is someone who is
obviously behind the times!" Both Felix and Drusilla had to blush
when Paul said, "God wants us to be just and self-controlled."

Paul then went on to talk about the judgement of God and of the
eternal destruction which can follow it. Frightened, Felix suddenly
jumped up from his seat and said to Paul, "Stop! That's enough for
now! What you say is interesting and probably has its importance.
When I find it convenient, I will send for you again. You may leave
now. I don't have any more time to listen to you." And Felix had
Paul taken back to his cell.

He never again had time...
I am afraid that if we don't take time to let God speak to us of

justice, purity and the coming judgement things will be the same for
us as they were for Felix. We feel ill at ease when we find ourselves
face to face with the reality of God, don't we? So what do we do?
We run to the cinema or turn on the TV. In other words, we choose
to stay in a more cheerful atmosphere which does not disturb our
peace - and we leave things as they are.

Isn't it terrible to have to say of someone that all his life he let
things stand? The Son of God comes and says to us, "Behold, I
make all things new! I forgive your past. By my death I redeem you
and allow you to enter into the Kingdom of God. I give you the gift of
the Holy Spirit so that you may become new men." What do we say
then? "Bah!" And we let things stand as they are!

Oh, my friends, I hope this is not the case with you.
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5. Someone who has time

As long as Satan rules over us, we will be pressurized and short of
time. There are women who are always complaining: "My husband
never has time for me." Men, too, can be heard to wail: "My wife
never has time for me." And as for young people, many loudly
protest that their parents never have time for them.

But Jesus has time - and he has time for YOU!
I discovered this truth in an altogether new way one day. I was

experiencing great difficulties. I was so discouraged that my wife
couldn't help but remark, "You look wretched! But I do understand,
you know!" I blushed and ran into the forest. There, in the silence of
the woods, I spoke with my Saviour. "Lord Jesus, let me explain all
this sad business to you.. . " And I poured out my heart to him. He
took the time to listen to me - and I was able to tell him every little
detail. Two hours slipped by as in a moment. Then I opened my
New Testament. As I read it I felt that every word was God's answer
addressed personally to me.

How happy I was when I went home. I had just made a wonderful
new discovery - Jesus had time for me!

In the New Testament there is a very touching story. A blind man
was sitting by the side of the road, begging. A wooden bowl was in
his hand and each time someone passed by, he would stretch out
his hand and shout, "Charity, please!" Suddenly he heard in the
distance the sound of a large crowd approaching. "What's happen-
ing?" he thought. "Is there a procession or is it a military parade?"
Finally he yelled at the top of his voice, "Hey, what's up?" And
someone close by hollered back, "Jesus has just come to town." A
bell rang... Jesus! He had already heard about him. He believed
that this Jesus was the Son of God! No doubt about that! So he
began to shriek, "Jesus, Son of God, have mercy on me! Jesus,
Son of God, help me!"

The noise began to get on people's nerves, so they told the blind
man, "Oh shut up! We want to hear what Jesus is saying." But the
blind man took no notice and continued to call, "Jesus, Son of God,
have mercy on me!" He shouted louder than ever. The crowd
began to get angry and menacing. "If you don't keep quiet, we're
going to beat you up!" An angry mob can be very dangerous, you
know. But the blind man wasn't the least bit troubled and went on,
"Jesus, Son of God, have mercy on me!"

If I had been there and the blind man had talked to me, I would
probably have said this, "Listen to me! There is something you
must understand. Jesus is on his way to Calvary! There he intends
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to die for mankind. The world is on its way to destruction because of
its sins, but Jesus wants to resolve the problem of sin by bearing in
his own body the transgressions of the whole world. That's how
he'll make peace with God for us. Then he is going to rise from the
dead and triumph over death. Can't you see that this is a critical
moment? It's no time to be bothering him!"

But the blind man continued to shout with all his might, "Jesus,
Son of God, have mercy on me!" Then follows one of the most
beautiful sentences in the New Testament: "Jesus stopped."

How often I am tempted to pray when I have to go to some
important meeting, "Oh, Lord Jesus! Please, I don't want to be
bothered by anyone just now."

But Jesus stopped! Then he said, "Call him!" Jesus was on the
verge of battling with the world's most serious problem - and yet he
had time to deal with a poor blind man. That's how much he values
one single person.

And you, too, have great value in Jesus' sight. Do you know of
any other person in the world who values you so much? But you
don't have time for him! The Devil certainly has succeeded in
twisting you around his little finger!

I was told an incredible story. A boat was about to sink. One of
the stewards was running along the halls shouting, "Everybody up
on deck! The boat is sinking!" He also went down to the kitchens.
The chef, oblivious to everything, was busily roasting his chickens.
"I've got to get the dinner cooked first," was the answer. He went
back to his chickens, and, incidentally, went down with them!

I get the impression that people today are just like that man.
"Jesus," they say, "he's not for our generation. He doesn't interest
me. In any case, I don't have time!" This is the way the world rushes
on its way - without Jesus - straight to hell!

I believe priorities should be respected. If God offers salvation to
us, then it is an absolute priority to accept it. Why not bow down
right now before the cross of Jesus and as you do claim these
words of the hymn as your own?

I lay my sins on Jesus,
The spotless Lamb of God;
He bears them all, and frees us
From the accursed load.
I bring my guilt to Jesus,
To wash my crimson stains,
White in His blood most precious,
Till not a spot remains.
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I lay my wants on Jesus;
All fullness dwells in Him;
He heals all my diseases,
He doth my soul redeem.
I lay my griefs on Jesus,
My burdens, and my cares;
He from them all releases,
He all my sorrows shares.

I long to be like Jesus,
Meek, loving, lowly, mild;
I long to be, like Jesus,
The Father's holy child.
I long to be with Jesus,
Amid the heavenly throng,
To sing with saints His praises,
To learn the angels' song.
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Beware - Danger ahead!

As I was driving along the motorway at high speed a few hours ago,
the theme of my talk kept running through my mind: Beware -
Danger ahead!

You know as well as I do that in our generation people don't
usually die in their beds at a ripe old age. Nowadays we die in
accidents or from a heart-attack. In the old days, people would live
to the ripe age of ninety, then they would lie down and die. But
today things are different. An airplane crashes; there are many
victims. A bus misses a curve in the road and goes crashing down
the hill-side; there are at least forty killed. An explosion occurs in a
factory; there are more deaths. In the depths of the coal mines
there are always men losing their lives. And two world wars have
broken out in the space of thirty years. The First World War claimed
two million victims. The Second World War claimed five million in
Germany alone. We are literally surrounded by danger. When I turn
these things over coolly in my mind, I often think, "The chances of
my dying peacefully in bed are really slim."

Try to imagine for a moment that you are going to have a fatal
accident tonight at ten o'clock. It could happen. Where would you
be at eleven o'clock? What would happen to you? Have you
ever thought about that?

1. A serious situation

My grandfather, who was an excellent story-teller, used to tell me
an interesting tale. A young man went one day to visit his elderly
uncle. He said, "Uncle, you can congratulate me. I just passed my
'A' levels." "That's great!" answered his uncle. "Here's some
money. Go and buy yourself something you'd like. But now, tell me,
what are your plans for the future?" "To start with," answered the
young man, "I'm going to continue my studies. I want to go to Law
School." "Fine," said his uncle, "and after that?" "Well, after that,
I'd like to get some experience at the County Court." "Fine," said
his uncle, "and after that?" "After that, I shall be Assessor at the
Court of Appeal." "Fine," said his uncle, "and after that?" "Well,
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after that, Uncle, I'll get married and raise a family." "Fine," said his
uncle, "and after that?" "I hope to become influential - a judge at
the Court of Appeal, perhaps, or a Public Prosecutor." "That's
fine," said his uncle, "and after that?" The young man was
beginning to get annoyed, but he answered, "I guess by then old
age will be creeping on and I'll have to retire." "Fine," said his
uncle, "and after that?" "When I retire, I'll settle down in some
beautiful part of the country, build myself a house and grow
strawberries!" "Fine," said his uncle, "and after that?" By then, the
nephew was fuming. "After that, some day I'll die!" "Is that so?"
asked his uncle, "and what then?" The young man wasn't laughing
any more. He was panic-stricken. The old uncle insisted, "And
after that?" "Uncle, I've never really thought about it." "What,"
exclaimed the old man, "you've just passed your 'A' levels and yet
you're not intelligent enough to see further than the tip of your
nose? Shouldn't a boy to whom God has given a sound mind have
a little more foresight than that? What will happen after that?" The
young man replied hastily, "But, Uncle, nobody knows what
happens after death!" "You're wrong, my lad," said the old man.
"There's one person who knows exactly what happens afterdeath.
It is Jesus. And Jesus said: 'Wide is the gate and broad is the road
that leads to destruction, and many enter through it. But small is the
gate and narrow the road that leads to life.' After death comes the
judgement of God. People are either lost or they are saved."

