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Foreword to the 1997 Edition  

This little book has been popular over many years, having had 
quite a number reprints, and some changes in covers. The present 
book is also a reprint and not at all a new edition. 

It takes the form of a small novel, an account of a group meeting 
over a weekend in a Conference Centre. The members of the group 
are really a church family composed of husbands and wives and a 
few others. The Pastor has had some recent revelations of the nature 
of love and is still resonating with them. He is anxious to share them, 
but feels they are so new to him that he might fail to get them 
through to his people. Also he is having a little difficulty—or so he 
thinks—sharing them with his wife. 

Somehow or other as the group relaxes, has a warm social time, 
and shares in the talks he gives, the ideas seem to take root. The rest 
of the book is a story one doesn't want to spoil by telling it in this 
Foreword. 

Some earnest readers have taken the story to be auto-biographical, 
and that the Pastor's wife is his wife! This is not the case at all. For 
the most part the book is fictional, but then the events, the mix-up of 
relationships, the marital frictions and so on, are all things which 
happen in the lives of many of us. We can soon find a character 
with whom we can identify. 

It has been a source of gratification to me to have letters, calls and 
other communications from people who have been deeply affected 
by the book. For many it has been life-transforming. A good 
number of Pastors have told me it has changed their ministries, and 
also their marriages. 

I am glad we have been able to have it go through yet another 
printing. Most readers enjoy it just as a yarn. Others are caught into 
its insights. Some greatly benefit from those helped in the matter of 
relations. Although it was written some years ago I believe that its 
story is still readable and its 



 

ideas are practical, apt for our present relationships. I believe it will 
prove enjoyable to those who take it up to read it. 

 
 
Geoffrey Bingham 
Kingswood, July 1997 
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An Important Preface 

How do you hear truth? How do you communicate truth? To 
answer the questions in reverse order: Truth is something you do, 
rather than simply know. Truth is operating in conformity with 
things-as-they-essentially-are. Jesus spoke of those who ‘lie and do 
not the truth’. You can only communicate truth when you are doing 
it. Having come under it, you then are communicating it. How do you 
hear the truth? Only when you are ready to receive it, believe it, and 
so do it. If you have decided not to do it, you will not hear it. 

This is how Jesus brought through the truth. He embodied it, as 
also He did it. For this reason He could tell it. Many rejected it, but 
they knew it, deeply down, to be the truth. At the same time He used 
modes to communicate the truth. He never delivered large slabs of 
doctrinal ideas. He never preached theology, as such. It is from what 
He did and said that we have distilled our theology, and often the 
theology is excellent. For His part He was interested in people 
understanding the truth by receiving it: 

A competent teacher, if he is persistent, can ultimately condition 
any group to think as he does, and to take on his scheme of 
teaching—his doctrine or theology. However it is quite another thing 
to draw a response of the will from his listeners, and to bring them 
into doing the truth. They may accept formulated ideas, but not live 
the truth. Hence the communication of truth is where people are, and 
as they understand, as they respond, and as they obey the truth of 
God. 

This book is an experiment. The characters in it, and the incidents 
also, never happened as written here. Had the book been a straight 
exposition of the theme of love, then theologically minded persons 
would have been interested to read it. Some would have agreed with 
its basic thesis. Others would have disagreed, but both groups would 
understand what the book is about. However the real truth of love 
may still have remained un-communicated. Hence the mode of the 
book, to show how the minds and wills of persons, as also their 
responses and actions determine how we can really know truth. 
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The Afro-Asian mind, as against the Western mind, would have 
done it far more simply. The arguments and reasoning of the 
characters would have been more simple, and probably much more 
convincing. The Western mind has often to unravel its hitherto 
ravelled skeins of thought before it can reach simplicity. It is not 
possible for it to ‘dump’ its modes of thinking, and achieve simplicity 
in one fell swoop. This book may be a step towards simplicity. 

Finally, whilst all the characters are fictitious, and the events 
equally so, yet none is really non-existent, and the events and 
characters are compounded of many known persons, and many such 
events. They are not consciously compounded, but the unconscious 
distilling of years of teaching, actions, and inter-relationships of the 
writer who himself never ceases to be overjoyed by the fact that God 
is love, and that this truth is the one which is all the truth, and the 
only key to man’s prophetic history, and God’s prophetic action. 

Hence it is hoped you will persist with this somewhat different 
mode of communication, and even realise that it is a compromise 
mode of communicating truth in the human situation. 

 

Geoffrey Bingham 
Coromandel East, 1977 
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Chapter 1 

I guess I like driving. It is a time to relax, although we are warned 
against doing that overmuch. On country drives you can let your 
hand rest on the wheel. The vehicle seems to know where it is going, 
and being relaxed, you can think. 

This time I ought not to have been relaxed, but uptight. I am always 
this way before a series of meetings, although my pietistic 
background and upbringing has taught me I should be serene, and 
make nothing of it. In this rare case I was succeeding. I stared 
placidly at the farms I passed, the cattle, the sheep, and the occasional 
dog. Then I slid into the hills. It was only when I was drawing close 
to the destination that the little fear began to attack me again. 

It was like this: I had spent five days away by the sea, on the edge 
of the Gulf, to be exact. I had taken a trunk full of books, plenty of 
scribbling paper, and some food. For five days I heard no news, read 
no paper, and watched no television. The house in which I was 
staying was strangely quiet. The Gulf waters were quiet too. It was 
that time of the year. Only at night, when I had finished thinking and 
writing would I be aware of the quiet sigh of the sea on the shore. It 
shimmered in the full moon, but even that I saw only vaguely. I had 
been gripped by a climactic experience. It was unforgettable. It had 
not come from meditation, or some supernal visitation. It was just 
that I had been gripped by what had emerged from hours of my 
study. 

I must be honest and say that for years I have been the kind of 
person who is happy to expose himself to men’s insights, especially 
new insights. Being a preacher I guess I liked Biblical insights best. I 
am aware, fully, of the problem of intellectual knowledge and 
personal experience. If anything I shy away from knowledge which is 
divorced from experience, as I do from experience which by-passes 
the mind. I abhor correctness as an end in itself, as I do the modern 
desire to enjoy irrationality as a thing in itself. 

All this is recounted because I want you to understand fully that 
what happened to me in those five days was not irrational. Nor did 
my climax come from sheer rational deduction. The way I would say 
it is this— I came  
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to see the whole of love, as the Bible tells the story. Of course I must 
be modest and say that ‘the whole of love’ is something no one will 
see fully until he is ultimately perfected. Yet to me it was ‘the whole 
of love’ as much as a human may see it in the here and now. That is 
why I was serene, as I drove into the hills. That is why I began to feel 
some fear, as I approached the Conference Centre. I was serene 
because to know love is not to have fear. I was beginning to be 
afraid, because I knew what Paul meant by being ‘in fear and much 
trembling’. I was afraid to begin telling what I had discovered. I was 
not afraid to communicate the truth, but was afraid I would be 
unable. I would mess it up, and ruin the revelation which had come to 
me. On the seat beside me was a file and a thick bundle of papers, 
notes I had written. Somehow I had to communicate what was 
written in them. Then I began to grin, and, after a while, to laugh. I 
remembered a story I had heard in another country. It was about a 
preacher of international fame. He had a smart brief-case with him. 
One man, gathered with others to greet the preacher at the airport, 
looked at the brief-case with humorous awe. ‘What do you know?’ he 
asked his friend beside him. ‘Look! He has it all in the brief case.’ 
When his friend did not comprehend he said, ‘Don’t you see? 
Everything he is going to tell us on this tour is in that brief-case’. He 
lowered his voice as the preacher approached them. ‘What,’ he asked 
fearfully, ‘if he should ever lose the brief-case?’  

What if ever I should lose the notes? It was all in the notes. I 
laughed, and the fear sped away as the car ate away at the hills. If the 
notes went, then it was still alive in my mind. It didn’t matter if we 
missed the details. The panoramic view was what mattered. Suddenly 
we were there, That is, I was there. I drove through the opened gates, 
along the drive of pinus radiata. This Conference Centre is much like 
any other conference centre, almost anywhere in the world. It was 
quiet, in repose. I drove past the large and rambling buildings, further 
on to where the track began to dip into the valley. The valley itself is 
a mixture of pines and eucalypts. For this reason there is always a 
sort of rustle and murmuring, as the breeze catches the pine-needles 
and eucalypts’ leaves. Beneath this is the soft rush of the trout 
stream, down in the depths of the valley.  
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The sun of the late afternoon was dappling the thick mat of fallen 
pine needles. Bright brown-and-yellow butterflies flitted about in the 
patches of sunlight, making a moving mosaic. Some of the clear blue 
could be seen above. I settled back, to meditate. 

I hope I am not unduly introspective, yet one thing I have 
discovered, and that is that some part of my inner thought has to 
catch up with me, or maybe, I with it. If I get a bunch of ideas, and 
do not have time to meditate on them, I have a continuing unease. It 
is strange, but when I begin to meditate, I go to sleep. My wife tells 
me it is because I overdo things and am tired. Strangely, however, 
when I am asleep, the meditation continues. In fact it is in this state 
that I catch up, and when I awake I am at peace. 

This is what happened. I began to meditate, and gradually sleep 
overtook me. It was delicious, like a long cool draught of some 
pleasing drink. I was thinking, right into the period of sleep, and 
when I awoke I knew the thinking was complete. The touch of 
weariness I had had was gone. The wholesome view of love I had 
had was filled out. I sighed ,with pleasure. 

Barrie Toner found me in this pleasant state. He had come from the 
direction of the Centre. ‘Joe!’ he shouted joyfully, from some 
distance. ‘Good to see you!’ 

He opened the door, sat beside me, and closed the door again. 
There was a slight chill in the air. ‘I was waiting for you to come,’ he 
said, ‘but you didn’t show up.’ Comparison of times revealed that I 
had arrived first before I had gone to sleep. 

We finished the greeting formalities and got down to the matter of 
the Conference. We were to have meetings from this evening—
Friday evening—to Sunday evening. Monday, being a holiday, folk 
would make their way home after the morning meal. Some would 
stay on to relax for some hours, without meetings. Barrie outlined the 
group which would be coming. All had made arrangements for their 
children to be looked after. There were only a few unmarried folk. I 
had met almost all of them on a previous week-end at Barrie’s 
church. It sounded good. And it was all in the file! 

Barrie was by no means relaxed. ‘Anne wasn’t happy about staying 
behind,’ he said, ‘She volunteered to look after  
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the Rowntree children, but really, I think she wanted to be here.’ He 
paused. ‘Did you hear about Alan Rowntree?’ When I said I hadn’t, 
he looked serious. ‘Alan is about the last person you would expect to 
run off with another woman, eh?’ he asked. 

Alan had led the adult Bible Study class on Sunday mornings, at 
Barrie’s church. He also had a group-meeting, weekly, in his home. 
‘Left Helen?’ I said dully, ‘But how come?’ 

‘How come anything?’ Barrie said. ‘Joe, the world’s going crazy, 
and the Christian bit of it no less.’ 

I knew what he meant. Most of my time is spent counselling 
marriages which are breaking-up, or which have deep personal 
problems attached to them. Even so it is hard to adjust to the 
accelerated pace of marriage separation and divorce. I remembered 
suddenly what he had said about Anne, and looked at him keenly. ‘Is 
Anne really with you, in what you are doing?’ I asked. 

He looked at me, directly. ‘About as much as Miriam is with you,’ 
he countered. After that we were both silent. I had seen a film 
recently of a cop’s wife and she had had the same complaint. She 
said she rarely seemed to see her husband. Always looking after 
someone else’s problems, and neglecting the family. 

We shifted away from that ground. ‘What about the others?’ I 
asked. Barrie went through them. Joan Bradford would be there, 
bitter as ever, but as orthodox as bitter. Byron Ellis, one of the Ph.Ds, 
would be there to enliven the discussion. Apologetics was his long 
suit. Byron was single, but there was a girl Cynthia, somewhere 
around. Helen Rowntree would be there, even though Alan had only 
left that week, and she was leaving the children behind. Perhaps she 
pinned a lot of hope on the conference. There would be Harry Evans, 
grim old Harry who stuck to his smoking-pipe as young Linus does 
to his blanket. Mary Cosgaard (gentle Mary!) would be there without 
Sam, as Joan would be without Tom. Both husbands were nonentities 
against their wives. Mary was soft and quiet, Joan hard and 
dominating. Both husbands drank heavily, although Sam was 
definitely in the class of the alcoholics. I knew John and Evelyn 
Squires were coming. They would arrive late, bringing Miriam. The 
three of them formed a little coterie into which I did not seem to fit 
too well. The foursome always 
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proved more awkward than the threesome.  
‘The Timmins will be here, too’ said Barrie. When I nodded he said 

sharply, ‘You knew young Tony was killed?’ I was shocked. I had 
come to know Tony well. In fact we had yarned together a number of 
times. He was doing Engineering, and only had a year to go. 
‘Killed?’ I said in a whisper. Barrie nodded. ‘Just one of those 
things,’ he said, ‘an accident, in a vehicle. The others escaped injury. 
He wasn’t even driving.’ He paused. ‘The Timmins have taken it 
well. As I said, they’re coming.’  

We both sat silently. After a time I searched around in my mind to 
find how this related to the love of God. Barrie looked across at me. 
‘Isn’t it curious,’ he said, ‘that people can get elated on an occasion 
of death? I’ve seen it so many times. It is the same with the 
Timmins.’ I nodded, remembering the time of my father’s death. It 
had opened up the full dimension of life to me, in a way which living 
in this world had never done. I had had a faint but exciting glimpse of 
eternity. Only for a moment, but that moment was unforgettable’  

After that we nattered on, Barrie telling me about this one and that, 
and I mentally adjusting to each. It was as though I had to orientate 
myself afresh to people I had met only briefly, in a week-end 
encounter. The old thrill of meeting and knowing people began 
afresh.  

Finally Barrie said, ‘We had better go up to the Centre. There will 
some details of organisation to fix.’ He grinned at me, ‘You wouldn’t 
know what that means, you old son-of-a-gun,’ he said. ‘You don’t 
know how to go about anything other than preaching.’ He sounded 
too much like Miriam, for my comfort. I turned on the ignition, and 
we moved towards the Centre. Folk were arriving in laden vehicles. 
Some were greeting each other as though it had been months since 
they met, instead of last Sunday! I came in for an agreeable hug or 
two, and felt wonderfully warmed. I felt a bit of a pang because 
Miriam wasn’t there. I liked her personal certainty of things, when 
she was around. Perhaps I had leaned too heavily on that.  

The pang passed and I was as idiotic as the rest of them— adults 
set free to act like kids, and enjoying it, without kids around to see 
them, and demand decorum. I could scarcely wait until the evening, 
the fellowship at  
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the meal, and then the meeting.  
In my cabin I patted my precious file of jottings. I put it on to the 

bed whilst I stuffed the drawers with clothes. Then I lay back, put up 
my feet on a cushion, and began to read. As I did the whole five days 
came back to me. I am not ashamed to record what happened at this 
point: I began to tremble. Only gently, mind you, but I record it. I 
trembled. 

Chapter 2 

We were at the evening meal. Because members of the group knew 
one another there was little or no social apprehensiveness. They had 
been at such camps and conferences previously. They had shared 
together as a group for some years. So they were relaxed. There was 
a genuine openness between them. I was able to eat and at the same 
time glance about at them, renewing my memory of each. 

Byron saw me sight him, and he waved. He said something 
unintelligible because of a mouth filled with food. He had the same 
look as before, a mixture of intellectual hauteur, and human humility. 
With him was a young woman, whom I took to be the Cynthia girl. 
They were eating with the Timmins, who, although more subdued 
than usual, seemed cheerful enough. Joan Bradford was in fierce 
conversation with Harry Evans, who seemed to be taking her 
onslaughts calmly enough. Nothing riled Harry, although he was a 
man of strong opinions. I kept wondering why his wife had left him. 
At the next table were Mary Cosgaard and Helen Rowntree. They 
were chatting away, gently, sharing a genuine love. I couldn’t hear 
what they were saying, but could guess the trend of their 
conversation. It would be a ministry of mutual comfort. I kept 
wondering why Alan had left Helen, and why Sam wasn’t with Mary. 
Sam generally came along to services and week-ends, even though 
most of it seemed to pass over him. He would sit, living in his own 
world, and no one seemed to have penetrated that world, or to have 
reached him. Mary, in her quiet and gentle way seemed to understand 
it. 

While my eyes were roving, two couples arrived whom I had not 
met. Barrie jumped up to meet them, then brought them across. We 
drew more chairs to our tables, 
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and the kitchen folk brought meals. I guessed from the way Barrie 
introduced them, that they were strangers to the way of life that the 
group knew. They were Grant and Shirley Cattley, and Graham and 
Pauline Hindmarsh. Perhaps it was their uncertainty which made 
them chatter on so rapidly. They nodded warmly, shook hands, and 
then attacked the good meal set before them. I discovered that both 
men were in business, that their wives had made arrangements for the 
children for the week-end, and that they had recently come to know 
Barrie through some counselling they had sought. They seemed 
relaxed enough, so far as the group was concerned, but I also 
detected a deep uneasiness. It seemed that they were happy enough to 
share the warm fellowship of the group, but wary of proselytism. I 
knew the group well enough to know that these fears were 
groundless.  

Barrie penetrated any defences they may have had. He chattered on 
about their children and his, and the relaxation that camp week-ends 
bring to a group. After a time they thawed out, and the conversation 
from that point became unselfconscious. For my part I was able to 
continue to set my sights for the renewal of relationships. When I 
was casual in conversation they seemed more relaxed. I suppose they 
had been a trifle wary of the speaker. Often I find people like that. 

It was Helen Rowntree who interested me. I could see the pain 
behind her eyes as she talked with Mary Cosgaard. I said before that 
Mary was a gentle person. Now she was being gentle, but her 
gentleness was not superficial. It had great depth, and by the time the 
meal was over I could see that Helen had become very peaceful. I 
was still puzzled about Alan her husband, and the girl Raelene Stier 
and the whole amazing incident of his faithlessness. 

After a time we all moved to the Conference room. There was 
nothing special about it. The furniture was old but comfortable. The 
floor was carpeted with an ancient carpet which still retained its 
warm high pile. Many people preferred to sit on it, leaning against an 
old lounge or chair. It was the kind of room which made for 
informality. It was good to see the Cattleys and Hindmarshes settle in 
like old-timers and join in with the singing. They had to use the 
books, whilst other sang 
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without reading the words. They knew their songs. Some of them 
closed their eyes when they sang. I didn’t look at the newcomers 
when the folk were praying, but afterwards they seemed 
unembarrassed.  

For a time Barrie talked about the week-end, and its expectations. 
He handed out rosters for help at meals and other chores. Then he 
introduced me with the usual chaffing and good-humoured criticisms, 
especially about speakers who talk for a long time and are barely 
intelligible. Suddenly I had-to begin, seated on a chair a little higher 
than the rest with a small table in front of me. That small tremble had 
come back, and I was at a loss to know how to begin. Somehow it 
happened. 

‘This could be the most unusual week-end of your life,’ I said, ‘and 
the most unusual in mine. Like your honeymoon.’ I grinned 
apologetically. ‘It isn’t going to be easy to understand, and what’s 
more, much of it is new to me.’ When they looked puzzled I told 
them about the five days, and my researching, and the strange and 
wonderful conclusions which had come to me. ‘Mind you,’ I added, 
‘I might even have heard all this in seminary and bits of it are in 
many books, and I’m slow. So lots of people may have gotten here 
before me.’ I paused. ‘Come to think of it,’ I said lamely, ‘they must 
have.’ 

There were smiles and observations, and a general settling down, 
and so we commenced. 

‘Love,’ I asked solemnly, ‘what is it?’ I didn’t wait for a ,reply, but 
went on, ‘The Bible says “God is love”. It says it twice in such 
words, but doesn’t say it as a theological statement. It spells it out as 
a practical fact.. Love, in the Bible, is always the attitude of God 
which is shown in acts. Whilst we may be loyal to what the Bible 
says, there is not much point to such loyalty unless it is based upon 
facts, and especially experienced facts. For example, if I say “God is 
love” but have not actually experienced His love, then the statement, 
even though it may be true, is pointless.’ 

I could see Byron was listening intently. Being self-appointed 
commentator, corrector, and defender-of-the-intellect, I knew he 
would not let any fuzzy statements pass without challenge. To this 
point he seemed satisfied. I went on, ‘First of all we have to see love 
within the Godhead. Whilst we acknowledge that 
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the Christian view of the Trinity is difficult for non-Christians, and 
even for Christians it is primarily a dogmatic formulation, yet for 
students of the Scriptures it is inescapable. Put briefly we mean that 
there IS the unity of the three Persons of the Godhead which also 
means the fullness of inter-relationship of those Persons.’ There is 
always a period of sighting up to a speaker, and I sensed the unease 
of a few, especially the newcomers, so I said, ‘Don’t try to grasp 
every detail of what I’m saying. Try to get the general gist and then 
later go over it.’ 

How?’ someone asked, ‘We just couldn’t remember it.’ I nodded 
towards Barrie who was recording the study. ‘He’ll give you a 
cassette of it, if you want one.’ I went on, ‘The love of the Three is 
unique and forms what we call agape or divine love. It is really the 
love which constitutes the essential unity of the one Godhead. Whilst 
that is beyond most of us, it is not beyond our having experience of 
it.’ I paused, ‘Actual, objective experience, ‘I mean.’ 

Byron was most intent. To this point he had fired no question, and 
indeed he let me proceed. I said, ‘If you could get any three persons 
you knew to be totally one in attitude, intent, action and execution 
then you would have love, but that has not happened with any three 
persons.’ Byron nodded. He seemed to be an indicator of the validity 
of my reasoning.  

‘Let’s put it very clearly,’ I said. ‘In the Scriptures the Three 
Persons have a very special relationship, one to the other, each to all. 
God is Father, essentially. Take away His Fatherhood and He is not 
God.’  

If Byron had been waiting for something, so had Joan. ‘Joe,’ she 
said, ‘how can God be Father, essentially?’  

I repeated something I had said many times before. 
‘There never was a time when the Father was not Father, because 

there never was a time when the Son was not Son. He never became 
Father. Only we become fathers. The Son never became Son. He was 
always Son.’  

