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It is impossible for those who were once enlightened, and

have tasted of the heavenly gift . . . if they shall fall away,

to renew them again unto repentance; seeing they crucify

to themselves the Son of God afresh, and put him to an
open shame (Hebrews 6:4-6).




Foreword

Around the beginning of the nineteenth century, the
American Methodist Church had a highly gifted preacher:
one Lorenzo Dow.

A person who had been robbed came to him one day
requesting that he find out who the thief was. Dow
gathered all the suspected persons into a certain room.
On the table was a black pot under which he put a
rooster. After darkening the room, he made every person
touch the pot with his fingers, explaining that the rooster
would crow as soon as the guilty person did so. When the
light was restored, it was seen that one person present
had no soot on his fingers. He had been afraid to touch
the pot. The guilty stood condemned.

We believers can speak freely about the events of Jesus’
crucifixion 2,000 years ago. We were not there. But
when we are reminded of his being crucified afresh
today (Heb 6:6), we prefer not to touch the subject. We
are all too conscious of having fallen away from the light
we have received, and the thought of crucifying Christ
afresh makes us more than a little uncomfortable.

I can easily understand why no importance has been
attached to this unsettling text of Scripture.

One can hear thousands of sermons and read innumer-
able books about the crucifixion on Golgotha; one can be
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a Christian all one’s life and never hear about the many
crucifixions that have followed because saints have not
remained true to the light they had.

While in prison, I became oppressed by the thought of
this possibility, especially when I saw Christians fall
away (not everyone could bear the torture and suffering)
and contemplated my own weaknesses. The pain of
knowing that my Lord suffers repeatedly in heaven has
filled me with a chronic sadness all these years, till I
finally felt constrained to set my thoughts in writing.

Prisoners under Communism were forbidden either to
write or to receive letters. In fact, it was strictly forbidden
to possess writing materials of any kind. It was next to
impossible to obtain even a bit of paper or a pencil. I had
none during my fourteen years in jail.

Notwithstanding, some of us wrote. We smeared soap
on the sole of a shoe and wrote on it with a piece of
wood. I possess 350 Romanian poems written like this
that I learned by heart and later transcribed. Other
prisoners learned from one another such things as foreign
languages, mathematics and chemistry by writing their
lessons like this. If caught doing so, they were harshly
punished.

It did not matter. We needed some diversion in our
monotonous lives. Even an earthquake would have been
preferable to the dull greyness of our confined existence.

To understand what follows, the reader must also
know that men practically never saw a woman, nor
women a man, except for brutal guards with whom there
was no communication on a human level.

In her book The Pastor’s Wife my wife (who was also in
jail) tells the story of an imprisoned teenager who would
write passionate love letters to a boy she imagined to
exist. Then she would write a letter as if from him
reciprocating her love. The exchange of love letters
became more and more burning. She would weep on
receiving his letter, which she had written, and would
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cherish and kiss it. Once, he wrote that he had found
another girl, whereupon she wept bitterly. Then she
entreated her imaginary but more-than-real lover to
come back to her. His ‘no’ was definite, and the poor girl
lost her mind.

In different ways many of us carried on such imaginary
discussions. We came to believe in these creatures of our
mind and did not doubt that the replies came from them
rather than our own imagination. The voices we heard
were from without, not within.

Psychiatrists would have concluded that we had be-
come schizophrenic. Little wonder, for prisoners were
sometimes kept alone in a subterranean cell for years on
end, hungry, beaten, tortured, never hearing a human
voice, not even a whisper. Or at other times crammed
together like sardines, a hundred in a room that might
accommodate thirty, with people fainting for lack of air.

Perhaps it was sheer schizophrenia. I do not know. But
I remembered at that time a biblical text, which I
visualised in Hebrew script as contained in the holy
scrolls. In it God called, ‘Abraham, Abraham’ (Gen
22:11). These two words occur in our translations. But in
Hebrew there is one thing more: a disjunctive sign
between the two Abrahams. This also appears in the
Hebrew when the Lord called, ‘Samuel, Samuel’ (1 Sam
3:10). It did not have to be so. When we read, ‘Moses,
Moses’ (Ex 3:4), the disjunctive line is not there.

The two ‘Abrahams’ with the disjunctive line between
them should really be translated, ‘You, the two different
Abrahams co-existing in one person.’ Like us, he also had
the outward and the inner man, the manifest man and the
hidden man of the heart, the id, with its impulses,
instincts and low desires, and the ego, the super-conscious
with high longings.

Psychologists speak about neuroses, psychoses and
complexes. The Bible speaks about a hidden man—a
whole man, with his own desires, thoughts, emotions,
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will and love—who lives in the heart of the outer man,
just as there are toy eggs that contain a smaller egg. This
inner man is so hidden that men often live a lifetime
without discovering him.

But when he is discovered—in my case, the Richard
known only to me, distinct from the ordinary Richard
known to others—real dialogue (or in prison circum-
stances, correspondence) between the two can arise.

Friedrich von Schiller once wrote, ‘Two souls live
within my breast.” They should be able to communicate.
Gestalt psychology recommends that we arrange for
dialogue between the two. They should at least know
each other. ‘Can two walk together unless they are
agreed?’ (Amos 3:3).

Usually the two ‘Richards’ are at loggerheads with one
another. Therefore God speaks to them as with two
different beings. In the case of Moses, a harmony had
been established. Thus there is no disjunctive sign when
God says, ‘Moses, Moses.’

Men are commanded to love one another, which
means that the different Richards in me should also love
one another. The holy Richard should love the Richard
who is still sinful in me, the Richard with worldly
thoughts and inclinations to sin. (An analysis will show
that the worldly Richard is softer towards the holy
Richard than the holy Richard is towards the sinful one.)

Then there exists a third Richard who judges both with
haughtiness.

It is desirable that we understand each other and love
God with all our heart, which, the Kabbalah says, means
to love him with both sides of our nature, good and evil.
The Richard of only one aspect is nothing but a mask.

The different Richards in me must love one another.
The good Richard must allow the bad Richard at least the
right to self-defence. He must sometimes give him the
benefit of the doubt. The good Richard must fight the
bad Richard, but only with kindness and understanding.
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It becomes apparent that there is ample opportunity for
rich discussion or correspondence between these different
men in myself.

Thus arose the idea for this present book. Eventually I
decided that I might better correspond with the One
who bears the responsibility for the existence of all the
Richards within. Hence I wrote to Jesus and ‘received’
replies.

When Theodor Herzl, founder of modern Zionism,
wrote in one night his first book, The Jewish State, he
seemed to hear the fluttering of angel wings in the room.
Uneasy about his .¢nsations, he went with the manu-
script to his friend Dr Max Nordau, a psychiatrist, and
said to him, ‘Judge if this is the work of a madman or the
truth.’

There is no doubt in my mind that this book was
conceived when I was at least on the verge of madness.
But should not a Christian’s thinking under such abnormal
circumstances be made known?

The Bible speaks about the ‘foolishness of God’ (1 Cor
1:25). St Laurence Justinian says, ‘Wisdom has become
infatuated by love’, by a completely unreasonable love
for sinners. Hosea observes that ‘the spiritual man is mad’
(Hos 9:7). It is normal that he be abnormal. He bears the
pain of the great iniquities and enmities in the world.

Whenever wrong is done to a little one anywhere in the
world, it hurts me. The prophet says that whoever
touches God’s holy people touches the light of his eye.
Somehow it touches mine too. I felt the pain of the world
most intensely when in prison. It was a quasi-physical
pain. I have known saints in prison who grieved unbear-
ably over the sins of the world, as every member of the
body of Christ should. If this is madness, so be it.

Perhaps the believer who is too intellectual to feel the
pain of the foot or the hand is himself unbalanced. We are
all part of the same body of Christ.

In fact, Christian books are usually too reasonable, too
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logical, too concerned with being clear and intelligible.
Therefore their influence is minimal. Life is not like this.
It is tempestuous, as is the human mind. Lie down on a
couch to daydream, observe the thoughts that pass
through your mind, and see if they are reasonable and
moral.

Formulated thoughts bow to standards and social
conventions. Only the unbidden, the vague, the un-
formulated nuance reflects the real self.

Why should not the unreasonableness in our relation-
ship with God also have a voice? Job, David and
Jeremiah, for example, expressed displeasure with God,
some of which bordered on blasphemy. Yet God allowed
these thoughts to be canonised in Scripture. He even
complimented Job for speaking ‘what is right’ (Job
42:7,8).

Everything should be committed to God. It is written,
‘Love God with all your heart.” The Kabbalah asks, ‘How
can this be done? We have within the heart both good
and evil.” The reply is: ‘Love him also with your bad
inclinations.’

This is what Job and David did. At one point Job
says, ‘What have I done to you, O watcher of men: Why
have you set me as your target?’ (Job 7:20, 21). Later
he complains, ‘He multiplies my wounds without cause;
he will not allow me to catch my breath’ (9:17, 18).
David says, ‘God gave his people over to the sword’
(Ps 78:62). ‘You have fed your people with the bread of
tears and given them tears to drink with great measure’
(Ps 80:5). Jeremiah is even less charitable: ‘Standing
like an enemy, God has bent his bow; with his right
hand, like an adversary, he has slain all who were
pleasing to his eye. He has poured out his fury like a
fire’ (Lam 2:4).

Moses, at a certain moment, had no doubt that God
does evil, and he says as much, asking, ‘Lord, wherefore
hast thou so evil entreated this people?’ (Ex 5:22). Elijah
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asked God, ‘Hast thou brought evil upon the widow with
whom I sojourn?’ (1 Kings 17:20).

Pastors may find occasion to comment on such verses
in their pulpits and to explain them away. One can also
publish books excusing them, but who among us dares to
speak to God like this today? Who expresses to God any
discontent over his ways? What publisher would print a
Christian book with similar accusations against God?

Jeremiah aired his complaints and lamentations when
the Jews were deported to Babylon. The Jews under
Hitler and Christians under Communism have suffered
more than the ancient Israelites. Should not their words
of madness be known too?

This book can be understood only if, in imagination,
you join your suffering brethren in prison and enter their
tortured minds. We are enjoined to feel their chains ‘as if
chained with them’ (Heb 13:2). We should feel not
only their physical chains, but also their doubts, their
moments of despair, their mental anguish, the tempests
that pass through their souls.

This is the concern of the present book.

I had no Bible in prison. I lived only on what I
remembered of it, which was much in the beginning, but
very little afterward, when hunger and doping had taken
their toll.

One verse of Scripture obsessed me all during those
years. I saw some Christians, even some renowned ones,
falling away and passing to the Communists because they
were not able to bear the torture. Some even became
Judases.

Day and night I thought about the words in Hebrews
6:4-6:

It is impossible for those who were once enlightened, and
have tasted of the heavenly gift, and were made partakers of
the Holy Ghost, and have tasted the good word of God, and
the powers of the world to come, if they shall fall away, to
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renew them again unto repentance; seeing they crucify to
themselves the Son of God afresh, and put him to an open
shame.

Those who fell away had once been my friends. Now
they assumed terrible roles, which they tried to play with
bravado, justifying themselves by serving their new
cause enthusiastically.

But the pain I felt most intensely was the pain of Jesus.
‘Jesus crucified afresh’ was too much for me. This thought
was the greatest single suffering that I endured.

It is the subject of my correspondence with Jesus.

It has been easy for me to reproduce the correspondence.
I wrote the present pages without having notes before me
or even a plan.

I acknowledge that I lead two different lives: one that is
the usual life of a sinner who loves Jesus and strives in
much weakness to serve him, and another that is hidden.

The moment I am alone, I am in prison. Every day,
every night, I relive bodily and spiritual tortures. I hear
the cries, the coarse words. I see the ashen faces of
the sufferers. My dreams too are usually about prison.
Therefore my books and my sermons are out of the
ordinary.

I know of only two individuals with similar experiences:
Dostoievsky, who all his life carried this same burden;
and Erasmus of Rotterdam, who wrote the book The
Praise of Folly.

And so I did not have to remember what I thought and
felt in prison. I relive the experiences every day.

And now, the correspondence.




My First Letter to Jesus

Dear Jesus,

God could have used any number of ways to communicate
with mankind. I can very well imagine communication
by means of alternating colours, or painting, or music, or
variations in fragrance or even taste. Sex, of course, is a
means of communication, wherefore it is written, ‘Adam
knew Eve his wife’ (Gen 4:1).

Gestures, facial expressions, what we today call body
language, are all splendid vehicles of communication.
In fact, while watching church services on TV, I some-
times turn off the sound so as to concentrate on the
physiognomy of the preacher and members of the
congregation. When in church I am also very attentive to
these changes.

It is almost as if the different words of God and of
prayer take shape in the expression of the eyes and in the
whole musculature of the face. When the congregation is
made up of true believers, the changes are simultaneous,
like the music of an orchestra.

If the words ‘Blessed be ye poor’ are read or chanted,
one can see a hush of blessedness on the faces of the poor,
who may have felt outclassed by the better-dressed
believers. At the words ‘Blessed are ye that weep’,
tears come to the eyes of the sorrowful. Why lose this
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blessedness? ‘Rejoice ye in that day.’ Smiles blossom as
the meaning is communicated.

In a religious service, God intends to shine his face
upon us, that we might see how he looks upon us. His
expressions vary, too. He does not stare at us without
sentiment or emotion. In fact, his expressions might
range from wrath and disgust to passionate love and a
longing to identify with us.

Well, Jesus, though you had the choice of so many
means of communication, you elected to reveal yourself
to us through the written word.

The written word! You even asked John to write to
angels. You could have spoken to them directly, but you
preferred to have John write letters to the angels of the
seven churches (Rev 2 and 3). Perhaps you liked his
manner of writing (though I don’t know why, because
his Greek is awful) and therefore assigned him this work.
Perhaps his calligraphy pleased you. It is hard to say.

In my thoughts, Jesus, I have looked to you often. My
eyes, my whole face, my bodily positions have all tried to
communicate with you. I have spoken to you in words
and in songs. Now I have decided to write to you,
because this is the most exquisite manner in which you
addressed yourself to me. Perhaps in this way you will
understand me better.

I write to you on the presumption that you are alive
and can read, as well as answer, my letters.

Please don’t be offended. You would expect me to say
that I know you are alive, not simply that I presume it.

You were once a reader, that I know. You read the
book of Isaiah and praised it. Perhaps for variety you
have spent some time on a Wurmbrand book, too. If so,
you might have read my book Christ on the Jewish Road,
in which I prove your resurrection. So you see, I do not
doubt it.

But ... there are a few ‘buts’. I will mention just two
of them.
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There is sufficient proof of the fact that you were
resurrected after the crucifixion on Golgotha. But since
that time you have been crucified many times afresh (Heb
6:4-6). This happens every time a man illuminated by the
Spirit falls away, which means many times a day. The
Bible does not tell us, but I imagine that you are also
resurrected every time afresh.