Making plans for your life up to the grave is not enough. You have
to plan for what happens beyond the grave as well.

When I was in youth work, I often said to my young friends, "If I
had a pair of shoes that needed mending, I wouldn't go to a service
station. Mechanics are nice people, but they don't know anything
about repairing shoes. I would take my shoes to the shoe-repairer.
If, on the other hand, I had car trouble, I wouldn't get if fixed by a
shoe-repairer but by a car mechanic. If I wanted to buy some buns,
I wouldn't go to the butcher or to the grocer. They are all very nice
people, but they don't know anything about baking buns. If I had a
longing for buns, I would go to the baker's. If my water-pipe was
leaking, then I'd go and get the plumber. In other words, I'd look up
someone in the right trade.

"But when it comes to finding out what happens after death, we
listen to every Tom, Dick and Harry; or we rely on our own vague
mixed-up ideas. Shouldn't we for this matter, more than for any
other, ask a specialist? Where can we find a specialist? There is
only one. He is the Son of God who came from heaven and who
went to the realm of the dead. He died on the cross, but he came
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back to life. He knows all the facts about the hereafter. And he tells
us: 'You can go to hell or you can go to heaven.'

"Even if twenty-five professors were to prove to me by logic that
there is nothing after death, I would say to them, 'I'm sorry, but in
spite of your university degrees, you are not experts on the subject;
for the simple reason that you have never been to the other world.
But I know someone who has been there: Jesus. And he has a
totally different opinion from yours.'"

People today act as though death were final. They also seem to
think that we will automatically go to heaven if we have been
baptized and buried by a priest. If only I could convince you that you
are in great danger! Hell will be crowded with people who were
baptized and buried by the clergy. Sooner or later each one of us
must appear before the tribunal of God.

I have to admit that it was the thought of the coming judgement
that compelled me to become a Christian. During the First World
War, I was a young officer in the German army. Our regiment had
suffered heavy losses. I was just like any other officer, neither
better nor worse. If someone had told me then, "You'll be a
preacher one day", I would have burst out laughing. At the time I
was living far away from God. One day my father asked me, "Don't
you believe in God?" "I'm not silly enough to deny the existence of
God," I answered. "You have to have a good dose of stupidity to be
an atheist. But," I added, "so far I haven't met God personally, so
he simply doesn't interest me."

A short time after this conversation with my father - it was during
the German offensive in France - I was sitting beside a friend of
mine, a young lieutenant like myself, in a trench near Verdun. We
were waiting for orders to attack. To kill time, we started telling
some dirty stories. (Everyone who has been in the army will know
exactly what I mean.) I had just finished telling one of my barrack-
room jokes when, to my amazement, I realized that my buddy
hadn't laughed. "Kutscher," I said, "hey, Kutscher, didn't you find
that one funny?" Just then he fell heavily on his side. He was dead!
A tiny piece of shrapnel had hit him and lodged deeply in his heart.
And there was I, a young boy in my eighteenth year, standing over
the dead body of my friend.

It didn't really affect me at first. Jokingly I said, "Look here, old
boy, what's the big idea of beating it like this before I've even
finished telling my joke?" But a second later I was wondering:
"Where is he now?" I can still see myself in that trench at the instant
this truth dawned on me like a blinding light, more brilliant than the
flash of a nuclear explosion: "He is standing before the holy God."
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Then another idea seized me- "If I'd been sitting where he was, it
would have been me who was hit - and right now I would be
standing before Almighty God."

Not standing before just any old God, but before the God who
has revealed his will and given laws which I had broken, everyone!
I knew then that I had broken all of God's laws and that if I were shot
I would immediately appear in the presence of God. And there
wasn't the shadow of a doubt in my mind that I was bound for hell.

The arrival of our boys with the horses put a stop to my
meditations. "Quick march!" came the order. I mounted. But before
leaving my dead friend, I did a thing I hadn't done in years: I prayed.
"Oh God," I cried, "please don't let me die on the battle-field before
I'm sure that I won't go to hell!"

A little later I went to see the chaplain. I asked him, "Chaplain,
what must I do so that I don't go to hell?" His answer was:
"Lieutenant, what counts right now is to win, to win, to win!" I
exclaimed, "You don't even know yourself!"

Isn't it staggering to think that thousands of young men were
going to die within the next few weeks without anyone being able
to tell them how to be saved? And yet we lived in a supposedly
Christian country!

I probably would have become very desperate if one day a New
Testament hadn't come into my possession. I can still see the place
where I was staying that day: it was at a farm in France behind the
front. "A New Testament!" I thought. "If I read it, I could probably
find out what to do not to be damned." But as the New Testament
was not familiar to me, I started reading it at random: a little here, a
little there. Then my eyes fell on this verse: "Christ Jesus came into
the world to save sinners." It struck me like lightning. A sinner.
That's exactly what I was! No one had to convince me of that. I was
a sinner! This was very clear to me. And I wanted badly to be
"saved". But I didn't understand exactly what this meant. I had at
least understood that to be "saved" meant getting out of the state I
was in and making peace with God. "Christ Jesus came into the
world to save sinners." If Jesus could really do that, then I had to
find him at all costs!

This went on for weeks. I looked for someone who could help me
find Jesus; but I found no one.

Then I did something I wish all of you would do. Although a new
offensive was on, I went off by myself one day and hid in an old
French farm-house. It was largely in ruins and had been evacu-
ated. One room, however, was still undamaged. The key was in the
door. So I went in and locked the door from the inside. Then I fell on
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my knees and prayed: "Lord Jesus! In the Bible it is written that you
were sent by God 'to save sinners'. I am one of those sinners. I
can't make you any promises for the future, because I have such a
bad character. But I don't want to go to hell if I get shot. That's why,
Lord Jesus, I want to commit my whole life to you. Do what you
want with me!"

There was no magic click. Nothing special happened. But when I
came out of that room, I had found a master, a master to whom I
have belonged ever since.

As the days went by, I began to understand that the world is living
under a great threat. People are in danger of death. Men and
women go through life without ever seeking forgiveness for their
sins. What about your sins? Are you certain that they have been
forgiven? No? Then how can you ever hope to stand when you
come to trial in God's tribunal?

People go through life without ever knowing the peace of God.
People go through life without ever putting their lives straight with
God. They wear a thin varnish of Christianity, but underneath is
a miserable heart without peace, because it has never been
changed a scrap.

God doesn't want anyone to go to hell. The Bible says: "God
wants all men to be saved and to come to the knowledge of the
truth." That is why he sent his Son. But in order to be saved we
have to take a step towards Jesus. We have to belong to him.

Beware - Danger ahead! We are heading towards the judge-
ment of God.

There used to be a very nice boy in my youth group. For a time he
came to our Bible study regularly. This was under Hitler's regime.
And then one day the authorities forced him to follow a Nazi
indoctrination course. He broke with the youth group then. I lost
touch with him for a long time; then suddenly one day I bumped into
him. "Hello there, Günther!" I said. "Heil Hitler," was the reply.
"Günther," I said, "how are you? We haven't seen you for a long
time!" He straightened up and answered, "My motto is: 'Do your
duty, come what may!' And if sometimes I do happen to fall short of
my duty, and if there really is a God, then I'll be honest enough to
admit my faults to him. But I don't need a scape-goat, like Jesus, to
die in my stead."

In my mind's eye I can see the millions of men and women who
think like that. They boast, "My motto is: 'Do your duty, come what
may', and as for the rest, I'll manage to explain things to God!" Not
for anything would I want to come before God's judgement with
only the words "I have done my duty". I know that I am heading for
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a sure condemnation if I stand on that ground. You can count on
this: the day will come when every one of us must give account
of himself to God.

The great sculptor Ernst Barlach also wrote a play entitled, Boll
the Drunkard. The leading character, Boll, was a landowner. He
was always a bit tipsy. One day, after a good meal and a good
drink, he walked to the village square at an hour when the sun was
at its highest. And there he suddenly found himself standing in front
of the village church. On the church doors were sculptures
representing four cherubim blowing their trumpets. As Boll looked
at them, he had the curious impression that they had suddenly
come to life and were announcing the Last Judgement: "The hour
has come for all humans to appear before the tribunal of God."
Barlach wrote these words: "You dead, come out of your graves!
Don't try to invoke the decomposition of your bodies as an excuse!
No! Come out!" Boll the drunkard had begun to understand. "I
can't escape God. I'll have to appear before him in all my misery
some day."