There was silence. Some were trying to work out the practical 
implication, so I uttered it. ‘This means that God, being essentially 
Father has love for His Son. That may seem too obvious to demand 
mention but it has enormous implications for creation, and for all 
history.’ 
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‘Such as . . .’ suggested Byron. 
Such as the Son being absolutely one with the Father in His love, 

and His love actions. These include creation, and they include 
everything from that point until the ultimate New Creation.’ 

I was watching the Cattleys and the Hindmarshes. Surprise was the 
major element, but they seemed to be following the argument. 

‘You see,’ I added, ‘if the Three are not One, and One-in-love, then 
to speak of God as being love is empty nonsense. That love must be 
relational, if anything just as it is with us as humans. Father-Son love 
does not exclude the Spirit who—amongst other things—is known as 
the Spirit of the Father, and the Spirit of the Son. He is One with 
them in the Son-Fatherhood relationship. He does not unite them, but 
is with them in that essential unity.’ 

There was a silence which I well understood. ‘Don’t give up,’ I 
said in faint protest, ‘but let us go on to some very practical facts. 
Jesus said, “I and the Father are One”. He meant one in relationship, 
one in intent, and one in working. That is practical enough, as every 
husband-wife partnership should demonstrate.’ 

I saw pain in a number of eyes. Joan was merely defiant. Harry 
Evans pulled powerfully on his foul, stubby pipe. 

I put up my hand as I saw Byron about to comment. ‘Just a 
minute,’ I pleaded. ‘Let us look at some of the statements about the 
Father, the Son and the Spirit. First of all about the Father: “God . . . 
out of the great love with which he loved us . . .” “the love of God 
which is in Christ Jesus.” “God our Father who loved us and gave us 
great comfort . . .” “not that we loved him, but that he loved us, and 
sent his Son to be the propitiation for our sins.” “God so loved the 
world . . .” “the goodness and loving kindness of God . . .”‘ 

I paused. ‘If you take each one of those statements, not so much as 
a proof text concerning the Father’s love, but as a deep statement, 
worthy of meditation and understanding, then they are breath-taking. 
Likewise the statements concerning the Son: “. . . the love of God in 
Christ Jesus . . .” means that in the Son we see no other love than that 
of the Father. Hence it is said of the Son “. . . he loved me, and gave 
himself (up) 
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for me . . .”, “. . . Christ loved us, and gave himself up for us, a 
fragrant offering and sacrifice to God.” St Paul says, “The love of 
Christ grips me . . .” and in another place “the love of Christ which 
surpasses knowledge . . .” ‘ 

I looked at them. ‘This may sound static,’ I suggested, ‘but is it? If 
you cannot understand the love of the Son, then it must be depthless. 
You experience it. You feel it, and yet you do not understand it. How 
vast and deep!’ 

Joan wasn’t looking pleased. Helen was almost dreamy, as though 
the words had made her re-taste deep experiences of God. For the 
moment they were an anodyne, dulling her hurt. I sensed that Byron 
hoped we would not major on experiences, so much as ideas. 

‘Then there is the Spirit,’ I continued. ‘He is actually called “the 
Spirit of love”. It is said that God’s love is flooded into our hearts 
through Him, and that the fruit of His operation in our hearts 
primarily constitutes love. Paul uses the phrase “love in the Spirit” 
and he must mean that the Spirit initiates the acts of love that we 
know. So, if you want “proof-texts” then there are plenty. However 
proof-texts rarely conduct us thoroughly to the full truth. They are 
little more than signposts at the most. I will show you what I mean.’ 

I paused, looking around the group. Any teacher will know that the 
amount of material he needs to communicate will seem endless, and 
almost impossible to get across. He also knows that he can come to 
no convincing conclusion until he has fulfilled this process. If he 
loses a listener, along the way, then that person will miss out on the 
vital conclusion. A sincere teacher dreads a complicated and 
unintelligible presentation. At this point he knows fear—when his 
listeners fail to comprehend. If he experiences panic, then he will 
communicate his despair. 

I sat on my fear. ‘Look,’ I said heartily, ‘these statements about the 
love of the Father, the Son and the Spirit are based upon what they 
have done, in the arena and history of man. If you like you can divide 
these actions into four classes. The first deals with the creational act 
of God, the second with His providential dealings, and the third with 
His plan of redemption. The fourth is related to the third. It is His 
final act of the restoration,  
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or re-constituting of all things. If we hold to our axiom that ‘Love is 
actional’ then we will see the love of God in these actions.’ 

I looked around. ‘Do you follow me to this point?’ I asked. 
There was general agreement. Some nodded, some grunted and 

some grinned. ‘Well, then,’ I said, ‘will we plunge into the actions of 
God which show His love?’ They nodded again. ‘Before I do’ I 
added, ‘do you agree that love is known by actions?’ 

Again, general agreement. Byron had to comment, of course, ‘you 
mean that one can love, but ultimately it must be shown by action?’ 
he asked. 

I nodded. ‘That seems to be the test of love,’ I suggested, ‘and that 
is in fact how we know it. Now let us look at the acts which God 
does. At the same time let us see that in these four divisions of 
actions we have made, the Father, the Son, and the Spirit all work 
together. No Person is absent from any work, and all share in all the 
work. 

I saw Joan start, as though something had penetrated her defences, I 
recognised the signs. She was drawing herself up for battle. She was 
the great defender of orthodoxy. She was loyal to credal truth but was 
constantly irritated by God, and in fact was often mad at Him. I think 
she was suspicious lest we slide under her defences and in some way 
unhand her. She was emotionally insecure, and so suspicious of any 
truth which would emotionally move her. I recognised, with her, that 
at the moment we were on dangerous ground. Hence her suspicion. 

‘For a moment,’ I said, ‘let us look at the love of the Father in 
action. Ephesians 1: 5 says, “Before the foundation of the world He 
predestined us in love to be his sons”. Some versions have “to be his 
sons in love”. It doesn’t matter since it adds up to the one thing. 
Before He created He was the Father who planned in His love to 
make us His sons. You might say He was determined to express His 
Fatherhood in a total family The real point is that He was love before 
He began to create. The same passage adds that His plan was that we 
should be ‘‘to the praise of the glory of His * grace”. This means that 
He was also the God of grace before Creation began. 
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Other related passages tell us that He planned to bring us all to 
glorification. This means that we were all to be in a similar glory to 
that of His eternal Son. When you understand this, then you 
understand Creation.’ 

I grinned. ‘Scientists, and some of us seem interested in the how of 
creation, whilst others are interested in the what of creation, and the 
why of it. Ephesians 3: 9 talks of Paul making “all men see what is 
the plan of the mystery (secret) hidden for ages in God who created 
all things”. He is saying that creation is with a view to the plan of the 
Father—whatever that is. Our point is that God has planned our end 
from the beginning.’ 

I paused to let this sink in. Most groups, when you say something 
like this, get into the tangle of predestination and election as it seems 
to oppose the will of man, and make him an automaton. This group 
had had similar moments but had passed beyond them. We had 
agreed that you could arrive at no philosophical reconciliation of 
these seeming opposites. Joan, however, was persistent to the last 
degree. ‘I can’t see how it can be love, for God to plan everything. It 
all seems so mechanical.’ 

I agreed with her. ‘Of course, but when love makes it to come to 
pass what objection can there be? You plan for your husband and 
your children, don’t you? Isn’t that planning in love, and if it comes 
to pass, and it is good then can anyone object? Much less can you 
object to God doing His own will. If you object to that, then you must 
object to anyone, including yourself, doing his own will.’ 

I saw her wince when I observed that she planned in love for her 
husband and children. Perhaps that was what made her lapse into 
silence. 

Then I went on, ‘If the goal of creation is love,’ I suggested, ‘then 
the mode of creation must also be in love. When you remember that 
God does not create simply as God but primarily as Father, then the 
creation must be a love thing.’ 

Byron held up his hand, imperiously. ‘Not so fast, Joe,’ he 
commanded. ‘What do you mean by saying that God did not create as 
Creator? Of course He is the Father in regard to His Son, and to the 
Family, but when He creates He must be Creator.’ 
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This was where I became excited. ‘Byron,’ I said, ‘don’t you see 
that you cannot divide God into Father and Creator? He is 
Father-Creator, or Creator-Father,’ Byron was unmoved so I pressed 
on. ‘Look at the sermon on the Mount,’ I said, ‘when Jesus talks 
about God as Provider. He calls Him Father in this context. He is 
Father-Provider not just “the Providential God”. Byron nodded, 
conceding the point. ‘Then,’ I said, ‘don’t you see that His whole 
pattern of creation was that of Father shaping up the universe for 
man, His son, and providing for humanity as the family.’ 

Helen Rowntree suddenly cried out, ‘Why, that makes the universe 
the home.’ 

‘Right,’ I agreed warmly. ‘Exactly. What God does in creation is 
the work of the Father.’ I turned to Byron. ‘Don’t you see,’ I said 
‘that any father is a creator, or at least a procreator?’ He nodded and 
grinned. He winked across at Cynthia who totally ignored the 
communication. Byron grinned even more broadly. 

Harry Evans stirred. ‘Say Joe,’ he said, ‘you put a lot of weight on 
creation. How do you come to that.’ 

I was excited now, and even trembling a bit. ‘Harry,’ I cried, ‘God 
does an incredible thing when He creates you.’ Harry joined the roar 
of laughter, ,but I waved it aside with an excited, impatient gesture. 
‘It’s true,’ I said, ‘because God makes you like Him—in His image. 
He is love, and He creates you in that love with all its potential, for 
creativeness, redemptive action, ministry of providence, and 
operations which are restorative.’ 

There was silence. ‘Go over that again,’ said Harry slowly. 
‘What I mean is,’ I said, ‘that man is like everything that God is, 

and so, when he is truly man, will do the sort of things God does.’ 
Harry nodded. ‘That figures,’ he said. Then he looked up. ‘I guess 

that sounds far-fetched to me, because I rarely do anything like God 
does it. Create? Redeem? Provide? Restore?’ He shook his head 
heavily. ‘Uh-huh! I don’t remember doing any of those things.’ 

I nodded. ‘But let us take it from another point of view. If we are in 
the image of God, then we will relate to Him. We will have affinity 
with Him. Psalm 8 says that He goes on minding us, and He goes on 
visiting us. 
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It also says He crowns us with glory and honour.’ 
Mary was nodding slowly. Helen was listening with quiet serenity. 

Joan was scornful. ‘I don’t see Him around very much’ she snorted.  
Mary said gently, ‘But Joan that doesn’t mean that He isn’t.’ 
Joan reacted. ‘If He were, you would know it.’ 
Byron said, ‘You would know it by faith,’ he said, ‘and not just by 

feeling.’ Joan stared back at him defiantly, and Barrie called us to 
order. ‘Let Joe continue what he’s saying,’ he suggested. ‘So far it all 
makes sense. Do I have you correctly Joe? You are saying that 
creation is for the goal of love— the sons and the family of God, so 
that creation is where it all begins, where love begins, I mean.’ 

I was grateful to Barrie. ‘Correct,’ I said humbly, ‘and you do not 
understand Creation except by the End, nor the End except by 
Creation.’ 

‘You need the panoramic view,’ commented Harry. 
Byron added, ‘Theologians call it ‘‘salvation-history.” 
It was a new term to the group, and they seemed to pass it over. 
‘It means,’ I said, taking up the point ‘that Creation is significant 

because man becomes man, which is a beautiful thing, and that 
Creation is designed with a view to man’s ultimate complete being.’ 

Helen said quietly, ‘Please explain all that Joe. You’ve lost me.’ 
I tried to explain. ‘Isn’t it wonderful to be you?’ I asked. She 

hesitated for a moment, then nodded. I could have kicked myself for 
being a fool. She would be feeling the pain of being her, with Alan 
having deserted her. Then the thought came to me: No, she will be 
tested as to what she is, and when she sees that, she can agree that it 
is good to be her. 

I smiled gently, ‘It is good for any person just to be,’ I said. ‘That is 
what Creation means. But it is better when we realise that we relate 
primarily to God, to others, and so, to ourselves.’ 

Mary clapped her hands. ‘Of course, she said, ‘life then is a matter 
of relationships.’ 
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There was a silence. Barrie broke in on it. ‘That’s how the Bible 
puts it,’ he said ‘ “It is life eternal to know God and His Son”. Also 
“We know we have passed from death unto life because we love the 
brethren”. Yes,’ he said, ‘that is it. Life is a matter of relationships.’ 
Byron contested the point. ‘Life which is eternal is different from life 
that we know, even when we relate to God and others. If it is eternal 
it must be of another order and quality.’ 

Barrie refused to concede this, totally. ‘No,’ he said firmly, ‘eternal 
life expresses itself in relationships. To know Him in the here and 
now. It is to know Him as we are human beings. It is to love Him. It 
is also tolove and know others.’ 

I laughed. ‘We aren’t going to get far in one session if we keep 
looking at each point in such detail. So let’s get some general points 
and then thrash them out in discussion, later.’ 

Harry said, ‘What about some coffee. I reckon that after a cup of 
coffee we could do anything.’ 

Barrie looked across at me. ‘I reckon he’s right, Joe,’ he said. ‘I’ll 
get them to bring some from the kitchen.’ 

The meeting broke into chatter. Graham Hindmarsh slipped away 
from his small group, making his way across to me. He sat on the 
carpet facing my chair. ‘Man,’ he said ‘this is all coming through It’s 
all beginning to make sense.’ 

It looked as though we were in for a good chat, but there was a 
flurry of noise from the direction of the verandah. The door opened 
and John and Evelyn Squires burst through. Miriam was with them, 
and some others whom I did not know. Conversation was impossible. 
Miriam made her way across and kissed me proprietorially. John 
introduced the newcomers, folk who had arrived just before they left, 
expecting to stay for the week-end, but now brought on to us. I 
missed their name in the noisy exchange. Suddenly the coffee was 
there, and there was a babble of noise. It almost drowned out the 
special looks Miriam and I had for one another, the enquiry about the 
children, and the general small gossip. 

Looking about the group I wondered whether the whole matter of 
love would ever come through. I looked 
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down at the notes and felt dismal. I might have dreamed it all up, for 
all I knew, so far separated everything seemed from that esoteric 
revelation!  

 

Chapter 3 

 
The noise would not have subsided, but that Barrie called the group 

to order. The chatter wasn’t simply general gossip. Folk had been 
discussing the matter thoroughly. I heard snatches of what people 
were saying, and knew how foolish I had been to think that what I 
had shared with them was esoteric revelation, dreamed up, as it were, 
during a five-day theological trip! Not a bit of it. No sooner had we 
started than Grant Cattley asked a question. ‘Did I get you right? he 
asked. ‘Did you infer that God is totally love and therefore when He 
created, He created the universe in love, so that now the universe is 
entirely a love thing?’ When I nodded he seemed astonished. ‘But,’ 
he objected, ‘anyone in his right mind would not say that the world 
about us is the demonstration of love. What of the sickness, the 
suffering, the dreadful wars, and the genocides? Are they the action 
of total love?’  

I answered only a second before Barrie. I knew he had the answer 
but I wanted to link in with Grant so I spoke up. ‘Grant, what you say 
cannot be easily denied. There is an answer to your objection, but it 
isn’t a slick one.’ I looked around the group. ‘It will take the week-end 
to answer that objection, but it will need patience on your part and 
good listening. I’m not evading the proposition Grant is putting 
before us, but a direct answer just isn’t possible.’  

Grant nodded; staring keenly at me. ‘That figures,’ he said. ‘I guess 
I would be suspicious of a quick slick answer.’  

‘What I propose to do,’ I said, ‘is to back track to the start of our 
first study. You remember I said that the Father, the Son and the 
Spirit are each love, and socially, One in love.’ Folk nodded. ‘You 
remember also that Mary said ‘‘Life is a matter of relationships”?’ 
The same folk nodded. ‘You remember we suggested that in practical 
fact life is good, that is true life, when our relationships are good?, 
Again the nods of agreement.  



WHERE I  LOVE I  LIVE 

 26

‘Well then,’ I said triumphantly, ‘what do you make of Jesus’ 
statement in John 17: 24 ‘‘Father I desire that they also, whom thou 
hast given me, may be with me where I am, to behold my glory 
which thou hast given me in thy love for me before the foundation of 
the world”. In verse 26 He again mentions ‘‘the love with which thou 
hast loved me”. This must mean that the Father has always loved the 
Son. Hence, John 3: 35 records “the Father has loved the Son and 
given all things into his hands”. Again in John 10: 17, “For this 
reason my Father loves me, because I lay down my life for the 
sheep”. As for the Son loving the Father, He says, John 14: 31 “. . . I 
do as the Father has commanded me, so that the world may know that 
I love the Father.”‘ 

I looked around at them. ‘Doesn’t it strike you,’ I said, ‘that such a 
relationship is incredible. Being eternal, it must mean that this Trinity 
of love can only create a universe structured in love, by love and for 
love. Love is its essence, and love is its nature, and love is its goal.’ 

Grant shook his head slowly. ‘Joe,’ he said, ‘What you say is clear 
enough. Your idea comes through, but it doesn’t grab me. Everything 
seems to the contrary.’ 

‘You bet it does,’ said Joan belligerently. 
‘Look,’ I said excitedly. ‘Suppose you are wrong! Suppose for a 

very strong reason you don’t see things-as-they-are. What then?’ 
Joan flushed angrily: ‘Are you saying that I don’t see 

things-as-they-really-are? Do you mean I’m not in the faith?’ 
She was out for debate, but I wasn’t. I shook my head. ‘I don’t 

know just how things are with you,’ I said, ‘but the truth is 
things-as-they-really-are, whether we see them that way or not.’ 

Graham Hindmarsh spoke up. He was a well-made, thickset man, 
and had a deep voice. In fact he was quite commanding in his 
manner, and Joan stopped to listen to him. ‘I guess I see what Joe is 
about,’ he said slowly. ‘Me? I’m not a Christian. I can say that I 
would like to be. If I were, then I would have to know that 
things-as-they-seem-to-be are not really that way. They cannot be 
things-as-they-really-are or there would be no life of faith.’ 
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Joan interrupted him indignantly. ‘Are you saying that if we are 
obscurantists—if we pretend things are other than they normally 
appear to be, then that makes us good Christians.’ She snorted, ‘Why 
the very idea!’ 

Graham stared at her, thoughtfully, ‘Ma’am,’ he said deeply, ‘you 
have a bug. You want to be a good Christian, but you want it your 
way. Me? Like I said, I’m not a Christian, but if I were then I would 
not want it my way.’ He nodded across to me: ‘This Joe has 
something,’ he said, ‘but I’ve not heard it through yet. I have a hunch 
that it is going to be special.’ 

Joan simmered, but kept quiet. I could see Barrie was delighted the 
way things were going. I concentrated on Joan because her words 
were helpful. ‘I don’t see faith as blind acceptance of what we cannot 
see,’ I said, ‘I see faith as a clear understanding of truth—of things as 
they really are—although that is not what they appear to be. I believe 
that many things have cheated us from seeing the truth, but faith 
leads us there.’ I paused, and then went on. ‘You know I once took a 
series on the essential unity of the universe. Like Joan and others 
here folk were puzzled. One woman just didn’t catch on, so she took 
the notes, and the recorded tape of the studies and went over the 
material. The statement, “the god of this world has blinded the eyes 
of them that believe not” suddenly made sense to her. In that instant 
she had a picture of God, totally sovereign in His universe, and the 
deceit of evil making men see history and the world as a moral mess.’ 
I looked around. ‘That was the revelation of faith,’ I said. ‘If she had 
tried to prove, by natural reasoning that what she saw was fact, then 
it would have been impossible.’ 

Joan gave a despairing look, but settled back. ‘Now,’ I said, ‘if God 
is love, then the essential nature of His universe must be that way, 
whether it appears so or not:’ Both Grant and Graham nodded. Byron 
also nodded. Mary had a mystical smile about her lips. Barrie was 
thumping a fist into the other hand, agreeing. The excitement welled 
up in me. ‘Suppose,’ I said, ‘we are all deceived, and suppose God 
set about undeceiving us in Christ. Suppose He is the total revelation 
of love.’ 

Silence was across the group. I knew Joan agreed with the last 
statement. She had to do so, being orthodox. She was also clever 
enough to see that it tied in with my 
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first statements. She stared at me, as though near to being frightened. 
I pressed the point, ‘Some people couldn’t bear the truth, things as 
they really are—if they constituted love.’ 

Helen lifted a hand. ‘Joe,’ she said, astonished, ‘Whatever do you 
mean? Everyone loves love.’ 

There was another silence. Then Grant said, ‘Do they?’ No one 
answered. I looked across at Miriam. Her face was set, betraying 
nothing. Joan was taut. Byron suddenly said to her, ‘Do you love, 
Joan?’ 

At that point she broke. ‘What rubbish are we all talking?’ she 
snapped. ‘Love love! I like that! Of course we all want to be loved. ‘ 

‘And to love?’ said Byron. 
‘How can you love,’ she asked, ‘when you are not loved in return? 

That’s impossible.’ 
Mary shook her head. ‘Real love loves whether it is loved or not,’ 

she said. Coming from another person it would have sounded slick, 
or even priggish. Coming from her it was gentle and real. Joan could 
not receive it. I saw tears start to her eyes. I knew she was thinking 
about Tom, he} husband. She and Tom had an understanding about 
being man and wife, but there was not much love in it. Joan read her 
Bible, prayed, was busy in church things, but nothing of it spoke to 
Tom. By nature he seemed a defeated person, but in his silence he 
retained something of masculinity and dignity. Love was a matter 
which was far from both of them. Mary’s arrow had found a mark. 
Joan went limp, and silent. 

I raised a hand, imperatively. ‘I like discussion,’ I said, ‘because it 
keeps teaching being relevant, and not up in the air’ At the same time 
we have to get somewhere on this first evening, so let me beat out the 
message for a while, and we can discuss the points later. How about 
that?’ 

When they were agreed I proceeded. ‘Right. God is love. Love is 
mutuality of being and relationship within the Triune Godhead. The 
action of God is love in creation. The very essence of the universe is 
love. This is why the Psalmist says, ‘‘The heavens declare the glory 
of God. and the firmament shows his handiwork.” It is why Paul says 
that ‘‘what can be known about God is plain 
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to them (men). Ever since the creation of the world his invisible 
nature, namely his eternal power and deity, has been clearly 
perceived in the things that have been made so that they are without 
excuse.”‘ 

I looked around at the group. ‘This must mean that the essential 
nature of God is reflected in and by the creation. By it we are 
supposed to know God.’ 