How long will this go on? Can you bear an unlimited
number of crucifixions, with attendant resurrections, and
still be capable of reading and answering letters? We all
have a breaking point in suffering. Have you none at all?
Are you still alive in the plain sense of the word?

The prophet says, ‘Ye have wearied the Lord’ (Mal
2:17). If God can weary of sins, can he not also get tired
of crucifixions? Jesus, you sat by a well in Samaria, weary
and thirsty. A peaceful journey from Judea had worn you
out. Won’t an endless crucifixion have an even worse
effect?

A second ‘but’. You are the living Son of a living God.
How are we supposed to understand your being alive?
We are confronted with the same problem we have with
beauty. Plato believed that beauty is an inherent quality
of persons or things. Hume objected. ‘Beauty is in the
eye of the beholder,” he claimed. ‘Nothing is always
beautiful and nothing is beautiful for all.’

Is being alive an objective notion?

You characterise certain men, whom everyone would
consider very much alive, as being dead in trespasses and
sins. You write to the angel of a certain church, ‘You
have a reputation of being alive, but you are dead’ (Rev
3:1). Apparently what is considered life for some is death
for others who see life differently or give it another
meaning.

If you consider certain living men to be dead, surely
you are not angry that Nietzsche and some modern
theologians said, ‘God is dead.” Perhaps they used the
word ‘dead’ in a relative sense, as you do.
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I don’t know what it’s like to be a glorified Saviour, to
sit with the Father on the throne from which universes
are created and ruled, and then to be dragged away and
crucified in heaven. On earth you were crucified near a
garden, which must have heightened the pain.

Who can imagine the pain of being crucified in Paradise?
Does your holy mother stand there, too, weeping near
the foot of the cross, along with Magdalene and John and
the others?

I don’t know the answers. Therefore, I will presume
that you are alive in the sense in which I am alive and can
write and read.

I believe that there exists objective, real truth, that
there are things intrinsically beautiful, and that you truly
exist, a fact only madmen and nihilists can deny. I
also believe that you are constantly resurrected, because
goodness ultimately conquers, not only evil but also
physical laws. Death cannot hold you.

Therefore, since you are and I am, we will now
correspond.

In the USA, there is a tombstone with the following
inscription: The body of Benjamin Franklin, printer [like
the cover of an old book, its contents torn out and
stripped of its lettering and gilding], lies here food for
worms. Yet the work itself shall not be lost. For it will [as
he believes] appear once more in a new and beautiful
edition corrected and amended by the author.’ If the
work ‘Benjamin Franklin’ can appear in a new edition in
heaven—whatever worms will have done to him—I
certainly believe that you too appear again and again,
whatever evil men do to you and however often they do
1t.

You can take cognisance of this letter.

The first thing I wish to tell you may sound banal, but
it is the simple truth: I love you.

I love pudding, I love a dog, I love men, I love you. I
have to use the same word because of the poverty of
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language. There is simply no adequate expression for the
sentiment I have for you. So let us conclude with this:
you are my love.

I also trust in your immense power.

When the Wright brothers made their first flight, the
engineer Octave Chanute wrote an article in Popular
Science Monthly in which he said: ‘This machine can
even transport mail in certain cases, but also in limited
quantity. It can become faster and then could be used
for sport, but it is unimaginable that it will serve for
commercial transport.’ Eleven years later, in 1911, the
regular air transport of passengers started. A short time
before World War I, the astronomer William Pickering
wrote, ‘Popular imagination fancies gigantic planes
flying over the oceans and transporting crowds of
passengers. It is scarcely necessary to say that these are
only phantasmagoric visions. Even if we could suppose
that such a machine could make the traverse with one or
two passengers, the price would be such that only a
millionaire could afford it, as he could afford his own
yacht.” Today, even the speed of sound at high altitudes
has been surpassed.

If men underestimated their own potential, no wonder
they underestimate yours. You can do anything because
you are God. In addition, nothing is impossible for you
because, as man, you believed wholeheartedly in the
Father.

Then why don’t you do the many things we expect of
you, that are the subject of our prayers—not to mention
those you have promised expressly in your word?

Pascal would have an explanation for your negligence:
‘Jesus will be in agony until the end of the world.” An
agonising being might be a giant, but he is still helpless.
When you had died on Golgotha, even the centurion said
you were the Son of God, but then you were a dead Son
of God. You could feed no hungry, wipe away no tears,
caress no children.




20 MY CORRESPONDENCE WITH JESUS

Considering the many defections of believers over the
centuries, Pascal, like me, would have meditated on the
many crucifixions you have endured since Calvary. I
believe that the respite between one crucifixion and
another must be minimal. How aware are you between
them? Certainly you are an agonising almighty Being.

If that is the case, then most of our prayers to you seem
wrong, foolish. The Virgin Mary, John, and the woman
who served you did not pray to you while you hung on
the cross.

I wonder if it ever occurred to them to try to alleviate
your thirst (even a Roman soldier did what he could), or
bathe your bloody feet, or at the very least whisk away
the flies from your wounds. I don’t know why they did
not try, even if the soldiers objected. However, the
gospel records tell us nothing, one way or the other.

Your life as a servant ended with a painful, saving
death. You had desperately needed their services.

Since you are still in agony, our prayers should not
make demands, not even claim the fulfilment of your
promises. Rather, we should stand in mute adoration
before the grandeur of your sacrifice and, if possible, help
you.

If Pascal was right that you are in perpetual agony, and
if you are crucified afresh daily, there is little chance you
will be able to read the present letter. (How should men
in agony, even if they are sons of God, too, read and
understand?) I come back then to what I said in the
beginning. I write to you on the presumption that you
are alive, in a normal state, and that we can correspond
like this.

These two ideas, one from the Bible that you are
crucified again and again, the other from Pascal that for
thousands of years you have been in agony, torment me.

When I look up to heaven I see you. Stephen saw you,
too. What expression did he see on your face? Was it one
of triumph or of atrocious suffering?
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At the end of a religious service I often hear the words,
‘May God make his face to shine upon you.’ I do not
leave the church until I see a face. Usually, I see the
face you had when you bowed your head in death on
Golgotha, as painted by Fra Angelico. I know that the
resurrection followed, but it was only to occasion your
offering yourself in new crucifixions.

More than one-third of the earth’s population lives
below the poverty line; 570 million are undernourished,
800 million children are not enrolled in school, 1.5 billion
have no access to effective medical care. Millions of
innocents have been slaughtered in Nazi Germany,
Russia, Red China, Cambodia, Lebanon. So many suffer
in prisons and labour camps. You, an almighty Being,
love them all, but you endure terrible suffering yourself.
The reality of a suffering God is probably the best answer
to the question of why a good God allows such tragedy
to befall his creatures.

I suppose that the heavenly Father shares your suffer-
ing. You and the Father are one, which means you are of
the same essence, though you do not always share
the identical suffering. When you sweated blood in
Gethsemane and begged the Father to spare you the bitter
cup, ‘it pleased the Lord to bruise [you] (Is 53:10).
Strange thought!

Thérese of Lisieux describes her joy when at the
age of only twenty-three she first spat blood (she had
tuberculosis), an experience she looked upon as one step
nearer to heaven.

God can go beyond Thérése. He can find pleasure in the
painful death of his Son, knowing it was one step nearer
to your own glorification and a giant step toward the
salvation of mankind. But does he enjoy all your cruci-
fixions? Do you suffer all the pain while he does all the
rejoicing? It is difficult to accept. The Father must also
feel intense sadness. Such tragedy incapacitates the whole
of Godhead to relieve the groanings of unhappy mankind.
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T have entered a risky path. Cardinal Newman once
said, ‘To write theology is like dancing on the tight-rope,
some hundred feet above the ground. It is hard to keep
from falling, and the fall is great. The questions are so
subtle; the distinctions so fine, and the critical, jealous
eyes so many.’ The last danger does not exist in my case.
This letter is addressed to you. If you read it, it will not
be with a critical eye.

I will leave all these considerations. I will simply tell
you what I consider my main task in life: it is to decrucify
you.

Surely, this task is not given by you. You called Peter
‘Satan’ when he advised you not to suffer. You willed the
crucifixion. I imagine you will these new crucifixions,
too. They must also play a saving—or at least a useful—
role.

I suspect there is a deep, perhaps hidden, meaning to
your new sufferings.

Much of Beethoven’s beautiful music would not have
been written if he had not gone deaf. John Milton wrote
Paradise Lost as a blind man. With sight, he might have
been distracted and even lost sight of Paradise himself.
Louis Pasteur made great discoveries after suffering a
stroke.

Many of the most beautiful songs in our hymnals were
written by William Cowper between spells of insanity.
Some of the greatest books—like Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s
Progress—were written or conceived in prison.

We can see a connection between suffering and great-
ness, much as we recoil from the idea.

Well, in the end, Peter understood you, more or less.
Please understand us too. You are God and your capacity
for suffering might be unlimited, whereas our capacity
for looking at it without intervening is limited.

David commented, ‘I have been young, and now am
old; yet have I not seen the righteous man forsaken’
(Ps 37:25). It was because he had not seen the Righteous.
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You were forsaken when you hung on the cross. Are you
forsaken on your new crosses? Do you cry out again in
agony and despair?

Sometimes I feel the temptation to give you complete
peace and to discuss all matters with the holy mother or
with saints, as Catholics do, except that I feel sure Mary
stands weeping at the foot of heavenly crosses too. As for
the saints, Rachel wept when a few children were killed
in Bethlehem. Do the saints not weep for the many killed
in world wars, revolutions, Auschwitz, Gulags and
countries ravaged by famine and disasters of all kinds?

There was a time when I considered heaven a place
of supreme joy. When I contemplate your repeated
crucifixions there, I realise it is a place of supreme
sadness. In the end, these two notions fuse in my mind
and heaven remains only a place of supremeness in all
things. And you are the most supreme among supremes.

I have to come back to you.

I desire one thing: to decrucify you. How? Well, I am
very tired from writing such a letter. If you have read it,
you must be very tired, too. I will write to you again.




My Second Letter to Jesus

Dear Jesus,

I stumble at certain Bible verses like ‘Rejoice evermore’
and ‘In all things give thanks.’ Did St Paul really mean
‘always’? How much did the Virgin Mary and Magdalene
and John rejoice standing at the foot of the cross? How
many Hallelujahs of thankfulness did they shout when
the nails were being driven into your hands and feet?
Hearing you cry, could they rejoice?

With a stretch of the imagination, I might suppose that
these heroes of the faith were able to sing praises on
Golgotha—assuming they understood the necessity of
your redeeming sacrifice and wanted to encourage you
by their expressions of joy, even if partly feigned.

In Nazi and Communist prisons I have seen Christians
acting. Though deeply troubled and even doubting their
own faith, they encouraged fellow-believers who passed
through torture by singing to them and quoting words of
promise from Scripture. But I can see it would be
much harder to do this when a God-man, a completely
innocent person, dies an atrocious death on a cross.

Your pain on Golgotha had been predicted; it had
meaning. For this you had come into the world. You
yourself decided to lay down your life for the sheep. The
blood shed on the cross saved mankind.
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But with your crucifixions in heaven things are
different. To my knowledge there has never been a
prophecy that you will have to endure endlessly. What
purpose do these new Calvaries serve? Could we not get
to heaven without them? Can the saved enjoy heaven
when, on inquiry, an angel informs them that you do not
rule, you do not sit on a throne, but you are crucified
afresh, age upon age?

Will those arrayed in white robes, with palm branches
in their hands, who themselves come out of great tribula-
tion, hear the news that you are entombed awaiting your
resurrection, but that meanwhile the news of the falling
away of another saint means you will be crucified again
... and again ... and again?

What are the nails made of in heaven? Perhaps there is
iron there. The heavenly Jerusalem has an abundance of
gold. Are the nails golden?

In Hebrews chapter 6 we are only told the cause of
your new crucifixions, not the purpose, as in the case of
your earthly Calvary.

A Chinese student suffering for his faith in a
Communist prison composed a poem:

Lord, I am afraid of my fear,

I am afraid of deserting Thee.

Lord, I am afraid of my fear—

I am afraid of not holding out clear to the end.

I have held out in prison, but I wonder if I can stand the
terrible suffering of your repeated crucifixions, especially
since I myself, while enlightened, have yet fallen away
several times. Your death on Golgotha is a fact of ancient
history, but now I am a participant.

Cosmic rays from outer space can affect us here on
earth. Likewise, what happens on earth can influence
heaven. We are told that the conversion of a sinner glad-
dens the angels, and the spiritual decay of a sinner sets in
motion events in other spheres that can crucify you anew.
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When I was in solitary confinement, in great suffering,
I could dance, despising the things through which I had
passed. After I was freed, I danced, though I was aware
that other brethren and sisters were still enduring terrible
tortures. But I comforted myself with the thought that
they would soon be in heaven. I had been taught to think
about heaven only as a place of comfort and gladness,
except for the thought expressed in Hebrews that there
you are crucified afresh over and over again. This image
haunts me.

How does this crucifixion take place? Does it also start
with someone selling you? On earth you were granted a
trial by both Caiaphas and Pilate. Does my sin simply
crucify you without any sentence being passed upon you,
without a court establishing first the reality of my guilt
and accepting you as sin-bearer?

The Romans always flogged those who were to be
crucified. Are the crucifixions in heaven preceded by
floggings? I hope at least you are spared this indignity.

Do you hang on the cross alone or do some saints
renounce the pleasures of heaven and share your sorrow?
Do you endure only physical pain or do you again feel
rejected even by the Father?

Do you utter the words ‘Father, forgive them, for they
know not what they do’? If so, there exists the possibility
of return even for those fallen after illumination, in spite
of what the apostle says to the Hebrews. Do you cry out,
‘My God, my God, why have you forsaken me’? And do
you say the words again in the Aramaic language, in
which sabachthani, a homonym, has a double meaning
and can also be translated, ‘How much have you glorified
me’?

Today some people talk in terms of a new black
theology. (No wonder, the majority of Christians today
are coloured; in fact, 40% of Anglicans are black.)
Others embrace a theology of liberation. For myself, I
am against anything new in theology. In Christianity,
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everything that needed to be said has been said already.
No new revelation has intervened, and I am not open to
human speculations.

But I do believe that a new dimension must be added to
our theological thinking: the fact of your crucifixions in
heaven. This has been revealed to us in the Bible, but has
passed unmentioned. It is of the utmost importance.

Goethe said to his friend Eckermann on 4th February
1829, ‘If I work indefatigably until my end, then nature is
obligated to offer me another form of existence when the
present one can no longer endure my spirit.’ I also believe
in life after death. But I shudder when I read in the Bible
such expressions as ‘crucified with Christ’, ‘sharing the
passion of Christ’, ‘being buried with him.’ If the Bible is
literally true, can it be that these events, which have
obviously not taken place during our earthly existence,
will be relegated to the hereafter?