Deep inside we all know that we can't get very far with our self-
righteousness. God's judgement is close at hand. On that day all
our good works will melt like snow under the rays of the sun.

I know that people don't want to hear this sort of thing nowadays.
When I declare that if we don't turn to Jesus we will go to hell,
people just smile and say, "What? To hell? That's a medieval idea.
Hell doesn't even exist!"

That kind of statement always reminds me of an experience I
had during the last war. I had to make a call, so I started out; but on
the way I was surprised by an air-raid. I ran into the nearest air-raid
shelter and stayed there until the alert was over. Then I continued
on my way until I finally got to the district where I had to make my
call. None of the homes were damaged. And yet I had the
impression that the area was totally abandoned. There wasn't a cat
in sight! "You must be dreaming," I thought. "It isn't possible! The
houses are undamaged and yet everyone has gone." A few
minutes later I happened to meet the head of the area's civil
defence. So I asked him, "Why has everyone gone?" By way of
explanation, he took me by the arm and led me inside one of the
houses. He took me up to one of the windows which looked out on
the back. From there I could see that the houses encircled a lawn.
And right in the middle of the lawn was a huge bomb, about the size
of a steam locomotive's boiler! "It hasn't blown up yet?" I asked.
"No," he answered, "it's a delayed-action bomb." These were the
most treacherous bombs. They did not explode when they hit the
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ground, but five or even as many as twenty hours later. Usually
these bombs would explode when the people had come out of the
shelters. "Everybody here has run away," explained the man.
"Can you hear it ticking?" We could easily detect the noise of the
detonator's timer. The bomb could explode at any moment!
"Come," said the civil defence man, "we had better not stay here
any longer." We went back a few steps where we would at least be
sheltered if the bomb exploded. Just then I saw a very unusual
sight. A flock of sparrows flew down and landed softly on the bomb!
One of them flew to the head of the bomb and sat right on the
detonator. I shouted, "Look out, you sparrows, you are flirting with
death!" But it seemed as though the whole flock was chirping in
reply to my warning, "Ha, ha, we know what it's all about! Who in
our day still believes in bombs? There isn't the slightest danger!"

People today show just as much stupidity when they laugh at the
peril that is threatening them. God has already spoken very
seriously to all nations by his Word and by the judgements which
have fallen upon them.

The Son of God came, he was crucified and rose again from the
dead. Everyone, then, should understand that God is real and that
he is holy. But when a man stands up and says to people, "Beware
- Danger ahead! Think about saving your souls," they just laugh
and say, "Ha, ha, who believes in that nonsense nowadays?"

Even God makes some ironical remarks at times. The Bible
refers only once to atheism, in this single sentence: "The fool has
said in his heart, There is no God!" With the Bible's outlook on life,
what else could be said?

2. To the rescue

God struck the world once before with a terrible judgement. Only
one man and his family were saved that time. His name was Noah.
God gave him instructions to build an ark before the disaster
began. Just before the terrible cataclysm broke out, he ordered
Noah to board the ark with his entire family. And when every
member of the family was inside, God himself shut the door behind
them.

The world is going on its way to meet God's just judgement. But
there is an ark to rescue us: it is the grace which is offered to us in
Jesus Christ. He came from God's world into our worid of misery.
He died for us on the cross. If God allowed his Son to die such a
horrible death, the salvation which he acquired for us through his
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death must be great enough to save even the worst of sinners.
Jesus rose from the dead and he calls us to him by the Holy Spirit.
Jesus is the ark of salvation.

As God said of old to Noah, "Enter into the ark, you and your
house!" he is now urging you by my words to get under the shelter
of the grace of Jesus Christ. Take that step towards making peace
with God. Let go of everything that is holding you back. Say to your
Saviour, "A very great sinner is coming to you." Lay down your sins
at the foot of the cross. Believe that Jesus' blood was shed for you
personally and tell him, "Lord, I put my whole life into your hands."
That is what it means to enter into the ark.

Beware - Danger ahead!
So many of us are heading towards God's judgement without

salvation, without protection. Yet God's grace is so great we can
take hold of it at any time. Believing means to step out of the sphere
of God's judgement into the sphere of the grace of Jesus Christ.
Taking this step is not child's play. But it saves us from danger, from
the danger of death.

Albert Hoffmann, the well-known pioneer of missionary work in
New Guinea, told me a story that I have never forgotten. I had said
to him, "Brother Hoffmann, I find it a real struggle to live the
Christian life. It's no joke, even for a pastor, to belong to Jesus
Christ in a world like ours."

"I'd like to tell you about an experience I had," he said. "It was
our custom in New Guinea to give some instruction in the Christian
faith to the Papous who wanted to become Christians. This helped
them to get to know Jesus better. Then on a chosen Sunday they
would be baptized. It was always an occasion for a great feast.
Many pagans attended each time. A great bonfire would be lit. The
candidates for baptism would approach, carrying in their arms all
their paraphernalia for fetish worship: objects of magic, statuettes,
and amulets. When they came up to the bonfire they would throw
all these relics of their former life into the flames.

"One evening, I watched a young native woman approaching
the fire, her arms burdened with statuettes and amulets. But when
the decisive moment came for her to throw them away, she
couldn't do it. She must have thought, 'All this is part and parcel of
my ancestors' way of life. My entire past is rooted in them. I can't
possibly deny my heritage.' She took a step back. But at the same
time another idea must have taken hold of her: 'In that case, I can't
belong to Jesus.' So she took three steps forward, but a second
later, feeling absolutely incapable of being separated from these
objects, she went back three steps again. I went up to her," said the
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missionary, "and I said to her, 'It's too difficult for you! Perhaps you
should think the matter over a little longer. You can be baptized at
the next baptismal service.' The woman thought a moment, then
moving forward quickly, she threw her fetishes into the fire and
fainted."

I shall never forget what this missionary said, his face all wrinkled
as though sculptured in wood, as he finished his tale, "I am sure
that only those who have experienced an authentic conversion can
understand this woman's struggle."

My friends, there is just one step between you and the ark.
Escape from the danger of death and judgement by throwing
yourself into Jesus' arms. This step is not an easy one to take. It
demands a total rupture with the past. Nothing less!

Have I been clear enough?
I am always upset to see how many people continue on their way

to everlasting damnation in spite of the warnings they have
received. God does not want this. He wants you to be saved. And
that is why he sent his Son to pay the penalty for your sins. All you
have to do now is to recognize your guilt and to accept by faith the
work of salvation that Jesus has accomplished for you.

I was summoned many times by the Gestapo under the Third
Reich. On one occasion, they made me wait in a room where there
was nothing but rows of pigeon-holes filled with all kinds of records.
A tab was sticking out of each file and on each tab there was a
name, such as: "Karl Meier" or "Friedrich Schultze". During that
unending wait, surrounded by all those records, I thanked God
that I wouldn't have to spend my whole life in their company. But as
I was getting bored I started to read the names on the tabs. "Karl
Meier" on one; "Friedrich Schultze" on another. Suddenly I read:
"Wilhelm Busch". So I had a record of my own! As if by magic, the
files didn't seem the least boring any more. My personal record
was there on one of those shelves! Burning with curiosity, I was
tempted to take it down and have a look at what those people had
written about me. But I didn't dare take such a risk. Still, I literally
trembled at the thought: "My record is up there!"

There was a period in my life when nothing bored me more than
Christianity. I was a lot more interested in having my beer-mug
filled up. Then one day, for the first time, I saw the cross of Jesus for
what it really was: it had something to do with my record. It had
something to do with my guilt and my salvation. Since that day the
cross of Jesus is of the greatest interest to me.

Jesus is indeed the great Rescuer.
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3. From death to life

Let's look at this from another angle. When this subject was trotting
through my mind (Beware! You are in mortal danger! Stop! Turn
around and go back! Search for your Saviour!), this thought
suddenly came to me: only a person who is alive can be in danger
of death.

Do you see what I am trying to get at?
You are in danger of never really finding life. You are in danger of

going through life as a dead man and finally of being rejected as a
dead man. The danger facing you is that you may totally miss out
on life. The Bible states very clearly: "He who has the Son has
life; he who does not have the Son of God does not have life."