‘You mean of course,’ Byron said, ‘that we see God is a creator 
because there is a creation.’ 

I shook my head firmly. ‘Not a bit of it,’ I objected. ‘We see His 
eternal power and deity in the nature of creation. We see it reflects or 
expresses Him in love, holiness, goodness and so on.’ I waved him 
off, because of our pact to let me speak. ‘No ,’ I said, ‘the man who 
opposes God being love does not oppose Him because the creation is 
missing, but precisely because he says its nature does not reflect what 
he supposes a God of love to be. Hence he reads creation to see the 
true God. He may read it wrongly, but his method of seeing God 
through what creation is and does is correct.’ 

Surprisingly enough Byron agreed. We went on. ‘God, being love 
and His universe essentially reflecting this means that anything 
which is not of love which may be found in His universe is not, 
essentially, of God.’ 

There was silence, and then Harry removed his pipe from his 
mouth, speaking deliberately. ‘Spell that out in understandable terms, 
Joe,’ he requested. 

I nodded. ‘Look at Romans 1: 18 - 32,’ I said. We turned to the 
passage and read. I gave them some moments to ponder it. Then I 
said, ‘Let me summarise the thrust or this section. Man knows God, 
but does not want to know Him. So he refuses that knowledge. When 
he refuses the knowledge of God he inevitably refuses the knowledge 
of what it means to be a man. He refuses to accept the essential 
nature of creation, and the true social being of his fellow-men. That is 
not enough. He now has to rationalise his thinking, so he makes 
another god or gods, to substitute for the real God. He makes a new 
theology, a new cosmology, and a new anthropology.’ 

‘Well,’ said Grant, ‘you sure of that Joe?’ 
‘Sure of it,’ I said. ‘Man will have nothing of God, His ways, His 

love, or things-as-they-really-are.’ 
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Grant grunted. ‘That makes sense,’ he observed.  
‘The act of man makes chaos,’ I said. ‘He can never, from that 

decision and time, be truly man. He is non-man, in a sense.’  
‘You mean,’ said Graham, ‘that he is a deviate.’  
‘Just that,’ I said.  
‘So he doesn’t love,’ said Joan suddenly. I nodded. Then I saw an 

awareness come into her eyes. ‘Go back to verse 18,’ I said, ‘where 
man is said to suppress the truth in unrighteousness. Work it out 
yourself. How do you suppress the truth of purity?’ She said, ‘By 
impurity.’ I nodded. ‘And righteousness?’ She nodded this time. The 
answer was unnecessary. ‘And love?’ I asked. It was then her eyes 
filled with tears. She bent forward. ‘By hate,’ she said thinly. She 
held her hands about her brows, and then quietly drew them over her 
eyes. I could hear a faint sobbing. ‘We haven’t finished,’ I said. ‘We 
must see what has happened to man. He knew God—as love. Adam 
knew God, as love. Adam knew Eve—in love. They both refused to 
see God and to relate to Him in love. They wanted to be out of that 
relationship—the son and daughter of the Father, the creatures with 
the beloved. 

Creator, the servants with the Master-Planner. They wanted the 
freedom of no-relation. And they got it. Getting it, they lost life. 

‘ Mary said gently, ‘Life is relationship—with God, and yourself, 
and others.’  

‘That’s right,’ said Grant solemnly. Graham nodded as though he 
were his twin’  

Harry waved his pipe about, as though it helped him articulate. 
‘What else could it be?’ he said.  

There was more coffee from the kitchen, but the talk now was 
quieter, almost subdued. Wonderfully enough there was no 
oppression in the room. It was as though a dawn was breaking into 
long quiet night. No one thought about it being night but now that the 
dawn was breaking we were remembering that it had been night.  

Miriam said, ‘Joe, you’re tired.’ When I went to protest she said, ‘I 
know you are excited, and you think you are bright and full of life.’ 
She shook her head and said firmly, ‘Bed for you my husband.’  

Some might have said that I went like a lamb.  
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Chapter 4 

The days were made to order, the four of them, that we were at 
‘Pinevale’. The first morning of a camp people find it hard to wake 
up; they have been talking so late into the night, and into the early 
morning. Not all had talked late. Some were up early. The mist deep 
down in the valley was tinged with a faint blue. Grant and Graham 
emerged from it, holding a pair of trout. They were rigged out for 
trout fishing, with long waders, and special fishing gear. I looked at 
them a bit enviously.  

I was sitting on a rock, fingering through my notes. I kept thinking 
about the international preacher and the brief-case. Grant said, 
‘What’s so funny Joe?’ Why the grin?’ I knew I couldn’t explain so 
passed it off. Graham and Grant settled themselves on the wet grass. 
It didn’t much matter when you have long waterproof waders. 

‘Grant and I buy your line of thinking,’ Graham said, as though 
giving half an apology. ‘What you’re saying is new to us, but it 
makes sense. We had the idea that you people, especially you 
ministers were all religious, but is seems that isn’t the case.’ He drew 
on a cigarette. The smoke was like the mist in the valley, faintly 
tinged with blue. ‘I guess we must seem pretty ignorant to you and 
the group,’ he said dryly, ‘but we’re looking for something. Once we 
weren’t looking for anything. At least we weren’t looking for your 
thing.’  

Grant took up the conversation. ‘We’ve got all we want,’ he said, 
‘Graham, Shirley, Pauline and I. Our kids are the general run of kids 
today, partly happy, partly rebellious. We have our times with them 
but expect they will make it over the youth hump, sooner or later. We 
hope so, but strangely enough it is our kids who worry us. That’s 
why we’re here. They seem to think our way of life is mostly empty.’  

Graham nodded. ‘We are beginning to see it,’ he said, ‘but we 
don’t buy their alternatives. What’s more we think we ought to have 
better alternatives for them. So far we haven’t found any, except the 
success ones we were brought up in.’  

For a while we sat, the three of us, listening to the sounds that were 
coming up out of the valley. Early morning  
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songs from some of the birds, the cascading of water over the rocks, 
and the faint noise of a dairy-herd, somewhere in the distance; we 
could hear them as our thoughts pattered on. 

I really didn’t know what to say. I was somewhat surprised and 
quite gratified to know that what I had said last night made sense to 
these men, and I presumed, to their wives. I knew it would take time 
to make sense to more conditioned Christians like loan and Byron. I 
thought of John and Evelyn who always had a streak of cynicism 
whenever I talked. Even Miriam wasn’t free from that. I guess that 
when you live with a person you don’t expect to hear from him that 
which is better than he is. 

Grant and Graham stood up, as though they were used to working 
with one mind. ‘Tell you what,’ said Graham in his deep voice. ‘If 
we can understand what you’re saying, and if it makes sense, then I 
wouldn’t be surprised to see us come right in on it.’ Grant nodded, 
picked up the two trout, and together they walked off, I fumbled with 
the notes, slipping them in and out of the file. What worried me was 
that I had taken years to see some of the things that these men were 
picking up in moments. Then I remembered the saying about being as 
little children, and so entering the Kingdom. It struck me that for all 
their success in business, and their maturity in human living, these 
two big men were very much like little children. When I thought 
about Shirley and Pauline, who were certainly very sophisticated, it 
seemed equally true that for all their sophistication they were no less 
simple than their husbands. 

The sun had begun to glow, above the mist. The air was warming. 
Like others I began to feel hungry, and I followed Grant and Graham 
to the hall. We joined the noise of cups and saucers, breakfast spoons 
and human chatter. The day’s riot was just beginning. 

At breakfast Barrie had suggested we sit out in the sun, at least for 
the first session. I said it might be a good idea but that the sun might 
make us drowsy. He grinned and agreed that it would be better 
inside. Until that session others washed dishes or helped prepare 
vegetables. Miriam and I strolled to the edge of the valley and sat 
down. The grass was drying out, but we sat on rocks. The sky was an 
arch of pure blue above us. The breeze 
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was faint enough not to disturb the warmth. We almost drowsed.  
Finally Miriam said, ‘I’m curious.’  
At first I thought she was teasing, but she wasn’t. She was wholly 

serious.  
‘Curious about what?’ It was the obvious question, the one she had 

wanted asked.  
‘Curious about you,’ she said. ‘You’re different. You speak 

differently.’ For a moment I didn’t answer, remembering the church 
services, the home meetings, the lecture sessions, and the week-end 
conferences. She would sit there, often untouched. Sometimes she 
not only seemed unresponsive, but even resentful. More that once she 
had asked a question which seemed so full of cynicism that I had 
been embarrassed. They were the questions I would have preferred 
her to ask at home, in bed, at night. Of course, she never did.  

‘What do you mean, different?’ I said, stalling for time. I knew the 
answer. I knew what that five days had done. I had broken through to 
an understanding for which I had been on pilgrimage for years.  

‘I don’t know how to describe it,’ she said, puzzled. ‘I often feel 
that you tell us what you know, but yet in a way you don’t know it. I 
felt last night that you did know, and you knew more than any of us 
know. It’s like hearing a new Joe, a different Joe.’  

It was idiotic, I know, but I felt something like a missed heart-beat. 
I had been counselling marriages for years, and had even been 
helpful to people. In regard to my own marriage I had felt helpless. 
Of course I loved Miriam, but we both missed the 
‘union-in-the-depths’ relationship about which I preached so much. 
Right at that moment I felt we were very near to it.  

‘I guess you’re right,’ I admitted. ‘Something new is coming 
through.’ I looked at her seriously. ‘Mainly love. You know, real 
love.’  

Miriam didn’t emotionalise easily, in fact scarcely ever. I could 
swear I saw her eyes beginning to mist. She jumped up. ‘It must be 
time for that meeting,’ she said. We were very practical, all of a 
sudden. Normally we rarely hold hands, but we did, going towards 
the meeting place. Anyway it was a good preparation for the subject 
of the morning.  
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We wasted little time in getting down to discussion. Many of .the 
points had been debated in little groups, following the evening 
meeting and folk seemed fairly clear. For a time we sang, shared a 
little on what the studies were meaning, personally, and then we 
slipped into a time of quiet prayer. Again I noticed how naturally 
Grant, Graham and the two wives accepted this part of the pattern. 
Some of the prayers were very personal. Joan, I noticed, was very 
silent. Helen, if anything, appeared to be more serene. As we 
prepared to share the study one could sense the quiet anticipation.  

‘Let us recap, what we have done,’ I suggested. ‘We have seen the 
innate or intrinsic unity of the Godhead—the Person of Father, Son 
and Holy Spirit. These are at unity in their purpose for Creation, and 
in their act of creating. They have one goal for Creation—that it will 
climax in ultimate unity, such as is inherent in its initial Creation. 
Man, made in the likeness of God has natural affinity with God, he 
being created to express and reflect the love of God. In this sense life 
is love, or as we have said, “life is a matter of relationships”. 
However man denies the plan of God for himself, and seeks his 
autonomy. Hence he denies the nature of 
things-as-they-essentially-are, and has to remake his theology, 
cosmology and anthropology.’ 

Mary looked a little bewildered. ‘Translate that please,’ she pleaded 
‘Make it simple.’ 

I grinned. ‘We mean,’ I said, ‘that when man rejected the 
Creational order of things, as they really are, ‘he had to make a new 
order of things concerning God, man, and the universe.’ 

Surprisingly Joan spoke up. ‘Joe,’ she said quietly, ‘I think you’re 
corning through at last. You are saying that God has in no way erred 
in Creation. The wrong things we see are not a real part of the 
Creation.’ I nodded in agreement. ‘Then,’ she said, with just the 
slightest touch of excitement, ‘things are not really what they seem?’ 
I nodded again. She paused, ‘Then my criticisms have been wrong,’ 
she said, ‘God doesn’t really err.’ She smiled thinly at her own 
statement and said, ‘Of course He couldn’t.’ She stopped and stared 
around. ‘I used to think He had erred, but something hit me last night. 
When Joe said that to suppress the truth is to do the opposite it 
suddenly struck me that the truth can 
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never become untruth. As truth it is always there. Yet we can attempt 
to suppress it, by acting against it. We suppress truth when it is love 
by acts of hating.’ She paused again. ‘You know,’ she said, ‘I’ve 
really hated God for years. I guess I’ve hated Tom, too, although I 
would never have admitted it to myself. I hated God because our 
marriage was never anything really wonderful. When your own 
parents don’t make it you want it desperately for your own marriage.’ 

She seemed to be thinking aloud, rather than making a confession 
to the group. She stopped abruptly, remembering where she was. 
‘Sorry, Joe,’ she apologised. ‘I interrupted your review, but I couldn’t 
help it.’ She sat down. 

‘We saw that knowing God and loving are the same things, but that 
everything gets terribly twisted and dislocated when man goes 
against his created nature, and rejects the truth. He rejects God and so 
rejects himself his universe,, and others. He remakes the Creational 
order into something else.’ 

Harry’s pipe was cold, but he waved it at me. ‘He has to keep on 
doing that,’ he suggested. ‘He can’t do it once-for-all because that 
isn’t really the way things are.’ 

‘Agreed,’ I said, ‘but it is difficult to show man that it isn’t really as 
he sees it. In fact this is the subject of our study this morning. First 
we have to see how man actually hates God, and therefore cannot 
even hear what He is saying to him. What we need to discover in the 
total is this hatred of man for his Father-Creator. John puts it mildly, 
though firmly, “not that we loved Him,” whilst Paul says, “We were 
enemies (of God) in our hearts, by wicked works”. He means, I 
suggest, that when one is guilty, then one resents the one before 
whom he is guilty. Man’s guilt, of course is a very heavy one. He is 
guilty of not being his true self—a son, a lord, and a servant, as God 
Created him to be. He is guilty for refusing to fulfil the plan God has 
for the universe. Then he is guilty for the various acts of wrong he 
has done. Hence we find a sense of guilt and failure firmly 
entrenched in most men.’ 

‘Is that so?’ drawled Grant. ‘Would you say that generally men feel 
failure, or inferiority?’ I nodded. ‘Paul says, “All have sinned and 
come short of the glory of God”. I guess he means that being short of 
that 



WHERE I  LOVE I  LIVE 

 36

glory, as creatures we will sense it. Yes, I think most men have’ a 
sense of inferiority and failure.’ Grant nodded and I returned to our 
theme.  

‘In human relationships we see the same thing. We come to resent, 
and then hate those against whom we have sinned. We resent feeling 
our failure. We resent being in debt, in any sense, to another. Adam 
feared God when he sinned. He hid himself, feeling naked, and it was 
difficult to sustain his loss of glory. Hence his rebellion against God, 
as we read in. Romans 1: 19 - 32, and the progressive deviation from 
God’s norm for His Creation. If we take Mary’s definition of life—
”A matter of relationships” then when man turns from God he 
becomes as a dead thing. You might even call him a “non-thing”, 
except that he is active against God in suppressing the truth.’  

Barrie interrupted. ‘Is this why the Jews, for the most part, hated 
Christ? Did they not really see Him as He truly was?’ 

‘That’s right,’ I agreed. ‘David once said, “With the pure You will 
show yourself pure, and with the perverse, You will show yourself 
perverse”. Only to the pure in heart is God pure.’ 

Evelyn called out, ‘Joe, how come God did not reveal Himself to 
mankind, and show them what He really is?’  

I was surprised that Evelyn even spoke. She generally sat in a 
meeting, seemingly never hearing. Long ago she had succumbed to 
conventional, orthodox teaching. Unlike Joan, she was always 
consistent with it, but. in a dead manner. She never showed surprise 
or astonishment or delight—but remained flat and unmoved. Morally 
she seemed impeccable, but there was little that was attractive about 
her faith. John was not unlike her. I failed to understand why Miriam 
found such affinity with them. Now, however, Evelyn seemed to be 
thinking.  

‘He did reveal Himself,’ I said shortly. I resisted the temptation to 
show how He had done it. I wanted Evelyn to be more involved. Her 
eyebrows went up. ‘Oh,’ she said, ‘you mean the Bible?’  

I shook my head. ‘There wasn’t a Bible for a great part of man’s 
history. It gradually grew, over some 1400 years, but even then it was 
confined to the Jewish people, and latterly to Christians.’  

WHERE I  LOVE I  LIVE 

 37

She stared at me, puzzled. Secretly I was cheering. She is thinking 
at last, I thought. Outwardly I was calm and gentle. ‘There is 
Creation itself,’ I said. You remember in Romans 1 that Paul says 
Creation beats out the message of God’s nature, and that must 
include His love.’ 

Evelyn’s eyes were round. ‘I can’t say I’ve ever seen love in 
nature,’ she said. I nodded, ‘Maybe you don’t, but it must be there—
whatever. The Scriptures tell us that God’s true nature is revealed in 
what He has made.’ I grinned. ‘Does John love you?’ I asked. She 
nodded, puzzled. ‘Is he part of the Creation which beats out the 
message?’ I asked. ‘If he loves, isn’t it reasonable to assume that 
God, Who created him, also loves?’ 

She shook her head, taking me seriously. ‘I never thought of it that 
way.’ My glance went across to Miriam who knew every tone of 
voice I used. She knew I was teasing, and her eyes were laughing. 
Then I moved on. ‘Now let us look at the way in which God has set 
out to reveal Himself—and so His love—down through the ages. 
Firstly there is the fact of His Creation, which rightly understood 
would get the message through to us, Part of the truth of Creation is 
God’s continuing Providence. He cares for us.’ 

Joan spoke up, but this time very humbly; ‘Joe,’ she said softly, 
‘there is still the perennial problem of the starving people of the 
world, and all the other things which seem to deny that God is 
providential.’ 

I nodded in agreement. ‘That is how it appears, no doubt. However 
if you analyse it, most of the fault can be laid at the feet of man. His 
world has enough to supply most, if not all needs, but the desire to 
act providentially towards others is missing. It is part of the result of 
man’s suppression of truth—love in action. It is selfishness at core. 
Jesus said that if we were to seek the Kingdom first, then these things 
would be added to us. He kept telling us that God is Father, and that 
as such He loves all men, pouring out His gifts in a profuse manner.’ 

For some moment the group discussed the matter, agreeing that to a 
great degree there is a distribution problem, but not an insoluble one. 
Joan agreed that starvation cannot be really laid at God’s feet. She 
also agreed that it was unlikely men and women would change, in 
general, and that anyway this was not the basic 
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message of God’s providence. Men perverted the same Providence 
by selfishness.  

I turned then to Evelyn. In fact I was secretly thrilled that she was 
being involved. ‘God always revealed Himself through the prophets,’ 
I said. ‘He has always told us what His plan is. That is how we come 
to know Him.’ She looked puzzled so I said, ‘Who was the first 
prophet named in the Bible?’ She did not know. ‘Abel,’ Barrie called 
out, and there a general gasp of surprise. ‘Jesus said “They have shed 
the blood of the prophets from Abel to Zechariah”. ‘‘Mary said, 
‘Then there have always been prophets!’ Barrie agreed quickly. 
‘There have always been prophets, and there has always been the 
prophetic deposit.’ He knew this was a new term, and so explained it. 
‘The prophets not only told men what God was saying to them, but 
what the prophets have said, over centuries, forms the prophetic 
deposit. What they say of God in one age is valuable news and 
information for any age. That is why we still read the prophets.’ 

I picked up the point quickly, ‘Amos, a prophet gives us the general 
principle. He says, “Surely the Lord God does nothing, without 
revealing His secret to His servants the prophets”. He means that God 
acts in history, but always reveals His plan through the prophets. You 
see it in Revelation 10: 7 “. . . that in the days of the trumpet call to 
be sounded by the seventh angel, the mystery of God as he 
announced to His servants the prophets, should be fulfilled”. You 
find this principle time and again in Scripture. So God reveals His 
Being, His love, through Creation, through providence, and through 
the prophets.’ 

I looked around at the group. ‘Do you read the prophets?’ I asked, 
with a grin. To avoid embarrassing them I moved on. ‘You remember 
Jesus said to His disciples, “O, fools, and slow of heart to believe all 
that the prophets have spoken”. Then I turned back to Evelyn. ‘You 
see Evelyn,’ I said, ‘God has really communicated Himself, 
continually through the ages.’ 

She nodded. In fact she looked a little surprised, as though she was 
coming into a real understanding, which whilst real enough, was 
new. Long ago she had given up thinking that anything of the faith 
would be new. I detected something of unease in her. John, also, was 
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a bit thoughtful. He kept looking at his wife, as though seeing 
something new about her.  

I said to the group, ‘Seeing we have started this point, then let us 
finish it. God has revealed Himself totally in His Son. You would all 
acknowledge that?’ General agreement. Then Byron broke his long 
and unusual silence. ‘This revelation was much clearer,’ he said. ‘It 
was unmistakable.’ At that point Barrie interrupted. ‘Only to faith,’ 
he said. ‘Only men of faith actually could see who He was.’ Byron 
nodded. ‘I guess I must agree,’ he said, ‘but to me Jesus is a clearer 
revelation of God than Creation, providence, and the prophets.’ He 
looked at me, ‘don’t you agree?’ he said. 

‘Of course,’ I agreed. ‘But they are all of a piece, aren’t they? I 
mean Creation, providence, the prophets and the Son.’ I looked at the 
group. ‘We will come back to the Son and love, but don’t forget that 
few could read that revelation of God—the Son. That is why the 
Holy Spirit had to come. He was the One Who would reveal Jesus’. 
That is why He is called the Teacher.’ I looked around at the group. 
‘We just need to see,’ I said, ‘that God has never left Himself without 
some kind of a witness. He is always pressing us with the fact of His 
true Being, in love. Not only does He send the Spirit, but He sends 
the Spirit to lead the Church. The Church, also, is busy about the 
revelation of God. It had its prophets, and it has its prophets, and it 
has the Word, so none need lack revelation, unless he wishes 
otherwise.’ 

I knew something had penetrated Evelyn, and even John, Grant and 
Graham, with their wives, were deeply interested. I think we had 
stolen a march, even on Byron. As for Mary and Helen, they were 
warmly contented, and Harry was staring at his pipe, not seeing it, 
but the very matter we had been discussing. 

‘What about coffee?’ said someone, after a time ‘Let us try to 
digest what we’ve had.’ There was general agreement, and some of 
the women slipped away to arrange it. While we were chatting in 
small groups there was the sound of a vehicle outside, and then 
voices on the verandah. When the door opened there were 
unbelievingly, Tom and Sam. Tom Bradford and Sam Cosgaard 
stood, a trifle uncomfortably, looking around for their wives who had 
gone to fix coffee. Byron and 
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Barrie went to greet them, and Graham and Grant pulled up their 
bulk to share in a little more male company. They were busy in 
conversation when the women returned.  