Once I baptised a Jew who was ninety-one years old.
He told me he had a dream in which he saw heaven. Out
of curiosity he asked an angel, ‘Which is Wurmbrand’s
place?’ But before receiving an answer, he awoke. Was
the answer withheld because in heaven mine is the place
of crucifixion? If so, do I strive for this, do I run
to embrace it? I have fourteen years of Communist
imprisonment behind me. How much more suffering
will I have to bear?

Every one of us has passed through the prison of
childhood, when our frame is small and weak, our
powers of comprehension minimal, and all we say is
treated lightly. Then comes the bondage of self imprisoned
by wrong desires and stubbornness; sometimes there is
the prison of bondage to evil spirits. Finally, there is the
hardest prison of all—bondage to Christ. In this prison,
we all undergo the torture of waiting to be holy and
Christlike, while suffering the pain of frustration and
failure.

In addition to the foregoing, I endured Nazi and
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Communist prisons. For decades, I had thought abouwut
heaven as a place of release from all these things, but now
I have discovered instead that heaven is a place of
suffering, too. As it is on earth, so also in heaven: a
servant cannot be above his master. If you must endure
suffering, so also must we.

It is written in 1 John 3:2 that when you appear, we
will be like you. Does this mean crucified in heaven like
you?

I am approaching death. Bede, the first translator of the
New Testament into English, when almost blind asked
his amanuensis to re-read to him carefully what he had
translated. He said, ‘I will not have my scholars read a lie
after my death.’

Neither can I allow the many who have listened to my
sermons and have read my books, which have been
translated into more than fifty languages, remain with the
impression I have called them to a paradise that is all joy
and happiness, as Mohammed describes it in the Koran.

The Bible says it is the dwelling place of a God who
knows sadness, of saints like Rachel weeping about
greater tragedies than she had known on earth (Mt 2:18);
it is the setting of a terrible war going on for ages (the
sword is not a human invention; Eden was guarded by
angels with a flaming sword (Gen 3:24). Now I learn that
it also has a place of crucifixion, where you suffer anew.

The thought might not be pleasant, but it is true. The
injunction ‘Take up the cross and follow me’ refers to a
very long period, much longer than our earthly life.

I try to repress a question that arises in my heart again
and again, but my efforts do not succeed. I am told that
even in my dreams [ shout loudly, Maduah (‘Why?’ in
Hebrew).

An American newspaper published an article entitled,
‘Conversion to Hindu Faith is Torturous.” It gave the
following details: ‘A West German businessman has
completed his conversion to the Hindu faith by piercing
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himself through the cheeks with a quarter-inch-thick,
four-foot-long steel rod and pulling a chariot for
two miles by ropes attached to his back and chest by
steel hooks. ... Others walk through 20-foot-long
pits of fire, don shoes with soles made of nails, or hang
in the air spread-eagle from hooks embedded in their
backs.’

We Christians would have told this German that
all this suffering is not necessary. Salvation is easy,
through faith alone. Some would have added that a few
commandments have to be kept. But all the tortures are
certainly senseless.

You are a Being apart. You had to endure suffering for
us all. But is it really necessary for you to endure
crucifixions endlessly? If we take up our cross, will we
share them with you in the world to come? Then the
Hindu way of salvation, so horrible to our minds, is still
easier than ours.

One day, Bede’s disciples read him the translation, ‘It
is finished.” He commented, ‘Yes, it is finished,” and
chanting ‘Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to
the Holy Ghost,” he died. I wish to finish these letters
before I die. It is good for us both to have come to a
mutual understanding through correspondence before
actually meeting in circumstances I presume will be
dramatic.

God buries his workmen but carries on his work.
Therefore, I do not have to worry about what will
happen after my death to the specific work of Christ that
you have entrusted to me—the Christian mission to the
Communist world. Neither do I have to worry about my
name after I die. Whose name does not enter into
oblivion sooner or later?

As for my corpse, what of it? Wycliffe’s bones were
dug up and burned into ashes forty-four years after his
death. Then the ashes were thrown into the River Swift,
whose waters carried them into the Avon, which feeds
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into the Severn, which empties into the ocean, which
circles the globe.

My corpse will not have even this honour.

But it is about the future that I am really concerned.
What kind of heaven awaits me? What kind of heaven
awaits those converted under my ministry?

Since gaining my freedom, I have had many occasions
to speak in churches. Once, after describing the humilia-
tion and torture Christians are subjected to in Communist
prisons, I spoke about heaven and asked, ‘Would you
come with me to paradise?’ A lady answered loudly,
‘No—in any case not your way, because it implies too
much suffering.’

How many—if any—would come with me to paradise
if I told them that paradise itself, not only the road to it,
entails suffering?

The renowned Swiss Protestant theologian Karl Barth
said in a lecture, ‘When the angels sing for God, they sing
Bach; when they sing for pleasure, they sing Mozart, and
God eavesdrops.” Mozart wrote an unfinished Requiem,
the story of which may have a deeper significance
than appears on the surface. Perhaps this Requiem is
unfinished because it is for an infinite Being whose death
never ends.

Experience is the one perch no one can be knocked off.
Perhaps some of the information God obtains about our
ordeal is distorted. Perhaps he sometimes descends to
earth himself, as in the case of Sodom and Gomorrah
(Gen 18:21), to ensure that what is reported to him is
correct. The rumours about their wickedness might have
seemed exaggerated.

Reports and theories constructed on them often crack,
like plastic wrapping; experience has the resonance of
solid oak. Knowing this, you might have chosen to suffer
with us all the way, for as long as we suffer. The best
throne on which to rule over a crucified race is a cross.
Then you appreciate all the sufferings mankind endures.
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Perhaps you believe in our free will, though Luther,
Spinoza and Einstein did not. But you are not a Lutheran.
You consider us responsible for our sins. Bernard de
Clairvaux said, ‘Remove free will and there will be
nothing to save; remove grace and there will be nothing
to save with.’ You believe that we often sin wilfully, that
even our ignorance is wilful (2 Pet 3:5), and therefore
punishable.

After the crucifixion on Calvary, many continued in
rebellion. Some were enlightened, but even these some-
times fell away. Then you took upon yourself new
crucifixions and the indignity of being put to shame
again.

The best explanation for a man’s actions is found in the
atmosphere in which he lives. In heaven, a place of
supreme love, your reaction to an offence against you is
to take upon yourself suffering for the offender. Do
you hope that these new crucifixions will do what
you yourself declare to be impossible—bring the once-
enlightened but lapsed Christian to repentance?

I dreamt one night I was in an Orthodox church,
where the priest had prostrated himself according to their
ritual. I prostrated myself to the earth, too, and felt the
sins of the whole congregation burdening me.

I imagine it is not easy for you to read such a letter in
the state in which you are. Neither is it easy for me to
write it. So I leave you for now. I will write again.




My Third Letter to Jesus

Dear Jesus,

Only now do I realise that I have written to you twice
without first introducing myself.

You might say it is not necessary to do so when you
address a God. He knows everything.

I am not convinced that it is superfluous to introduce
oneself to you. The Bible is surely true, and it says in.
various places that you forget some things, remember
others and appreciate it when you are reminded of still
others.

Unlikely as it may seem, there are some men, among
them even individuals who have been very active in
church life, whom you, though omniscient, have never
known.

You once taught that on the Day of Judgement many
will say to you, ‘Lord, Lord, have we not prophesied in
thy name, and in thy name cast out devils, and in thy
name done many wonderful works?’ And then you will
profess unto them, ‘I never knew you; depart from me,
ye that work iniquity’ (Mt 7:22,23). So you are a God
who does not know and has never known many of his
creatures.

I do not wonder about it. If we are created after God’s
image and in your likeness, he must have a subconscious
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as well as a conscious. Therefore, you sometimes called
the Father a power (Mt 26:64), like instinct and the
unconscious complexes, and at other times a person, the
heavenly Father. You called the Holy Spirit a power, but
also described him as a person. If God has neither
instincts nor a subconscious but only reason, then we
were not created after his image.

God knows those he created and has led consciously
but might not know what emanates from his subconscious,
Jjust as we do not know the persons of the unremembered
dream life.

And so my name is Richard Wurmbrand, and I was
born on 24th March 1909, in Bucharest, Romania. Now
you will not be able to tell me on the last judgement that
you had not known me. I have introduced myself to you.

I will not tell you the many works I did for you. This
was the mistake of those you rejected. I am simply a
grievous sinner who has believed in your grace. I also
believed that, having been washed in your blood, I would
enjoy heaven with you for all eternity. But now I have
grave doubts. I am deeply troubled because I have
stumbled on a Bible verse that says you suffer many
crucifixions in heaven, which makes me think that
heaven is not at all a place of enjoyment (Heb 6:4-6).

Probably the best thing for me to do is to fulfil the
most mystical exhortation ever written: ‘Be still, and
know that I am God’ (Ps 46:10). One does not put
questions to God. We are not to write him letters or
trouble him, but only to kneel quietly in adoration.
However, I am far from perfect. Please do not expect me
to have perfect attitudes.

I am a pastor. Close association with the clergy causes
many people to become anti-clerical. I have been
acquainted with pastors more than most; I am very well
acquainted with one pastor—myself.

I believe that pastors, even the best ones, are less
qualified than one might think for a life of perfection.
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Wesley delivered some 40,000 sermons and travelled
250,000 miles on horseback to accomplish this. The end
result today is empty Methodist churches. Luther and
Calvin tried to reform Christendom. Later, others tried
to reform the new institutions that had arisen, until today
we find ourselves in a chaos of sectarian confusion.
Vatican Council II will succeed as little as King Josiah of
Judah’s thorough purge of all religious practices.

Josiah destroyed all idolatrous altars and the renegade
priests, but ‘the Lord turned not from the fierceness of his
great wrath wherewith his anger was kindled against
Judah’ (2 Kings 23:26). It was because the changes were
only external. Under Josiah’s successor, three months
were sufficient for the complete return of heathendom.

If only Wesley had ridden less and Luther preached
less! If they had been still and silent, the work of the Lord
would have prospered. I know it to be so, but I am like
them. I can restrain myself from outward activity only
with great difficulty. Much of my outward activity may
serve to suppress my Jewishness, which is a difficult
burden to bear. And so I feel impelled to write these
letters. Please bear with me, listen and reply.

What is heaven like? I know it is a storehouse of
blessings, but Augustine said, ‘God asks our leave to
bless us.” Not many give him permission, but those who
do bring him much fruit. They have what the Catholics
call supererogatory works, that is, they have done many
more holy works than would normally be expected even
of a saint. God might have the problem of the rich man of
your parable: ‘I have no room in which to put my fruit’
(Lk 12:17). Your Father might wish to apply the merits of
the saints to others, but those keen to have them are rare.
An overabundance of blessings in heaven is not desirable.
It might produce a crisis like the overabundance of riches
in America.

I have followed the advice of a sculptor who carved
your likeness in a great statue. People admired it from
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different angles, but the artist said, ‘If you want to see it
in its right proportion, you should kneel.’ I knelt in the
hope I would see a serene heaven. After years spent in a
prayerful posture, I still see a heaven full of complicated
problems.

Among them, the greatest concerns the crosses on
which you are crucified again and again. The New
Testament never uses the noun ‘resurrection’ about any-
one but you. Jairus’ daughter, the young man in Nain
and Lazarus were all brought back to life and had to
die again. You, on the contrary, were resurrected and
ascended to heaven.

Your resurrection was an event apart, for time and
eternity—but what about this crucifixion in heaven? Or
do you not die on your heavenly cross? Do you just suffer
on it endlessly, with every sin committed by an enlight-
ened Christian being an additional wound? Or was this
being ‘crucified afresh’ about which the author of
the epistles to the Hebrews writes just a psychological
experience, a figure of speech, not a physical reality in
your glorified body?

I am confused. Every question is a hindrance to obtain-
ing an answer.

There is an old Muslim legend about a man who was
stripped to the bone by robbers. He was asked, ‘Why did
you not defend yourself?’ He replied, ‘I could not
because I had a dagger in one hand and a pistol in the
other.’

There is a deep sense to this story that does not appear
mystical on the surface. We have too many questions and
therefore cannot receive light in our minds. We have so
many arguments that we cannot be right. We cannot
have happiness because the search for it is too intense.
America could not defeat Vietnam because the USA had
too many weapons, including the ultimate. Our reason is
too well armed and therefore cannot fathom your depths.

If I allow the dagger and the pistol to fall from my




36 MY CORRESPONDENCE WITH JESUS

hands, if I abandon reasoning and follow the invitation
given by Isaiah, ‘Look unto me, and be ye saved’ (Is
45:22), I begin to see that heaven could not be without a
crucifixion.

The French writer Rabelais said, ‘I am prepared to
stand for my convictions up to but excluding death.’

In heaven you represent eternal truth, not only on
the basis of your passion on Golgotha, but also your
readiness to be involved in new sufferings. On this earth,
sufferers for your name have repeatedly exposed their
lives for you in prisons and under persecution. In heaven,
you must sustain truth even if it means being crucified
afresh. Your new crucifixions are the guarantee that you
hold eternal truth.

Therefore, St Paul hinted that something was lacking
in the earthly afflictions of Christ on the cross (Col 1:24).
It is only in heaven that you represent the real sacrifice.
On Golgotha you yielded up the vile body of a Man of
Sorrows who took upon himself the sin and sickness of
mankind. Some of the church fathers say that you were
very ugly, yes, even a leper. No wonder! You were the
Messiah ‘wounded for our transgressions and bruised for
our iniquities’ (Is 53:5). But in heaven you yield to
crucifixion the glorified body of the Son who was
intended to sit on his Father’s throne.

How could such a sacrifice not be efficacious? How
should truth supported by such a sacrifice not persuade
and convict?

I begin to realise that this being crucified afresh is
absolutely necessary, just like the sacrifice on Golgotha,
and that we have to resign ourselves to it as the
Virgin Mary and Magdalene and John resigned them-
selves to what happened on Good Friday. They had a
Saviour but one who could not be of any immediate
help.

He could not caress children, nor wipe away tears; he
could not heal, nor feed the hungry. His hands and feet
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were immobilised by the nails that pierced them. He
could bring a thief into the kingdom, but no more. He
had no power for lengthy and convincing sermons. He
died and then became a corpse which others had to
handle, wash, wrap and bury.

It seems that Bonhoeffer was right when he said in one
of his prison poems that we are involved not so much
with a Saviour to whom we can appeal in our needs, but
one whose sufferings we have to share.