Not too long ago I met a single lady from Berlin who teaches
languages. "Excuse me, Miss," I said to her, "maybe a pastor has
the right to be rude now and then! Tell me, how old are you?" As a
rule, asking a lady her age is not the thing to do; but an old pastor
can take this liberty occasionally. Without hesitation she ans-
wered, "Eight years o ld. . . !" "Wait a minute," I said, surprised,
"eight years old? You teach three languages, and yet you are only
eight years old?" She started to laugh, then explained, "Eight
years ago I came to know Jesus Christ." I was amazed. "That's a
funny way to put it!" I said. She quoted the verse: "He who has the
Son has life; he who does not have the Son of God does not have
life." She went on, "In the past, I didn't have a Saviour; I wasn't
really living. I was satisfied with making a lot of money and having a
good time, but that was not living!"

Isn't that a courageous declaration? Truly, the person who has
not surrendered his life to Jesus by a deliberate act of the will
cannot say he is living. Without Jesus, we do not even know what
life is all about. Only a person who has the Son has life.

Many years ago, a young man came to see me. "What brings
you here?" I asked. "I really don't know myself!" he replied. "Only I
have the feeling that the life I'm leading is no life at all." Astonished,
I asked, "What? You have a good job as a locksmith and you are
making good money." "But it's no life," he answered back. "No, it's
no life at all. On Monday, it's the locksmith's; Tuesday, it's the
locksmith's; Wednesday, it's the locksmith's; Thursday, it's the
locksmith's; Friday, it's the locksmith's; Saturday, it's football; and
Sunday, it's the cinema and girls. It really is no life at all!" "My
friend," I said, "you're absolutely right. If you have understood that,
you've already come a long way. It is no life! Let me tell you, my
friend, what it means to live. In my own life, a complete change
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came about when Jesus made himself known to me. He became
my Saviour; he reconciled me to God. When I understood this, I
gave my heart to him. And ever since I have had life."

The young man finally found life too. I saw him again recently in
Freiburg. "Well," I said, "how are things now? Are you really living
at last?" His face shining with joy, he answered, "Yes, now I am
really living!" As a matter of fact, he is a very outgoing Christian. He
leads a young people's group and shows other people the way to
the one in whom he himself found life - Jesus Christ.

One of my friends owns a business. He was invited recently to
the home of a leading industrialist. The man had a beautiful home
situated in a magnificent park. There were at least a hundred
guests invited. Pressed by the crowd, my friend found himself at
one point next to his host, so he said, "Aren't you lucky! You live like
a king: you have a beautiful estate, a prosperous factory, a lovely
wife and charming children." The man answered, "Yes, that is true,
I am very lucky." Then suddenly becoming very serious, he said,
"But all the same, don't ask me how things are in here," and with
that he pointed to his heart.

When I walk down the street, I often think, "If people were really
sincere, they would all stop and shout, 'Don't ask me how things
are in here, in my heart!'" They have no peace. Their consciences
are accusing them. They feel guilty.

And there is only one person who can heal us. Remember, God
sees our misery. We cannot of ourselves go to him. But in his love
he came to us in the person of Jesus Christ. That is the amazing
message I have to announce to you. "God so loved the world..." I
could not have loved the world. I would have beaten everybody
with a club; this old world so full of defilement, wickedness and
stupidity. Yet God loved it. I am dumb-founded! "God so loved the
world that he gave his one and only Son, that whoever believes in
him shall not perish but have eternal life."

Tell me, could God do anything more than that - deliver up his
own Son to death - so that we could have life?

One more story. One evening after a church service, a young
man went up to the great English preacher, Charles Haddon
Spurgeon, and said, "Pastor, you are right. I, too, need to meet the
man of Calvary and to become a child of God. I'll get converted
some day." "Some day?" Spurgeon asked. "Yes, but later."
"Later? Why not today?" An embarrassed look crossed the young
man's face, but he replied, "I certainly do want to be saved and
that's why I intend to get converted at some time, but before that I
want to enjoy life a little." Spurgeon burst out laughing, then said,
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"Young man, you don't have much ambition in life. I wouldn't be
satisfied simply with enjoying life a little. I want a whole lot more
out of life. I want life in abundance. In the Bible it says (he showed
him the passage): 'Jesus said, I came that they may have life, and
may have it abundantly.'"

God allowed Jesus to die on the cross for poor, lost sinners like
you and me, so that here and now we might have life. When I wake
up in the morning, I can sing for joy because I am a child of God and
because I have found life in him. Yes, Jesus came to give us life
down here on earth ; he came to preserve us from God's judgement
and to grant us eternal life. When we have accepted these things,
we can walk along life's way with joy.

Just one last illustration. It is a November evening. Wet snow is
falling. Two men are walking along a road. The first one has no rain-
coat, but his jacket collar is turned up. He doesn't seem to care
about being soaked through. It matters little to him where he goes.
He could go here, he could go there - it's of no importance - he is
homeless. This is the way most people trudge through life. They
have no goal in life.

What about you? Where are you going?
The German atheist and philosopher Nietzsche wrote these

words in one of his poems: "Woe to the man who has no home!" Do
you have an eternal home?

Now for the second man walking along the road. He has to face
the same storm, the same mud, the same rain, the same snow. But
he is whistling a tune and his step is lively. Why? Because shining
in the distance he sees the lights of his home. There he will find
warmth. There he will laugh at the hardships of the road. This, my
friends, is the way people who have committed their lives to Jesus
Christ and have found life in him go through the world.

God said to Noah: "Go into the ark." I urge you to look for some
quiet spot. Jesus will be there. Have a little talk with him and tell him
everything that is on your mind. Someone asked me once, "May I
have a talk with you, please?" But I answered, "What's the use? It's
not with me, but directly with Jesus that people should be talking!"

And that is exactly what you, too, should do!
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What should you do?

In one of the many letters sent to me, I was asked the following
question: "Do you proclaim your own views in your sermons or
simply the doctrines of your church?" In my reply I wrote: "I preach
the message of the Bible." And for my readers I add: You will be
quickly frustrated if you only listen to the opinions of Pastor Busch.
They will not be much use to you. What you need is to listen to the
voice of Jesus, the voice of the Good Shepherd. My role is to help
others, with the feeble means I have, to hear the voice of the
Shepherd of our souls.

What should you do?

1. Put an end to your unbelief

Over many years of ministry in large cities, I have heard all sorts of
arguments against the Bible's message. I have seen so much
unbelief that I must urge you at the outset - because the salvation
of your soul is at stake - to put an end to your attitude of unbelief.

For part of the last war, besides my work among young people, I
was in charge of the chaplaincy in a big hospital. One day as I was
about to knock on the door of a private patient's room, I saw a
young nurse rushing towards me from the other end of the hall. All
out of breath, she said, "Please, Mr. Busch, don't go into that
room." "Why not?" I asked. "The man in that room," she explained,
"totally refuses any pastoral calls. If you go in, he'll throw you out!"
She pointed to the inscription on the door and I recognized the
name of a well-known businessman. "Nurse," I answered, "don't
worry. I've got nerves of iron." So I knocked on the door. "Come
in!" said a loud masculine voice. I entered. A grey-haired old man
was lying on the bed. "Helloi" I said. "My name is Busch, Pastor
Busch." "Ah," he said, "I've heard a lot about you. You may come in
fur a short visit." "That's very kind of you," I exlaimed overjoyed.
Quickly he added, "But don't start pestering me with your Chris-
tianity!" Laughingly I replied, "Bad luck! that's exactly what I came
to talk to you about!" "No way!" he replied emphatically waving me
away with his hand. "I've finished with religion. When I was a child,
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my parents stuffed me with psalms and when I couldn't recite them
properly, I got a smack. I threw all that overboard when I grew up.
I've formed my own philosophy of life. It's thinkers like Darwin,
Häckel and Nietzsche who have inspired me."

At that I flared up. Unfortunately I lose my temper easily. "Listen
to me, my friend," I said. "When a sixteen-year-old adolescent tells
me that Nietzsche is his 'guru1,1 just chuckle to myself and think,
'Well, you're going through a period of transition. You'll end up
discovering that modem philosophers themselves no longer
believe in those who were their models.' But when an old man like
yourself who already has one foot in the grave says things like
that, it's very serious. You are critically ill. Do you think you will be
able to talk such rubbish when you appear in the presence of God?
I ask you!"

