
1 MOVING OFF THE FENCE

This is  an account of  a dumb California kid awakening to the reality—the spiritual  presence and
power—of  divine  Love.  It's  a  story  that  includes  successes  and failures.  It's  a  record of  learning
humility and patience while God was breaking through the dullness of the human mind to reach me
with  Her  saving  Christ  ...  and  teach  some difficult  lessons,  a  couple  of  which  may  stir  a  bit  of
controversy. 

It seems to me that the presence of this Love is like a continual singing of Ufford's old hymn
"Throw Out The Lifeline":

Throw out the lifeline across the dark wave,
There is a brother whom someone should save;
Somebody's brother! oh, who then, will dare
To throw out the lifeline, his peril to share?

Throw out the lifeline with hand quick and strong:
Why do you tarry, why linger so long?
See! he is sinking; oh, hasten today, 
And out with the life-boat, away, then, away!

Like the sun, God pours forth spiritual light and truth. The problem is that the human mind is
too dull, dark, and disinterested—absorbed in its own limited interests—to turn toward Him in order
to be uplifted and healed. 

In my own case, I was introduced by my mother to a reverent regard of the Scriptures at an
early age, which included an acknowledgment and expectancy of its healing power. I remember one
of the healings I experienced as a youngster. 

While at school, my classroom teacher noticed a problem with my eyes. She sent me to the
school nurse, who diagnosed it as pink eye, and called my mother to take me home. When I got into
the car, my mom told me about a verse that said, 

"thine [eyes] shall be clearer than the noonday; thou shalt shine forth, thou shalt be as 
the morning." (Job 11) 

We drove home quietly, both contemplating those ideas. When we arrived, mom examined my
eyes and didn't see anything unusual about them—they looked clear and bright. She decided to take
me back to school. 

The school principle was alarmed to see us,  but after both she and the school nurse again
carefully examined my eyes, and could find no trace of any problem, they felt they had no choice but
to let me go back into class. My classroom teacher was surprised to see me, but after she too examined
my eyes once again and could find nothing wrong, she allowed me to take my seat.

As I grew into adolescent years, the influences of the human mind in opposition to spirituality
—such as  denial of the existence of one central divine truth among all the theories of mankind; the
argument that religiousness is merely a matrix of guilt-based beliefs and behaviors inherited from



one's parents; the belief that there is no God, nor saving Christ; and the falsehood that sexuality and
spirituality are incompatible opposites—clouded and fought against my inclination to embrace the
divine. 

It was a relatively unhappy and difficult period; and finally, toward the end of college, my love
of God, and ability to observe and to reason, began to assert itself and slough off, as best it could,
those falsities. 

It seems to me that one of the greatest impediments to many people's spiritual progress is the
issue of exclusivity, that is, the concept that only one belief system out of hundreds is the actual mirror
of reality, the rest being more or less erroneous. The egalitarian human mind searching for truth often
rejects, sometimes violently, this possibility. It seems unfair, undemocratic, that it could be so in our
world. 

And so it was for me. My early love for the Scriptures was set aside for a time as my heart
yearned to discover that the wisdom writings of China and the Far East, of India and Persia, of the
Arab lands,  of the indigenous peoples from the many corners of the world,  might be equal  to or
greater than, in their intrinsic truth, the Bible. 

It was with reluctance that my mind gradually yielded to the conviction that, whether or not
the multitudinous beliefs systems in the world had glimpses into reality, it was logical and progressive
for me to adopt the belief system, and the scriptures containing that belief system, which I knew from
my own experience to contain God's healing power. 

Although the argument of the carnal mind is that in so doing I was merely submitting to a
psychological comfort zone established by my mother at an early age, I was able to overcome that
false reasoning. 

It  holds that  only one who has become an adherent of  a  particular religion  after reaching
adulthood,  and  after having  studied  all  the  religions  of  the  world  so  as  to  be  able  to  make  an
enlightened decision, can be a legitimate adherent of that religion. 

But it is plain to see that if these were the criteria for religious affiliation, there would be no
religions!  Who is  in a position to thoroughly study the Hindu,  the Buddha,  the Navaho and the
hundred beside them? Pretty much nobody!

And so it was with me. I came to the realization that the Bible was the scriptures that had the
answers I was looking for. It had all of the Savior I could ever desire or need. It had all of the goodness
of God that could possibly be found. It had an answer to the presence of evil in the world, and offered
a convincing remedy for it. 