Five billion men live in the world today. After thirty
years it will be 7 billion, unless nuclear weapons, which
are already sufficient in number to kill every living
man twelve times over, are put to use. Every day there
are 180,000 more individuals to be fed, educated, in-
structed in spiritual matters, healed. Proportionately,
the number of those who can meet such needs daily
becomes less. Hundreds of millions go hungry, and their
number will only increase. The rulers of mankind cannot
solve this problem. To put a man on the moon or to
construct bigger and better bombs has priority over
famine.

They have not known the poverty of your childhood,
nor the hunger and thirst and oppression of your
adulthood.

It might just be chance, but I have never met a church
leader deeply concerned about the fact that every
day there are 180,000 more souls to be saved, that
Communist tyranny closes churches in Communist
countries, and that even more churches are closed in
Britain by Christian apathy.

Your Father has given us a beautiful world with a
natural abundance that we could have subdued and
utilised to provide for all our needs. But in nature there is
not one animal species that preys on its own. Man is the
only exception.

Since Cain killed Abel, the envy, greed, exploitation
and murder have continued. In the words of Shakespeare,
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(man’s) ... offence is rank, it smells to heaven;
It hath the primal eldest curse upon t,
A brother’s murder. (Hamlet)

Einstein once remarked, ‘I do not know with what
weapons World War IIT will be fought, but World War
IV will be fought with clubs and stones.” We desperately
need an active Saviour, a Prince of Peace who will really
rule.

We cannot afford the luxury of having a Saviour
crucified even in heaven. Our most urgent task is to
decrucify you, however important your cross might be.

I suppose if I had lived in Palestine 2,000 years ago I
would have done what the prince of Saxony did to
Martin Luther. Since Luther had boldly challenged the
powers of the Inquisition, the prince had him kidnapped
and kept forcibly in the Wartburg castle to save him from
death. I too would have organised a group to take you in
spite of yourself to a place where you would have been
safe. Such a friend must not risk death, even if Isaiah did
foretell it and he himself desires to sacrifice his life.

The secret Orthodox magazine Nadezhda, which had
been published in the USSR by Zoia Krahmalnikova
(afterwards jailed for this ‘crime’), tells the story of the
conversion to Christianity of the Koriaks, a primitive
tribe on the Kamtchatka peninsula in Siberia.

The priest Nestor opened the first church. The queen
of the Koriaks, who had opposed the new faith violently,
attended the inauguration. Among the Russians attend-
ing, Father Nestor was the only man who knew the
Koriak language.

During the liturgy, as he walked through the church
with the censer filling it with the smoke of incense, the
queen began to shout. With clenched fists, she threw
herself toward the ikon of the Crucified, before whom
stood the Virgin and St John. Suddenly aware of what
was taking place, the priest interrupted the service
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to quiet the congregation, in which there were many
Russian sailors.

‘Silence!” he commanded. ‘Here a work of God is
going on. I will explain later.’

The Korniak queen continued to shout, ‘What have
you done? Why do you torture him? Take him down
immediately.” She had seen him living.

Father Nestor had to explain that these two, his
mother and a beloved disciple, were not at all guilty but
sympathised with him.

The queen had had a natural reaction. She had not
wanted him to suffer.

Peter once had a similar reaction and you called him
‘Satan’. Later he tried to defend you against arrest with
his sword. Again you chided him. You wanted to die,
and you took pains to assure the disciples that after death
a glorious resurrection would follow.

But did you know then that you would be crucified
again after your resurrection? Would you have objected
to Peter’s attitude if you had known?

It is not simply that I love you. Your lover could allow
you to be martyred if he realised that this is your
strongest desire. But I repeat, mankind cannot afford this
luxury any more. Wars and famines in times past were
trifles compared with modern holocausts. And though
men might have had false religions, at least they believed
in a Creator, which is less and less the case in the most
civilised countries today. We need not only a living but a
fulltime Saviour.

The Jews of 2,000 years ago could not accept the idea
of a crucified Messiah. Only a short time was needed
to prove how wrong they were. This Messiah was
resurrected, and millions all over the world have believed
in God and have found peace of mind because of your
death.

But must we rely on a Saviour who is crucified again
and again? Which Bible verse compels us to do this? And
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do you not believe that even the prolonged suffering of
the greatest saints has a limit?

We can rationalise the terrible drama in heaven. I fear
that by the end of this book I will find some rationalisa-
tion myself, but I know that man’s reason—the ‘beast’ as
Luther called it—is little more than the servant of his
desire. We all want to escape nagging problems, so we
find reasons for the most unreasonable things.

You are the only one who can save mankind. Since you
cannot do so while eternally nailed to a cross, you must
be decrucified. I have decided to undertake the task, with
or without your consent.

When I had a heart attack, my son said, ‘We must get
him to the hospital right away.’

I said, ‘No.’

He rejoined, ‘You are not in any condition to make
decisions.’

I was transported to the hospital.

I do not believe that even a Saviour crucified again and
again by human sin for 2,000 years can be allowed to
make decisions independently. Your love and compas-
sion are so great that you would continue to suffer
endlessly in the hope that sinners might obtain eternal life
in the hereafter.

They need a new kind of life now, materially and
spiritually. A kingdom now—this is what the Jews
expected from the Messiah two millennia ago. I do not
agree with them. I understand why you desired to suffer
and die, but enough is enough.

The bride says not only ‘I am his’ but also ‘He is mine’
(Song 2:16). I have to say something, too. Not only do
you possess me; I possess you, as well.

Christians are usually satisfied with kriowing you, the
one. Eddington observed, ‘We often think that when we
have completed our study of “one” we know all about
“two’’, because “two’ is ‘“one and one.” It is not. so.
Two being “one and one’’, the knowledge of the *“one’ is
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not sufficient to understand it; we also have to understand
the word “and’’.

We know you in some measure; likewise, we know
ourselves. The ‘and’, the connection between us two,
remains to be investigated. We give you all honour and
praise for your readiness to suffer without limit. You will
probably say, ‘All honour and praise to those who wish
to decrucify me.” We will have to find the missing link
between these two attitudes.

I will write about this next time. I know there is little
time. But a decrucifixion, to be successful, presupposes
planning. I will take only the shortest possible time for
reflection. You will hear from me soon.




My Fourth Letter to Jesus

Dear Jesus,

Dostoievsky wrote, ‘Man needs the unfathomable and the
infinite just as much as he needs the small planet which he
‘inhabits.” I can prove this. I have plenty of trouble on earth,
but I cannot remain quiet knowing that somewhere else,
very far away, the Son of God is crucified afresh.

I need not only daily bread and health; I also need your
decrucifixion.

This task is not comprehended in the covenant you
established with us through your blood. But if I limited
myself to what I owe you according to the Bible, I would
judge like Portia, who tald Shylock when he asked for
the pound of flesh owed by his creditor:

Tarry a little, there is one thing more—

This bond does not give thee one jot of blood,
The words expressly are ‘a pound of flesh’:

Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh,
But if in the cutting it, thou dost shed

One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods
Are (by the laws of Venice) confiscated

Unto the state of Venice.

I owe you more than you ever asked or expected of
me. I owe you more than what I understood at my
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conversion. But I have not sought an object of love in
vain; I found in you my heart’s desire. Wherever I look, I
see you, and I see you crucified and in pain.

As light belongs to the flame, so you belong to me.
Between us there can be no bargaining about obligations.
Your happiness is my only happiness. I am sure you
would be much happier reigning steadfastly over man-
kind than suffering again and again on a cross.

I should think heaven would be the one place whose air
is too pure for any sufferer to breathe. In heaven there
should be no death penalty nor even vicarious death.
Heaven is your dwelling place. It is imperative that your
suffering cease.

The event on Golgotha, a hill where the innocent Son
of God died after crying out ‘My God, my God, why have
you forsaken me?’ was already stranger than any man of
any religion could ever imagine. But a Son of God
crucified in heaven is stranger by far. That goes beyond
the limit. Here faith comes to the end of its tether.

The farthest the telescope can reach out into the
universe is ten billion light years. Your place of fresh
crucifixions might be further still, but the cry from there
has reached me and pierced my heart. It is too much.

For thirty-four years you were a man of sorrows on
this earth. I say thirty-four, not thirty-three. The Chinese
calculate the age of a man from the moment of his
begetting. This is what the Bible teaches, too. Therefore
your genealogy in Matthew says: ‘Abraham begat Isaac,
and Isaac begat Jacob,’ instead of ‘Sarah gave birth to
Isaac, and Rebekkah to Jacob.’ The child exists from the
moment of procreation.

If John the Baptist leaped for joy in his mother’s
womb, you probably felt the pain of sinners from the
time you were an embryo.

I have suffered since before I was born. My father was
far off in another country when I first saw the light of
day. My mother told me that as a baby I cried the whole
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time. So I did during my whole childhood, with or
without cause.

About St Sergius, called ‘the Protector of Russia’, it is
said that he cried so loudly while in his mother’s womb
during a church service that everyone heard.

Catherine of Siena said, ‘There are moments when
silence could accomplish anything.” Unfortunately, no one
taught me this. How much energy for good I would have
gathered as a child and a young person if I had not cried and
later expressed rebellious thoughts! If only I had been silent!

You kept silent, but you suffered for thirty-four years.
You had an exemplary mother, whose custom was to say
to God, ‘Be it unto me according to thy word,” when all
around her lived by the motto, ‘But it unto me according
to my word.” How much your mother must have suffered
because she was different from others.

People said about St Luitgard of Wittichen, ‘She has
the devil in her. She is a deceiver and a heretic.’ They said
the same things about St Joan of Arc and many others.
Perhaps Mary was often mocked, too. But she would not
have trembled; she would have kept her peace, and her joy.

She knew she had an assignment from God and did
not allow herself to be disturbed by what others said.
Archimedes, the Greek mathematician, would not allow
himself to be upset, not even when the Romans entered
Syracuse. His only comment was, ‘Noli turbare circulos
meos—Do not touch my circles.’

Mary had been given the assignment from God to
spread in this world the fragrance of heavenly roses and
the beauty of heavenly violets. She remained quiet.

But your heart must have gone out to her, .as you
suffered for all sufferers.

In your childhood you surely knew about Herod and
the children he had killed. When you visualised him in
your imagination, you saw the shadow of death at his
side and his blood-stained hands. He needed your
crucifixion in order to be saved.
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You grew in stature and wisdom. You knew many
sinners for whose trespasses you would have to atone.
You would also have to atone for the goodness of saints.

Israel must have had many saints from whom no one
ever heard an angry word, who were always patient,
whatever evil befell them, who developed cheerfulness
and equanimity under all circumstances. But goodness
extended even to tyrants and religious charlatans usually
results in cruelty to their victims. Such passivity makes
crime and exploitation possible. And so saints need
redemption as much as despots.

You were always humble. You asked John the Baptist to
baptise you, and you washed the feet of the apostles, in-
cluding Judas Iscariot. You maintained your purity though
doubtless many girls loved you passionately because of
your love and kindness. Perhaps you loved one, too.

Then came Golgotha. My beloved, you have suffered so
much. Was all this not enough? You said about your cruci-
fixion on earth, ‘It must be so.’ Is there a ‘must’ attached
also to your heavenly sorrow? Is there no other option?

On earth there was not only a flogged and crucified
man,; there were also floggers and crucifiers, the hench-
men. Without their complicity the whole event could not
have taken place. If as a result of our sins you are crucified
afresh now that you are in heaven, paradise must contain
not only noble martyrs but also cruel torturers, just like
the garden of Eden, which was inhabited not only by the
innocent pair but also by the evil serpent.

But how can there be crucifiers in heaven? Nazism,
Communism and other similar regimes in the past have
proved that it is enough to create hell; there will be
no lack of devils to people it. Create a totalitarian
regime, and it will have its butchers. But how can heaven
produce them? Do they appear whatever the external
environment?

I know I have put questions that no one has asked you
before. Long before I wrote them down, I had them in my
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mind. They have troubled me for many years in solitary
confinement. But I understand why you do not answer.

It could be that your suffering has incapacitated you to
answer.

I write, as I already said in my first letter, with the
supposition that you do read. Even if this is true, the fact
that I receive no answer is understandable.

A Swiss professor held a seminar in Japan and, as is cus-
tomary, put questions to the students. No one answered.
Taken aback, he asked why and was told that Japanese
students take every question as a subject of prolonged
meditation. A question that can be answered immediately
is considered less than serious; so is the questioner.

Your own nature and your life is so deep that perhaps
you yourself cannot fathom it. Therefore you said, ‘No
man knows the Son, save the Father’ (Mt 11:27). It may
take an eternity for an infinite Being to know himself
fully. Perhaps you meditate on my questions.

The Dakota Indians consider it impolite to answer a
question because by doing so they would show them-
selves superior in knowledge to the questioner. Since you
are humble, it may be that you do not wish to assert any
superiority over me. Perhaps this is the reason for your
silence.

But we do not dwell in the sphere of philosophy, and it
is difficult to wait for answers.

Your pain must be terrible, but it is far away from our
experience. I know what ours is.

I have just read the account of a Lithuanian lady who
was deported to Siberia with her three children, ages
three, five and seven, only because she is Lithuanian and
the Soviets want to Russify her country. Unable to bear
the hunger any longer, she threw herself and her children
into a river. Meanwhile, in Britain charitable organiza-
tions like Oxfam and Christian Aid contributed about
64p per person a year compared with £24 per person
spent on tobacco.
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We need an immediate Saviour. You must be de-
crucified. There is no alternative.

You are God, but you yourself taught that God is
not the only reality. You said there is also an enemy
who sows tares among the wheat. It is perhaps not at
all the will of your Father that you should be crucified
afresh for the sins of the enlightened. Perhaps the Father
has established a paradise only with good things in it and
that your new crucifixions are from the devil, unlike the

- crucifixion on Golgotha, which was in God’s plan.

Peter was called ‘Satan’ because he opposed your death
as ordained by the Father. I am not at all in the same
situation. I am against these new pains of yours because
they are provoked by the devil.

The circumstances of my life are maddening. Perhaps
all my reasoning is mad. Perhaps I have misunderstood
everything.

It is written that you spoke with many parables, and
you never spoke without a parable (Mk 4:33,34). Paul
might have learned this manner of speech from you. He
might have abhorred cool, academic objective speaking
about matters that involve suffering. Loving the sufferer,
one might fantasise his pain in extreme magnitude
in order to communicate it to others and evoke their
sympathy and love.

Can it be that in Hebrews chapter 6 Paul only desired
to show the great disturbance produced by the sins of
those once enlightened regarding the moral order of the
universe and how great a crime they are against love and
righteousness?

Since you, the Son of God, stand for everything that is
good, beautiful, and lovable in the world, then every
trespass against the light is like crucifying you afresh.
Perhaps, after all, these words do not have a literal sense.

The words might have an altogether different meaning.