He looked at me, stunned. Obviously he was not used to being
spoken to like that. "Careful," I said to myself, "don't get worked up!
This is a hospital and we don't have the right to explode." Then a
deep compassion for this poor man took hold of me. I changed my
tone and, in spite of his initial refusal, began to explain how Jesus
wanted to be his Shepherd too. The sick man sighed deeply and
said, "Yes, it would be very nice. But what should I do with my
philosophy of life? Do I have to throw overboard everything I have
believed up until now?" "That's right, Sir," I said, my heart filled
with joy. "Throw away everything that is useless to you in the light
of eternity. Do it right now. Don't wait for tomorrow. You can neither
live nor die in peace with unbelief like yours. When you have let
everything go, throw yourself into the open arms of the Son of God
who died to redeem you. He wants to become your Saviour too."

Just then the nurse came into the room and was very surprised
to find us talking together like old friends. She motioned with her
hand and I understood it was time to leave. I held the old man's
hand for a long time, then left the room in silence. I shall never know
whether he followed my advice. That night he died.

I was dismayed to see that day how even cultivated people allow
themselves to be led by the nose by such men as Darwin, Häckel
and Nietzsche. Their unbelief based on erroneous reasoning puts
them in danger of missing out on eternal salvation. That is why first
and foremost I urge you to throw away all the superficial thinking on
which you base your unbelief. Get rid of it! Your unbelief is not worth
a penny. The Bible says: "There is one God and one mediator
between God and men, the man Christ Jesus."

I was sitting one day opposite a man whom I had nick-named
"the striped man" because of the striped-design on his pullover. He
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was a great strapping man, built like a battle-ship. His wife had
perished in an air-raid and his two sons had been killed on the front.
Poor fellow! I had come that day to pay him a call. But no sooner
had I sat down than he began railing at me. "Pastor Busch, shut up
right away about your religion! I've seen plenty in my life-time and
now I don't believe a thing."

I laughed and said, "That's impossible. You take the train
sometimes, don't you?" "Yes." "I suppose," I continued, "that
each time you do, you go and find the driver and ask him to show
you his diploma?" "Of course not!" was the answer. "The railways
can be trusted to employ drivers who. . . " "What," I interrupted,
"do you mean to say that you get on a train without making sure
beforehand that the driver has the qualifications to drive it? Do you
put your life into his hands, without the least guarantee? Well, well!
Did you know that putting your life into someone's hands is a form
of believing? So you'd better not say any more that you don't
believe in anything. You should say, 'I don't believe in anything -
except in the railways!'" "Ah. . . !"

I went on questioning him. "Do you ever go to the chemist's?"
"Yes," he replied, "I have quite a few headaches and I have to go to
the pharmacist for some pills." "You probably know," I said, "that
certain pharmacists have given poison to their customers by
mistake. So I suppose you have the pills analysed before taking
them?" He answered, "No, Pastor Busch. A certified pharmacist
knows his profession. He wouldn't play a trick like that on me."
"What?" I said astonished. "You take your pills without having
them checked first? You entrust your life to a pharmacist? You take
his pills without the slightest hint of suspicion? Well, I would call that
faith! My friend, stop saying that you don't believe in anything;
but rather say, 'I don't believe in anything - except in the railways
and the pharmacist.'"

I continued to add to the examples. Finally I shared my own
experience with him. "One day I met Jesus, the one God sent to us.
Yes, Jesus, who rose from the dead and who still bears the nail
prints on his hands. Those marks prove in an eloquent way that his
love for me was so great that he even gave his life for me. No one in
the world ever did as much for me as Jesus! No one is more worthy
of my confidence than he is. Do you think Jesus ever told a lie, even
one single time?" "No," was the reply. "I can't say as much for
anybody else. But that day, many years ago, I said to myself, 'You
can trust your life to Jesus. He is worthy of your confidence.' And
that is what I did!"

"Is it as simple as that?" the man asked. "Yes," I said, "it's as
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simple as that. You trust all kinds of people around you - except
Jesus. And he is the only one who is totally trustworthy. So get rid
of the false reasoning your unbelief is built on. Then surrender
your life to the Lord Jesus."

At a meeting once, I challenged a crowd of young people in this
way: "I will give a one million mark reward to anyone who can bring
me a single man or woman who regrets having let Jesus Christ into
his or her life!" Obviously I didn't have such a large sum of money.
But I could make the offer without hesitation - for no such person
can be found. I have known, though, many people who regretted
not having received Christ.

So I urge you once again to get rid of your unbelief. Trust Jesus
who has done so much for you. This is a personal matter between
you and him. Steal away into a quiet corner and say to him, "Lord
Jesus, from now on I want to belong to you!"

2. Your good opinion about yourself must go!

The Bible says: "Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners -
of whom I am the worst." Many people reading this verse get
annoyed and declare: "I'm no sinner. / haven't committed any
crime." It is to these people that I will now direct my remarks.

What you have just claimed is totally and absolutely wrong. Can
you imagine yourself on the Judgement Day saying to God's face,
Y m not a sinner. I have observed all your commandments." Would
you dare say this to God?

Come on now! You have to give up that good opinion you have of
yourself. Stop thinking - or pretending - that your life is in order.
Nothing is in order, absolutely nothing!

I had a talk many years ago with a young man of twenty. I shall
never forget him. Bumping into him one day, I said, "My dear
Heinz, I haven't seen you for quite a while at our Bible studies or
young people's meetings." "That's true," he replied. "Pastor
Busch, I've been thinking it over. You are always talking about
Jesus dying for sinners. As far as I'm concerned, I feel no need for
a scapegoat to bear my sins. If I have done something wrong and
if God does exist, then I shall answer him for myself. The idea of
a Saviour dying in my place seems so ridiculous." "All right!" I
answered. "When you are summoned before the holy God, you
intend to appeal to justice. This is your right. You have the liberty to
reject Jesus and to say, 'I appeal to justice.' But you must realize
one thing: in England, people are judged by English law; in
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Germany, they are judged by German law; and before God, we
shall be judged by divine law. I hope you have never broken a
single one of those laws-otherwise there's no hope for you. Good-
bye!" "Wait a minute!" the young man exclaimed. "God is not that
finicky!"

"Ha! What do you think the holy God is like?" I asked. "Let's
suppose for a moment that after living honestly for fifty years, one
day I commit a petty theft which takes three minutes at the most.
The thing is eventually discovered and my case is brought to trial.
During the hearing, I say to the judge, 'Your honour, don't be so
strict. Three minutes of theft are greatly outweighed by half a
century of honesty. Who could be so scrupulous as to penalize me
for so little?' Do you know what would happen? The judge would
reply, 'Just a minute! What concerns me right now are not your fifty
years of honesty, but the three minutes it took to commit that theft.
The law is judging you for that particular offence. ' If an earthly judge
would react in this way, why shouldn't God go just as far?"

Why not plead guilty before God? Why not recognize your need
for pardon? Why not admit that you are a sinner? Get rid of your
self-righteous attitude and look for the Saviour. He died for your
sins and paid your debt. Receive him as your Saviour, confess your
sins to him and say, "I throw myself at your feet with all my
imperfections. Have mercy upon me and purify me by your blood."

3. Take the decisive step

Another illustration will help you to understand what I am trying to
convey.

It was at the beginning of the Hitler regime. I had to contact a top
Nazi official. I did so with fear and trembling, because the regime
was not well disposed towards pastors. To my astonishment,
instead of throwing me out the door, the official listened to me
attentively. I said to him at the end of the interview, "I have seldom
been treated with so much benevolence by any of your colleagues.
I would like to thank you. And as you have been so kind to me, may I
leave with you, as a gift, the message which has been entrusted to
me: 'For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son,
that whoever believes in him shall not perish but have eternal life. ' "

He looked at me for a moment, then replied, "You need say no
more. My parents are believers and they taught me those things
from the cradle. But... " He put a large sheet of white paper on the
table, took a pencil and drew a line across it. Then he continued,
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"You see, Pastor, I know all about it. But in order to gain salvation, I
would have to cross a line like the one I just traced on the paper. I
am very near - and with his finger he pointed to a spot just below
the line - but the decisive step over the line has yet to be taken."
Then he added, a little embarrassed, "My social position, however,
hinders me from taking that step."

I left him, sad at heart. This man died a long time ago. But his
social position was of no help to him when he stepped into eternity.
He had understood, nonetheless, that he had to take a decisive
step, that he had to cross over the line, in order to enter into the
Kingdom of God.

Do you have the courage to do this? It is well worth it. Jesus is
waiting for you, his arms are wide open. Take the decisive step;
cross over the line and you will find yourself in Jesus' arms!

4. Stop all deliberate wrong-doing

I know a man who has a mistress. One day I cornered him and said,
"You are living in adultery. You are making your wife unhappy. You
are on your way to hell." He answered, "What you say is absurd.
Let me explain my situation to you. My wife doesn't understand
me. . . " Then he told me a long story. Yet, deep down he knew only
too well that his behaviour was wrong.