I didn't know then, and probably will never know, whether the Rikbaktsa people of Brazil, for
example, have scriptures, either in written or in oral forms, which would be equally satisfying to me.
But what I realized was, the answer to that question didn't matter. 

With all my heart I would rejoice to learn that the Rikbaktsa do have scriptures equally as
satisfying.  But  whether  they  do  or  don't,  should  anyone  allow  that  issue  to  prevent  them  from
grasping and taking hold of the saving truths that are available to them? No. 



So this argument, that one shouldn't subscribe to any belief system until he has mastered them
all, can be seen to be a suggestion of the materially-based human mind in its endeavor to paralyze
spiritual progress on the part of the individual.

Of course, this is not to say that healthy inquiry into the thoughts and beliefs of mankind is not
an important activity. It certainly is. Ignorance is not a valid or fruitful stepping stone toward spiritual
understanding. 

But we must not allow ourselves to be paralyzed and impeded from making a decision at some
reasonable point as to which teaching we are going to invest ourselves in. Materiality wants nothing
more than to keep us in a constant state of vacillation and indecision, throughout the entirety of our
lifetime! So my heartfelt recommendation is, don't let it!

For myself, I made the decision to go forward on my spiritual journey, using the best maps and
tools I could find. For me, I found them in the Bible. 

What Are These Tools and Maps?

The  Psalms  are  the  first  things  I'd  like  to  mention.  They  are  incredibly  rich.  They're  the
prayerful expressions of persons deeply engaged in a life of spiritual exploration. They contain the full
range of human emotions, hopes, dreams, fears, joys and agonies. They can be as simple and childlike
as, 

"O come, let us worship and bow down: let us kneel before the Lord our maker. For he 
is our God; and we are the people of His pasture, and the sheep of His hand." (Ps 95)

or as deep and earthshaking as Jesus' invocation of the twenty-second psalm while hanging in agony
on the cross: 

"My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken me? Why art Thou so far from helping
me?" 

I've found that reading through the Psalms, say, a page or two each day, is a very rewarding
approach to stimulating one's spiritual faculties. One finds her devotional, prayerful and metaphysical
senses being enlivened and enlarged. It's a process of starting to get to know the consciousness, the
atmosphere, the life of a prophet—a woman or a man of God. 

You know, it's funny, on that science fiction show Star Trek, they experience a very dramatic
change of state when, in their spaceship, they go into a tremendously fast mode of travel called "warp
speed". I would just like to make the point that starting to get to know the life of a prophet, the life of
walking with God, by breathing the atmosphere of the Psalms every day, is, it seems to me, an even
more transformational event than going into warp speed in a space ship! 

For, while the one is very exciting and thrilling, the other engages a human being at a much
deeper level of inner experience. The quiet inward sense of being in God's presence, of being known
and loved by Him, makes a more powerful impression on a person than could even a spectacular
nuclear meltdown of the whole physical universe. 



I'm convinced that it's this quiet inner sense of God's presence that each of us is longing for,
whether or not we're consciously aware of it. 

Other valuable tools from the Bible are Moses' Ten Commandments (Exodus 20) and Jesus'
Sermon on The Mount  (Matthew 5-7).  These  guidelines  for  living give  us  the  do's  and don'ts  of
making spiritual progress. Moses' commandments are more basic—don't murder, don't steal,  don't
cheat on your spouse, etc.—while Jesus' rules are more focused on a person's  thoughts  than on his
actions. For example, he says 

"Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after righteousness: for they shall be filled ."
(Matt 5) 

Really,  if  you think about it,  no one on earth,  except the individual,  has any awareness of
whether or  not  they are  "hungering and thirsting after righteousness."  This  is  an entirely  interior
requirement. It can be administered only by the individual. 

From my observations, I think it's fair to say that many religions attempt to govern the inner
spiritual life of their adherents through compulsory participation in group prayer ceremonies, loudly
broadcast religious music, enforcing the observation of strict rules of religious behavior, etc.—but can
these group activities make a person hunger and thirst after righteousness? 

Doesn't that really have to come from one's own heart?  

The question arises, can spirituality be forced upon a person? No matter how many religious
hoops a person is required to jump through, can that change his heart? 

I think this important question is pertinent within all religious societies, because pretty much
all of them attempt to ensure the spiritual success of their adherents through obedience to their own
specific set of rules, rituals and conventions. 