I was in the same prison cell with Christian Florea.
Paralysed because of the many beatings he had received,
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he could move only his neck. We had no water to wash
him, no sheets to change his bed (a slatted bunk with a
dirty pallet). He lay in his dirt, immobilised, and shone
for joy in the Lord. When we took Holy Communion in
the cell, we found his breast to be the most suitable altar
on which to place the bread we had saved and the wine a
sympathetic guard had smuggled in. After Communion,
we asked him to say a word.

He had had no theological training. In fact, he must not
have had more than a few primary classes. But he shared
with us these profound sentiments: ‘At every Communion
we pronounce the words “This is my body.” What body
of Christ do we mean? Jesus is a being apart: one person
with two natures, perfect God and perfect man. He is also
the only being with two bodies: that of a Jewish carpenter
of 2,000 years ago, who was crucified, resurrected, and
now sits on God’s throne; and another body, his church.
We are as much his body as the one that walked through
the villages of Palestine. We are flesh of his flesh and bone
of his bone.

‘Now, when we say, “This is my body broken for you,”
which body do we mean? Surely the body broken on
Golgotha, but also his church which in every generation
has given thousands of martyrs. Their bodies broken and
their blood shed are also the body and blood of Christ.
He is bodily in prison wherever a Christian is in prison.’

What Florea said was certainly true, but the conclusion
is that when the sin of a brother hurts me, like.the
piercing of the heart with a dagger, it is—poetically
speaking—permissible to say that your body suffers again
the pain of crucifixion on Golgotha.

I don’t believe we can really differentiate between you
and us, your church. We are one. When Paul writes that
sinners crucify to themselves the Son of God afresh, he
probably means the crucifixion of your martyrs and of all
those who suffer the pangs of death when they see or hear
something evil. Not only the historical Jesus but also the
saints are the Son of God since they are the body of Christ.
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So it is ourselves that we have to decrucify, which
means we have to free the church from a despised,
rejected situation and make it triumphant. We have to
hasten your coming, when the church will be victorious.

There are laboratories that contain the cultures of
micro-organisms for the purpose of experimentation. We
in our turn belong to a micro-world for angels. They
both learn from us and teach us. For them we are a
laboratory. All my contradictory thoughts, which I have
shared with you, have brought me to this conclusion.

It is written that the ‘acts of Ahaziah which he did, are
they not written in the book of the chronicles of the
kings of Israel?’ (2 Kings 1:18). Why is this simple state-
ment put in the form of a question? It is to make us realise
a dilemma is before us. The life of Ahaziah exists, and the
chronicle that recounts it exists. Which came first? The
whole Bible is witness to the belief that all our thoughts
and deeds, yes, our whole lives were written before. ‘In
thy book all my members were written, which in con-
tinuance were fashioned, when as yet there was none of
them’ (Ps 139:16). ‘Whom he did foreknow, he also did
predestinate’ (Rom 8:29).

For reasons known only to you, in my heart you raised
a tempest, you brought me near to agony thinking about
your being crucified in heaven, until you calmed me: you
are glorious in paradise. It is your church which is
crucified afresh in every century. Saints ‘fill up that which
is behind’ of your afflictions in their flesh for your ‘body’s
sake, which is the church’ (Col 1:24).

So my next letter will be about how to decrucify your
church.

Until then, good morning, my Beloved.



My Fifth Letter to Jesus

Dear Jesus,

Some time has passed since I last wrote to you. The time
was first spent in thinking about how to decrucify your
church, which is the prolongation of your incarnation
and in which you suffer crucifixion again. This is what I
have learned about the church from Scripture.

But then I looked around, and somehow I could not
find much of a church to be decrucified.

In the free world, there are millions of Christians who
enjoy Christianity as people enjoy the other amenities
of life. Some churches have evening dances, potluck
dinners, social parties. They discuss whether women
should be ordained, as if you never said long ago that we
are a people of kings and priests, which means that every
female believer is already a priestess and needs nobody’s
ordination. They debate the theology of liberation, the
literal or general inspiration of the Bible, the rights of
homosexuals, the permissibility of providing terrorists
with church funds. All of these are discussions that
crucified men cannot engage in.

What offends me most in these debates is the clarity of
the arguments adduced by both sides. But purity of heart
is not bought with the coin of clarity in philosophical and
theological systems.

-




MY FIFTH LETTER TO JESUS 51

The pure in heart live on earth for heaven. The brides
prepare themselves for the encounter with the Bride-
groom. His last judgement will not be an examination in
dogma, but only a question about love, which does not
think systematically.

I once spoke to a pastor of the Soviet underground
church, who had suffered much. He had never studied
theology. I was with him for only two days, during
which time I had to teach him everything I could.
Among other things, I shared with him the tenets of
systematic theology. He listened without understanding
and finally asked, ‘Did those who constructed the system
ever bear heavy crosses, as Jesus commanded us? No one
carrying a heavy burden with the prospect of imminent
death nor anyone nailed to a cross can think systematic-
ally. Even Jesus thought unsystematically on the cross. In
his seven words on Golgotha, he jumped from one
subject to another. Systematic theology is the product of
men who are not cross-bearers and therefore it is value-
less.’ I could not make him listen further.

His observation could apply to much of what is
preached and debated in churches of the free world today.

There are some in these churches who sincerely confess
their shame and failure. They regret the fact that they
have hurt and disappointed and failed people who had
hoped in them. The words are prescribed in the missal
and the Book of Common' Prayer. But they confess their
sins in such a nice, orderly manner, without even creas-
ing their face muscles. They may suffer for their sins, but
the suffering does not amount to a crucifixion. Therefore
they do not need a decrucifixion.

Then there are other Christians, those persecuted in
Muslim, Communist and animist parts of the world,
who can be classified in two groups.

In some lands, but especially in European Communist
countries, the fashion has arisen among Christians,
as among political dissidents, to grumble and protest
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publicly about any perceived injustice, great or small.
Through my hands have passed thousands of pages of
petitions to their own governments, to the United
Nations, to the World Council of Churches—and the list
could go on—about such grievances as house searches,
confiscation of religious books and fines they are forced
to pay. True, they also complain about the killing of
believers, but their main concerns are personal. There are
many such Christians.

I am reminded of the story of two men who were
walking home together in bad weather. They had a long
way to go, and the blizzard was fierce, blowing snow and
sleet in their faces and chilling them to the bone. One
mumbled continually, ‘It is terrible! I cannot bear it any
more. Nobody could imagine anything worse than this.’
His companion replied, ‘I can. Just fancy walking in such
weather with a complaining friend.’

Then there are other Christians who are crucified
indeed. They suffer intensely, even unto death, for their
beliefs. They take up their cross willingly, understanding
its meaning. They bear their sorrows with serenity
and patience. There are some who bear the pangs of
crucifixion, but while the body may ache, the spirit
seemingly feels nothing. As a mother ignores her own
pain if her child is suffering, so these transcend their own
horrible suffering in the fellowship of your passion. Their
speech is not about the wounds they have, but about
yours.

The Orthodox make the sign of the cross with three
fingers. I saw them when they were subjected to
atrocities in Communist prisons; some of them passed
spontaneously to signing themselves with all five fingers,
as the Catholics do, in remembrance of the five wounds
you had when crucified, one at each hand and foot and
one in the breast.

And it is not simply that these believers are crucified.
Such a fate can befall a criminal too. But they are kind
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and forgiving to their torturers, praying for them as you
have done. They are blind to their faults, as you have
been.

You knew long before Calvary the ugly role Pilate and
Caiaphas would play in your death; you knew the Roman
soldiers would drive nails into your body. Now, every-
one in Palestine criticised them all for their exploitation
and oppression, but you were the only one who never
had a bad word to say about them.

Such modern saints have to be decrucified. Many have
died already, and for them it is too late. But all your true
followers under Islam, Communism and animism are in
grave danger. The task is monumental.

The first difficulty is one you already mentioned 2,000
years ago: the job is formidable, but the labourers are
few. Most of those we count on are greedy for the things
of this world. They never have enough.

A girl was reproached by her mother: ‘I left two cakes
in the cupboard yesterday. Now 1 find only one. How
come?’

The child replied, ‘I must have overlooked it in the
dark. Otherwise I would have eaten it, too.’

Even Christians rarely refuse some pleasure that offers
itself.

Rare are the believers who, like a seismograph, register
the slightest quaking of another’s soul and are ready to
jump to his aid. They are so insensitive they would not
register even the pain of the Son of God.

But enough about others. Cato said wryly, ‘I can
pardon everybody's mistakes except my own.’ If there
are not many labourers, the work has to be done by a
few. And if I am the only one who thinks in terms of
decrucifying the saints, I must not worry about others’
neglect of duty while I fail to reproach myself for not
doing my best.

‘Well,"—I say to myself—‘I can’t perform miracles. |
can't turn the world upside down all by myself.’ But then
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I think ‘How is it I can’t do wonders? The first disciples
could. I have the same Spirit they had. The Lord has
promised he will be with us always and will enable us to
do even greater works than he himself has done.’ I have
no excuse. I must decrucify your church, your body,
through which you continue to bear crucifixion, though
you are already in heaven.

I hear the voice of the Tempter: ‘It is good that you
demand great tasks. There is no greater one than to be a
saint. So be one—cheerful like Francis when it is hard to
be cheery, patient when it is hard to be patient, aggressive
when you want to be still, silent when you want to talk,
pleasant when you feel disagreeable, optimistic when you
are down. The kingdom of heaven is within you. Don’t
look at what is happening to others. In this world, you
are pilgrims and strangers. Those who pass through
tribulation here will be comforted in heaven.’

‘Get thee behind me, Satan,’ I haste to reply. ‘I refuse
this consolation. If I prefer Rachel among the mothers of
Israel, it is because, when she saw the slaughter of
children in Bethleham, “she would not be comforted”
(Mt 2:18). Comfort is the worst enemy when one is
passing through a catastrophic experience. Rachel wanted
the innocents restored to life. We also should never be
content just to say nice words to those who mourn. The
cause of the weeping should be eliminated. Jesus might
have said that we must bear our cross daily and accept
sorrow as our lot. And this is all right, as far as I am
concerned. But the church has suffered enough. I have to
decrucify her.’

In the other world I will live eternally. Through this
world I pass but once. If I am to accomplish anything, it
must be now. And the maximum of kindness is not to
sympathise with sufferers, but to stop the suffering. If I
cannot do this, life for me is not worth living.

Pessimists always see the worst in life; cynics find
disappointment on every hand. Those who live on the
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edge of a cliff, like me, are chronically tense. Jesus,
I do not ask you for relief from tension, but rather its
exacerbation until I achieve my goal.

A pastor was asked, ‘Is it lawful for a Christian to
smoke?’

He answered, ‘It is altogether wrong for a Christian to
smoke: he must be on fire.’

Lord, it is my desire to be, not simply a burning log in
the fireplace, however warm and pleasant, but a flaming
torch in your hand.

You once said, ‘I have come to send a fire on earth, and
how I wish it would burn’ (Lk 12:49). You meant a fire
brought from other realms where even our suns are
looked upon as dwarfs. All the evil should be burned; it
has reigned enough. If I am counted among the evil, I
will burn too. But your bride, the elect saints, should be
set free, should be decrucified.

Jesus, you have given me a mind and a will to think
about nothing less than this. But you have not yet shown
me the way to reach this goal of mine. Is it sufficient for
me to repeat endlessly, ‘Thy kingdom come,’ without
making it come? When I add, ‘Give us this day our daily
bread,” you might answer, ‘Why “this day” for your
demands, and why do you show so much patience
regarding the advent of my kingdom?’

I write to you in despair of my cause. Before addres-
sing you, I tried to speak to many others but had only
disappointments, bitter ones.

I once heard about a postman who, while delivering
letters to everyone else, never received one himself. His
great longing was for someone to write to him. After
many years, he received a letter. It informed him that he
was being made redundant.

An actor who suffered great heaviness of heart went to
share it with pastors, with psychiatrists, with acquaint-
ances. On meeting him, they all congratulated him for
his roles and asked for free tickets to the theatre. He could
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speak to no one. I can never speak to anyone about what
torments me. Instead, people have the idea, for some
reason, that I can give them advice. This is why I am
writing to you.

How can [ accomplish my task all by myself? You said
that where two or three are gathered together, you
are among them. But I was kept for years in solitary
confinement. I was absolutely alone, without another for
communion or fellowship. So you could not be with me
if your minimum is two. I imagined your presence, I
even experienced it, but it was all subjective. I knew the
whole time that you do not share your fellowship with
the solitary. I do not understand why some Christians of
past eras chose to become hermits.

Now, while I embark on this enterprise, I will again be
alone—alone in the absolute sense of the word. You are
crucified one way or the other, either in your own person
in heaven where you sojourn, or in the church whose
suffering you share and whom therefore you are unable
to succour properly.

But since you have given me relief in so many other
things, you will give it to me again. You will help me live
without anyone else, without the church, and without
you, panting for you, burning for you, loving your
church, and having one desire only—to decrucify you.

When you went to Calvary, the apostles forsook you
and fled. When you died on Golgotha, you were almost
alone. Yet Joseph of Arimathea, who till that time had
managed without you, took you down from the cross
and cared for your poor body, without any assistance
from God, angels, or the church. So it will happen again.

I have not the slightest idea how to start so great a
work. I am already on my fifth letter. The previous ones
have remained without reply. There is no one to counsel
me. The only thing I know is that doiug little things well
is a step towards doing big things.

So I have decided to begin with decrucifying little
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beings who suffer. Perhaps this will eventually give me
some idea of how to get to the point of decrucifying you.

There are so many unhappy beings around me. It is not
that they are unhappy only on occasion. There are some
who have never known a sunbeam. The Orthodox monk
Michael Ershov was in Soviet prisons for forty years. I
have known Indians and Africans who as children never
had a toy or a piece of candy; they received no schooling
and never had enough to eat all their lives. I have known
men who were never loved, not even by their own
mothers. They find no solace in their religion, for even
that is only sadness. They bow before a statue of the
goddess Kali, garlanded with the skulls of men. She
speaks no word of comfort to their longing hearts.

And so I will practise decrucifixion on these to prepare
myself for the great adventure of decrucifying you.

I shudder because of the terrible decision I have made.
It is as if someone tried to help you by removing a nail
from one of your hands while you hung on the cross.
While relieving the pain of one hand, he would have
made your situation worse, because your weight would
now be suspended from a single nail. I do not believe in
partial decrucifixions.

But it seems I have to pay my dues to what remains in
me of human nature. As Christians we are partakers
of the Divine nature. But still, the words spoken by
Diogenes to Plato apply to us: ‘I see the lion, but not the
lion’s characteristics.” Without these, I can decrucify you
only partially.