We often hear people who have fallen out with someone say,
"He (she) started it all." Whatever the quarrel may be about, it is
always the other person's fault. You never start the trouble, do you?
No! The other person is always to blame!

Let me remind you that in God's sight a quarrel is just as serious
as a murder. So why not settle that argument? "How should I go
about it?" you may ask. Let me tell you how: stop all deliberate
wrong-doing right now.

If only you would pause for just a moment and ask yourself this
question: "What's wrong in my life? What needs to be put right?"
Actually you know only too well what is wrong! Do you think Jesus
will forgive you if you continue to sin deliberately? The Bible says:
"Right about turn!" The prodigal son, whose story is told in the
Bible, turned his back on his former life.

You too can come to Jesus just as you are: unbelieving and
weighed down with your sins. But you must go a step further and
do away with everything which is dragging you down to your ruin
and which you consciously know to be evil.

In the many letters I receive daily, people sometimes get angry
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and write: "You are too severe in what you say. Such-and-such a
thing is not sin." Then they list things I have never talked about! On
such occasions, I become particularly aware how rebellious we are
against having Jesus Christ rule in our lives. You will never be able
to become a Christian or to live as a Christian if you do not have the
courage to surrender your life to Jesus Christ and to give up once
and for all those things in your life which must disappear.

5. Talk to God

Do you know how to pray? Perhaps you are able to recite some
kind of formula, but do you really know how to pray? Some people's
ideas about prayer are so strange that they could make my hair
stand on end.. . if I had any left!

The other day I was visiting a family. The mother said, "We're
good Christians too. Claire, come here." When her little four-year-
old had come up to her, she continued. "Show the pastor how
nicely you already know how to pray." The child began to recite
a prayer. I interrupted her immediately. "Stop, sweetheart. You
musn't show me how you can pray. Please don't!"

Real prayer is something totally different. Prayer is talking to the
living God to whom we draw near through Jesus Christ. Prayer is
pouring out our hearts to him. Have you ever prayed like that?

An Anglican bishop by the name of Robinson wrote a controver-
sial book called Honest to God. In it he writes, among other things,
that modern man no longer knows how to pray. I agree with him on
this point. The fault is not with prayer, but with modern man.
Robinson's theory is that the Christian faith should be completely
revised because people today no longer know how to pray. It
seems to me rather that people need to be taught how to pray
again.

Why not have a try at praying? Even if you can only say: "Lord,
let yourself be found!" Or. "Lord, please save me too!" Or: "Lord,
help me find the true faith!" Or: "Lord, forgive me my sins!" Take the
plunge! Your prayers at first may not be as nice as those pastors
and priests recite with prayer-book in hand and glasses perched on
the end of the nose! But it isn't necessary to pray nice prayers.
What counts is that you learn to speak to the living God with an
open and honest heart. Simply begin praying and the rest will
follow naturally.

Faith is a living relationship between God and man. Dialogue is
indispensable to that relationship. I talk to God; he talks to me.
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6. Read the Bible

How does God speak to people? He speaks to them through the
Bible. So it is absolutely essential that you begin to read it. You may
be thinking that hardly anybody reads the Bible any more. This,
unfortunately, is only too true.

Often, during my calls, people say to me, "Oh, Pastor, we have
an old Bible dating from 1722. It's a family heirloom handed down
from our great-grandmother." Then they show me a huge
museum-piece which obviously nobody ever reads. I have lots of
respect for old Bibles, but you go and buy yourself a nice little New
Testament! Some of them are smaller than my hand. Certain
editions are very attractive. Get yourself one of those modern New
Testaments. And then put aside a moment of each day to read it.
Simply listen to what Jesus is saying to you through its pages.

Undoubtedly you will come across some passages that you will
not understand. Just go on reading. This is how I explain things to
my young people: A Brazilian farmer told me that when he settled in
Brazil he was given some land. Once on the site, he discovered it
was just a patch of jungle. So he started to clear the trees, dig up
the rocks, and uproot the stumps. The day came when he was
ready to hitch a pair of oxen to a plough and begin ploughing. He
had scarcely taken three steps when the ploughshare got blocked
by a rock. So what did he do? Run home to get some dynamite to
blow up the rock, plough and oxen? Of course not! He unhooked
the ploughshare from the plough, passed around the obstacle,
then went on ploughing. When he had finished, the result was not
quite up to the mark. He sowed the land all the same and a few
months later gathered in a small harvest. The next year it was a
little better. He was able to dig up more rocks and uproot more
stumps, which made it much easier for the plough to get through.
The third year, the situation had greatly improved.

That is how you should read the Bible. The main thing is to begin
reading. If there is something you do not understand, go around the
difficulty and keep on reading.

In the very first chapter of the New Testament, after a long list of
names which you will probably find dry and boring, you will
suddenly come to this verse: "You are to give him the name Jesus,
because he will save his people from their sins." You will probably
respond to this verse by saying: "I can understand that! That's just
for me!" Let God speak to you through the Bible in this way. Take
the time to read it daily. And offer this prayer to God: "Lord,
enlighten me! Give me intelligence to understand your Word."
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One thing more: allow no one to denigrate the Bible. It is a unique
book. No other book is as relevant or as fascinating.

As a young soldier in the First World War, I was sent one day on a
special reconnaissance mission. It was evening, at dusk. I was
sitting at the edge of a ravine. And then, suddenly, just before
nightfall, I saw an enemy mobile kitchen bumping its way across a
small clearing in the forest. It had probably left a little too early. We
would never have guessed that they could pass by there! But that
mobile kitchen, which had not waited until nightfall, had revealed to
us one of the ways leading to the enemy positions. If a mobile
kitchen could find its way through the forest, then enemy troop
reinforcements and ammunitions could also find their way to their
camp. Here was a strategic route and we had no intention of
sparing it. On the contrary. We shelled it all night.

The Bible is the main line that God uses to send food and
ammunition to Christians. And the Devil is smart enough to make it
the object of his attacks. That is why the Bible is under persistent
attack. The most stupid youngster says, "Bah, you have to be
completely crazy to read a book like that!" The well-educated
university professor tries to prove that the Bible is just another
book. On this one point they all agree: heavy fire at the Bible. But if
you want to become God's child, you must not let this stop you.
Allow no one to denigrate the Bible. The Bible declares itself to
have been written by men who were filled and enlightened by the
Holy Spirit. And when you have begun to read it yourself, you will
not be long in discerning that a different spirit, a divine spirit,
breathes throughout its pages.

Somebody made this complaint to me: "The Bible is a closed
book to me. I would like to be saved, but I get nothing out of Bible-
reading." I replied, "Ask God to give you his Spirit. Pray, for months
if it is necessary: 'Lord, grant me the gift of your Spirit so that I may
understand your Word and come to have a living faith.' Believe me,
God will answer your prayer."

7. Listen to the preaching of God's Word

Go and listen to God's Word where it is clearly preached. I must
warn you that a diluted gospel message is being announced in
many pulpits today. I wouldn't attend one of those churches if I
were you. For myself, I don't want lemonade, but the pure wine of
the Gospel. It will not take you long to recognize whether or not the
pure Gospel is being preached. Fortunately, there are preachers
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almost everywhere who faithfully teach the truth. Go where they
are and remain under the sound of the Gospel. Associate with
other people who are intent on hearing God's Word.

A man recently said to me, "You know, I am an individualist." I
couldn't help but answer, "You will never be able to keep your faith
alive if you are not in contact with other Christians and if you don't
attend a church where the Word of God is announced."

Before I finish, I would like to tell you a story about an old woman I
knew. She played an important role in my own life and was the
means of bringing three engineers I was acquainted with to the
Lord. It seemed to me that a great spiritual force must flow from her,
so on this particular occasion I went to visit her. She was a miner's
widow. She was glad to see me and told me how she had come to
the faith.

At the time, she was living in one of the former suburbs of Essen.
It has since been incorporated into the city. The name of the suburb
was Stoppenberg. She had read in the local newspaper that two
new pastors were going to be consecrated at St. Paul's Church. So
she said to her friends, "Let's go and see. Things like this are
always quite an event in Essen." It was a long walk to St. Paul's,
though they did take a short-cut across the fields. When they
arrived, the vast building was already full to bursting point. So they
had to stand at the back of the auditorium. One of the pastors who
was consecrated that day, Julius Dammann, later had a great
influence on the city.