Joan almost dropped the coffee. She stood trying to hold it, and 
look at Tom at the same time. He scarcely looked at her—an old 
habit of his, but said, ‘Hi! Joan. Hope you’re not too surprised.’ Joan 
for once, was without an answer. Mary moved across to Sam, and he 
looked at her, shy as ever, Then the silence broke and conversation 
flowed again. Barrie and I exchanged glances. Something unusual 
had happened, of that we were certain. 

 

Chapter 5 

We resumed the study, still sipping coffee. ‘We need to move on to 
the full revelation of love,’ I suggested’ ‘That is, revelation as it is in 
the action of love’’ 

Sam and Tom both had that look on their faces, with which I have 
been familiar, over many years’ It is the look which says simply, ‘I 
am polite. I appear to be listening, since this is a religious meeting. In 
fact I am not listening, because I do not expect to hear anything 
which relates to me, or is of any use. It will be mainly God-words, 
but none so far has done anything for me. So go ahead, but don’t 
expect me to listen.’ 

That was fair enough. If something penetrated, then maybe they 
would hear. So I began. ‘With the Cross a new age began.’ Then I 
paused, deliberately, looking around. Sure enough, Byron came in on 
this. I thought Cynthia had his attention totally’ She had seemed to 
hear little of what I had said before. At the moment she was not 
hearing either. Byron had. He frowned. ‘What do you mean—a new 
age?’ 

I quoted Paul. ‘If any man is in Christ he is a new creation. The old 
has passed; the new has come.’ 

Byron nodded. ‘Fair enough. New for the Christian, but not a total 
new age. That is yet to come.’ 

I conceded that, with a nod. ‘I mean what John meant,’ I said, ‘ 
“the darkness is passing away, and the true  
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light is now shining”. Christ destroyed the power of darkness, and 
made light paramount and powerful. 

Byron nodded, still in doubt. ‘Quite,’ he said, ‘but I don’t get what 
you mean. Open it up, please.’ Now he seemed unaware of Cynthia. 

‘Do you agree,’ I asked, ‘that God expressed His love in the act of 
creation?’ He nodded, ‘Then,’ I said, ‘do you agree that Adam, and 
Eve, for that matter, lived in that creational love, and loved.’ He 
nodded again, ‘Of course,’ he said. 

‘Then,’ I said, ‘Adam rebelled against the Creator-Father. He 
wanted to do his own thing. Correct?’ It was correct, Byron agreed. 
‘Then relationships were broken with God, with Eve, with himself—
and so with others,’ I suggested. Byron nodded. ‘In fact,’ I said, ‘that 
break in relationships was a form of death?’ ‘Decidedly,’ said Byron. 
‘So,’ I said, ‘man lived in death, unless he came to faith, in which 
case he could hear God’s revelation of love.’ 

‘In all this we agree,’ said Byron, ‘but what of the new age?’ 
‘Gently. Gently,’ I pleaded. ‘When Christ came He did that which 

broke the power of darkness, destroyed death, and broke the power of 
hatred and bitterness. He released love. This new era of love is the 
new age.’ 

Byron had no desire to differ. ‘My only problem is,’ he said, ‘that I 
do not see it as a new age.’ 

I went straight to the point. ‘The Cross has ushered in a new era,’ I 
claimed. ‘Something definitive happened there which has altered 
everything.’ 

Sam and Tom were listening. How much they could understand 
was not indicated by their faces, but they were listening. So was 
Cynthia. Unexpectedly Joan spoke up. ‘What happened at the 
Cross?’ she asked. 

I smiled inwardly. Joan had previously had everything so well 
worked out that I had not anticipated such a question. I realised that 
her faith was suddenly coming alive to her. ‘I guess everything 
happened there,’ I said, ‘but mainly the revelation of God’s love.’ 

There were general nods, but I sensed that no one was fully 
satisfied. I went on, ‘It is the how of that love which has to grip us,’ I 
said. ‘It may be an exercise of 
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faith to believe that His death reveals love, but most of us want to 
know the how of it.’ Again there were nods.  

Mary said simply, gently, ‘Tell us the how Joe.’ Something in her 
voice made Sam look at her sharply. Perhaps he sensed something 
new. 

For some strange reason my eye was on Cynthia. She had had the 
same look as Sam and Tom, when they first sat back to listen. Now 
she was alert, almost as though she sensed danger. Byron was staring 
at her, puzzled. 

‘Please don’t interrupt,’ I pleaded. ‘I want to say it fully. Later we 
can discuss it, if we wish to do so. The Cross is like this. First of all it 
is initiated by the Father. That He did in His love, long before the 
world began. He had always purposed to reveal His love for 
humanity, but it would need a Cross to do it. He, the Father, was in 
Christ in that act on the Cross. ‘God was in Christ reconciling the 
world unto himself.’ 

We are told that ‘the Father loved the Son, and has given all things 
into his hand’, and that means that all the Father can do, He has given 
to the Son to be able to do, and also, to do. The Son must do them. 
Yet, when He does them, it is really the Father doing them. In 
another way of speaking it is the Father doing them through the Son. 
That is why he who has seen the Son has seen the Father. The two are 
at One in what they do. This goes for the entire ministry of Christ, as 
well as the act of the Cross.’ 

Barrie uttered one word, as though apologising for his 
interruptions. ‘Patripassionism,’ he said. ‘Uh-huh!’ I agreed, grinning 
at the Cattleys and Hindmarshes who were bewildered. ‘Barrie is 
saying that the Father cannot be in the Cross. An ancient Christian 
heresy said He was. Impossible of course, yet whilst the Father was 
not crucified He was in the total work of the Cross.’ 

Byron said quietly. ‘Forgive the question, Joe, but didn’t Jesus ask 
the Father why He had forsaken Him? Wasn’t that a thing He did on 
His own; being forsaken I mean?’ 

I said as quietly, ‘He didn’t cry to the Father, as such. He cried to 
God, “My God, My God! Why hast thou forsaken me?” He was 
man-for-men. But the point is that this suffering was commanded by 
the Father.’ 
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‘Really?’ said Joan, wide-eyed. I nodded. ‘Really, yes,’ I said. ‘He 
was commanded to lay down His life. What is more God laid on Him 
the iniquity of us all. Even more than this God made Him to be sin 
for us. He, alone set Him forth to be a propitiation. He gave Him up 
to death.’ 

There was silence. I waved away the questions I could see coming. 
‘No,’ I said, ‘you must see that the rejection of Christ by God is the 
actual participation of the Father, in the Cross. He loves us so much 
that He rejects Jesus in order that He may accept us.’ 

Again the pregnant silence. Grant was looking at me with wide 
eyes. Graham was moving uneasily. Cynthia was stiff, as though 
gripped by some power she would wish to resist. Tom and Sam had 
lost their looks of studied indifference. They were hearing, at the very 
least. Joan was still wide-eyed, and Mary, doe-eyed. Helen was 
staring at the floor, as though not hearing my words, but, seeing 
something. 

‘The true how of the Cross,’ I continued, ‘is that Jesus identified 
Himself with all the evil of man’s history. He became sin. This 
means that on the one hand He bore the shame, the pain, the pollution 
and the terrible dread which is sin, as it gnaws at, and ravages a man. 
He took upon Himself the guilt of humanity— becoming as them. He 
bore our griefs and carried our sorrows. On the other hand He bore 
the entire wrath of the Father—God’s wrath upon all evil.’ 

Cynthia flushed, and for the first time spoke. When she put her 
hand over her mouth as though shocked that she had spoken what she 
had been thinking. ‘God?’ she asked. ‘His wrath? On Christ? Does 
God have wrath?’ 

I looked at her. Byron was no longer in her mind, She had seen 
something raw and naked in that Cross, and was shocked. It seemed 
to have driven other thoughts from her mind. I could see that she was 
shocked by the thought that God could have wrath. ‘Wrath’, I quoted 
from somewhere, ‘is the right healthy reaction to moral evil.’ I also 
remembered another quote, ‘Wrath is God’s implacable, unremitting 
attitude to evil, whereby He acts to destroy it and obliterate it from 
His holy universe.’ I kept looking at Cynthia. ‘The Cross is where 
God pours out His wrath upon sin. Christ, 
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being made sin for us, bears the irreversible wrath of God upon all 
sin.’ 

Shirley and Pauline were gripped. Each held her husband’s hand. 
The two men were no less moved. Harry Evans was deeply disturbed. 
He had always rejected the concept of God’s wrath. Now he suddenly 
spoke out. ‘God is not wrath,’ he said, ‘you’ll find that nowhere in 
Scripture. It says, “God is love”.’ 

‘Quite’, I said in agreement. ‘He is never called wrath, as He is 
called love, but he has wrath, as He never has love.’ 

Joan cried out, ‘Joe, what do you mean? Explain that!’ 
I said. ‘God is love, but not wrath. He has wrath, but not love 

because He is love.’ When she nodded I went on, ‘At one time during 
that suffering, a Gospel writer uses the phrase “All that passed by”. 
This may be a quote from Psalm 22: 7, “All who see me, mock at 
me”, but it fits more powerfully with Lamentations 1: 12, “Is it 
nothing to you all you that pass by? Look and see if there is any 
sorrow like unto my sorrow which was brought upon me, which the 
Lord inflicted on this day of his fierce anger”.’ 

I let the silence tick on for some moments. No one was asking 
questions. Many of us were transported to that scene of incredible 
suffering. There He was bearing the sins of many, and making 
intercession for the transgressors—’Father! forgive them, for they 
know not what they do!’ 

The Father was forgiving them, but first, in order that He may do 
this, He was laying upon the Messiah, the sins of us all. I looked 
around at the group. Each one needed that bearing of his or her sins, 
and this was what was happening on that Cross. 

Then I spoke. ‘If you hear that terrible cry of dereliction,’ I said, 
‘then you know at once both the awfulness of sin, and the dread 
terror of His wrath.’ I paused, and my gaze roved from face to face. 
‘You also know the immeasurable depth and height of His love.’ 

I heard Sam sigh. Harry had drooped. Cynthia was still stiff. Grant 
and Graham, as though twin brothers, had become strangely gentle. 
Byron’s eyes held a deep intensity. Joan, Mary and Helen were 
weeping. Only Joan’s sobs could be heard, and Tom was staring 
down  

WHERE I  LOVE I  LIVE 

 45

at the floor as though he did not dare to look at his wife’ 
‘Harry,’ I said gently, ‘don’t you see that if He does not destroy sin; 

if He does not pour out His wrath on evil, then He is not holy. If He 
is not holy then His love is false. It is unholy’’ 

Harry didn’t stir. He kept looking at the floor. I persisted, ‘When 
the wrath is expended the conscience comes to peace. Perfect love 
casts out that fear which relates to judgement and punishment.’ 

It was then he nodded. ‘I see,’ he said briefly, ‘I see.’ 
Barrie gave me a quiet side-look, one which hinted that the session 

should terminate on this note. I nodded, and we lapsed into silence. 
Most sensed that this was an informal but complete ending. After a 

time some drifted out into the warm sun. I noticed that the group split 
up into couples. Even Sam and Tom singled out their wives and 
drifted off. Byron and Cynthia sat, without moving. I could see that 
Cynthia was stunned. I had seen the same look in Evelyn’s eyes as 
she and John had passed me. 

After a time Miriam came across. We sat together, murmuring so 
that we would not disturb the young couple. It was like this until the 
dinner gong rang, and the noise returned, and with it some subdued 
laughter. 

 

Chapter 6 

We had decided to use the first portion of the afternoon for 
relaxing. The Cattleys, Hindmarshes, Cosgaards and Bradfords went 
trout-fishing. Harry Evans went somewhere, I suppose for lone 
meditation, or a sleep. Byron and Cynthia disappeared in the manner 
young couples find natural, and Mary and Helen simply found a 
place under a shady tree. Seemingly they had much to share and 
discuss.  

Barrie joined our foursome—the two Squires, Miriam and me. 
After a time Ross and Aileen Timmins joined us. We had found a 
couple of wide-spreading pines. Some of us lay out in the sun, on the 
grass, just lazing in the warmth. Others preferred the shade, and the 
mattress of pine-needles beneath them. It was a peaceful  
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time, with the faint hum of insects, and the far distant noise of the 
trout-stream, below. 

I was silent going over in my mind the things I had missed, whilst 
teaching. All the things one would have said! I muttered something 
about this to Barrie, in an aside. He muttered back, ‘No matter. What 
you lose on the swings you make up on the roundabouts. That’s how 
it has to be when people discuss.’ Someone who had joined the 
conversation, heard us. He said, ‘this way of teaching-learning is not 
only better. It’s necessary.’ When neither of us answered he said, ‘No 
one really grasps straight teaching. You have to keep indentifying the 
facts and ideas with people, just where they are.’ 

I recognised the voice as that of Ross Timmins: I felt a faint sense 
of shock as I realised he had not participated in any of the discussion. 
Nor, for that matter his wife, Aileen. I remember looking at them, but 
scarcely noticing them. I remember thinking that their recent shock 
may have kept them quiet. However Ross’s voice was quite calm. In 
fact it was confident. 

He was saying, ‘I appreciated most of all the introduction of God’s 
wrath. Most teachers avoid this, and it is a pity. When you 
understand, and get over the “wrath-hump” in your thinking, you 
really experience and understand Christian freedom.’ 

Barrie swivelled around, looking towards Ross. He sat up partly, 
leaning on one elbow. ‘That surprises me,’ he said. ‘I would have 
thought you would oppose the idea of God’s wrath, Ross.’  

Ross smiled. ‘Maybe I would have, not long ago,’ he agreed. ‘But 
now happenings have changed that. I followed Joe when he talked 
about suppressing the truth. When a man suppresses the truth he is 
living a lie. That’s bad enough, but it is worse when he is really 
saying that God’s universe and life in it, is that lie.’ 

Barrie nodded thoughtfully. ‘Don’t know that I have ever seen it 
that way;’ he said. Ross was flipping through his Bible. He read 
Romans 2: 8 - 9, ‘. . . for those who are factious and do not obey the 
truth, but only obey wickedness, there will be wrath and fury. There 
will be tribulation and distress for every human being who does evil.’ 

He nodded. ‘When Tony was killed it was as though the 
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shock of it all brought me into a new realm of thinking. God to me 
had been more a matter of intellectual assent, than personal 
awareness. It was what you might call ‘‘the severity of God” which 
shocked me into this new dimension. Suddenly I had to think about 
things— life and death—in a way I had not done so previously. Far 
from making me angry with God, Tony’s death alerted me to the real 
issues of God. I can see that He must be angry with those who distort 
His nature, His world, and His people, to others.’ 

There was silence whilst we meditated this new line of thought. 
After a time Evelyn said, ‘I’m just beginning to see that what I have 
always believed has never really touched me. I guess that if we had a 
death in the family I would know whether or not it was all real to 
me.’ 

I was stunned. To hear Evelyn talking in this way was incredible. 
Then the thought came, ‘Of course, God is here, His Holy Spirit is 
working.’ 

Ross was answering. ‘Once you see the rightness of God’s wrath, 
you can be at ease about God. Once you see it is dealt with, in the 
Cross, then you really understand His love.’ 

John said, ‘I could never see the reconciliation of the two—wrath 
and love. It used to bug me, until I gave up trying. That was the time 
when I began to go dead.’ 

Miriam had been lying on the pine-needles, quite close. When the 
conversation began to build up she had sat up and was now leaning 
against a tree. Through half-opened eyes I could see her staring at 
me. Without looking at John she said, ‘What do you mean “began to 
go dead?”‘ 

John said, ‘Once I was hot-keen on the faith, and all things to do 
with it. I’d try to work things out, and would always be talking about 
them to others, but the hard one was the wrath of God. I guess I never 
properly grappled with it. Then, gradually, I went dead. You know 
what I mean.’ 

Miriam’s eyes opened wider. ‘I do’ she said. John said nothing, but 
Evelyn and Miriam exchanged looks. 

For a long time there was silence. I think I must have drowsed. 
Once some singing floated across to us, which we recognised as that 
of Mary and Helen. It blended well with our peaceful mood. My 
mind was going 
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back over what Ross had said about identifying the facts of teaching 
with people, just where they are. I could see that that was what Jesus 
did. In fact He never really gave any straight theology as such. It was 
always related to His actions. I felt a little easier and then 
remembered, drowsily, what a seminary lecturer had once told us. 
‘Don’t heap it up’ he said, speaking of theological acquisition, ‘and 
then dump the lot on your poor unsuspecting people.’ I grinned 
because I had been in danger of doing that.  

Aileen was saying, very simply, ‘I think the most wonderful thing 
is just to be forgiven.’ This received a murmur of general assent, and 
again we drowsed. Occasionally I would open my eyes, and see 
Miriam, sitting, leaning against the tree, and most thoughtful. The 
awakening in John and Evelyn seemed to be puzzling her. No less I 
was a puzzle in her thinking. Finally she gave up her thinking and 
slept—against the tree. 

 

Chapter 7 

Mid-afternoon the fishing group returned without fish. Nothing had 
been rising but they did not seem dejected. In fact their noisy return 
woke us and there were faint protests at this. Totally impenitent they 
set about to wake us thoroughly, and succeeded. Mary and Helen 
came across and after a time Harry also. Someone suggested we have 
drinks here, under the tree, and a few of the women went off to get 
them. Harry trailed behind, to assist.  

I noticed that Tom and Sam were quite enlivened. They related 
well to the Cattleys and the Hindmarshes. In fact they seemed to be at 
home with them, even more than with the rest of us. A lot of good 
natured bantering was passed around. Then Cynthia and Byron 
emerged from the trees and came across to U5, a little self-conscious 
as they joined us. The men turned the banter on to them, but it was 
lost in the sharing around of the cool drinks which had come. 

After a time Barrie said, ‘Why don’t we have our next meeting 
here?’ When I agreed we sat around in a circle, sipping our drinks 
and chatting. Someone collected the glasses, leaving them on the 
tray, and we settled into 
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position. There was murmured prayer, which prepared us for the 
message, and then Mary and Helen asked if they could sing. There 
was eager agreement on that, The song they sang thrust us back into 
the theme, I had not heard it before, and was caught off guard. The 
first two verses gripped us all. 

I’m nothing; I’m nobody, I’m no one;  
But Someone made something of me,  
And He put on my flesh and He walked in my bones,  
And he saw all the grief that I see. 
He knows what I know of tormentors—  
That haunting and howling within,  
And the blood I can spill and the bones I can break,  
And the flesh with the nails driven in. 

It was a strange song, but the third verse was what swept us into 
our study: 

He hung on the Cross like a creature,  
Wearing my sin-spattered clothes;  
And the pride of my flesh died with Him when He died.  
And my garment was new when He rose. 

There were two more verses, as plaintive and emotional as these 
two, but with the same good thinking. Mary’s and Helen’s voices 
blended beautifully, and when they finished there was a long silence. 
Then I said, ‘This is the Cross where love acts to liberate us into the 
love of God itself.’ 

I noticed with gratitude that Miriam was listening as everyone else. 
The old proprietorial air was gone. She was one with them all. She 
also seemed quite moved by the song, and was seemingly eager for 
the study. Then I spoke: ‘The key verses are I John 4: 9-10, “In this 
the love of God was made manifest among us, that God sent His only 
Son into the world that we might live through Him. In this is love, 
not that we loved God but that he loved us, and sent his Son to be the 
propitiation for our sins”.’ 

‘There are two thoughts here, quite clearly. The first is that we have 
life through His coming. If we go back to the fact that “life is 
relationships” and full relationships are full love; then it means that 
somehow the coming of the Son has given us life, that is, we have 
come to know the love of God. John says the love is made clear to us 
by the fact of our receiving this life—eternal life.’ 
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‘Secondly, love is clearly shown by God making His Son  to be the 
propitiation for our sins. This means that propitiation is the key to the 
love of God. We saw this morning that God’s wrath is upon all evil, 
and must be so expressed. We also say that the wrath of God is a 
terrifying thing. Hence as human beings we sense it in our 
consciences, although we never rationalise it as that in our minds. 
God’s love is that He caused His Son to bear the wrath.’ 

There was a stir in the meeting. Harry spoke up, ‘Sorry Joe’ he 
said, ‘but I still find that hard to accept. I’ve spent a lot of time since 
your last study, because I was so gripped by your quote from 
Lamentations, about the sufferer being visited by the wrath of God. I 
can only conclude it was the actual prophet who spoke it—Jeremiah.’ 
Harry looked at me, almost pleadingly. ‘I just can’t come at the idea 
that God would force Jesus to be the propitiation—the wrath-bearer.’ 

I looked surprised, ‘Force Him?’ I said. ‘But He wasn’t forced. He 
said, “My Father loves me because I lay down my life for the sheep. 
This command I have received from My Father. ‘. . . that the world 
may know that I love the Father, as the Father has commanded me, 
so I do’.” He wasn’t forced. He was glad to obey the Father. Like the 
Father He also loves us. He desires to be the propitiation, even 
though it is a terrifying thing.’ 

When Harry still looked doubtful I went on. ‘Well, then, compare 
Matthew 26: 31 and Zechariah 13: 7. Jesus warns His followers that 
they will be scandalised because of Him, because it is written, “I will 
smite the shepherd”. You cannot avoid the fact that it is God who 
strikes the Shepherd. Jesus is God’s peer— His equal—as shown in 
Zachariah 13: 7. This means that God strikes the Shepherd, the Good 
Shepherd. He unsheathes the sword of judgement, and Jesus bears its 
brunt—the righteous wrath of God.’ 

Harry nodded. ‘I guess you are right,’ he said, almost in a sigh. ‘If 
what you say is correct, then we have no need to fear judgement.’ 

When I nodded in agreement he said, ‘Then why do we?’ 
‘But we don’t,’ Mary said loudly. 
‘Most of us do,’ said Harry. He looked around. ‘Don’t we?’ he 

asked. ‘How many of us feel free from the 

WHERE I  LOVE I  LIVE 

 51

condemnation of our sins?’ He kept looking around. ‘Am I not 
right?’ he asked. There was a low murmur of assent.  

Harry nodded again. ‘If I could feel as free as you suggest we are,’ 
he said wistfully, ‘then I would relate better to others, and to life. As 
it is I find it very hard to relate. Frankly, I’m bugged by my failures.’  