Perhaps your decrucifixion, the one noble task for
which life is worth living, is a problem without a
solution, like the squaring of a circle or perpetual motion.
All that has been written about Christianity in the past
fails to satisfy me. We seem to share the problem of
youth down through the ages. We turn our back on the
past and start from scratch, unwilling to build on the
learned wisdom of previous generations.
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Unlike Olympian runners, who pass on the flaming
torch from one to another till the targeted site is reached,
we begin our marathons alone and stumble along, learn-
ing as we go, falling and rising again, till finally we
collapse, always short of the goal. Our children will do
the same, in spite of our cautions. They too will start
from square one.

And so we turn our back on theologians and
philosophers. None has the answer, and your body
remains crucified.

Should I begin with little tasks? What else can I do?

This is my fifth letter. Perhaps I will get an answer.




My Sixth Letter to Jesus

Dear Jesus,

God has many sons and loves them all. About you he
said, ‘This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well
pleased’ (Mt 3:17). He is not always pleased with the
others. He uttered those words just after you had spoken
on the Mount of Transfiguration with Moses and Elijah
about your death. Did you discuss with them all the
details of this death? Was the Father pleased also with the
despair you manifested on the cross? Does he continue to
be pleased with your actual crucifixion?

To be pleased seems to be a characteristic of Deity.
You yourself, eager to create a worldwide church and to
find a multitude of St Pauls and great teachers, neverthe-
less said, ‘I thank thee, Father, Lord of heaven and earth,
that thou has hid these things from the wise and prudent,
and hast revealed them unto babes. Even so, Father; for
so it seemed good in thy sight’ (Lk 10:21). Whatever God
decides, you accept as good, just because he has decided
it, even if it crosses your desires.

And if God, who decides all and without whose will
not even a sparrow falls to the ground, has willed your
crucifixion and that of the church, which has lasted
almost 2,000 years, I too should express thanks and find
my pleasure in them.




60 MY CORRESPONDENCE WITH JESUS

A concert pianist who was asked how much time it had
taken him to become a virtuoso replied, ‘Eight hours a
day for twenty years.’

You have to be God for all eternity. And you have
promised, ‘To him that overcomes will I grant to sit with
me on my throne.’ For all eternity we too will be on the
throne from which universes are created and ruled; we
will be virtuosos in being good.

To have been crucified for only three hours is not
preparation enough for such a tremendous task. Perhaps
this is why you had to be crucified again, symbolically in
your new body, the church.

The Zohar, main book of the Kabbalah, which
contains the mystic tradition of the Jews, asks why God
led the chosen people for forty years through a terrible
wilderness ‘wherein were fiery serpents and scorpions’
(Deut 8:15).

The explanation is that such wildernesses are the very
realm of the devil. The Jews have to pass through it in
order ‘that the evil power might be broken and the ruler
of the regions of darkness be crushed, that it might rear
its head no more.’

Without Golgothas evil cannot be conquered. What
really defeated Nazism once and for all were not the
Allied armies, but the innocents who were gassed
or burned in Auschwitz and Dachau and who there
sanctified the name of God.

The Zohar adds these deep words: ‘There can be no
true worship except it issue forth from darkness and no
true good except it proceed from evil.’

St Paul would not have becn the zealous apostle
without his fervid, murderous past; St Mary Magdalene
would not have stood faithfully at the foot of the
cross without her sinful, adulterous youth. The ultimate
triumph of good can come only from prolonged and
repeated crucifixions.

If everything is predestined, then my desire to




MY SIXTH LETTER TO JESUS 61

decrucify you is also predestined. I have to go ahead with
it; but since you are well pleased with all things, this
must please you too. If only I knew how to start the
decrucifixion.

As you were aware, John the Baptist lost his head
because he spoke out against the king’s sin. You knew
that if you spoke against the sins of men, you too would
be killed. But since you are the truth, how could you not
have spoken? For you to try not to speak is like a man
trying not to breathe. All your disciples are in the same
predicament. They have to utter the truth, and therefore
they have to suffer. The situation gets worse and worse
instead of better.

But did John the Baptist do the right thing?

Historians tell us that Herod Antipas was guilty of
terrible crimes. He killed and exploited savagely. His
whole life was dissolute. It is strange that when John
pointed out to the king his sinfulness and the means of
salvation, he stressed only the one particular sin to which
Herod was most attached: his illegitimate liaison with his
brother’s wife. Would it not have been wiser and more
efficacious if John had chosen to expose the whole
complex of Herod’s sinfulness instead of hammering
specifically on one area alone? John’s insistence on this
point might reflect the area of his own greatest tempta-
tion, since unlike Herod he lived the life of an ascetic.
Listen to what a preacher criticises most in others and you
will know the preacher’s most besetting sin.

Why did you say that, though John the Baptist is the
greatest among those born of women, the smallest in the
kingdom of God is greater than he? Is it because heirs of
the kingdom refuse to become ensnared in details but
maintain a vision of the whole?

You attacked evil on a variety of fronts, showing that
ultimately the heart—the character—is the source of
individual sins. You went beyond the Baptist, but I
have to question you, too. I suppose that if you had been
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low-key in condemning the hypocrisy and profit-seeking
of the religious rulers, they might not have crucified you.

The Reformers would also have fared better if they had
not pointed to the fat bellies and moneybags of the
monks. So said Erasmus of Rotterdam.

Even without hitting where it hurts the most, the
witnesses for truth have to suffer. The story is told of a
rabbi who sought to retain his position in the synagogue
after boasting that he had already served twenty-five
years in that capacity. He was refused with the words,
‘You look too healthy. Our tradition says that a true
teacher of Scripture who works devotedly soon begins to
suffer from heart disease, gall-bladder trouble, ulcers and
consumption.’

Perhaps the solution is to deal with generalities, to
avoid what gives offence, to respect people’s sensitivities,
to be tactful, to remain silent about a few things that are
touchy in order to be able to speak about all other things.
So many Christians fare well in society, much better than
you fared. Perhaps they know how to behave better than
you did. Let us imitate them and there will be no more
Golgothas.

As for pure truth, much of it would remain unsaid.

With whom should we share it? In New Guinea, there
are men who worship in the ‘cargo cult’. During World
War II American battleships that landed there used the
natives for unloading cargo. They memorised this word,
which meant to them a multitude of dainties. When the
Americans finally left, they continued to worship the
cargo-god who came from afar. They expect him to
come zgain.

Even some Chistians have given up their beliefs and
joined the down-to-earth cargo cult.

Many people in the civilised world also have a cargo
religion. They love you for what you promised them:
forgiveness of sins, peace of mind, eternal life and
material blessings as well. Suppose you had been only the
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good teacher from Galilee with no paradise to grant, they
would not have been your disciples.

Is it good to be crucified as punishment for having
thrown pearls to swine?

You were happy when you found some young fisher-
men mending their nets, and you called them to be your
disciples (Mk 1:16-20). Perhaps we also have to mend
our nets. A breed of fishermen who for twenty centuries
have been eaten by sharks instead of bringing home much
fish are not only entitled to our compassion but must also
be told they need to learn their trade.

Have we been so much concerned with logic, consist-
ency, purity of doctrine and absolute truth that we fail to
observe that they tear the nets and enlarge the holes?

Those who fight for principles will never be content to
give up this ‘holy’ crusade. I myself prefer those who live
according to principles rather than those who fight for
them.

Herod did not object to John’s living an ascetic life
without women; the Pope did not object to Francis
of Assisi’s becoming a reformed man. The problem
arose when John stepped on Herod’s toes and when
Francis tried to reform the church. Those who fight for
principles without being thoroughly reformed them-
selves are often prone to crucifixion.

My conclusion is that we should make certain we have
truth as fixed as the multiplication tables and the axioms
of geometry, along with ardent love, strong faith,
gentility, the right intuition; then let us speak with great
circumspection.

‘A living dog is better than a dead lion,’ said the
Preacher (Eccles 9:4). The rabbis maintain that almost
anything is permitted when in danger of death; then why
not silence?

This seems reasonable, but it is not reason that decides
our attitudes. Bacteria lodging in my lungs are not aware
that they belong to the inner world of a man who can
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decide to kill them with some drug. We belong to your
inner world, and it appears that you predestine some,
the most beloved, to oppose evil openly and become
crucified.

This opposition to evil is not a mere verbal battle. You
did not preach against demons; you banished them,
which is a terrible pain for demons, somewhat like that of
a violinist who loses his Stradivarius. In centuries past,
there were pastors who spoke out against slavery; there
were others who worked to free the slaves. It is natural that
slave-holders would resent the latter and seek revenge.

Buddha explained to lepers that their condition was the
result of guilt in former incarnations and that content-
ment in their present life would prepare them for nirvana.
By way of contrast, you healed the lepers. It was the
money-changers and merchants in the temple you took
action against, overturning their tables and chasing them
with a whip.

You and your followers are adamant about what you
consider just, and you act accordingly. Crucifixion is the
result. So my advice—how strange it is to give advice to
you whom Isaiah called ‘wonderful Counsellor’ (9:6)—is
for you to slow down.

It is all so tragic. When I was in jail, we were not
allowed to correspond with our families. We also had no
writing material. In quiet desperation we would scratch a
love-letter to a sweetheart on a piece of soap and weep
over its touching content. Then the futile message would
be erased. No one but the author ever read it.

Is this true of our correspondence as well? Even if
you do not reply, can you not give at least some little
sign that you are aware of it, that I do not write in vain?

Perhaps the Sufite poet Gilt al-Halladah (surely you
know him) was right:

I saw my Lord with the eyes of my heart
And said, ‘Who are you?’ He answered, ‘You.’
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I am the one whom I desire lovingly,
And the One whom I desire lovingly is I.
We are two spirits inhabiting one body.
Who sees me, sees him.

Who sees him, sees us.

Your spirit has mixed with my spirit,

As the wine mixes with the clear water.
Whatever touches you, touches me.

You are me, in every situation.

Could it be that these are not even my letters to you,
but letters that you write to yourself on the tablet of my
mind? If so, then you are the one who will never have a
reply. Perhaps there is no ‘you and T’.

A chasm opens before me—or is it before you? My
thoughts blur. It is enough for today. Goodbye until next
time.



My Seventh Letter to Jesus

Beloved Jesus,

I can admire the Sufite poet. But I wonder if he really
meant what he wrote. If the oneness between himself and
his Lord were truly perfect, why did he write his poetry?

When you asked your first disciples what men said
about you, they disinformed you out of politeness. It was
not true that their contemporaries considered you a
prophet, John the Baptist or Jeremiah. Those who might
have thought so were certainly an insignificant minority.

Even today, there are some for whom you do not
exist, or to whom you are remote, like the China Sea,
and therefore of no significance. To others you are a great
man, an initiate, a revolutionist, a madman, a false
prophet. To many you are the umbrella under which
they propagate their own ideas. To Judas you were a
source of income. To a few you are the Beloved, their
own true ‘T’.

For some there exists only God. A Russian Orthodox
priest asked that his tombstone bear the inscription
‘Father Alexei is no more.’

It was not that he did not believe in eternal life, but
he had learned the secret contained in the Hebrew of
Solomon’s Song: ‘My beloved is mine, and I am his.’
The words in Hebrew are Dodi li veani lo. The last word,
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lo, has two meanings in the spoken language: ‘not’ and
‘his’. The phrase could just as well be translated, ‘My
beloved is mine, and I am not.’

His love for his Saviour caused Father Alexei to be no
more. For him there was only Jesus, only he.

For some there exists both God and the ‘I’.

There is a sense in which I may speak about you as
about another person, though you live in me. In cases of
inner conflict between two powerful tendencies within a
person, Gestalt psychology recommends an open discus-
sion between them. Set an armchair before you, imagine
your other personality sitting before you, and talk things
over.

This is particularly wholesome when God and a human
being co-exist in one person. I imagine you communed
with yourself many times in this manner.

‘You in me’ does not comport with ‘me in me’. You
did not come to be ministered unto—not even with a
decrucifixion—but to minister.

Caesar Augustus was the richest man of his time, while
you did not own so much as a coin. But you told
clergymen accustomed to taking from God and from
Caesar, ‘Give to both.’ Your life consisted of giving, and
you gave all.

But if you delight only in giving, should I then become
only a taker, or should I learn from you to be, like you,
only a giver?

Or should we both forget about giving and taking,
about the practical aspects of life, where crucifixions take
place and plans for decrucifixion can be elaborated?

A peasant dug in his field and discovered a jar contain-
ing what he believed to be peas. He tried to cook them,
but they remained hard. Being a practical man, he went
to a neighbour and exchanged his find for peas that were
edible. As for the neighbour, he had recognised that the
supposed ‘peas’ were pearls.

On a practical level, we must seek the most edible peas,
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the most comfortable situation. Thus decrucifixion
becomes the main order of business.

But what if I were to deprive you of jewels by
decrucifying you? St Ignatius begged the early disciples
to do nothing to keep him from being thrown to the
lions, because he did not want to lose the martyr’s crown.
You yourself told Peter to put his sword back in its
sheath when he tried to defend you.

The best do not seek liberation.

I will remind you about one of your most beloved
saints, Mina, the only girl who was a ‘male’ saint.

A Christian, whose wife had died, decided to become a
monk. His only daughter, unable to bear the thought of
abandoning him in his old age, obtained his permission to
enter the order with him, disguised as a young man. She
served all monks, washed and cooked for them, and soon
became the favourite of the monastery. Who else sang
like her? Before long she had won the confidence of the
abbot.

One day, he sent Mina, together with two other
monks, to make some purchases for the monastery. En
route, the three rested in an inn. It so happened that the
innkeeper’s daughter, in an affair with a soldier, had
become pregnant. To protect him from her father’s
wrath, she accused Mina, ‘the handsome young monk’,
of rape.

The innkeeper complained to the abbot, who confronted
Mina. Thinking that perhaps one of the other monks
might have been guilty, Mina made no defence. If she
asserted her innocence, the suspicion would fall on
another, who would be expelled from the monastery. If
he could not control his impulses while a monk, how
would he resist the temptations of the world? ‘It is better
if I am expelled,’ said Mina to herself.

For years she stood at the gate of the monastery and
begged forgiveness from the abbot as often as she saw
him. In the end, she was received back into the order, but
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the lowliest jobs were given to her, and she was despised
by all.

Mina lived like this to the end of her life. When she
died, the monks who washed her corpse saw that she was
a girl saint who had borne innocent reproach without
ever saying one word in her own defence.

Mina would have objected to a decrucifixion. She
preferred to be despised and stand begging at the gate in
order to protect the guilty.

Should I decrucify such persons by using force? Luther
defied danger. When he went to the Diet of Worms, a
prince kidnapped him to save him from his foes and kept
him locked in his castle. Should we do such things? To
please whom? To serve whom?

Stephen, the first martyr for your name, did not defend
himself at all when threatened with stoning. Perhaps he
could have saved his life by denying the accusations
brought against him. But he delivered a speech in
which the personal element is completely absent. He had
nothing to say about the slander that victimised him.
Rather, he lost himself in the vision of the Father and
you.