This is the story the old lady told me: "When Julius Dammann
occupied the pulpit for the first time, he read from the third chapter
of John's Gospel: 'For God so loved the world that he gave his one
and only Son, that whoever believes in him shall not perish but
have eternal life.' Then he leaned forward and said, 'Of all the
words in the Bible, there is not a single one I fear as much as the
word "lost". You can be eternally lost, to the point that even God
himself withdraws from you. That is hell!'" The lady continued:
"There was I, a small young girl, standing at the back of that big
church. I didn't hear one more word of the sermon. It was as if I had
been struck by lightning. I kept repeating to myself, 'You too are
lost. You are not at peace with God. Your sins have not been
forgiven. You are not a child of God. You are lost!' Somehow I
managed to return home, but it was as if in a dream. Three days
later my father asked me if I were ill."

She tried in vain to explain to her parents what had happened. All
they could say was that she had gone out of her mind, that she was
having a nervous break-down. No one seemed to understand the
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deep anguish she was experiencing at the thought of being
eternally lost.

"For four weeks," the old lady continued, "I just went round in
circles, completely bewildered. Then I read in the newspaper that
Pastor Dammann was going to preach again. So once again I
walked all the way from Stoppenberg to Essen. I prayed the whole
way. The same prayer - it was a verse of a hymn - kept running
through my mind."

In this mood she arrived at the church. The building was packed.
No seats were free, so she had to remain standing as before. She
prayed again. Then she opened her hymn-book to the number
indicated on the panel and discovered, to her great astonishment,
that it was the hymn she had been reciting along the way. "If
everyone would sing this hymn prayerfully," she thought, "some-
thing would very probably happen."

Pastor Dammann got up and read another text from John's
Gospel: "Jesus said: I am the gate; whoever enters through me
will be saved."

"It was the second time I had been in this church," she told me.
"And once again I heard nothing but that one verse. 'I am the gate;
whoever enters through me will be saved.' In an instant everything
had become clear to me. The Risen Jesus was the door to life. And
I walked through that door! I heard nothing more of the sermon;
but what I heard was enough. I had taken hold of life."

I sometimes tell this story to people who say, "Oh, I never go to
church. I can't stand the atmosphere in churches. I'd rather go
for a walk in the woods where you can hear the birds singing
and the breeze rustling through the trees." "Well," I answer, "that
woman would never have come to believe if she had not gone
somewhere where the Word of God was preached!"

So, what should you do?

1. Put an end to your unbelief.

2. Your good opinion about yourself must go!

3. Take the decisive step.

4. Stop all deliberate wrong-doing.

5. Talk to God.

6. Read the Bible.

7. Listen to the preaching of God's Word.

Each one of these points is important. But I want to sum up with a
truth which is even more important.
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The important thing is not what we do. It is rather what God has
done for us in Jesus Christ. This is the good news which I am happy
to announce to you: Jesus has done everything for each one
of us. He came to us, he died for us, he rose again for us, he is
seated at the right hand of God for us.

Jesus is the Good Shepherd who has done everything for his
sheep. The author of the twenty-third psalm bears witness to this.
He says: "The Lord is my Shepherd. I shall lack nothing." And he
goes on to name all the things the Good Shepherd has done for
him...

My greatest desire is that you too will come to say: "The Lord
is my Shepherd."
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How can God allow such things?

"64 persons die in air crash."

"Another earthquake: 1200 dead and 6000 wounded."

"7 killed in mine accident."

"Insane man attacks school children with flame thrower: 10
children killed; others seriously injured."

Whenever news like this is announced in the press or on
television, we hear these questions asked all around us, "And what
about God? Where is he? Why does he allow all this without doing
something about it? Isn't he all-powerful? Is he there at all?"

Atrocities are being committed all over the world. Endless trials
have revealed the horrors of the death camps at Treblinka and
Auschwitz. And, most shocking of all, children are being tortured,
murdered and abused everywhere.

How can God allow such things?

Well, it's quite a question!
To those who ask it in a thoughtless way simply in an attempt to

clear their conscience of their indifference towards God, we have
nothing to say. We shall answer only those for whom this question
constitutes a real problem.

God in the dock?

How can God allow such things? If we intend to bring an accusation
against God, we are being fools. Just imagine the following scene:
It takes place in a courtroom. There am I, the man who is so
offended and saddened by all the suffering in the world. And I am
sitting on the magistrate's bench. Seated in the dock is . . . God!

And then from the height of my magistrate's bench, I begin
prosecuting God. "Accused, stand up! How could you have
allowed such things to happen?"
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There's no way that could happen! There's no way that God
could go into the dock and be judged by us. It would make him a
pitiful, ridiculous, weak figure. He would not be God at all.

The point is this: if God is God, then he is holy. He is the living
God. It is he who is the judge and we who are the accused.

I remember once going to a turbulent meeting in the troubled
period between the two wars. When the speaker spotted me in the
audience, he cried out, "Well, well, there's the preacher! Come on
up here!" When I went up, he said, "You think there is a God, don't
you? Well, if he does exist, I suppose I shall meet him after my
death.. ." I nodded assent.

He continued: "I'm glad of that, because when I meet him I'm
going to say this to him, 'You knew that children were dying of
hunger while others were stuffing themselves - and you did
nothing about it! You allowed wars to happen - and innocent
people suffered while those who were responsible for these killings
made a fortune! You said nothing about all this distress - nothing
against all this injustice, oppression and exploitation!1 Yes, I'll
throw all that in your God's face. And do you know what I'll do then?
I'll say to him, 'Get out! Come down off your throne and beat it!'"

He had succeeded in making me angry and I interrupted him.
"Fine! Me too! I'll yell with you, 'Come down from your throne and
beat it!'"

A deathly silence fell on the meeting. The speaker looked at me,
stupefied. He looked as though he thought he had made a mistake
and that perhaps I was not the pastor after all.

When I saw the expression on the people's faces, I felt like
laughing. And the atmosphere was no longer the same. It was the
moment to speak and I must not miss it.

"Look here, a God who would allow himself to be insulted by you
in such a way would be completely ridiculous. Let me tell you that
such a God does not exist, except in your imagination. A God who
could be called to account, a God who would stand before you as
an accused before his judge - oh no! such a God could exist only in
a sick mind. And I can only say this, 'Let's get rid of such a God.
Let's put an end to him once and for all!'"

"But you are a minister, aren't you?" he stammered in surprise.
"Certainly! And that's why I would like to say this." I raised my voice
so that everyone could hear me. "I would like to testify before you
all that there is another God, the true God. You will not be able to
call him to account. On the contrary, it's he who will summon youio
appear before his court of justice. When that time comes, you will
keep your mouths shut. There isn't a God you can say 'Beat it' to.
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But there is a holy, living, true God. And this God may very well say
to you one day, 'Get behind me! Get out!'"

How can God allow such things? If we ask this question in an
attempt to call the living God to account, our reasoning is com-
pletely wrong. We shall certainly not receive any answer. We only
show how silly we are.

God a children's nursemaid?

"How can God allow such things?" many ask, frightened and
revolted at the thought of all the terrible things that happen in the
world. It is a question which Christians are often asked. "Give us an
answer. It is your God we are accusing. What do you have to say in
his defence?" Can Christians help to excuse or defend God? Again
it is an absurd view of God which imagines that his creatures can
defend him.

It is like thinking of God as a children's nursemaid, a nanny who
has been employed to keep order in the nursery. If one of the
children happens to fall out of the window, everybody is horrified.
"Where was the nursemaid? How could she have let such a thing
happen?" That is much the way some people think of God. It is his
duty to keep an eye on the world so that things go smoothly.
Nobody bothers much about him until something goes wrong.
Then everyone is immediately shocked and wonders where the
heavenly nursemaid could have got to. And the question is
naturally directed to God's friends: "How can your God allow
such things?"

Christians would be very foolish to try to come to God's defence!
We must not mistake God for a children's nursemaid! Where is it

written that it is his duty to see that order reigns in this world of
infamy and stupidity?

God is under obligation to no one. He is the Lord!

Can we flatly deny the existence of God?

Catastrophes happen. And God keeps silent!
For many the conclusion seems obvious: there is no God. There

cannot be any God who is in control of the world. There can be no
God who sees and hears everything. And so God gets pushed right
out of our life. "We'll leave it to the theologians to sort out the
problem." However, what happens if, after all, there actually is a
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God? What if we have been too hasty in denying his existence?
Let me state in the strongest possible terms: God is alive! He

does exist!
If you are wondering how I can be so certain, I can only reply,

"God has made himself known. He has come to men in the person
of his Son, Jesus Christ. Since Jesus came into the world, no one
can deny the existence of God. To deny it is to admit either one's
ignorance or ill will."

