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“And when he heard that it was Jesus of Nazareth, he began to shout out. ‘Jesus, Son of 

David, have mercy on me.’ And many rebuked him, telling him to be silent; but he cried 

out all the more; ‘Son of David, have mercy on me.’” Bartimaeus shouts his way to Jesus.  

Bartimaeus has a first cousin. Josh was dying of AIDS. We met for an hour each 

Friday when he came to the AIDS clinic at Grady Hospital in Atlanta. One Wednesday 

morning, Josh sought me out. He was in great pain because of thrush, a fungal infection of 

the mouth, which persons with AIDS often contracted.  

Josh pleaded for help. The clinic was overwhelmed with patients who were 

suffering equally or worse. No room for unscheduled appointments. I could do nothing to 

move Josh to the front of the line. After a few minutes of listening to his unrelenting 

demand for attention, I, on a whim, said, “Josh, go to the office of the hospital’s CEO, 

stand before the receptionist, and scream to high heaven. Josh wasted no time. Josh was 

immediately treated.  

In times of estrangement, we shout for someone to hear and help us. We will not 

be silenced. Bartimaeus shouted over those who rebuked him. Josh stood down my sense 

of helplessness.   

 Sometimes the sounds of our longing for God, particularly in our increasingly 

post religious world, are not loud enough. We need a stronger, occasionally animated 

language expressive of our ache for God.  

What if our cry for God during this seemingly more God forsaken era was more 

like a three-year-old child lost in the airport, crying for a parent, arms reaching towards 

an absence the child desperately hopes to fill?  

 When I am exiled from the certainty of God’s presence, a thread of trust remains. 

I trust there must be a God for no other reason than I miss God. It is hard to miss that 

which we have no experience of.  

 In times of estrangement, faint memory keeps us walking the shorelines of our 

island home searching for a message in a bottle washed up from the mainland, the foreign 

soil of eternal connection; a country we may not have visited but nonetheless feel a 

connection to. Our state of separation presumes a union once ours. I wonder if this trans-

historic union might be the source of Job’s almost eternal capacity to defy the logic of 

friends and family, empowering him to wait for God no matter what.  

 Our state of separation. From such a state, I’ve cried and shouted for eternal 

belonging faintly remembered in ways that fall along the continuum of integrity. 

 On my best days, I cry and shout through a relatedness with others and myself 

that enables a glimpse of the faint outline of the mainland, what St. Paul described as 

seeing through the mirror dimly.  

 On my worst days, I cry and shout for others to bridge a chasm not of their 

creating. Mostly it’s unconscious. I’m usually foot deep in my blaming, distancing, and 

confusion before I get what’s going on. 
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 Most days it’s not so lofty and messy. My cries and shouts form a collage of 

lesser exclamations towards the homeland and more benign projections upon fellow 

islanders. Lesser exclamations and projections inch me along, up and down the shoreline 

of my island spirit, as a person of faith longing for a homeland imagined. 

 What’s at the heart of our deep yearning? How about this: The heart of God longs 

for reunion with us more than we long for reunion with the heart of God. The heart of 

God aches, cosmically aches, for relation. We witness God’s fierce relatedness in God’s 

address to Job. Not pretty. But certainly relational.  

 When I lose trust in the heart of God’s longing for me, a loss born of 

estrangement, an emissary from the mainland sooner or later shows up.  

 Recently, I was in prayerful conversation with a friend. We talked about how our 

divorces, decades ago, still visit us with pangs of regret. The subject of the visitations 

mostly is related to effects the divorces may have had on our children.  

 We worked our way towards a revelation: What if our guilt about the damage we 

may have inflicted thwarts our capacity to be more fully present with our children as they 

navigate the vicissitudes of their present lives. Does tarnished preoccupation on what was 

keep us from more fully engaging with what is, keep us from greater engagement with 

our children in their present midlife struggles?  

 Might the heart of God attend to the experience of estrangement more than the 

cause of estrangement? The heart of God reconciles more than cleans. The heart of God 

obsesses about relation, not goodness.  

 Eternal belonging faintly remembered, firmly longed for and lightly felt is dimly 

present in precious moments like the conversation with my friend.  

 We are wise to underline the word dimly.  Our neighbors cannot bridge the chasm 

that separates us from eternal belonging faintly remembered. They can make the space 

between the island and homeland less estranged and more bearable.  

 When we do not expect our mate, parent, children, and friend to be bridge 

builders, their beauty and blessedness become clearer. Released from our expectations for 

them to deliver us, we are freed to walk side by side along the shore of our shared and not 

completely answered longing. Together we pine for heaven, whether we mention heaven 

or not. We trust that the consummation of our longing is in the sure hands of the heart of 

God who longs for us more, whether we mention the name of God or not.  

 So, the parent finds the child in the airport. Amen! They still must make it 

through baggage claim, the parking garage, and a night when they both are cranky 

because tomorrow’s Monday. They see through the veil dimly; but they still see. 

 Words from a Celtic hymn: Spirit, I have heard you calling like a memory long 

grown dim, crying from creation’s moment, seeking voice from deep within. I have heard 

you in my longing. I have heard you in my pain. Now I feel you moving in me, feel you 

burning like a flame. 

 Amen.  

 