Since you were born a Jew, you will have no difficulty
in understanding what I meant when I said Solomon’s
words: ‘My beloved is mine, and I am his,’ also trans-
lated, ‘My beloved is mine, and I am not.’

It is true that lo in one sense is written with the letter
ayin, whereas in the other case it is written with aleph.
But was not the spoken language, in which these distinc-
tions could not be made, much earlier than the written
language?

Then the ideal is that you should be mine and I should
no longer be, just as Stephen ceased to be. His instinct for
sclf-preservation had disappeared. He had fulfilled your
first command: ‘Whoever wishes to come after me
should deny himself.’

If I should do this, all my worries, even the worry of
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decrucifying you and yours, would disappear. I would
pass away beneath your ardent kiss. Tradition tells us that
Moses died by a kiss of God.

If only I knew! But why do I keep the ‘I’ that wants to
know? Well, though Moses died on ‘Mount Pisgah,
centuries later he appeared to you on Mount Tabor at
the transfiguration, and spoke with you about your
departure from life.

What did he say to you? I imagine he reminded you
that when he arrived at the borders of Canaan, he had
asked to be allowed to enter the Promised Land, if only
briefly. God replied with an unequivocal ‘No.” Moses
believed that even such a categorical denial of his request
could be overruled. Prayer is a mighty weapon. But
Moses died with only a view of the Promised Land.

Fifteen centuries passed. Now he was with you on
Mount Tabor, which was in the land of Canaan. He had
entered the land in spite of God’s absolute ‘No.’

You were human at that time. No doubt he said to
you, ‘Do not fear crucifixion. If you die with the words,
“Father, into thy hands I surrender my spirit,” you will
be resurrected gloriously.’

This is probably true also of your crucifixions in
heaven and the crucifixions of all who are yours. The end
will surely be good. Therefore, plans to decrucify you
may seen strange.

If through some means I might have arranged that
Moses be spared the pain of dying without having
entered the Promised Land, his triumph centuries later
might have been less beautiful.

Triumph in spite of unconquerable difficulties is surely
more admirable than triumph in the midst of favourable
circumstances.

I conclude, then, that you do not want decrucifixion,
for either yourself or thosé who love you.

What if they die? The greater part of a man is in-
visible; at death the remaining part becomes invisible,
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too, joining what has always been invisible. That is
all.

Moses defended an innocent man who was being
beaten, and for this lost for forty years the possibility of
helping a whole nation of slaves. As a prince he could
have done much. Morality in small things is sometimes
the enemy of morality in great things.

When Joseph was sold by his brothers as a slave, a man
with my turn of mind could have fought and saved him.
Then Joseph would have been spared years of prison in
Egypt, but he would have been denied the opportunity to
become Egypt’s prime minister and to save a whole
nation, plus his own family, from famine. In this he
prefigured you in type.

If Peter had been able to save you from crucifixion on
Golgotha, he would have deprived mankind of the
possibility of being saved. Can it be that your new
crucifixions in heaven might also serve some great
purpose? As for the sufferings of your church on earth,
Tertullian once observed, ‘The blood of the martyrs is
the seed of the church.’

Maybe this whole idea of decrucifying you, which
sounds so beautiful, might be wrong.

And if this is wrong, then much of my thinking in
other religious matters might also be wrong. Is this
possible? Can a child of God go astray easily even in
matters of faith? Do we not have the promise that the
Holy Spirit will guide us into all truth? Have I not been
instructed by your holy church to whom you have
entrusted the whole truth in your word?

How do I know that the road I travel in the future is the
correct one?

I await your reply.




My Eighth Letter to Jesus

Dear Jesus, my love,

You remain silent, as ever. And I have no criterion for
truth.

Should I say the Scripture is this criterion? Is it the
original manuscript, which no contemporary has ever
seen? Among those we have, which version is correct?
There are hundreds of manuscripts that differ from each
other.

The simple fact that there are so many interpretations
of the Bible shows that it is not easy to put the mind at
rest by saying, ‘I follow the Bible.” Two individuals
equally sincere and assiduous in their studies come to
entirely different conclusions.

Is the church the proper guide? Then which church?

You would have done well to forbid Christians to
study church history, except for the bnographnes of saints
and martyrs.

The first to call the Pope of Rome Pontifex maximus (the
chief of priests) was Tertullian in the beginning of the
third century, but he did so with bitter irony, comparing
him to his pagan counterpart of the same name.

Pope Callistus I (217-222) set up a bank and induced
church members to desposit their money with him. He

failed and then fled.
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When Stephen I (254-257) claimed for the first time in
recorded history to be Peter’s successor, St Firmilian of
Caesarea compared him to Judas Iscariot and censured his
insolence. St Cyprian called him a ‘deceitful worker, false
apostle, false Christ’.

Pope Marcellinus (269-304) was charged by the church
with being a traitor, since, it was said, he delivered Bibles
to the heathen government to be burned, and he himself
burned incense to the gods.

And so on and on. Are these your vicars from whom I
should learn?

You must have abhorred the Catholic Inquisition as
much as I do, as well as the subsequent killing of
Catholics by Protestants.

Should I seek the truth from the Reformers? In some
ways they were Deformers, committing acts that
Protestants should repent of in sackcloth and ashes.

When the peasants revolted during the Reformation,
thousands were killed, many of them under torture.
Luther wrote, ‘I, Martin Luther, slew all the peasants in
the rebellion, for I said that they should be slain; all their
blood is upon my head.’

With his accustomed hyperbole, he also wrote these
blasphemous words: ‘We must put the whole Decalogue
entirely out of sight and out of our hearts. If Moses
harasses you with his stupid Ten Commandments, say to
him at once: “Take yourself off to your Jews. To the
gallows with Moses!”’’ In addition, Luther was a deter-
mined anti-Semite.

To cap his highhandedness, he wrote: ‘Whoever
teaches otherwise than I teach, condemns God and must
remain a child of hell. I can bear and endure nothing
which is against my teaching.’

So I can learn neither from the Popes nor from their
opponents in the Reformation.

I will tell you a Christian’s vision. He saw himself
ascending the steps toward heaven. He saw many men,
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one more shining than another. Then he saw angels and
bowed before one. The angel forbade him and pointing
upward said, ‘The one to be worshipped is higher.” The
man then saw a much more beautiful angel, who also
would not accept worship, but smiled and also pointed
higher. Finally the man saw God himself, before whom
all knelt. When he was about to join them, God pointed
downward and said, “Worship there.’

Looking down, the Christian saw the most wretched
man hanging on a cross. He wanted to bow before
him but was told, ‘There exists something even more
precious. I am the eternal, sinless Son of God. Since I am
love incarnate, it is no wonder that I love and sacrifice
myself. Descend lower.’

Then, descending to the depths, the man saw in
subterranean prisons simple people, sinners, and even
former criminals, all of whom had become Christians
and who now endured torture for the truth and long
years in jail, and he worshipped the Godhead residing in
them.

Long ago I decided to learn from the chain of martyrs
and saints.

For many years I was with them in jail. And to my
sorrow I discovered that they were divided. Everyone is
convinced he has the whole truth and does not accept
peace at the expense of it.

One of these fellow-sufferers said: “The word “tolera-
tion” must be cut out of the church’s vocabulary. It
cannot be found in the Bible. It is not a nice word. Under
its cloak have been hatched conspiracy, treason and
heresy.’

Though hundreds of Christians were together in the
same prison cell, they would not take Communion or
even say an ‘Our Father’ together. ‘How can we?’ they
asked. Some believed in transubstantiation, others in
consubstantiation, others in symbolism. Is it a matter
of indifference (went the argument) if a loving soul
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offers truth or an error that can destroy the soul for
eternity?

From whom should I learn? In despair I said I would
learn from the dying saints. In their last moments they
would give up their vanities.

Paul had had many debates. His swan song was ‘I have
fought the good fight. ...’ Mozart wrote to his father,
‘Death is the end of our lives. I have become acquainted
over a period of years with this true, this best friend of
men, so that its image is no longer a matter of dread for
me, but of touching comfort. I thank God that he has
given me the happiness to discover in death the key to
our true blessedness.’

Some day I too will die. You who have been silent so
long, grant me in my last moments serenity. No river has
ever despaired of emptying into the sea. I have my sure
course, which leads to a sea of light. ‘More light!” said
Goethe when dying. Though I am confident of reaching
the true light, my sin is my impatience. It is my desire to
have the truth now, perhaps before I am ready to receive
1t.

Truth is not given all at once because we might
squander it.

I think I understand why you cannot write to us. You
would have to put thoughts into words, as you did when
you wrote to the angels of the Asian churches. Words not
only convey thoughts but also limit and distort them. If
we cannot say tunes or landscapes in words, how can
Deity express itself adequately in such flimsy vehicles of
thought?

In English you yourself are called the Word, but this is
not so in your own language. In Hebrew you are Davar.
The Hebrews have no word for ‘word’, though the Word
of God was entrusted to them. Davar means ‘the real
thing’. Therefore, you the Word—"the real thing” —were
in the beginning.

Goethe’s Faust was really not criticising the Bible but
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rather its German translation when he said, ‘I cannot
value the simple word so much’ as to say with John that
‘in the beginning was the Word.” Then he inclines toward
‘In the beginning was the sense’—exactly what the Greek
name Logos means—arriving in the end to ‘In the begin-
ning was the power’, and lastly, ‘In the beginning was the
deed.’ He felt that you are not only ‘the Word’, but the
real thing.

Your seven short letters in the Book of Revelation have
drowned in a multitude of religious words. Real things
cannot be reduced simply to words alone. Therefore you
caused the Hebrew Bible to contain musical notes as well.
You prescribed a certain architecture for a place of
worship and ornaments for the temple walls. You gave
directions for the making of a brazen serpent and the
embellishment of beautiful multicolour garments for the
priesthood. The eyes as well as the mind should read
your will.

Y ou have not left me without reply. It was much more
ample than an answer in a letter. The whole of reality is
your reply. Scripture says of you, ‘Jesus answered and
said’ when no one had addressed you in words. You were
replying to the reality of men and events confronting
you.

You replied, Hallelujah. You showed me where to find
truth: it is in facts. There is no reason to believe that the
whole truth is contained only in an old book, even if
inspired by you. It lies in the totality of facts. I know now
where to seek solutions to what torments me.

Hegel said, ‘Everything that exists is reasonable,’
which is obvious because there is nothing reasonable
except facts, and the totality of facts.

Now I understand your saying: ‘All must come to pass’
(Mt 24:6). Anything that does not happen does not
belong to the all. I think of it as a reel of film entitled
‘The all’ or ‘The everything, material and spiritual,
of all times.” If only part of the film appeared on the
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screen, it would be mutilated. This film 1s the only
truth.

Until the time of Luther a clear-cut distinction was
made between religious and secular life. To be in church
or to be a monk meant to serve God. All other things
were worldly.

Luther tore down this barrier.

A story is told of a pastor who, in explaining some
difficult parts of Scripture to a cobbler, used without
thinking some rare theological terms. To his surprise, the
cobbler was familiar with them. The pastor said, ‘With
such a mind and such knowledge you should be in God’s
work.’

The cobbler replied, ‘I am in God’s work. I repair the
shoes of poor people who have no means of transport.
They walk miles to their place of work. I fear their feet
might become wet and they might fall sick. Who will
then care for their families? I pray therefore for God’s
grace before taking a pair of shoes in my hands, just as
you pray before you start preparing your sermon.

‘My desire is the same as yours: that, on the day of his
Jjudgement, God might look at the shoes I have repaired
and say what he will say about your sermons, “Well
done, good and faithful servant.” My profession is not
secular.’

Jesus, now you have thrown the ball into my court.

Everything is your reply: what preachers say, the work
that plumbers do, their spiritual or material tools, the
smile of indifference with which their wives receive them
when they come home, the sunshine they enjoy, the
tempests they encounter, the cosmic rays that alter their
moods, the play of children in school and the interplay of
elementary particles, things in this life and the next, what
happens in the stars and in the space between them,
angels, animals, micro-organisms. Everything is your
revelation, your reply to our questions.

Twenty-four centuries ago, the Greek philosopher
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Metrodotus of Chios suggested that intelligent life
existed on worlds far from earth. He wrote, ‘It goes
against nature to find in a large field only one shaft of
wheat and in an infinite universe only one living world.’
Everything that happens in field or universe is part of
your reply.

Even the questions we ask belong to your answer.
There exists nothing apart from your replies, freely
given. You once said, ‘Before they call, I will answer’
(Is 65:24).

Rabbi Menahem Mendel of Vitebsk observed, ‘Man is
the language of God.” Not only man, but the whole of
reality is his language. Everything is your reply.

Now that you have provided me with this insight, I
feel I must formulate your reply in words. I might try. I'll
write to you again.




My Ninth Letter to Jesus

Dear Jesus,

For years I have had no response and now all at once I
read your reply as if it were posted on every wall and
every tree. No other voice is heard, no other writing is to
be read. The whole world, its whole history, all its events
and all its thoughts, great and small, are your answer to
questions I have already asked and those I have not even
thought to ask.

You speak to me in the language of quality, so little
known.

I showed many people a picture of a cow and asked
them what they saw. Almost all replied, ‘I see a cow,’
which was a wrong reply. Rarely did one state the simple
fact, ‘I see a picture of a cow,’ not a cow.

At the initiation into Zen religion, disciples spend
months meditating on the question put to them by the
master: ‘What is the sound of clapping with only one
hand?’ Rare are those who find the only correct answer,
though it is obvious. The obvious is the Cinderella
abandoned in the scullery of our thoughts. The sound of
clapping with only one hand is the sound of clapping
with only one hand.

Prophets as well as ordinary men have said about God
that he is love, he is revenge, and so on. He himself when
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asked gives the only complete reply: ‘I am what I am.’ St
Paul introduces himself with exactly the same words.

The reply to any question can only be the reply to any
question. The reply to a specific question is the reply to a
specific question. You insist, ‘Which is the reply?’ It is,
‘Which is the reply?’ Life is an echo. He who puts
questions will always remain with questions as his reply.

So the person who wants replies must not ask questions
but give replies. It is written about you, ‘He answered and
said,” though no one had questioned you. It is because only
by answering does one obtain answers. Raising problems
raises problems. Only finding solutions finds solutions. In
all matters, you know what to do when you start doing.

Every leaf of a tree, every flower and sunbeam, the
pretty face of an American baby and the swollen belly of a
starving baby in Africa, all reality tells me you are the life.

There is sense in life because if we investigate its
origins, we 'see that at its beginning was a Mind.

How foolish I have been to wait for a written reply
from you! I had no writing material in jail; I composed
letters in my mind. Who knows if you can get paper and
ink in heaven?