My mind was racing back to Harry’s failure in marriage, and to the 
fact that his wife had left him. Unlike the Rowntrees, the opposite 
spouse had not gone off with another person. She had just left 
because she was embittered.  

John spoke up. ‘We all get bugged by our failures,’ he said. Evelyn 
looked amazed. ‘Not you John. You never get bugged.’ He smiled 
faintly at her. ‘Most of us are covering up,’ he said. 

Much as a sharing session might have proved valuable I felt I ought 
to press on. ‘Let’s get back to the point,’ I suggested. ‘ ‘When God 
pours out His wrath, He is really expressing His love. He is setting us 
free from condemnation. He is releasing us into a new relationship 
with Himself. We don’t hate Him any more, because He has freed 
us.’  

Harry nodded. There was also a general murmur of assent. I noticed 
Joan’s eyes opening widely. In fact she looked beautiful, as though 
transformed. I suddenly remembered Paul’s strange saying ‘The 
word of the Cross . . . is the power of God’. I also realised that we 
should not think of it as otherwise, particularly in this situation. My 
mind went back to those five days, beside the waters of the Gulf.  

‘So,’ I continued, ‘it is the Cross which brings in the new era of 
which we have been speaking. Only because of the Cross do old 
things pass away, and the new things come. So John says, “The 
darkness is passing away and the true light is now shining”.’ 

Byron raised a hand. ‘Joe,’ he requested, ‘just give us the technical 
theological implications of the Cross. What, in fact did happen? How 
does it actually release us? What is the response demanded of us?’ I 
knew he was asking for Cynthia rather than for himself. She had 
remained silent at the coffee time, the lunch and during the afternoon 
drinks. I guess she was thinking deeply.  
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I nodded. ‘As you know there are many theories of the Cross They 
are all rationalisations of what happened. The simplest statements are 
made by Jesus. He said, ‘‘This is my blood of the new covenant 
which is shed for you and for many for the remission of sins”. It 
means that the Cross remits sins, and remission technically means to 
bear up and take away. This means we are totally forgiven. Also He 
said, ‘‘The Son of man has come . . . to give his life a ransom for 
many”. He must have meant that He was buying us out of debt, or 
captivity, or prison. This term was used for buying slaves and 
liberating them, and He once said “He who commits sin is the slave 
of sin”. He may have meant our bondage was to Satan and his evil 
powers. He also said on another occasion that He would “give his 
flesh for the life of the world”, and that He would “lay down his life 
for the sheep”. All of this must mean that we are liberated by the 
action of the Cross.’  

I went on, ‘Hebrews 2: 14-15 says briefly that men and women, 
through fear of death are throughout their lives subject to Satan. They 
are in his bondage. This thought of the fear of death is repeated in I 
John 4: 18 where John says “fear relates to punishment”, meaning the 
ultimate judgement. Again in John 14: 30, speaking of Satan’s 
coming to the Cross, Jesus says that Satan has nothing in Him. He 
means Satan has nothing on Him, because He has not sinned. If you 
ponder a reference in Jude’s letter—verse 9— then you see that Satan 
has much on man because of his sin. He keeps him in fear of death, 
because after death comes the judgement. Much of what we call fear 
of life, is at core, fear of death.’ 

I was speaking rapidly, trying to cover this simple basic material as 
quickly as possible. I happened to glance towards the Timmins and 
suddenly realised how close this matter of death was to them. What 
struck me, as I looked at them, was the warmth of their acceptance. 
They had both leaned forward, as though not wishing to miss the 
truth. I went on, ‘When Christ takes the sting of death, which is sin, 
He kills the power of sin, which lies in guilt. He absorbs the sting 
into Himself, in His love, and so destroys its power. In fact in one 
sense the Cross would not be enough, were it not for the resurrection. 
Paul makes this clear in I Corinthians 15: 17—”If Christ has not been 
raised, your faith  
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is futile and you are still in your sins”. The simple fact to early 
believers was that this man Jesus had risen—therefore He must have 
been more powerful than death. That is, bearing the death of sin He 
was not submerged into it, or defeated by it. To the contrary, He 
defeated it!’ 

I turned to Byron. ‘Is that satisfactory, Byron?’ I asked. ‘Is it clear 
that His love cleanses, forgives, releases, and renews us on the basis 
of His having destroyed all that destroys us? When we are liberated, 
as I said before, we have the almost reflexive action of love and 
gratitude, which form the dynamic for loving obedience.’ 

Byron nodded. ‘That seems to tie it off fairly well,’ he agreed. He 
looked at Cynthia. ‘Cynthia rather felt you were giving the game 
away. She thought you were makes forgiveness cheap.’ 

This was not the first time I had heard this objection and criticism. 
‘No one would say that the cost of forgiveness was a low one,’ I 
murmured. I saw Cynthia flush. Then she said, ‘I didn’t mean the 
cost was cheap,’ she said. 

‘Then what is cheap?’ I asked. Cynthia was confused. ‘It seems not 
quite right that we should get it so easily,’ she said. 

‘Oh,’ I said brightly. ‘You mean getting forgiveness free?’ She 
flushed again. ‘I guess it is free,’ she admitted, ‘but doesn’t that make 
us take it lightly?’ 

‘Free isn’t cheap,’ I said, ‘and who could take it lightly once he had 
seen the Cross?’ 

She gulped, and suddenly I became aware she was under deep 
emotional stress. ‘The last session made that clear to me,’ she said, 
‘because I saw the Cross. No, it isn’t cheap, especially if it’s free. Yet 
I feel I ought to do something about it.’ 

‘You mean buy it with repentance or remorse?’ I asked. When I 
said that her eyes filled with tears. Joan interrupted at this point. ‘I’ve 
been trying to do that for years’, she said. ‘Suddenly, this morning I 
saw God never asked for that. He wants to give us dignity by 
destroying the past. He wants to free us because He loves us.’ 

 ‘That’s why Jesus bears the wrath,’ said Byron quietly, and he was 
looking at Cynthia.  
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‘What I want to repeat,’ I said, leaving Cynthia and Byron to their 
own communications, ‘is that man now loves God, because of the 
Cross, whereas before he hated Him. In other words, the new era of 
love has begun.’ 

Surprisingly enough Tom spoke up. ‘I can’t see it,’ he said. There 
was a trace of belligerence in his voice. ‘I don’t see all that much 
love about.’ 

‘It may be there, nevertheless,’ I said mildly. ‘It may yet even come 
as a revelation to you.’ loan’s eyes were moist, and she was looking 
at him, almost hungrily. 

Then she spoke. ‘How would Tom see love?’ she asked, ‘when I 
haven’t really loved him.’ She turned to Tom. ‘A lot of it is my 
fault,’ she acknowledged. ‘I haven’t loved you much. But I want to 
now.’ 

The silence ticked away. Tom was stunned, and he lapsed into 
silence. A slight sense of coldness was invading the late afternoon 
air. The sun was beginning to sink behind the tall eucalypts and 
pines. 

Grant spoke up, in his slow drawl. ‘You know,’ he said quietly, ‘I 
reckon that some things are happening. What Joe is saying seems to 
be getting into us. Some of us here figure that we are beginning to 
see who God is, and what He is about, and it is starting to make 
sense. If it is love He is letting loose into the world, then let us be in 
it. Let us get some of that love.’ 

He turned to me. ‘What I want to know Joe,’ he said heavily, ‘is 
how do you get this love? Now don’t make it too complicated for us. 
There has just gotta be a simple way, and we want to hear what it is.’ 

I said briefly, ‘Love is known by receiving forgiveness.’ After a 
silence Graham said, ‘Explain that Joe.’ 

I said, ‘Jesus’ statement was, “He that is forgiven little, loves little. 
He that is forgiven much, loves much”. It means something like 
this—When you know you have sin, and guilt, and when you realise 
its nature, then you don’t want to have sin any more. You want to be 
free from its guilt—its pain, its shame, its pollution and its tensions—
and you want to live in freedom from it. God cannot acquit the guilty, 
or He will not be true to Himself or His law. On the Cross Christ 
takes the guilt. The terrible nature of that suffering convinces us of 
the dreadful nature of sin. On the Cross it 
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appears in its most awful forms. When we see that Christ suffered, as 
well as what He suffered, then we want the fruits of that suffering.’ 

‘The practical fact is that when, in repentance, you come to God for 
forgiveness and cleansing, God actually causes what Christ has done 
on the Cross to be effected within you. So you are free from guilt. 
You are forgiven. You are cleansed. It is the impact of that which 
actually reaches you, and so you love Him. Of course, if you think 
you have little to be forgiven, then there will be little, if any, love, 
when you are forgiven.’ 

Again the powerful silence. Moments ticked by. Grant looked at 
Graham, and Graham at him. They looked at their wives. Grant 
nodded—as though for the four of them. ‘Okay,’ he said, ‘we 
understand.’ 

Barrie made a move, as though to rise. Instead, he settled back. 
Graham continued. ‘What you mean then,’ he said, ‘is that the Cross 
killed the power of hate. Because we are loved, and know that love, 
we can now love?’ 

‘That’s it,’ I said, nodding, ‘the darkness has passed away, and the 
true light is now shining.’ 

In a flash I knew recognition had come to many. Cynthia was 
breathing heavily, but the tension had gone. Tom was looking at Joan 
as though he didn’t know who she was, but was glad for the woman 
he was seeing. The Cattleys and the Hindmarshes suddenly seemed 
to be a significant block of humanity. Acceptance had come to them. 
Even Harry seemed to have lost his vague sad look. His brows were 
puckered in a sort of astonishment. John and Evelyn had grasped 
hands—a rare phenomenon for them, at least in public. Miriam was 
looking up at me with clear and honest eyes. The Timmins hadn’t 
changed, but then they had been so peaceful, right from the 
commencement. Mary and Helen were also at peace. Sam was 
untouched, seemingly neutral. 

The silence went on, as though it would never be broken. Then it 
was. There was the sound of a man walking towards us. It was Alan 
Rowntree. He seemed a bit put out by the silence. Barrie jumped up 
to meet him, and Helen, after a moment, did the same. Alan, after 
greeting Barrie and Helen, spoke to Harry Evans. 

‘Harry,’ he said, ‘Rhonda is up there in the car.’ 
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He saw Harry’s stunned look and hurried on. ‘Said she wanted to 
come,’ he said lamely. ‘I don’t think she knew you were here. For 
that matter neither did I. I’m sorry, but I couldn’t do other than bring 
her.’ He looked at Helen. ‘Seeing,’ he said, ‘that I felt the same way, 
I just had to come.’ 

For a moment Harry didn’t move, and then he stood up, quickly 
went towards the car, up from the trees, towards the Centre. 

Barrie turned to the group. ‘Guess we should go to the Centre,’ he 
said, ‘if Joe doesn’t mind. It’s a bit cold, and anyway the meal isn’t a 
long way off’’ 

I nodded. The group rose quietly, talked with soft voices. I was 
going to stroll with the Hindmarsh-Cattley group. Before I could, 
Miriam joined me, and we walked together, hand in hand. We 
seemed to have a new touch to each other’ 

I kept thinking of John’s phrase. ‘The darkness is passing away, 
and the true light is now shining.’ 

 

Chapter 8 

I was glad, at that moment, that Barrie Toner was the pastor. I have 
often thought that taking spiritual responsibility for people isn’t my 
long suit. I wished Barrie well as he handed the Harry-Rhonda, and 
the Alan-Helen confrontations. Surprisingly enough Alan and Helen 
seemed to come together without tension. For that matter Harry had a 
good attitude to Rhonda, although there was quite a bit of tension on 
her side. He seemed much more peaceful than I would have expected, 
and my mind flashed back to our discussion on the wrath of God. 
Now that I had time to reflect I felt his attitude to God and judgement 
had largely conditioned his approach to life, and to persons. 
Somehow, in the midst of all this was Rhonda’s problem. 

The evening meal was a happy time. The two couples, for some 
reason sat together, and the conversations flowed. There was even 
laughter from their tables. The Cattleys and Hindmarshes corralled 
Miriam and me insisting that we eat with them. I noticed Cynthia 
seemed quite elated, and of course, Byron was no less. Miriam 
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and I had little time to relate, but we seemed to be greatly warmed by 
each other. I could see that the Cattley-Hindmarsh group were really 
one in their new understanding of God and His love, and the 
conversation t]owed along these lines. Shirley Cattley said, I can 
hardly wait until the next session. I think it is fantastic the way we 
can talk about all these things.’ 

It seemed no time before we were doing just that. I had slipped 
back to the cabin to go through my notes. I kept telling myself that it 
wasn’t that I didn’t know it. but that we had to have some order and 
progression in the way we went about our studies. I looked down at 
the points: (i) With the Cross the New Age has come. (ii) Satanic 
powers, as also sin and death, now have no powers over men, to 
control them. (iii) Man now has the Revelation of God’s love by 
which the Spirit has broken his hatred of God, and has captured him. 
(iv) Christ is the Head of the New Age, which can rightly be called 
the Age of Love and its Fulfilment. (v) God’s Electing Love has 
made a new People.  

Some of these new people were sitting around, on the chairs, on the 
thick-pile carpet, and chatting animatedly’ Miriam was in the centre 
of a small group—the Squires, the Evans and Byron and Cynthia. I 
noticed that she was elated, talking rapidly. Barrie called us to order, 
set us singing and praying, and finally we settled into a listening 
attitude. I fumbled in my mind, getting the points clear for a review.  

What we have to see,’ I suggested, ‘is that we are in a new age. 
Whilst this doesn’t appear so to ordinary human sight, it certainly is 
so to faith. We know God’s love has gripped us, and that we are His 
people, and that love is the order of this new age. More than that we 
have the new and true people of God—the Church. This should be 
the context in which we live, and the life we share should be that of 
love.’ 

Barrie held up his hand. ‘Maybe Joe,’ he suggested, ‘you should do 
a recap on what we had studied up to this point. Some have just 
joined us arid they won’t know what we are about.’  

We shared the recapitulation, and then launched into the topic for 
the evening—’The Order of the New People of God is—Love.’ I 
said, ‘by order, we mean ‘‘command’’. We are commanded to love. 
What we 
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know from the Book of Acts is that whether commanded or not, the 
people of God really loved. This comes through clearly in event after 
event. At Pentecost they flow together, beautifully, although they are 
from many countries other than Palestine. They share what they have, 
seeing each other through the crisis in which they were officially 
rejected by the Jewish Parliament, the Sanhedrin. The church at 
Antioch has concern for the mother-church at Jerusalem and cares for 
the poor in time of famine. The poor and the widows immediately 
become the concern of this new people of God. Whilst some do not 
understand the inclusion of the Gentiles into the church, yet, for the 
most part there is acceptance of them, and a great desire to see the 
news of forgiveness taken out into all parts of Europe and Asia. 

‘Now let us get back to this matter—the command to love. Do we 
agree that love is primarily a command?’ 

Most nodded. Harry Evans said heavily, ‘It is there, clearly enough, 
isn’t it? But then, the fact is that we don’t love. How do we get 
around that?’ 

Mary said, ‘I think we do love. It is just that we don’t always 
succeed. We try to love, and we know God wants us to love.’ 

Harry agreed. ‘But doesn’t the very fact that we are commanded to 
love make it more difficult. Shouldn’t love be spontaneous, and 
easy?’ 

I disagreed. ‘In our last study we saw that “We love because He 
first loved us”. That is the order of things. His love to us evokes ours 
to Him, and then evokes love for others.’ 

Helen broke in, surprisingly, for she rarely shared in discussion. ‘I 
think we may be a little out in our discussion,’ she said gently. ‘Love 
is something that seems to slip away from you when you just discuss 
it.’ 

I grinned, ‘You mean you know it really, in the experience?’ 
She smiled, brightly, and nodded. ‘I was thinking,’ she said, ‘when 

you rushed through your description of what happened in the early 
church, that you sounded like someone who is trying to prove 
something.’ She smiled again, gently, ‘You don’t have to prove all 
that, because when love is happening people see it. Everyone who 
reads the Book of Acts just knows that it was love. 
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I was thinking of something more—especially about love being a 
command. It is only unacceptable as a command to those who do not 
like commands anyway.’ 

There was a murmur of general assent from the group. Helen 
looked around. ‘And who does like commands?’ she asked, and gave 
the answer, herself. ‘No one does.’ 

‘We come to like them,’ said Mary quietly. ‘In fact we love to have 
commands, and feel lost without them.’ 

Helen was now excited. ‘That’s what I meant,’ she said. ‘When you 
see that God is really love—I mean when you see that He has been 
loving all the time, and is now loving, in everything, then you want to 
love. You don’t care if it is a command, because it is in the same 
realm of action as God.’ 

I could have hugged her. At the same time I was amazed. Had I not 
had a special revelation, all of mine, or rather, only to me—in those 
five days? Now here was Helen saying what I had seen, and both 
saying and seeing it better. 

‘Let’s put it this way,’ I said, feeling really excited. ‘Let’s say that 
God being love, we would be going dead against 
things-as-they-,really-are if we didn’t love.’ 

Byron broke in. ‘Are you saying Joe, what you said before, that the 
universe is love-structured?’ When I nodded he went on. ‘And do we 
have to understand that God is not simply above this world, a Great 
Reserve of Love, but that in fact, time, space, and all that is 
happening within them is His thing of Love.’ 

I actually clapped my hands in delight. ‘Absolutely!’ I crowed. 
Joan was excited, too. ‘I understand that,’ she cried. ‘Yesterday I 

was bitter with God because things weren’t working in our marriage, 
in our family, in life. Then when I saw the Cross I understood that 
God has always been working. Right now, right here, He is working.’ 

‘You bet,’ Graham growled out, and Grant nodded heavily like a 
planned and determined echo I glanced at Tom and saw that he was, 
in fact, frightened. I suddenly knew why. He was scared of being 
exposed to love. I guess he thought Joan’s love was too intense, too 
immolating. Yet, in fact, I knew it was not. It was strong’ but it was 
gentle. I could tell by the way she looked at him. In that moment I 
knew that we had no  
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fear for the outcome of the week-end. Love had broken through. 
Dimly I knew it related to the study we had had on the Cross. 

‘It is always “right here” and “right now”, but we just don’t see it,’ 
I said. Barrie nodded, and I fancied he has broken through also into a 
richer revelation of love. I looked across at Helen, ‘Thank you, 
Helen,’ I said, ‘for letting us in on your insight. You were right. We 
were become analytical, really missing the genuine warm feeling of 
love.’ I grinned. ‘But the facts are still the facts,’ I said, ‘whether we 
feel them or not and have to work by them.’ I looked around at the 
group. ‘Come on,’ I invited, ‘let us get down to work—both with 
facts and the feeling.’ 

‘Let us grasp this clearly,’ I further requested, ‘that there is a new 
age, a New Head, and a new people. That is what this time is all 
about, and why it is good to be alive today. Let’s be clear—the power 
of Satan, his angel-powers, his world system, and the fleshly evil of it 
have lost their power over man-in-Christ. Man, being liberated is 
filled with love, and has gratitude towards God. More than this he has 
become a son of God, in context with all the children of God. He is 
part of the family, a household of God, who is Father. In this context 
he loves. He is commanded to love, not because he would not, but 
because love is the order of the initial creation, and will prove to be 
so of the new creation—at the end-time. When we love we are only 
living in God’s natural order for man, since, being in the image of 
God, he was made to love.’ 

‘Not so fast, Joe,’ pleaded Grant. ‘Take it steady.’ 
I nodded. ‘Let’s back-track’ I suggested. ‘Do you remember that 

we said “Life is a matter of relationships”? We meant that when we 
love God, others, and ourselves, then we truly live. It is life to know 
Him, the only true God, and His Son. We know we have passed from 
death unto life because we love the brethren. Robert Southwell, the 
poet, said once, “Not where I breathe but where I love, I live”.’ 

Joan nodded, almost violently. Tom was staring at her, as though 
he were beginning to believe the change in her. Rhonda’s face was 
puckered, as though she was straining to see something, which, as 
yet, was so dim to her. I glanced across at Alan, hoping he was being  
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touched, but his face was smooth, and his look impassive’ I kept 
thinking, ‘Love is working’. Love is working, and then I felt 
unexploded laughter within me. Love had always been working, 
hadn’t it? I stopped worrying about Alan.  

Byron said, ‘Sorry, Joe, but I always get restless when the material 
isn’t organised, keep back-tracking.’ 

I nodded. ‘We saw that the Triune God worked in creation, in 
redemption, and is working now, towards the restitution of all things. 
We saw that when man went wrong God had, anyway, planned the 
Cross. It was this Cross which destroyed our guilt-image of God, 
through which we saw Him as grim, unloving, vengeful. Love 
opened up to us—at the Cross—the true nature of God. Being freed 
we began to love God.’ 

Byron nodded. The Cattley-Hindmarsh clique grunted assent. The 
others were silent.  

‘Well, then’ I observed, ‘since love is of the creation, redemptional, 
and restitutive order of things, the command to love is what makes us 
part of what God is doing. The command is guidance as well as being 
the divine imperative.’ I could see the gleam in Byron’s eyes but 
warned him off with a hand-wave. ‘Just a minute,’ I pleaded. ‘God 
gives us a heart to love Him, and to love His commands. Moses told 
the people, “The Lord your God will circumcise your heart and the 
heart of your offspring so that you will love the Lord your God with 
all your heart and with all your soul, that you may live”. Even our 
loving God is evoked by Him.’ 

Harry agreed. At the same time I could see he wanted more. He 
pointed his empty pipe in my direction. ‘Joe,’ he said heavily, ‘is 
love spontaneous or not.’ 

I raised my hands, as though in surrender. ‘Harry,’ I said, ‘you have 
me. I can only escape by asking a further question, “Is love a matter 
of the will or not?” ‘ 

‘The will,’ he said shortly. ‘We will to love.’ 
‘Right,’ I said, ‘then the actions of the will are sometimes 

spontaneous, sometimes laboured. Sometimes we will to do things 
which we do not, in fact, like doing.’ He agreed.  

‘What,’ I asked him, ‘really grips the will?’ 
He thought for a while, looked at his pipe, peered into 
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its empty bowl, and then looked at me. ‘Love, of course,’’ he said 
calmly.  

There was a silence. Rhonda was looking at him, puzzled. 
‘So then,’ I said, ‘the exercise of will can be spontaneous or 

laboured, but only love will move it, especially to obey a command.’ 
Harry was sitting, his pipe gripped in his hands, between his thighs. 