The Christian view of the world

If we want to understand what is happening in the world, we must
know the Christian view of the world. Otherwise we shall never
solve our problem. The Bible tells us that God, the Creator, made
the world in harmony and complete goodness. Man was the
masterpiece of his creative work. God placed him in a position of
honour: he wanted to make him his partner. So man had to be
totally free.

But catastrophe is recorded on the first page of human history:
what Christians describe as "the Fall". Man abused his liberty. He
turned against God. He wanted to be his own god. And this is what
he still wants today.

From its very first chapters, the Bible states that man has
separated himself from God. And at the Fall, he dragged all of
creation with him. It is as though a lock-gate had been opened.
Suffering, death, tears, distress, and injustice all flooded the world.

The Bible affirms clearly that the world we live in is not the way
God wanted it. We live in a fallen world where sin reigns and where
the devil, the "murderer" and "father of lies", holds such powerthat
he is called "the god of this world".

The Bible's view of the world is very realistic and it corresponds
precisely with what we see about us. It goes on to teach that God
does not impose order in this rebellious world. The world must
follow its course right to the very end. All that is horrible, frightening
and evil must come to full fruition. When that time comes, God will
put an end to it all and create "a new heaven and a new earth".

That is not to say that God has simply abandoned the world. No!
He sent Jesus into it, to die on the cross for sinners and to rise from
the dead. Wherever men believe in Jesus and accept him, God's
new creation has already begun. All those who belong to the Lord
Jesus bear this testimony: "God has rescued us from the dominion
of darkness and brought us into the kingdom of the Son he loves."
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Through the disciples of Jesus, God wants to bring consolation,
peace, love, and help to this fallen world.

Christians do not always wonder why God allows suffering. They
know it can't be otherwise in a fallen world. And, knowing this, they
commit themselves to helping others. But most of all, they "look
forward to a new heaven and a new earth, the home of righteous-
ness."

But what about the question: How can God allow such horrors?
Even if we agree that such things are inevitable in a fallen world,
the problem still tortures those who have been personally touched
by tragedy. I think of a young couple who had a little boy they loved
very dearly. One day his dead body was brought back to them: he
had been killed by a drunken driver. When that sort of thing
happens, the question burns on our lips, "How could God have
allowed such a thing to happen?"

Are we able to understand God's ways?

It seems to me that a God I could understand with my intelligence
would not be God at all. He would be only a man like myself. A child
does not understand what sort of man his father is. Is it conceivable
that we should always be able to understand the ways of God?

There is an old story which I used to hear when I was a child. It
makes the point clearly.

Once upon a time there lived an old hermit who was always
grumbling about God's ways. But one day he had a dream.

A messenger from God appeared and told the hermit to follow
him. They came to a house where they were given a warm
welcome. The master of the house said to them, "Today is a great
day for me. My enemy has made up with me, and as a sign of
friendship he has sent me this golden cup." When they left the next
day, the hermit noticed that the messenger was carrying the cup.
He was about to speak angrily when the messenger said, "Hold
your tongue! These are the ways of God." Soon they reached
another house. The host, an old miser, cursed the unwelcome
visitors and told them to go to the devil. "Let's get away from here!"
said the messenger and as he did, he presented the golden cup to
the miser. Again the hermit was about to protest and again the
messenger stopped him. "Hold your tongue! These are the ways of
God." Towards the evening they arrived at the home of a man who
was very sad, because in spite of all his efforts he had always
encountered misfortune. "God will come to your help," said the
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messenger, and as he took his leave, he set fire to the house.
"Stop!" the hermit cried out. "Hold your tongue! These are the
ways of God."

On the third day, they went to the home of a melancholic, sullen
man. He was good to no one except to his young son whom he
loved very much. When they left the following morning, the man
said to them, "I can't accompany you, but my little boy will go as far
as the bridge with you. Take good care of him." "God will protect
him," replied the messenger of God. When they reached the
bridge, he suddenly pushed the child into the river! "You hypocriti-
cal demon," screamed the hermit, "these were certainly not the
ways of God. . . "

At that very instant, the messenger was transformed into an
angel shining with celestial glory. "Listen to me carefully! That cup
was poisoned. So I saved the life of the friendly man, whereas the
old miser found his death by drinking from it. The poor man found a
treasure hoard when rebuilding his house and was free from want
for the rest of his days. As for the man whose child I threw into the
river, he was a wicked sinner and left with him, the child would have
become a criminal. The loss of his son led the father to repentance.
And the child is well off where he is! So, you have been able to see
something of the wisdom and the justice of God. From now on, you
should bow down before the mystery of his providence!"

As I said, this story was well-known when I was young. People
who have read stories like it in their childhood are not so hasty in
prescribing what God can or cannot do. They know that we cannot
understand God's ways.

We shall probably never meet an angel on our pathway to
explain things to us as the hermit did. We can only continue to
grope in the dark and to accept the fact that we cannot understand
the ways of God.

God has said through the mouth of the prophet Isaiah: "My
thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your ways my ways. As
the heavens are higher than the earth, so are my ways higher than
your ways and my thoughts than your thoughts."

The great prophet himself solemnly declared: "His understand-
ing no one can fathom."

A Christian poet also wrote:

God moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform;
He plants His footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the storm.
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Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never-failing skill
He treasures up His bright designs,
And works His sovereign will.

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,
But trust Him for His grace;
Behind a frowning providence
He hides a smiling face.

Blind unbelief is sure to err,
And scan His work in vain;
God is His own interpreter,
And He will make it plain.

Christians learn to wait

The truth of the matter is that most of our difficult questions cannot
be answered here on earth. We must accept that "his thoughts are
not our thoughts". But we Christians are confident that we will not
always grope in the dark. No, for in eternity all these disturbing
questions will be answered. This picture helps to explain it: if you
examine the wrong side of a persian rug, all you can see is an
apparently haphazard tangle of threads. But when the rug is turned
over, a magnificent design appears. Then you discover that perfect
order exists in that apparent muddle.

In this old world we can see only the wrong side of life's rug.
Everything seems so confused and senseless. But in heaven, we
shall be able to admire the right side and then we shall be amazed
at how wisely and how methodically God has patterned our life.

In our present state, we are like someone driving a car at night.
He would be able to enjoy the countryside he is passing through,
except that darkness is hiding it from his view. He cannot make out
any of the scenery he would like to see. Still, he does have enough
light to drive, thanks to his headlights.

There are many things we Christians would like to know and
understand. We would like to understand God's ways, to be able to
explain why God does this or that. Here on earth we are in the dark.
Most things are hidden from us. But God has given us sufficient
light to find the right way. His Word - the Law in the Old Testament
and the Gospel of Jesus in the New Testament - shows us enough
of the road to lead us to the eternal goal.
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When we have reached heaven, the sun will rise for us. Then we
shall be able to see clearly what was on the right and left of our way.
We shall discover what was hidden from us on earth. And we shall
understand why "God allowed all that".

Can't we get any answers now?

We have asked a huge question: How can God allow such things?
First of all, we have had to show clearly that we have no right to

speak to the holy God as we would to a man. A person can be
called to account, but God cannot. A person can act unjustly. But
God never commits any injustice. A person can be analysed and
understood. God is above that.

These things have had to be stated as clearly and simply as
possible. But having cleared the ground, we are going to ask the
question again, even more seriously than before: Why does God
allow such things?

And there is an answer in the Bible. The problem is, man doesn't
want to hear it because his reason for asking the question in the
first place was to accuse God of injustice. The Bible's answer,
however, reverses the roles and puts us into the dock.

Each disaster is a warning and an appeal

Luke, the gospel writer, records an episode which touches the very
core of the matter. A group of people, upset and incensed by an act
of political repression that had just taken place, came to find Jesus
to inform him about it. One of the traditional festivals was being
celebrated in Jerusalem. Sacrifices were being offered in the
temple. As usual on such occasions, when thousands of Jews
gathered in the capital, the Roman garrison was on the alert. On
this particular occasion, a serious quarrel had taken place. It is not
clear what had caused it. But it seems that some men who had
come from the proudly independent area of Galilee had drawn the
attention of some Roman soldiers. There had been a fight. And a
large number of Galileans had been savagely massacred.

"How could God allow such a thing?" The question was terribly
real for the people as they reported the incident to Jesus. Just a few
days earlier, another disaster had upset the inhabitants of
Jerusalem. A high tower with thick walls had suddenly collapsed,
burying eighteen people under its ruins.
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