It  seems to me we could describe this widespread approach to religion as  seeking salvation
through conformity to the group.

Seeking Salvation Through Conformity

Being an accepted part of a group is one of the basic needs of all intelligent beings. Safety,
companionship, approval, affection, working together to accomplish challenging tasks, are some of
the important benefits of group life.

 It is disorienting and frightening to the individual who is separated from the group, especially
when it is the result of hostility or punishment. An illustration of this can be seen in a film made by
horse trainer Monty Roberts. 

It shows a herd of wild horses disciplining one of its members by shunning it from the group.
The alpha male enforces the banishment by standing outside of the herd and glaring at the ostracized
animal. The pariah horse grows increasingly disturbed and frantic as its punishment continues. 



Finally, at long last, when convinced that the errant member has learned his lesson, the alpha
male turns and blends in with the others, pretending not to notice while the repentant beast slowly
makes its way back to the group.

We would like to believe that we are more advanced than horses. But I wonder how much
different we really are in this aspect of feeling such a deep need for the acceptance and approval of
our  group.  For  the  spiritual  searcher,  this  powerful  gravitational  pull  toward  craving  for  group
validation can be a problem,  a  hindrance  to  our progress.  The Scriptures illustrates  this  point  in
several places. For example, in the eleventh chapter of Hebrews the writer refers to the Abraham of
Genesis when writing,

By faith Abraham, when he was called to go out into a place which he should after 
receive for an inheritance, obeyed; and he went out, not knowing whither he went ... for he 
looked for a city which hath foundations, whose builder and maker is God ... 

And truly, if they had been mindful of that country from whence they came out, they 
might have had opportunity to have returned. But now they desire a better country, that is, an 
heavenly: wherefore God is not ashamed to be called their God: for He hath prepared for them a 
city."  

This passage shows an Abraham willing to go out on his own, away from the safety of the
group, into the unknown, the dangerous, the lonely. What would motivate a person to make such a
scary decision? In Abraham's case, all we know is that he was "called" to go out. 

In another place we read that Jeremiah felt called to go out into a wilderness much different
than Abraham's. Jeremiah's was the wilderness of alienation, of being rejected and hated by his peers
because of the truths God was compelling him to speak. How many of us would be able to live the life
of Jeremiah? 

To have no friends; to be continually confronted by the look of contempt on people's faces; to
be mocked and belittled day after day; to be arrested and put on public display; to be left to die in a
dark pit of slime; and, finally, to be stoned to death by your own people (The Interpreters Bible,  v.5,
p.782) 

What could motivate and enable a person to embrace such a dark existence? Divine Love sent
to Jeremiah at least one true friend—perhaps his only friend—a fellow named Baruch, whom Jeremiah
tenderly counseled with these words:

" ... seekest thou great things for thyself? seek them not: for, behold, I will bring evil 
upon all flesh, saith the Lord: but thy life will I give unto thee for a prey in all places whither 
thou goest." (Jer 45)

It's plain that Jesus, too, was very much reviled and hated, so much so that his own people put
him to  death after  a  ministry  lasting  only  a  short  while.  One  of  his  comments  to  fellow church
members was, 

" ... some of them ye shall kill and crucify; and some of them ye shall scourge in your 
synagogues, and persecute them from city to city: that upon you may come all the righteous 



blood shed upon the earth, from the blood of righteous Able unto the blood of Zacharias 
son of Barachias, whom ye slew between the temple and the alter ... 

O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, thou that killest the prophets, and stonest them which are sent 
 thee, how often would I have gathered thy children together, even as a hen gathereth her chickens

under her wings, and ye would not!" (Mat 23) 

Jesus must have been so thoroughly established, from an early age, in a deeply permeating
sense  of  God's  love,  nearness  and affection that  this  foundation served as  a  basis  from which to
proceed within an atmosphere of hate almost unimaginable to us.

Seen  in  this  light,  we  can  consider  the  Scriptures  to  be  a  collection  of  writings  which
progressively reveal to mankind a creator Who is very near, accessible and nurturing. This divine
Love appears, in varying degrees, through the thoughts, words and actions of many of the principal
actors described therein. 

As we consider some of their experiences, I think we will see that one of the most basic and
frequent manifestations of this universal Love shining through their lives is healing. Healing of broken
hearts and broken bodies;  healing of disease; healing of sin. It's a recurring irruption of the power of
the divine breaking through and illuminating their quotidian experience.