He was staring at it, or the floor. Then he looked up. ‘I’ve always 
waited to be loved,’ he said. ‘I can’t ever remember really loving 
anybody, either spontaneously, or by working at it.’ He glanced at 
Rhonda, very thoughtfully. After that he looked at me, and spoke. 
‘How dumb can you be?’ he asked defiantly. ‘And how can you be so 
dumb, for so long?’ He ,looked again at Rhonda. She looked back at 
him, as though she could not comprehend.  

I pressed on. ‘If love is the true order of God’s universe, then it is 
no less true of God’s special people—the Church. As a matter of fact 
that is what they are all about. You remember I John 4: 12 which we 
read, “No man has seen God at any time. If we love one another, God 
abides in us, and His love has come to its full goal, in us”. John 
means that no one has actually seen God, but just as men, seeing 
Jesus, could have seen the Father, so men, seeing us love one 
another, likewise can see God. This is His goal—the goal of love.’ 

‘What you mean,’ said Barrie, ‘is that where we love one another 
God’s goal is fulfilled, and that is what He is all about, and that’s 
what everything is all about.’  

Grant said, ‘It must be. In the ultimate, nothing else could make 
sense.’ He paused, ‘Why weren’t we told these things years ago?’ 

I had heard this statement so many times. ‘Perhaps we were,’ I said 
hopefully: Grant shook his head. ‘If it was said, then it never came 
through.’ 

Harry Evans spoke up, ‘The big thing is that it has come through,’ 
he said. He gave a look, full of meaning, and sent it in Rhonda’s 
direction. She was still looking puzzled, and seemed to miss it.  

I kept feeling that although much had been said, we were still not 
getting through the material I had hoped we could. Then I 
remembered Helen’s statement about presenting facts without 
necessarily putting the flesh 
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on to them. All this discussion was probably necessary so that the 
group would not be fed more than it could assimilate. Again, no one 
really learns from undigested wads of information being fed to his 
mental processes. Realising this I sighed.  

For the first time Alan spoke up. ‘I don’t quite get you, Joe,’ he 
said. ‘When you talk about love, are you just talking about agape?’ 

I tried to sense the direction his question would lead us. ‘Do you 
mean,’ I said, ‘agape as against eros or philia?’ 

He nodded. ‘I’ve talked about love for years, in Bible class and 
church, but now all that seems so abstract to me. It’s like being in 
some cloud-cuckoo realm, you know, like living in an ivory castle 
with pet ideas, but never coming out of it to live life, and test out the 
ideas. In fact none of those ideas seems real to me—not any more. So 
what do you really mean by love?’ 

I could scarcely keep myself from rubbing my hands, and purring 
with satisfaction. He had put us right on to my next two points in the 
notes. (i) Whom do we love? and (ii) What are the modes and actions 
of love? I thought quickly, ‘If I answer him briefly, then we will not 
go into these thoroughly. Secondly, is he trying to make a 
smoke-screen, behind which to hide?’ I came to a quick conclusion . 

‘Alan, suppose we look at agape, eros, and philia. Let us discuss 
those, and then have some coffee. After coffee let us look at the 
modes and actions of love and see whether they are practical, or only 
airy-fairy, something for theologians, but out of the stream of life.’ 
He agreed readily enough, and the group leaned forwards. Like me, 
they had heard many sermons and studies on these three Greek 
words. I grinned inwardly knowing they might not have heard what I 
was about to say. 

‘You all understand agape as divine love—is that correct?’ I asked. 
They nodded. ‘You understand eros as sexual love?’ Again the 

nods. 
‘You understand philia or philein as affection for a person or an 

object that is pleasurable, attractive, or dear to the subject?’ They 
nodded. 
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I grinned. ‘There is really only one love—God’s love,’ I said, ‘that 
which you call agape. When man is created in the image of God he is 
given the capacity to love, that is to use this agape in all his relations. 
Call sexual love eros if you wish, but in fact true eros is true agape.’ 

I waited for a moment, watching comprehension dawn. One by one 
they agreed. ‘Eros which is not agape is not true eros,’ I suggested’  

‘Why call it eros?’ said Byron, bluntly. I nodded in answer’ 
‘Exactly. Just use the word love,’ I agreed. ‘Likewise if love for a 

person is authentic, then why use the word philia and not agape? 
True philea is agape.’  

Ross Timmins said, ‘You don’t object to the use of eros or the 
other word philia, do you?’  

I shook my head. ‘Not a bit. Use any word you like, since they 
seem to denote different classes or operations of the same love. But 
don’t use them if they have wrong connotation, such as does eros, 
and don’t limit love, such as in the use of philia.’ When I saw that all 
were not convinced, I went on, ‘Take the use of agape for divine 
love. The New Testament in a number of places says something like 
this: “Love not the world, neither the things that are in the world, if 
any man love the world the love of the Father is not in him”. The 
writer uses the verb agapao, meaning “Don’t have agape for the 
world”. Paul spoke of Demas actually having this. “Demas has 
forsaken me, having loved this present world”. So you can use agape 
for anything. It is’ simply using the love, which is part of the image 
of God, for wrong purposes and operations.’ 

I looked around, ‘Eros, operating in the wrong sense is really 
“fallen agape”. Likewise the selfish use of philia. The new birth, or 
renewal through forgiveness, justification and regeneration is our 
reintroduction into agape. Hence Paul says “The love of God has 
been shed abroad in our hearts by the Holy Spirit who has been given 
unto us”. That is “We love, because he first loved us”.’ 

Rhonda Evans had long been a member of Barrie’s church, even 
after she had left Harry. She had rarely been vocal in groups, 
although she was outspoken enough in life. She said slowly, ‘you 
think that sex is clean, then, do you?’ 
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The question caught me by surprise. ‘Clean?’ I said. ‘Of course it’s 
clean. It’s God’s gift. It is mans treasure.  

I could see her wrestling with that matter. Something seemed to be 
happening with her, and it could have been a major revolution in 
thinking. She said in an even voice, ‘Well, not all sex is clean. We 
know that.’ 

‘All love is clean,’ I said gently, ‘whether it is sexual or otherwise.’ 
She shook her head, as though not convinced, and lapsed back into 

silence.  
Barrie became businesslike, and brisk. ‘About that coffee,’ he said. 

‘We all need it after heavy sessions like this.’ He went off to get it, 
and some of the women followed.  

Grant said, ‘I don’t find anything heavy about this. It’s just 
commonsense, if you think about it.’ 

‘If you think about it,’ Byron said, ‘Christianity is only 
commonsense anyway.’ 

‘That’s right,’ echoed John Squires. ‘It’s just commonsense.’ Then 
he grinned broadly. ‘If you think about it.’ He thumped one fist into 
the other palm and said, as he rose. ‘Not too many think about it, eh?’ 

‘That’s right,’ agreed Harry Evans. He stood up and made his way 
awkwardly towards Rhonda, and I noticed, as they were carrying the 
coffee in that she didn’t seem to mind.  

Chapter 9 

Before we get down to the nitty-gritty—the actuals of love,’ I said, 
‘and the way in which we love, let us go back to whom we love, and 
why.’ 

Most had drunk coffee or tea, but some were sipping at a second 
cup, and nibbling away at cookies and biscuits. No one was 
pretending to be disinterested. There was a power, in the group, 
which was near to throbbing. In just over twenty four hours there had 
been a potent build-up of inter-personal relations, and I felt that the 
truth was coming through, not only conceptually, but experimentally, 
and vividly. You could say it was revelation. Since I had rarely 
witnessed such a situation 
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I was deeply grateful. When I remembered back to those five days I 
felt it should not be otherwise.  

I smiled inwardly as I looked at the file and the notes and thought 
of the international speaker and his brief-case, but the reality was 
living and dynamic. 

‘We have already heard whom it is we should love,’ I said. ‘But let 
us see whether it will come through now, not just as a proposition but 
also as a personal matter Right; we love God, ourselves, and others. 
Think about it; how many of us love God?’ 

We paused, and there was thoughtful thinking. I did not ask for 
raised hands, or confession of the matter, but some were nodding. 
Some smiled brightly, and a few were enrapt, as though seeing the 
ineffable. Some were simply pondering the matter. 

Then I went on. ‘When I say “how many really love God?” I am 
not asking that in a legalistic way as though accusing any of not 
loving. I’m thinking of the enormous loss to the human personality 
when we do not love Him. Loving Him, as we saw, is knowing Him, 
and possessing true life—as a human being. We love Him because 
He created us and we are alive. Remember Southwell’s statement—
”Not where I breathe, but where I love, I live?” This is life to love 
Him.’ 

As I said these words I remembered the biographies I had read, the 
lives of the saints, the cries of the Psalms, the longings of the 
prophets, the questings of men and women who had panted after 
God, the trembling thirsting hart at the sight of the distant 
water-brook. 

It was a solemn moment. I saw Mary in quiet joy, Helen in a still 
rapture, Joan in vibrant ecstasy, Byron in solemn trust, Grant and 
Graham bowed as in lowly severance, John and Evelyn silent with 
true knowledge. Miriam was looking at me, her eyes brimming, and 
Harry was crushing the bowl of his pipe, squeezing it in his strong 
fist. I didn’t dare to look further—to Cynthia, Rhonda and Alan. I 
could feel the Timmins somewhere against the background, a 
twosome of serenity. 

‘Knowledge puffs up,’ said Barrie, softly, ‘but love builds up. If 
one loves God, one is known by Him.’ 

‘Think,’ I said, taking up his point, ‘of the things which come to a 
man who loves God. In everything God is 
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working good for such a one, and eye has not seen, nor ear heard, nor 
has ever entered man’s imagination— what God has prepared for the 
man who loves Him. To love God—this is everything.’ 

The coffee mugs had been quietly placed down. A strong quietness 
had entered the room, and was reigning over our persons.  

‘And yet,’ I went on, ‘it is no less to love ourselves.’ 
Rhonda started, as though shocked. Her lips formed words which 

did not come. I knew she was protesting’ I knew she was saying, 
‘One mustn’t love one’s self.’ 

‘We must love our neighbours as we love ourselves,’ I said, ‘and 
this isn’t even enlightened self-interest. We must love what God has 
made. We must rejoice in it. We must rejoice, too, in what He has 
remade. If any man is in Christ he is a new creation—the old has 
gone, the new has come.’ 

Rhonda managed to articulate. ‘I can’t get it, Joe,’ she said 
desperately. ‘Honestly, I can’t. What is there to love in a life of 
failure.’ 

Harry looked at her with a hurt look. He muttered something to 
himself.  

‘What failure,’ I asked. ‘Isn’t all failure on the Cross?’ 
She said in a low voice. ‘You make it too easy. It isn’t as simple as 

that.’ 
‘But it is,’ I said. ‘Not easy for Him, but free for us. If the failure 

hasn’t been taken there and destroyed, then there is nowhere it can be 
obliterated. The Cross makes everything new.’ 

Harry said in a soft gentle voice. ‘Joe, Rhonda isn’t just talking 
about her failures. She’s talking about the failures of others. She’s 
talking about the terrible hurts they have given.’ 

Rhonda turned and looked fully at Harry. I could easily see the 
amazement in her eyes, even though I could not see her eyes full on, 
nor see her eyes as Harry was seeing them. I heard her give a sob, 
and then Harry lumbered up from his seat, making his way towards 
her. We all looked elsewhere than at them. I kept marvelling at the 
power of the Cross or, as I should say, the power of love.  

Joan, either to cover the moment, or because it was 
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a live matter for her, spoke up. ‘I know what Joe’s saying,’ she said 
with some vibrancy. ‘He’s saying that what God has created is 
beautiful, and however deformed this becomes from sin, what He re-
creates is even more beautiful. Love reshapes us marvellously.’ 

At that moment I knew she had recaptured Tom. Perhaps I ought to 
say she had captured him, for I sensed she had never really gripped 
him. I knew that if she went on we would have another emotional 
climax on our hands, and I was sure that interrupting it at this point 
would not destroy it. It would climax later, as it ought to, in private.  

‘That’s right,’ I said with a heartiness that had some nervous 
element in it. ‘To discover who and what you are is wonderful. I’ve 
seen people, who, when they become forgiven, suddenly discover 
some talent or gift. I guess you can say that forgiveness releases us to 
be creative.’ Whilst I said this I suddenly understood the poets who, 
like the prophets, had tried to communicate the mind of God.  

‘If you don’t love yourself,’ I said, looking directly at Miriam, 
‘then how do you expect your husband or your wife to love you? We 
had better be what God has made us, through creation, the Gross, and 
the Spirit.’ There was more ease now. I noticed that Harry and 
Rhonda were sitting together. They seemed intent on what I was 
saying, and not on each other. We were back into a learning situation.  

‘Then there is loving one another,’ I said. ‘Inside the family of God 
there are brothers and sisters, loving the same Father and being loved 
by Him. Loving the same Brother, the same Lord, and being loved by 
Him’ Being flooded with love by the same Spirit—the Spirit of 
love—and loving Him’ “If we love one another God dwells in us, 
and His love has come to its full goal in us”‘. 

Grant spoke up. His voice had lost its casual note. It was both 
strong and deliberate. ‘Joe,’ he said purposefully, ‘Most of you 
Christians have been spoiled. You’ve lived with love so long that you 
don’t appreciate it like we do—us heathens. This week-end, this 
group, why it’s a miracle to us. We know the difference between love 
outside the church and in it. You may have your queer ones, and your 
nominal ones, but when 
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you strike the true gold you know it.’ He thumped his large thigh. 
‘It’s here, I tell you. You do love one another, and so do we. We’re 
all in it together.’ 

I remembered Mary, dear Mary, calling us back from information 
and gathered facts to the reality of love m action. ‘Thank you,’ I said 
to Grant. ‘I guess we’re not so much spoiled as we’ve taken a lot for 
granted. I’m sure we appreciate the love, and that must be why we 
are talking about it this week-end.’ 

Grant nodded, and looked down. I knew he had made an 
impression on Sam. Sam had watched the love of the group for years, 
yet it had not, seemingly, touched him. To see the Cattleys and 
Hindmarshes rise as surely to the Cross as any fancy-free trout to a 
brilliant lure really impressed him. He seemed to have a new look for 
Mary, not that he had ever complained about her. If he had any 
objection it was that she succeeded where he had always failed. 

‘Suppose,’ I said, ‘that we love God, ourselves, and others, then 
surely that would be life.’ 

Most nodded at that. I grinned and glanced down at the notes. This 
was where we would have to leave much of our feeling, and get 
down to the nitty-gritty. ‘Are we ready,’ I asked, ‘to discuss the 
practical outworking of love?’ 

‘We are ready,’ said Byron, and his eyes were on Cynthia. I looked 
in her direction, and realised, with a faint sense of shock, that her 
gaze was quite clear; serene in fact. 

‘When I was a young preacher,’ I said, ‘I thought it wasn’t right to 
attempt a description of love. I used to say “You’ll know it when you 
see it. Even Paul doesn’t tell you what it is. He just tells you what it 
does, and what it doesn’t do. You have to recognise it”. However as 
the years have gone by I’ve come across some good descriptions of 
love, so let us try them out.’ 

‘Like recipes,’ interrupted Helen brightly. 
‘Like recipes,’ I agreed. ‘First is this—Love is caring enough for 

another to discern that one’s needs, and then caring enough to go 
through to try to supply them.’ 

There was general agreement. ‘When do we care that much for 
anyone?’ I asked. 
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‘Never,’ said Graham. Grant nodded. Even Sam gave a faint nod. 
Mind you,’  

I added, ‘I’m talking about the love of God in us, and not our 
unaided human love, with its selfish bias.’ Most understood this.  

‘Imagine,’ I said, ‘that you are on the receiving end of his love. 
Imagine he, or she, cares enough to find out your need, and then 
supplies it. How about that?’  

‘How about that?’ echoed Grant. He looked at Shirley. ‘Honey,’ he 
said, ‘It’s going to be like that from now on.’ He swivelled back to 
me, ‘I used to think you preachers talked a lot about love in the 
pulpit—like it was a hobby, but very little of it showed up at home.’  

‘Maybe you were right,’ I said, looking at Miriam. She was a bit 
red in the face, trying not to laugh. I hurried on. ‘People have a lot of 
needs. Sometimes even they don’t know what they are. Love ferrets 
them out and does something. God knows our needs. He ferrets them 
out and does something.’ 

‘Like the Cross,’ said Barrie. I nodded. ‘Like the Cross,’ I agreed 
solemnly. ‘Like the pollution of sin, and its burden and its shame. He 
cares enough to destroy the lot.’  

Then I went on. ‘The Father cares enough to father us,’ I said, 
‘because the Father is our deepest need.’  

I looked around the group. ‘Think,’ I said, ‘what is the deepest need 
of your partner? Discern that. Care enough to discern it. Then meet 
it.’  

There was silence. I knew we were all doing just that—caring. I 
saw Miriam’s eyes, with unaccustomed softness. Evelyn was soft, 
and John was near to doting. Right down the line—husband and wife, 
wife and husband; then Byron and Cynthia. All the time I kept 
thinking about Alan Rowntree. For the most part he had hidden his 
distress, but I knew it was there. 

 ‘Love,’ I said, ‘is giving. “God so loved that He gave.” There is no 
loving without giving, although you can have giving without loving.’ 
They nodded in agreement. Harry said, ‘We give a lot of things to 
show our love, when in fact it is really to save us from actually 
loving.’  

Again there was agreement, Mary said, ‘True giving is a joy, but 
mostly it is quite costly.’  

‘Not costly,’ said Helen, ‘if you really love.’ Mary agreed 
graciously. Sam studied her closely.  
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‘All we have God has given us,’ I said, trying not to sound unctious 
or preachy. ‘The life we have, the breath in our bodies, our gifts and 
graces, and the love. When we came to Him we received the gift of 
repentance, of faith, of forgiveness, and then of the Spirit. Any other 
special gifts are from Him. So that is a lot of love.’ 

We sat silent, thinking about all the gifts. Most of us had our homes 
stocked with things; we have fine children, good bank accounts, 
friends, and as much security as most people can have. Beyond that 
we had the gifts of friends, and here, right in this room, the full gift of 
His love, making us to live as the family. 

‘Do we give?’ I asked. ‘I mean really give? He gave His Son, or as 
you might say, Himself. In the Cross He gave Christ up for us all, 
making Him to be sin. That is really giving. Yet God does not grind it 
out. He loves an hilarious giver, as the Good Book says. I guess He 
loves such, because they are like Him. He gives hilariously.’ 

Alan Timmins said softly, ‘You never get to the end of giving.’ 
‘It could be an adventure,’ said Helen. 
‘Never thought about it,’ said Graham suddenly. ‘Heck, what you 

could do if you gave.’ 
Barrie said, ‘He who has the world’s goods, and sees his brother 

has need, yet closes his heart against him. how does God’s love abide 
in him?’ 

‘Is that you, or the Bible,’ Grant asked. Barrie, with a grin, said it 
was the Bible. 

‘Heck,’ said Graham again, ‘I can see it now. God’s goal would be 
reached if we cared, and discerned and gave and fulfilled the needs.’ 

It was a long sentence for Graham, but a powerful one. There was a 
murmur, Byron said, ‘all sorts of gifts, for all sorts of needs.’ 

I quoted someone whose name I had forgotten. ‘ “Love,” I said, ‘‘is 
the deed which meets the need”. The giving is the gift, and is the 
deed, meeting the need.’ 

‘Of course,’ said Harry, ‘why didn’t we see that before?’ He looked 
around. ‘Love is quite practical, isn’t it?’ he asked. Without waiting 
for an answer he said, ‘None of your preachy stuff, really. It is good, 
honest, down to earth action.’ 
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‘Quite,’ agreed Barrie. ‘Love in the Scriptures doesn’t relate much 
to emotion and sentiment, but to the practical. If not that, then 
nothing at all.’ 

Grant looked up at me. ‘You got any more definitions?’ he 

demanded. ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘why?’ 
‘Why?, he echoed. ‘Why? Oh because we’ve got enough in what 

you said to keep us going for a long time.’ 
Barrie looked at me and winked. Then he stood up. ‘I think Grant is 

right,’ he said. ‘Let’s leave it at that tonight. We’ll go on with more, 
tomorrow. What’s more it will do Joe good to stop. He’s had a heavy 
day.’ 

Even though the meeting closed at that point, people still sat on. No 
one seemed to want to leave. After a time the exodus began. The first 
to go was Alan, and Helen followed him. Others followed. Miriam 
and I were almost the last to leave. Only Rhonda and Harry stayed 
behind. Harry’s pipe was empty, and he was staring in front of him. 
Rhonda sat closely to him. I noticed as I went that they were holding 
hands. My heart almost missed a beat. 

It nearly missed another when Miriam took my hand. There was 
something very gentle in her touch, and firm in her grip. It sent my 
mind skeltering back to many years before. Thinking about this I 
forgot about Harry and Rhonda. Of course, in one way it was none of 
my business. In another way, you could say, it was all of my 
business. 

Chapter 10 

When the new morning came I could scarcely believe we had been 
there about forty hours. So much had happened from the first 
trembling about the studies, to the quiet miracle of Harry and Rhonda 
last night. I remembered there were some other miracles too, 
including the one lying beside me. 

When we dressed, and made our way into the valley we were not 
alone. Others were strolling. I imagined the Cattleys and the 
Hindmarshes were down after trout. Perhaps Sam with them. Then I 
saw he wasn’t. He was with Mary, and they were with Tom and Joan. 
They were all talking quietly. The leaves under the 
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trees were dry and the foursome were stretched out, hands under 
heads, reclining on the forest carpet. We penetrated the gums and 
pines a little deeper, and found a quiet place. After a time Miriam 
said, ‘You are certainly different Joe. You are just like I used to think 
you really were.’ We both laughed at the mixed sentence. ‘Am I just 
like I really was, or am I really like I am now?’ I asked. Her eyes 
sparkled with the teasing, and we wrestled and rolled in mock anger. 
After a time she said, ‘I think we will stay here forever.’ 

‘Agreed,’ I cried. ‘We’ll live off the land, catching trout, stealing 
milk from the cows, and shooting an occasional rabbit.’ 

‘We’ll have each other,’ she said triumphantly. ‘No one will get 
you. No telephone. No sudden call. No week-ends away. No empty 
bed. I’ll have my Joe.’ We both laughed, and I thought of all the days 
we had been away from each other. I felt a bit guilty, at the times it 
had not seemed to matter. Then I realised that I didn’t want any days 
away—not ever. 