But whence come pebbles and jewels, thistles and
roses, sun and moon, every man and every animal? Is it
not from you who are the Word? Children of the Word
are words. You were the Word who had become flesh in
a special manner, but everything is a witness to you.
Your speaking to men was implied in the plan of creation.

We have unanswered questions only because we are
deaf, and even our deafness is a reply. Things and events
carry your word; even more, it is carried by the connec-
tion between them.

It is written about you that you came full of grace and
truth. Which of the two is more important? It is the ‘and’
that connects them. In the original Hebrew, the books of
Judges, Samuel, Ezekiel and Jonah begin with the word
‘And’, written in Hebrew simply with the letter ‘v’—vav.
Therefore the Kabbalah says the universe was created by
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the letter vav, by the ‘and’. One event or one thing might
not be clear. But when we listen to what connects them
we will know.

Now I understand the words of the Greek philosopher
Heraclitus: ‘The Logos is day and night, winter and
summer, war and peace, abundance and hunger. Like the
fire he is in continual transformation.” The ancient
Indians had said, ‘The Himalaya is the god Vishnu in a
very solid form.” The Bible says, ‘In God we have our
life, being and movement.’

The beautiful flower comes from a seed without beauty.
This is possible because the unattractive seed comes from
a beautiful flower. We individuals with our unreasonable
thoughts come from you, the Word, the supreme reason.
Therefore I found you, the supreme reason.

How great you are! All things were made by you. How
many they are. Someone estimated that it would take a
person 80,000 years to count every living creature in a
cubic kilometre of water. And God knows each of them.

Goethe wrote, ‘Believe in life; it is the best of books.’ It
is as much your book as the Bible.

The Archangel Gabriel told the prophet Daniel what is
written in ‘the scripture of truth’ (Dan 10:21). He could not
have meant the Bible as we know it, since it did not exist at
that time. Neither were the things the angel revealed writ-~
ten in any book, as with ink on parchment. But there exists
the great book of life. Indians called it ‘Chronicle Akashah’,
which is simply the all of all times and everywhere, all
events and beings connected by the holy word ‘and’.

I am beginning to read everything that happens as
pages of this holy book, inspired by you as really as the
Scriptures are inspired.

An Indian once said to a missionary, ‘I always knew
him [God]; you told me his name.’ Likewise, I can say I
have always had all your answers. But I had not known
that quality is your answer. The Hindus had the sacred
formula: Ta tyam asi—'This also is you.’

The Jewish Hassidim have a Sabbath evening song:
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You, you, only you,

You, you, you, nothing else than you.
You, you, you, again you,

You, you, you.

They sing this for hours. Everything is your reply. I had
not known it.

A beautiful legend is written in Sefer Ierahmeel: When a
child is to be conceived, God gives a sign to the angel
over the spirits and tells him, ‘Bring me a certain soul
hidden in the garden of Eden, whose name is so-and-so
and who looks thus-and-so.” When the world was
created, all souls were prepared for men, as it is written,
‘There is nothing new under the sun.’

The angel brings that spirit, which prostrates itself
before God. God then says, ‘Enter this seed.” The spirit
replies, ‘Lord of the universe, I am satisfied with the
world in which I have lived since you created me. Please
do not make me enter this impure being, because I am
holy and clean.” God replies, ‘The world which I make
you enter is better than the world in which you have lived
since I formed you. I created you only for this purpose.’

Two angels are put to guard the embryo during
pregnancy. Every moming the child is taken into Eden
and is shown the righteous who sit in glory with crowns
on their heads. The angel asks the soul, ‘Do you know
who these are?’

‘No.’

‘These are men formed like you in a mother’s womb.
They went into the world and kept God’s commandments.
Therefore they have part in this blessing. You also, at the
end of your days, will leave the world. If you fulfil all the
commandments, you too will sit in these places.’

Every evening the child is taken to Gehenna. He sees
sinners whom evil angels beat with red-hot sticks. They
cry but no pity is shown them. The angel asks, ‘Do you
know who these are who burn?’

‘No.’

‘They had the same origin as you. They did not obey
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God’s statutes. Therefore they came to this place of
punishment. You too, my child, will one day have to
forsake the world. Remember!’

The angel also shows him all the places through which
he will walk and finally his tomb. When the child is born,
he forgets what he has seen. So ends the legend.

Another Jewish tradition tells us that the indentation
between the nose and the lips is from the angel putting his
finger on our mouth as a sign we have to keep silent
about what we have seen.

There is nothing new under the sun. In every event of
life I seem to see again the places through which I walked
with angels and I seem to hear again words previously
spoken for which I had had a luminous explanation by
angels. Heaven is a goal and yet a place where I seem to
have been before.

Things are clear. There are no questions to ask. How
foolish I was to yearn for your replies. You speak
through everything, or we could as well say you are
mute, having nothing more to say.

God had long since given fragments of truth through
the prophets. Questions remained open. But then you
came. You are the whole truth. Henceforth it is an
offence to seek visions and revelations. Any new revela-
tion would be false. Every novelty would be wrong. You
are God’s only Word in which everything has been said
once for ever. .

Thank you, thank you.

I would like to tell you more, but I remember the poor
tailor, St Gerard, probably the only canonised tailor. He
did not make many suits because he loved prayer too
much. We was overheard crying out, ‘Lord, let me go, I
pray you. I must make some trousers too.” Others take
some time from their work for conversation with you.
He took some time from prayer for work. I too am sorry
I cannot spend my whole time with you, questioning or
shouting Hallelujah about having found the answer.

Goodbye, for the time being.




My Tenth Letter to Jesus

Dear Jesus,

T emoi kai soi?’ You have taught me not to question any
more; though when you were a man, reduced to our level
of weakness, you asked questions.

‘Ti emoi kai soi2’— What is between me and you?’
you had asked your mother. You wondered what fluid
circulated between you and her. The narrator does not
even give her name, as would have been natural, but only
¢ s her your mother. The only thing which counted was
this mysterious fluid, this full coincidence between your
intentions and hers.

You were united by a spiritual umbilical tie with your
earthly mother, as she was tied to you, her Master and
Lord. She had given you a human body; you had made
her full of divine grace.

There is also something emoi kai soi, between me,
Richard and you, Jesus. There was first the wilful
sinning against you, then my intemperate questioning.
But I must say you were no better. You questioned me,
too, even about sensitive things that gentlemen never
bring into discussion. Now there is the calm.

The wedding in Cana was on the third day.

In ancient initiations into mystery religions, the first
day one relived his past and the past of mankind; the
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second day one saw his actual duties and the present of
mankind; the third day was that of the mystical marriage.

The bride is quiet in the bridegroom’s embrace. She
receives his holy kiss. How wonderful it is to have a God
untroubled by wrath or weariness, but rather a God who
rejoices at weddings.

Bernard said rightly, ‘A quiet God quiets all things; to see
him rested means to be rested. A joyful God gladdens one.’

Such a God are you to me now, and I guess such a
disciple am I to you.

I know that what I experience now is a sentiment and
sentiments fluctuate. I have known many moments of
deep joy with you, as well as repeated doubts, times
when we were not even on speaking terms, and moments
of utter despair about our relationship. Now I know
calm. I could not call it perfect calm, because I know that,
like everything human, it is transitory.

I enjoy reading the lives of the greatest saints. None of
them was constant and stable in sainthood.

Perhaps tomorrow all the questions will torment me
again. But why should I hecd tomorrow? Tomorrow
will take care of itself.

Lincoln said, ‘Most folks are about as happy as they
make up their minds to be.” On earth, no one can set far-
reaching goals of happiness. But instead of brooding
about the unhappiness that might overcome me tomorrow,
I wish to obtain the fullness of joy with you which this
day can give. I made up my mind to be happy today.

I possess the most precious but much despised jewel:
today. People squander it on regrets about the past and
utopian dreams about the future. God says, ‘Today have I
begotten thee.” God does not miss the todays, or he
might have missed begetting you.

A Chinese story tells of Pineiho, who found a piece of
uncut jade and presented it to Emperor Wu. He in turn
asked a jeweller to assess it. ‘Just an ordinary stone,’ said
the jeweller. In a rage, the emperor cut off Pineiho’s foot.
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When the emperor died, Pineiho presented the jade to his
successor, Wen, who also took it to a jeweller. His
opinion too was that it was just a stone. Pineiho lost his
other foot. Weeping bitterly, he said, ‘I am not grieving
about the loss of my feet, but because a jewel has been
called an ordinary stone.” Under a third emperor the jade
was polished and found to be very precious.

Dreamers, including religious dreamers, fancying a
kingdom of God far away, cut off the feet of those who
offer them the jewel ‘today’, with the best it can bring
and the best opportunities it offers.

When you took on humanity with all its human
features, you might also have taken this disregard for
today. The bride had invited you with words not many
brides use: ‘Our bed is green. The beams of our house are
cedar, and our rafters of fir’ (Song 1:10,11).

You renounced the delights of love today in order to
die on a cross to save in all the tomorrows many who will
never care about you. You left those who loved you in
order to prepare mansions in heaven. What kind of
mansions are these that take two thousand years to pre-
pare? Our modern architects build great cities in no time.

The delay might not be because of technical difficulties,
or because it takes so much time to build these habita-
tions, but rather because you might wring your hands
after laying each brick and ask yourself in tears, ‘When
the Son of Man comes, will he find faith on the earth?
Will he find inhabitants for these heavenly palaces?’

Peter had said to you, ‘Don’t think about tomorrow.
You have here today those who love you. Do not die.
Stay with those who are yours.” You wounded his heart
for ever by calling him Satan. Perhaps without this
one bitter experience, he would not have wavered in
Gethsemane. I have seen many faltering or even falling
away in prison. It was not simply cowardice. Could it be
that you neglected them on some today while you were
in search of that glorious tomorrow for all?
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Away, away, questions! Now you have come again.
No, Bridegroom, I have turned them away. Make me
forget everything with a kiss of your mouth.

Please do a miracle for me. In Bible times, you caused
prophets to see into the distant future. You restored to
Hezekiah ten hours of his past. For me, make past and
future melt in the one today of your embrace.

You can do so. When life first appeared in a purely
mechanical universe, something new arose with new
laws. Plants that grow and animals that move are
wonders to inanimate nature. Likewise, man is a miracle
to animals and you to man.

Come, put your left hand under my head and with your
right hand embrace me (Song 2:6). You showed in your
everyday life here on earth that you can be both delicate
and forceful. So I wish you to be as I relax in your arms.

I cannot overcome fully the thought of tomorrow.
Perhaps you will leave me when I fall asleep exhausted.

As a bottle of perfume retains its fragrance even
months after it has been emptied, so your mother kept
the fragrance of your presence within her long after you
were born. Saints who have known you in extasis keep
the afterglow of your brightness long after they descend
from the heights. Ellen White says that the devil is not
ugly, as he is usually depicted in paintings, but retains
some of the grandeur he once knew in heaven.

In the warmth of your embrace, I believe there will be
no tomorrow. But if there is, it will be suftused with the
loveliness of today. I will have known experimentally
what Plotin said: that object and subject are no more two
principles, and that the beatified soul can no longer
distinguish them. I am no more I. I have become the one
whom I contemplate.

I once contemplated you with rebellion and hatred, then
with incipient faith, then with doubts, sometimes with
indifference. Now when I would know how to contem-
plate, there is no one outside myself to contemplate.
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St Gertrude said, ‘I am you; you are I. I am not you,
you are not I. You and I are a new person: You-I.’
Perhaps it is you who take the initiative and apply to me
the words of the bride in Solomon’s Song, ‘My beloved
is mine and I am not *—Dodi li veani lo.

I desire the fullness of pleasure in your love. You
inspired the erotic imagery of the Song of Songs and of
the mystical writings of other religions. Your first
miracle was performed at a wedding in Cana. Is a Puritan
asceticism the best way to thank you for your generosity?

If a hostess works hard to prepare a dinner for her
guests, will she rejoice if they proclaim a fast and refuse
to eat? Puritans walk through the beautiful garden of life
gathering thorns and throwing away roses. They imagine
they thus please God, the gardener who planted the
flowers for them.

The bride in Solomon’s Song was not a Puritan in her
relationship with you; neither am I. Let us both forget
about ourselves in an eternal embrace.

Come!

It is such an ardent embrace, a full one, like those in
bridal chambers, but, strangely, you were never seen
other than fully clothed.

If anyone had a reason to walk nude, it was you when
you were resurrected from the dead. You had left the
linen in which you have been wrapped in the tomb.
Perhaps, in anticipation of resurrection, you prepared
beforehand garments for your needs. We do not know.
But it is certain that you were always clothed.

Your embrace is always circumspect, but still you are
able to communicate to your bride the intensity of your
unfathomable love.

It is for this that I long.



My Eleventh Letter to Jesus

My beloved Jesus,

There exists a strange subjunctive world into which the
devil tried to introduce you. ‘If you are the Son of God,’
he said, addressing you. The very word ‘if’ shows that all
the rest of the sentence is nonsense. Reality knows no
‘ifs’. Pilate used the interrogative mood when he asked,
‘Are you the king of the Jews?’ Wherever there is a sign
of interrogation, there is no truth.

I acknowledge only the declarative mood. ‘My Beloved
is mine, and I am his.’ I am the bride of the King of
kings.

An author used the following sentence: ‘Proper writing
[and you have heard this a million times] avoids exag-
geration.’ He did not realise that he was exaggerating.

Those who teach ‘truth’ often are unaware that they
lie. When I was a child I was told this classic story.

As a father and a boy walked together, the boy said, ‘I
saw a dog as big as an elephant.’

The father replied, ‘We are now approaching what is
called the liar’s bridge. When a liar passes over it, it
collapses and everyone dies.’

Now the boy was afraid. After a few steps, he said,
‘Well, the dog was as big as an ox.’

They drew nearer. The bridge was already in sight.
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Finally, the boy conceded, ‘The dog was really as big as a
dog.’ With this the story ended.

The truth is that the father would also have fallen into
the water, because he told a lie about an ordinary bridge.
Rather, the author of the story would have had to die,
because everything he recounted was a fabrication.

So in the world one is condemned for lying in the name
of a moral system which itself is a lie. Immorality is a lie,
too. The world’s assertions and denials of truth are all
wrong. ‘Every imagination of the thoughts of a man’s
heart is only evil continually’ (Gen 6:5). Every imagina-
tion,, including what we label as good.

I do not need this world and its systems of thought.

If I alone had been a sinner and the whole world were
righteous, you, in whose embrace I am, would have
come to be crucified only for me.

There I go pronouncing the word again. I started this
whole series of letters with the concern of decrucifying
you or, if Paul’s assertion that you are also nailed to
crosses in heaven is only a metaphor, of decrucifying
your oppressed little brethren who suffer here.

Then I had a sudden illumination and spent, not time,
but something outside of time with you in the inebriation
of love. Your hands caressed me, as I lay at your f