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	Lesson 6:  Life in the Meanwhile


Dear Fellow Travelers,

Each year, the season of Lent brings us up close and personal with the notion of "life in the meanwhile," the time when we feel God's absence. Even Jesus felt this absence when he cried out on the cross, "My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?" (Ps 22. 1; Matt 27.46; Mk 15.34). Too often in our churches we ignore these words and concentrate on other last words of Jesus: "It is finished" (Jn 19.30); or "Father, into your hands I commend my spirit" (Lk 23.46). 

According to an Associated Press article by Richard Ostling last year, Mother Theresa also experienced God's absence. As the Roman Catholic church works toward canonizing her as a saint for her work in the slums of India, letters from Mother Theresa to her spiritual directors from the 1950s and 1960s have surfaced that express her feelings of abandonment by God. The woman whom many Christians credit with a perfectly obedient faith and never-fading smile wrote of "the reality of darkness and coldness and emptiness ... so great that nothing touches my soul." These feelings were part of Mother Theresa's ministry until she died. Many Christians may be shocked by this disclosure. Most of us had put Mother Theresa up on a pedestal; we had decided that she was a tough faith act to follow. Like St. John of the Cross, a 16th-century Spaniard whose "dark night of the soul" has been read by millions, Mother Theresa's wrestling with divine absence show us that faith can encompass doubt, and that honest prayer is ironically rooted in the certainty that God cares and will act to help us. 

In order to survive "life in the meanwhile," we must give voice to our pain, anger, and sense of abandonment. Two books do so with eloquent power: Psalms of Lament by Ann Weems, written for "those who weep and those who weep with those who weep" after the death of her 21-year-old son Todd, and Lament for a Son by Nicholas Wolterstorff, written after the death of his 25-year-old son Eric. 

Wolterstorff speaks of his being wounded by his son's death: "Wounds are ugly, I know. They repel But must they always be swathed?" (p. 26). 

May we have the courage to honor each other's open wounds this week, 

Denise
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