I teased her. ‘You are the Miriam that fits the image of the Miriam I 
wanted but did not really have,’ I said. She said seriously. ‘That’s 
where we went wrong. We had images.’ 

‘And now we have no images?’ I asked. She agreed. ‘No images,’ 
she said firmly. ‘We mustn’t love images, but persons—no matter 
what they are.’ 

That was when the climax came. It was as though we had come 
through to each other. We had interpenetrated. It was not like at the 
first when we were shy, gentle, and even afraid. It was not like later 
when we possessed each other, but accepted the relationship as our 
marriage right. It was mature now, not just emotional, but of course 
not without emotion. It was total acceptance, one of the other. At that 
moment I remembered a theologian had said, ‘When we are accepted 
of God we can accept ourselves, and then accept others. That is 
justification.’ 

It was wonderful to scramble up the hill, as though we were greatly 
young again and to burst in upon them all at breakfast, as though we 
were hungry noisy teenagers, like our own children. The only thing 
was that the others were the same—like hungry noisy teenagers, and 
they scarcely seemed to notice us in our condition. 
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‘There is no doubt about this love thing,’ Miriam giggled, ‘it sets 
you off, doesn’t it?’ Although I knew what she meant, I pretended I 
didn’t. I also pretended that I was quite serious, that I had more 
studies to give, and that I ought to have gravity befitting the occasion. 
Miriam, for her part, refused to be deceived.  

 

.   .   .   .   .   .   . 
 
The singing had never been like it was that morning. We agreed not 

to go outside, for the sun would have sent us to sleep. When we 
began singing it was as though we had penetrated another dimension 
of life and its experience. We began to know what it meant ‘one heart 
and one voice’. Sometimes the singing took on its own character, as 
though gripping us rather than we gripping it. 

The prayer, too, was different. It was strange and wonderful to hear 
men like Grant and Graham praying. A trifle self-conscious, they 
talked to God as men do to a friend. After a time Harry joined in, and 
then Sam. Byron was still a bit professional. The women were gentle 
and insistent. They wanted God to do even more. They were sure He 
would. 

After a time Barrie said, ‘Now, Joe, it is over to you.’ 
Harry waved an arm in the air. ‘Just a minute,’ he said a little 

gruffly. He cleared his throat, looked down at Rhonda, and then said 
clearly. ‘Rhonda and I just want to share something.’ He looked at 
her again, as though seeking for help. ‘Rhonda and I are man and 
wife again,’ he said. He paused. ‘After a long time,’ he said. Then he 
added. ‘It is good to be forgiven. First by God, and then by Rhonda.’ 
For him it was a long speech. ‘Just thought,’ he added, ‘that it would 
help us all if-we were to share it.’ 

I saw Alan look suddenly at Helen, and wince. He had brought 
Rhonda down, and this had happened. Unbelievably it had happened. 
He paled, and slumped slightly in his seat. I saw Tom look at Joan, 
and knew their relationship had greatly improved, if not indeed it had 
been wholly righted. Sam did not look at Mary but it was as though 
he had no need. 

When Sam sat down I began immediately. ‘I guess we had better 
get on to the practical ways of loving,’ I said. ‘It is curious, you 
know, but each one of us understands how he expects true love to act, 
but then 
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we want it to act towards us. If we reversed this, and saw how it 
should then act towards others, we could not say we do not know 
how to love.’ 

Harry said warmly, ‘Oh, we know how to love, for sure. It is just 
that we won’t love.’ 

I nodded and went on. ‘Right! I remember the day I discovered that 
I can love. I saw there is no such thing as being unable to love, but 
just being unwilling.’ 

Alan Rowntree, for some reason, seemed a different man. He was 
by no means free in the manner he had been, in past days, but he 
seemed to have confidence to talk, and there was no touch of 
defiance or bravado in his manner. ‘That’s a new thought to me,’ he 
said seriously. ‘I have always thought that if you don’t love, well, 
that is that. You are really saying that we can love anyone, if we 
will.’ 

I agreed. He went on, ‘And since you make no difference between 
eros and agape, you would say that any man could love his wife, no 
matter what?’ When I agreed he pursued the matter. ‘You mean that 
no one need fall out of love with his wife?’ 

I nodded. ‘Love is not a matter of compatibility, or affinity, but of 
will.’ 

He shook his head, not as though he doubted, but as though he 
would have to think that one through more thoroughly. 

‘To get back to modes of love,’ I said, ‘I once saw a definition of 
love as being “self-impartation”.’ I looked around at the group. 
‘Would you buy that?’ Someone nodded in agreement; others 
pondered it. 

‘Theologians,’ I went on, ‘talk about discreteness. By this they 
mean that each person is an entity in himself. They say that in the 
unity of the Trinity the Father is discrete, the Son is discrete, and the 
Holy Spirit is discrete, yet the Three so give themselves to one 
another that they are said to be one. The more the one, the more the 
discrete nature of each is preserved. Whilst this may sound complex, 
yet it is precisely the same in human affairs. When we do not give 
ourselves, we experience less of ourselves than when we are giving. 
Is this not so?’ I went on, ‘The old saying that we are only truly 
persons in the context of other persons is what we mean.’ 



WHERE I  LOVE I  LIVE 

 76

When no one spoke I continued. ‘With the definition we have had, 
I want to add another. ‘‘Love is the interpenetration of persons, one 
penetrating to the depths of another, and there giving what that 
person needs most—other-person”.’ When they had absorbed the 
thought there was general agreement. At least there was a warm 
murmur.  

‘Do you remember,’ I asked, ‘that Jesus prayed concerning His 
disciples and the later ones who would believe on Christ because of 
their teaching. “I pray that they may be one, as Thou, Father, art in 
me, and I in Thee that they also may be in us”?’ When they indicated 
that they did, I said, ‘Love is not full unless and until we share 
ourselves totally with another or others. It is self-impartation, but 
love is fullest where this is mutual. Whilst this may sound interesting 
as a concept, it is very powerful as an act, and an experience.’ 

Alan Rowntree was obviously deeply puzzled. ‘I can’t think of any 
time when I gave myself,’ he said. ‘I guess I have given out of 
myself, but not myself. I always keep part of me private for me. I 
suppose you would say I protect myself.’ 

‘Against what?’ asked Joan, suddenly. Alan looked at her, still 
puzzled. ‘I don’t really know,’ he admitted, ‘except that somewhere I 
must have gotten hurt. I am plain scared to let anyone into my 
person.’ He looked down at Helen. ‘Heaven knows,’ he said, 
continuing to be puzzled, ‘why I should be scared to let Helen 
penetrate. I’ve nothing to fear from her.’ 

‘Perhaps,’ said Mary softly, ‘you were afraid of becoming part of 
another, if that one became part of you.’ 

Alan still seemed lost in mists, as though not seeing clearly. ‘It will 
come,’ he muttered, ‘but I can’t see why it didn’t happen with Helen 
and me.’ 

I bridged the impasse by saying, ‘Well, it doesn’t matter why it 
hasn’t happened with some of us. The fact is that it can.’ 

Barrie agreed. ‘All you have been saying ties in with the first 
couple. You remember Adam said that Eve was “flesh of my flesh, 
and bone of my bone”. Jesus said, ‘ They became one flesh”.’ 

Evelyn spoke up. ‘But what Joe is saying is not just for husbands 
and wives,’ she insisted. Barrie nodded. 
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‘But it had better not be less than that for husbands and wives,’ he 
stated.  

Evelyn agreed. ‘I just never understood a lot of people. here,’ she 
said. ‘Not until this week-end. Now I am trying to get inside them, 
and understand.’ She looked towards me. ‘I never could figure Joe 
out, or even Barrie, but I can really see who they are now—and love 
them. This has happened since I saw my real love for John.’ She had 
a glow to her face, the sort of glow Joan had acquired on the second 
day. 

I picked up the thread. ‘When Paul says in II Corinthians 5: 14 that 
the love of Christ grips him he tells why. He says “Because we are 
convinced that if one died for all, then did all die”. He means, ‘His 
love grips and controls me, because he has identified with me, to the 
hilt, so much so that he died my death—to sin, its penalty, pollution 
and power. He became one with me, in my person so that my 
personal death became his.’ Now we have to identify with others, in 
their need, and give, and share what we have, for what they need.’ 

When no one stirred I went on, ‘What is more “love is mutual 
fellowship”; it is sharing and caring together. John said “Our 
fellowship is with the Father and with His Son”. So is ours. We 
fellowship with God and with others. We come to others through 
God, via His love. It works out so practically in life when we do 
that.’ 

Grant called out, ‘What do you mean, Joe—”we come to Others 
through God, via His love”? I don’t understand that.’ 

I looked around, trying to determine whether the answer would be 
an intrusion on time, or helpful. I wanted us to be practical and not 
merely reflective. Finally I decided to plunge in, and be a bit 
reflective. 

‘It’s like this,’ I said to the group, and not to Grant in particular. 
‘God creates us all out of the resources of His being. As the Godhead 
is societal, so is man. You do not know a man just by examining him. 
You know him best when you are a man, relating to other persons. 
You cannot really know God except by relating to Him. Since we all 
come from God we cannot really know one another truly, out of God. 
We know one another in Him. To have fellowship with Him leads us 
to authentic fellowship with others.’ 
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‘I kind of get the idea’ grunted Grant, ‘so back to the cactus, Joe. 
Tell us the practical thing.’ 

‘It is practical to relate to each other through God,’ I said. ‘In a way 
you don’t have to try. You have to try not to, if you don’t wish to 
relate to others.’ 

‘That’s right,’ said Alan Rowntree, as though somebody had 
prodded him with a sharp object. ‘I’ve always had to fight not to 
relate. I’ve gone on fighting that way— always.’ He stood up and 
looked around. ‘It has been coming to me since I returned to the 
group,’ he said, ‘that you want to relate to me, and want me to relate 
to you. I have always feared relating. I’m not sure why, but right now 
I’m feeling I can’t escape it, ultimately. I’ll have to relate.’ 

Helen was staring ahead, as though she did not want to break some 
influence which was gripping Alan. It was as though a move, even a 
bodily move by her might break something. Alan looked at me. ‘I 
buy that thing about relating to others through God. I remember once 
reading—in Bonhoeffer I think—that direct relationships with others 
can be dangerous.’ He paused, and then said with feeling, ‘My God! 
Can they be dangerous!’ It was not a question but a statement, yet not 
an empty piece of rhetoric. 

Again I took the moment, in order to press on. ‘What we have to 
see,’ I said, watching Alan sink back into his seat, and Helen gently 
relax against him, ‘is that love is in fact not simply a mode. It is, in 
truth, the true way of life, of all true living. It is good for us to see its 
modes so that we can test out, in a practical way, from time to time, 
whether we are loving. Such a test is not harmful.’ 

‘Meaning?’ pressed Graham. ‘Meaning,’ I answered ‘like when I 
say to Miriam, in the kitchen, ‘‘Gee, honey I really love you”, and 
she gives me the towel to help wipe the dishes. She just wants to test 
out the practicality.’ They all laughed. ‘Meaning,’ I went on, ‘as 
when Paul says that without love the best actions are totally empty. 
They may look like love but they aren’t. You know how some people 
are saying. “I’d rather have love than the gifts’,’ or, “the fruit of the 
Spirit is preferable to the gifts of the Spirit”. That is all rubbish. The 
gifts are for loving, and loving is for the true use of the gifts.’ 
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There was a loud cry of agreement. ‘So,’ I said, ‘it is good to test 
out the reality of love. God has made us rational creatures, to think as 
well as to sense, and we generally know what our wills are about.’ 

Alan was on his feet again. He was in what has been called ‘the 
agony and the ecstasy.’ ‘Do you mean to say,’ he said, ‘that I can 
launch out and love. I can, by an act of will, renew a relationship, and 
even, take it deeper.’ 

‘Almost that,’ I acknowledged. ‘You can want that to happen, and 
it can happen, but first you must be released from the failures in that 
relationship.’ When he looked baffled I said slowly, ‘Only the Cross 
can wipe out the failures of a relationship.’ I paused and went on, 
‘and it has,’ I said ‘to faith and repentance it has.’ 

‘Faith and repentance,’ he said slowly. ‘The Cross has done that.’ 
He looked a trifle dazed. I went on’ ‘Love—God’s love—has killed 

the failure in relationships.’ I looked around at the group. ‘Sin is not 
so much a matter of laws broken, or standards breached, as it is 
actions which are against true relationships. The prodigal sins against 
the father’s fatherhood and his own sonship. The adulterer breaks the 
beauty of true marital relationship and the fornicator blows the 
powers contained within his chastity’ chastity which is reserved for 
relationships to come.’ 

Alan shook his head, slowly, from side to side. ‘Never saw it that 
way,’ he said, still somewhat dazed. ‘Sin is blowing relationships. 
Well, of course it is.’ He looked down at Helen, and I saw his palms 
close, his hands gripped tightly. There were even tears in his eyes. 

I was determined that we should not precipitate that sort of a crisis 
in public. ‘If anyone wants to renew a relationship, then he had better 
do it, but to do it out of God or His love will only be, at the best, a 
temporary success. Loving is the natural order of things for God’s 
people. What we are trying to see practically, can only be, in the 
ultimate, a recognition of things-as-they-really-are. We cannot invent 
ways of love. We can only discern those ways and then cause them to 
happen practically.’ 

‘Of course,’ said Byron. ‘We are back on reasonable grounds. I 
thought we were a bit mystical in speaking about being in one 
another, and self-impartation, and all 
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that, but when you think about it, it is very practical.’ He grinned at 
Cynthia who gave him a mock pout and showed a little of the tip of 
her tongue.  

Barrie stood up, every inch a pastor, to direct the group. ‘If it is 
okay with Joe,’ he suggested, ‘I think we should go into groups. 
We’ve done nothing of that this camp. In the groups let us talk about 
the practical ways of loving. Let’s take the principles Joe has set out 
and examine them. Then let us be honest and see whether in fact we 
are living this way, and to what degree. How about that?’  

They agreed, and set about forming the groups. I thought Alan and 
Helen might slip out, going off somewhere, but they didn’t. The 
group principle was that husbands and wives separated from one 
another for group discussion, and they accorded with this. In a few 
moments the room was buzzing with conversation. I wandered 
around the groups, listening to the feed-back, and sharing when asked 
to do so. For the most part there seemed to be no problem regarding 
the practical outworking of love.  

Nevertheless something was niggling away at me. I wasn’t quite 
sure what it could be. By-and-large I had covered the notes generally, 
at least to this point which I had intended, but there was still 
something missing. I took time off from the groups to ponder it. 
When morning coffee and tea came I slipped to the back of the hall, 
and scanned the notes. Suddenly I saw it, a note scribbled in one 
corner of a page, a]most illegible. It said, ‘True love is sharing the 
love—its good news in God, and its self.’  

We had said nothing about proclaiming the love. We would 
certainly have to understand what that meant, and then get about 
doing it.  

 

Chapter 11 

The next study was set for mid-afternoon. Until then folk could do 
as they wished. I felt thoroughly tired and wanted to sleep. Miriam 
wanted to talk, so we took to the cabin. I had a feeling that if I didn’t 
listen carefully I would doze off into that much wanted sleep but 
from the moment she began to speak I couldn’t. 
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‘Joe,’ she said, ‘I just want to say that either you have changed 
radically, or I never really knew you. You are just so different.’ 

For a moment I was tempted to do what was habitual for me, and 
tease her. Then I realised that teasing was my way of evading a total 
relationship, I could slip away behind humour. With a faint sense of 
horror I knew suddenly that I had, as much really as Alan Rowntree, 
been afraid to being invaded by another. Right now I was afraid 
Miriam was about to invade me. Then I remembered our rich 
moment of the morning, down under the trees, when we had wrestled 
and jostled like teenagers, trying each other out. 

Why be afraid of invasion? Then I thought, ‘Not invasion—
penetration,’ and I remembered my own study. on 
love-in-the-practical. 

‘Honey,’ I said gently. ‘I have changed radically. No, that isn’t 
quite true. I am changing, radically. In a way I’ve been going through 
the change without you and I guess, now, I have to go through it with 
you.’ 

I was lying on the bed, hands under my head, whilst she was sitting 
up, hands under her knees. She was looking at me, thoughtfully. 
‘You’re just like a new husband,’ she said. ‘All those years I could 
never make you out.’ She put her hand on my foot and caressed it 
gently. I used to think it was those years when you were a prisoner-of 
war. I thought you had a section of your life that you couldn’t share 
with me. You spoke about it so little. Then when you were training 
for the ministry you were so busy—with ideas and concepts. I was 
busy with the babies, and we never seemed to communicate. Some 
nights I scarcely ever slept, wondering who you were, and where you 
were.’ 

‘I used to lie awake, often,’ I said, ‘trying to work out what my 
faith really was. We believed the same truths, but they seemed to 
mean different things to both of us. Gradually you seemed to slip 
away, and not even believe the things I believed.’ 

She nodded her head. ‘How right you are,’ she agreed. ‘I began to 
hate the things you said, although I knew them to be true. Sometimes 
I could have screamed at you, there in the church. Then after a time I 
gave up wanting to scream. I just wanted to fade out of the whole 
affair. I tried talking to other people about it, even 
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ministers’ wives, but they either had the same problem, or they didn’t 
understand what I was talking about.’ 

She still seemed puzzled. ‘Suddenly, this week-end, all that you are 
saying is so real. It all figures, and it is very practical.’ Here she 
smiled, much like the girl I had known of sixteen years of age. 
‘Nothing very much was practical before.’ She made a mournful 
pout. ‘It was all ideas and abstractions, and impractical applications. I 
just can’t get over the change.’ 

That’s two of us,’ I said. Then I pulled her down, alongside of me. 
She nestled in, head on my shoulder. ‘Suppose we give up trying to 
work it out, and just live, together, in the good of it, eh?’ 

She agreed, nodding her head, but I felt a warm tear from her, on 
my cheek. ‘It’s just good to be back,’ She said softly.  

‘That goes for me, too,’ I said. ‘I don’t understand all those years, 
either.’ After a time I said, ‘I guess somehow they had to be, and in 
the long run they were probably both necessary and helpful.’ She 
nodded again, and we lay there, tired, and warm, and at peace. After 
a time we succumbed to the afternoon heat, and we slept. It took 
Barrie, in the mid-afternoon, to wake us. 

For some unknown reason I forgot to take my file, and the notes 
within it. The international speaker had virtually lost his brief-case!  

.   .   .   .  .   . 

I thought we had better commence with the note which had been on 
the studies in my file. For once I was not worried about the absence 
of the notes. During the singing, the sharing, and the praying I was 
working out the mode of operation. When Barrie gave the nod I 
began. ‘We missed out on the most important mode of love, this 
morning.’ Interest was immediate and total. ‘That’s right,’ I said, ‘we 
forgot to say that telling the love of God is the most important.’ 

Byron occasionally liked being really clever—as at this time, ‘Is 
there,’ he asked airily, ‘any difference between living love, and 
telling love.’ 

‘There oughtn’t to be,’ I said, grinning at his cheekiness. ‘But there 
often is. You know the proverb, “Silence is golden, but sometimes it 
is just plain yellow”.’ The Cattley-Hindmarsh- Casgaard group 
(Mary excepted) guffawed at that, and Byron graciously conceded 
defeat. 
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‘To preach the Gospel, to proclaim the Cross, and to require 
repentance,’ I said, ‘is often very costly. To live, as it were, with a 
cheesy grin and be nice to people is sometimes mistaken for love. It 
could be an imitation of the real thing.’ 

What’s more,’ Barrie interjected, ‘the appearances of a high 
morality often drive people to despair. They need to detect the grace 
that keeps a man going in love; the grace behind the whole thing. 
Otherwise they’ll be afraid of the faith.’ 

‘Or,’ added Byron, ‘they’ll get caught up in the competition, and 
spiritual one-upmanship syndrome.’ 

The Cattleys and the Hindmarshes roared laughing at that. ‘Boy, 
have we seen that!’ said Grant. ‘Have we ever!’ It wasn’t so much a 
question as a statement. 

‘Come on,’ I cautioned them. ‘Let’s get back to the deal in hand. 
Telling love. This is part of what it is all about. We are commanded 
to love, and we are commanded to tell. People don’t really see God as 
love. Even sermons on the subject don’t convince them. We have to 
tell them about the nature of God, His wrath, and His care, and then 
His love.’ 

Graham said firmly, ‘Well, you’ve been telling us this week-end, 
and it surely has come through. We’re different people.’ He looked 
around ‘All of us, I guess.’ 

‘One thing worries me,’ I said. ‘It’s holy huddles. People who get 
together and share these things, in little groups. They not only keep it 
to themselves, but they resent anyone else breaking into the group, 
unless of course he conforms. The faith is just pleasant to them, an 
attractive social thing. The best social thing.’ 

Grant said to me, ‘What’s got into you Joe? Isn’t it good to see a 
group like this? I think it’s fine. I can’t think of a better one. I’d just 
love to live along with such a group.’ 

‘I understand that,’ I conceded, ‘but what about the world? What 
about us getting out to them? What about us sharing the love on a 
wider scale?’ 

‘Fine,’ he said. ‘I’m all for that, but you have to start somewhere.’ 
“that’s true enough,’ I agreed, ‘but where you start you mustn’t 

stop.’ 
Grant nodded. ‘I’m having you on, son,’ he said, ‘and 
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you’re coming in fine. Of course you have to move out. That’s what I 
have said for years that church people are ingrown. Only I didn’t 
know what a fine Gospel you have. Now I do. I guess we’ll be 
getting on to other folk about it, letting them know what it is all 
about.’ 

I felt gratified, but still frustrated. Helen sensed the frustration, and 
spoke up, gently. ‘Joe! Don’t be frustrated. Look what’s happened 
here, just over these few days.’ 

I nodded. She went on, ‘A revolution must be beginning. Paul said, 
“The love of Christ controls me”. He knew that it wasn’t his 
eagerness or enthusiasm, or anything. He could have died of 
frustration, knowing so much, and being able to speak to so few. Yet 
look what happened.’ 

It was strange to feel tears in my eyes. This hadn’t happened in 
years of ministry. In fact it had never happened. Suddenly I was 
feeling an immense compassion. Miriam swam before my eyes, and 
she was smiling but she had tears too. I had lost control of the 
situation. 

Harry Evans was on his feet. ‘Joey boy,’ he said, ‘I’ve seen 
preachers turn sour before, with your kind of thought. They know 
what ought to happen. They read books on revival, and great 
happenings by God and His Spirit, and they get twisted by longing 
and frustration. They finally go sour, or give up, or feel God has let 
them down.’ 

I was astonished. Harry had never spoken like that; I didn’t know 
he had ever thought on such things. What he said made sense. Yet 
this incredible yearning was there, hot within me. 

‘I guess I just don’t know how to articulate what I feel,’ I said. 
‘When I went through this thing on those five days away, I suddenly 
saw that love is behind everything. I’m not too sure whether I shared 
with you what I read in one book, where a man was going through 
psychiatric treatment, and he had gone down in to a number of 
terrible abysses. His experiences were frightening, especially under 
drug treatments, and yet he finally wrote, “There is no such thing in 
life as a bottomless abyss. At the bottom of all abysses are the arms. 
Underneath all conceivable human experiences are the everlasting 
arms. The whole point is—in what sort of universe do we live? One 
that is undergirded at all points by love, or not? Underneath all 
conceivable 
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human experiences are the Everlasting Arms. Fall as far as you will, 
you cannot fall out of those Arms, only into them”. That passage just 
burned into my mind. That’s why I can quote it so clearly,  

‘It’s a very wonderful passage,’ said Evelyn. ‘I can understand, Joe, 
why you are so moved. We are moved too.’ She spoke with genuine 
love. ‘Joe, dear Joe, the whole burden isn’t on you, so don’t feel you 
have to carry it. We feel the same way as you.’  

For a while there was a gentle silence in the room. Then, curiously 
enough, Sam spoke. ‘I guess Helen is saying what we all feel,’ he 
said. ‘Something’s been going through us all, over these studies. I 
have to confess that I never expected anything to happen. Up to date 
I’ve known what love is, but Mary’s love has always seemed too 
high for me. It just kept making me feel inferior. Now it doesn’t do 
that. I see it must come from God, and God doesn’t make Himself 
superior to anyone.’  

These were more words than Sam had said in a long time, and he 
lapsed into silence. I expected Mary might weep, but she sat, 
unchanged. It was a rich thought, that God didn’t think Himself 
superior. Then I thought of Paul’s words, ‘Have this mind in you (“in 
humility count others better than yourselves”) which you have in 
Christ Jesus, who, though he was in the form of God, did not count 
equality with God a thing to be grasped.’ I kept marvelling at what 
was happening amongst us, and a sudden flash-thought came to me, 
‘Why do you marvel? It is not your talking about love which is doing 
it. It is Love, Himself.’  

In the natural I had known it was impossible, and even out of 
character for a person like Sam to have said what he said. Sam was a 
defeated alcoholic, who like most alcoholics was restless, insecure, 
inferior and with deep guilt. I realised that Sam knew what I was not 
knowing, that God Himself was working in the little group.  

I held up my hand. ‘I guess I have to apologise,’ I said. ‘I was 
feeling, in a way, that we could just be a small group, loving one 
another, and luxuriating in that without a sense of the great need of 
the world.’  

Barrie said, ‘We will always have to watch this sort of thing. You 
know—becoming an elitist group, and just living together, but 
honestly I don’t think we are on  
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for that. The deeper we know and experience this love, the more we 
will be sharing it.’  

‘All right,’ I said to the group, ‘we arc in agreement that no one 
should be frustrated about the little that has been done, or is being 
done. Also we are in agreement that the primary thrust of love is to 
share that love in action, and to tell men and women about it.’  

There was a warm chorus of assent. I felt the frustration seep away, 
and a sense of peace begin to pervade. ‘Well,’ I said, feeling 
altogether different, ‘that brings us on to the big thing.’ 

Big thing! They looked at me with expectancy, and puzzlement. 
‘The big thing of love,’ I said.  
Byron said, ‘Of course. That’s what you have been on all the time.’  
I said, grinning, ‘Yes, but the cosmic thing.’ Barrie shook his head. 

‘We don’t get it,’ he said.  
‘It’s like this,’ I began, and shaped out the thesis which had so 

gripped me in those five memorable days. ‘We saw that God is love, 
and shaped out His universe in love, and for love. He made us in His 
own image, giving us the capacity and thrust to love. In that sense all 
His universe is a love-thing.’  

Byron said, ‘It would be hard to prove—in the natural, but go 
ahead. We understand what you are about.’  

‘Adam,’ I said, ‘was the son of God.’ I looked around, knowing 
that this would be debated. ‘That’s what Luke 3: 38 infers,’ I said, 
‘and in fact is what it states. Even then I think it means a son of God, 
and not the Son of God, who is unique.’ They all nodded, relieved, 
and now agreeing with me.  

‘Adam, to be Adam, had to know God as Father—is that true?’ 
 Yes, that was true. ‘His essential nature, as a man, could never be 

complete without God as Father?’ Again general assent.  
‘At the same time he could never fully be man without woman—

flesh of his flesh, and bone of his bone?’  
Agreement.  
‘Assuming the family from that relationship, then he could never 

really be man without true family relationships?’ Yes, that was true. 
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‘Then,’ I said triumphantly, ‘to be truly a man we must relate fully 
one to another, and use the gifts of our masculinity and femininity, in 
the context of total relationships—throughout all humanity?’ Their 
agreement was a little slower, but they came to it. 

‘What I am saying,’ I pointed out, ‘is that a man never has to be 
more than a man.’ 

‘Incredible,’ said Byron, with deep irony. 
I grinned at him. ‘Exactly,’ I agreed. ‘All around us are people 

saying that to love totally is agape or divine love, and that man 
cannot attain to it. Yet for true man total love is not an exception, or 
something to be attained, but just normative.’ 

The group pondered that. I kept silent, not interrupting, nor 
anticipating their thoughts. 

Grant saw it first. ‘Of course!’ he said. ‘To be a man is to love 
fully. Fancy that! Never saw it before. If it is normative, then we had 
better get about it.’ 

Byron was staring at me, and by the glimmer in his eye I knew he 
had his theological guns aimed on to me. Inwardly I was grinning. 
Then he asked the questions, ‘What about the weakness of man?’ he 
shot at me and in a second salvo, ‘What about evil, Satan, temptation, 
and all that?’ 

‘What about it?’ I said with an answering grin. 
‘Impossible for man to be perfect,’ he said. ‘You are putting a 

perfectionist legalistic load on him. That’s not Biblical .’ 
‘Of course not,’ I agreed, ‘that is if what I say is in fact, 

perfectionist and legalistic. Yet take what Jesus says in Matthew 5: 
43 to 48. Doesn’t He say that we are to love our enemies and so be 
like our Father in heaven?’ Byron conceded the truth of this. Then I 
said, ‘Did not Jesus say, “Be you perfect even as your Father in 
heaven is perfect”?, and did He not mean, “perfect or complete in 
acts of loving”?’ 

Byron agreed. He looked solemn. ‘Okay, we buy that one. What 
about the pressures of Satan and evil?’ 

‘I agree,’ I said. ‘That the normative matter of love will be 
contested all along the line, but that does not destroy the principle 
that to love totally is to be normative as a man. If we fail in this it 
may infringe the principle of normative conduct, but it does not 
destroy it as 
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a principle, or put it out of court.’ 
Byron smiled faintly, and conceded the point. ‘Where is all this 

leading us?’ he asked. 
‘Simply this.’ I said, with suppressed excitement, ‘that to be truly a 

man is to have the enormous capacity to love, and probably few of 
us, if any, have ever operated as total, normal humans.’ 

Barrie interrupted. ‘I sense that Joe is on something really big,’ he 
said, ‘and for that reason I don’t want to break the thread of his 
thoughts, but we had better get clear what is the difference between 
normative humanity as the doctrine of creation posits it, and 
normative humanity as we generally understand it to be.’ 

I nodded, and he went on. ‘The humanity of Adam, before the fall 
was normative. He would have related well to God, himself and his 
wife. With the fall he broke the normalcy of relations. Man’s 
rebellion against God, as Joe has pointed out, put us into different 
modes of living, and so also of loving. For this reason Jesus is the 
only true and normative man whom we know.’ 

‘What about His Godhead?’ asked Harry. 
‘It never impinges on His manhood,’ Barrie replied. ‘All He did He 

did in the power of the Spirit with whom He was anointed, and in the 
context of obedience to the Father. He never once drew upon His 
Deity in order to effect living as a man.’ 

‘That figures,’ said Byron, ‘otherwise all the statements about Him 
being tempted in all points just as we are, would make nonsense.’ 

‘Right,’ said Barrie. ‘So we can assume that His humanity, which 
expressed love in all relationships, is what ours ought to be.’ 

‘Never saw that before,’ said Graham, and Grant grunted, nodding. 
‘Back to Joe,’ said Barrie indicating me. 
‘The big thing about man,’ I said, ‘is that he has only to be man.’ 
‘I think I know what you mean, Joe,’ said Sam very slowly. 

‘Sometimes when I have been under the influence, people have said 
to me, “Pull yourself together. Be a man!”‘ He looked around. ‘I 
guess that to be a man is not to be under the influence. It is to have 
dignity, 
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and to stand upright, That is just what I have sensed I ought to be, 
when I’m drunk. And of course I never could be.’ 

Mary let him talk on without indicating her feelings. Sam had not 
finished. ‘I see Mary loving all the time,’ he said, ‘and that used to 
bug me. It showed me what I ought to be doing, as a man, but I just 
couldn’t.’ 

I was tempted to say, ‘Well, now you can,’ but I desisted. [t wasn’t 
the moment. It would be interfering with the process which was 
going on in him, even then. 

Surprisingly enough Sam went on, as though he were releasing the 
ideas which had dammed up in him, over the years. ‘A man wants to 
retain dignity,’ he said, ‘you’ve seen alcoholics try to walk upright 
and appear dignified. When they are not in their drinks they often 
appear to be inferior, and are scared to display dignity. So I think I 
know what Joe means when he says it. is something to be a man. A 
true man has dignity.’ 

The tears were welling up with Mary, but she sat very still, and I 
knew she was experiencing an incredible joy. Sam went on, ‘If what 
Joe says is true—and I believe it is—that a man is made in God’s 
image, and God is love, then man must be a sort of love unit.’ 

Grant was beating his right fist into his left palm and shouting 
silently. His lips were moving, but no sound was coming from them, 
as though he was seeing what Sam was saying, but didn’t dare 
articulate. 

When Sam stopped speaking, Barrie took up the point, with a mild 
grin. ‘I often ask the congregation,’ he said, ‘whether it is easier to 
love or to hate. They generally keep silent, thinking it is easier to 
hate. Then I ask which is easier on them—to love or to hate? 
Naturally they say love is easier on you. I guess that means that it is 
really more human to love than to hate.’ 

‘Let’s get back to the point,’ I suggested, ‘the big point’ If it is 
normative for true man to love, and not to hate then it will also be 
normative for the creation to live in the love-thing, rather than the 
hate-thing.’ 

Byron said sharply, ‘What about the jungle—”sharp in tooth and 
claw”?’ 

‘You mean,’ I said, ‘that if you look about at creation it doesn’t 
naturally show love?’ He nodded. ‘There isn’t hate amongst the 
animals,’ I said. ‘You are reading 
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our attitudes into them, being romantic. They recognise certain laws 
of living, and in fact abide by such.’ I could see Byron was in for one 
of his deeply intellectual bouts. ‘Hold it, man,’ I said, ‘Romans 8: 18 
and the following verses tell us that the creation has been subjected to 
futility until man is fully released into his normative liberty.’ 

I paused, ‘Byron,’ I said, looking directly at him. ‘I’m not debating 
that in this age there isn’t hatred and enmity amongst men, and that it 
hasn’t had its basic impact upon the creation. We know these things 
to be true. Yet the normative thing for the true creation is that even in 
the jungle there shall be peace amongst all creatures.’ He nodded at 
that, and then sighed. ‘I guess,’ he said, ‘that the fact that love is 
normative is a demand upon us, and we don’t wish to accede to that 
demand. We want love not to be normative.’ 

‘When it is normative,’ said Sam, ‘then we are released into a 
different kind of world.’ He paused and said very slowly, very 
quietly, ‘I’m just being released into it.’ This time Mary caught her 
breath and the tears really came. She took Sam’s hand, and pressed it, 
very gently. 

Suddenly I felt tired, enormously tired, and I looked across at 
Barrie. He stood up and said, ‘I think our session should be 
suspended. We’ll have a break before the meal. It will also give us 
time to think. Then we’ll meet this evening. Do you have the same 
feeling as I do—that we are coming to the climax of our studies? I 
believe we will really break through into what Joe is trying to 
communicate to us.’ 

‘I’d say we had broken through,’ said Grant. ‘At least for us,’ he 
said, indicating the Cattleys and the Hindmarshes. Others made 
noises of assent. Although the meeting was finished folk seemed 
reluctant to move. In fact they broke up into small knots of people, 
groups that were talking amongst themselves. 

Miriam drifted towards me. She said firmly, ‘You need a rest, and 
you had better have it.’ 

In the cabin I put my feet up on two pillows, my head back on one, 
and set about thinking. Suddenly I must have drifted off. Confused 
ideas about love and hopeful communication of it were misted over. 
It was difficult for Miriam to wake me, and we went back to the 
Centre, to join the crowd, and to share the evening meal.  
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Chapter 12 

Following the meal I returned to the cabin, took out the notes from 
the file, and began to make a plan for the final studies. In a way I had 
just about covered everything, and it didn’t seem there was much 
material left. However I saw I had sold some of the points very 
shortly. They were too important not to review, and even enlarge. 
Then I lay back, thinking about the studies. Suddenly it came to me: 
people don’t take to theology in the bulk. You can’t just present a 
series of propositions. Truth is not abstract in any sense. Jesus, for 
example, did not have abstractions about God and the universe, and 
mankind. He related directly to God as Father, to men as persons, and 
to His world as it really was. He seemed not to have basic abstract 
presuppositions about things. Everything was in the concrete. 

That helped to understand why I couldn’t just churn out 
propositions to the group, and hope to see something happen. At the 
most I could condition them to understand and accept my ideas, but 
that wasn’t truth. It was the substance of those ideas, rather than the 
mere form, which mattered. I could see that their natural holding 
back against ideas was healthy. They would absorb only that which 
was real and relevant to them. Jesus taught by bits and pieces, and 
always in the context of the action of life.  

After that I felt refreshed. For a few moments also, I was ashamed 
of my outburst about love getting through only slowly. I could see 
that my mistake had been in thinking that the concept and pattern of 
love was not being understood. All the time, of course, loving was 
going on flowing from God to man, and from them to others. This 
did not have to be conceptualised. My momentary shame disappeared 
in a rich moment of joy. I picked up the new plan for the studies and 
moved towards the place of meeting.  

They were singing. The group was really free in its expression of 
joy and praise. Personal barriers just did not exist as we shared what 
was actually happening within the group. I could see the deep 
satisfaction Barrie was knowing, as he listened to the statements of 
his people. Finally he tapered the conversation down, led us in a good 
objective hymn of praise, and settled us for  
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the next study. He nodded towards me. It was the moment for action.  
 ‘Now,’ I said, ‘let us go back to where we were, before. We were 

saying that God created the universe to both reflect and actively 
express His nature, and His glory. In fact His nature and glory are the 
one and the same thing. Man is also created to reflect that glory, and 
as such, both man and the universe, and man with the universe—as 
part of it—are created to be the expression of love. To love is to be 
truly man. Not superman but man truly.’ 

 I looked around. ‘Does that come through?’ I asked. They nodded.  
 ‘In other words,’ I concluded, ‘it is normative for man to love. It is 

normative for the creation to be the expression and reflection of that 
love. All is essentially of love.’ There was warm agreement.  

 ‘Now,’ I said, the sense of excitement growing again, ‘we have to 
look at the Son of His love.’  

Alan Rowntree called out, ‘ “The Son of His love; what does that 
mean?’ I realised as he asked that there was a new note in his voice. 
However I could not wait to discern that particular relationship. ‘That 
is what He is called in Colossians 1: 13,’ I said. ‘Then in John 3: 35 
Jesus Himself says “The Father has loved the Son, and given all 
things into his hands”. This means that the Son has everything that is 
of the Father, in Himself.’ 

 The group was deeply interested. ‘In Hebrews 1: 1 - 3 I said, ‘the 
Son is the mediator of all the creation. God makes things “by a Son”. 
Or, we can say, He infiltrates all things by this filial 
Mediator-Creator.’ I looked around, wondering whether the words 
were understood. They seemed to be. ‘Because He is Father He 
cannot create the Fatherly thing—the universe— except by a Son. 
Hence this Son of His love is the means by which all is 
love-structured.’ 

‘You mean love impregnated,’ suggested Barrie.  
‘No,’ I said emphatically, ‘Not a bit. To impregnate a thing is to 

inject another quality into it. The universe is love-structured, 
innately.  

‘ Mary said gently, ‘All this is a bit high for us, Joe. Please bring it 
down to our level. Be simple.’  

‘Everything comes from God, is made by God, and for  
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God,’ I explained. ‘And God is love. Therefore everything is 
essentially of and for love.’ 

Mary smiled. ‘That is simple,’ she agreed. ‘It’s like you said this 
afternoon. It is a love thing.’ 

‘Since all things were created by the love of the Father, and the 
love of the Son, then it means that when they are in their normal state 
they are the expression and reflection of love. I)o you agree?’ They 
agreed readily enough. 

‘Then,’ I said triumphantly, ‘if they began that way, they will 
surely end that way. When the Son, that is Christ, unifies all things, 
and heads up all things, then they will be no less than that initial 
creational love.’ 

In fact,’ said Barrie intensely, ‘they will be all that and more.’ 
‘More?’ said Byron. Barrie nodded. ‘More,’ he repeated. He quoted 

the hymn lines: ‘In Him the tribes of Adam boast More blessings 
than their father lost.’ 

I agreed. ‘Barrie has brought us on to the greatest point of all,’ I 
said. ‘that history is the planned movement of God, which in the 
ultimate will be shown to be love.’ 

Grant was rubbing his hands together, as though about to embark 
on a rich experience. ‘Do you mean,’ he said slowly, ‘that behind all 
that we see which shows so little love, is the real love-action? That it 
is going on all the time?’ 

Barrie nodded. ‘You bet,’ he said powerfully. 
I nodded too. ‘How can the Father who is love, and the Son and the 

Spirit who are love, go on ceaselessly operating, and the end result of 
their activities not be consistent with themselves, as love?’ When 
Grant nodded gleefully, I went on. ‘It is even more than that. We saw 
in Ephesians 1: 3-14 that God’s plan of love is (a) That we shall be 
before Him, the Father, holy and blameless. That is surely something. 
(b) That we shall be before Him, as sons of the Father; that is we 
shall be His family, and His Fatherhood will be totally delineated. (c) 
That we shall be both to the praise of His glorious grace, and to the 
praise of His glory. This last means that we will totally reflect the 
God of grace and love. There is more in the last chapter than even we 
read in the first.’ 
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Alan said slowly, ‘Are you saying that everything in history is 
planned, and that it moves step by step towards its inevitable end?’ 

I nodded. ‘The action,’ I said, ‘is not so much inevitable, as it is 
indispensable. It is only inevitable because it is indispensable.’ When 
folk seemed not to understand, I went on. ‘Creation is essential to 
God’s plan. Hence He creates. True, it expresses Him both as Father 
and Creator, as it also shows the corresponding Son-Creator nature of 
His eternal Son. Yet the Fall is that part of the plan whereby God 
delineates the true nature of man, and his departure from the true to 
the false. It shows the reality of will and its exercise. Yet it leaves 
open the situation to grace and love, without which the full revelation 
of God cannot come through. Accept this principle and you will see 
that there is nothing which happens which is not in some way 
indispensable .’ 

When they did not want to interrupt or ask questions I continued. 
‘This means that there must be an Abrahamic Covenant, a people of 
Israel, a Canaan, an exile, prophets and the prophecy of Messiah and 
the Kingdom to come, as also the New Covenant. There must be one 
Messiah, incarnate, one baptism, one death and resurrection, one 
ascension, one sending of the Holy Spirit, one Lord over all, one 
Body of Christ, one ultimate return of Messiah, one new people of 
God, one New Jerusalem, one marriage of the Bride and of the Lamb, 
and one judgement and harvest.’  

Barrie said excitedly, ‘You mean that this is the meaning of history 
and that in one sense these things are not just miraculous happenings 
of their own? You mean, then, that a resurrection is as essential, as 
say, the natural and continuous phenomenon of water?’ Folk 
chuckled as the words bubbled out of their excited pastor. 

‘Uh, huh!’ I agreed. ‘That would all sound very far fetched because 
we would be explaining what we say has happened, after the events. 
We would be making our own philosophy of history. This could be 
interpreted as mere rationalisation. However, God has told us, before 
the events, what they will be. By nature of the case they are 
indispensable. He does nothing but what He first tells His servants 
the prophets.’ 

‘Then the so-called closed-system philosophy,’ said 
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Byron, ‘cannot be correct?’ 
‘In no way,’ I agreed. ‘The history of mankind is the history which 

is because God is love. In fact it is the history of love, itself.’ 
Joan said, complainingly. ‘You’ve lost me. I almost understood, 

and then you lost me.’ 
Barrie looked across at her, with amazement. ‘It’s all so clear,’ he 

said, ‘God planned His plan of love, and is fulfilling it. The 
experience of this universe is not simply a set of laws which operate, 
whatever, but a progressive and processive pattern of events.’ 

‘But the laws still operate as ever,’ suggested Byron. 
‘Agreed,’ said Barrie, ‘but history is not just a linear process of 

time, or a succession of repeated patterns, nor even a series of cycles. 
You are moving towards the goal, but everything is related to the 
nature of God as love. Joe is really saying that love is the key to the 
whole matter, if you want to understand it.’ 

I could see Joan was no clearer, and both Helen and Mary were 
making noises of protest. 

‘Sorry,’ I said, holding up a hand. ‘Women know things in the 
action rather than in the abstract.’ I grinned at them, and said 
‘Everything God does is out of love, and finally we will see that 
everything was that way.’ 

Miriam said, ‘Why didn’t you say it that way, at the beginning? 
After all, isn’t that how it is supposed to be with all of us? Aren’t our 
plans supposed to be those of love.’ 

Byron said with a broad smile ‘Out of the mouths of babes, and 
sucklings.’ 

Grant said ‘The point is made in both ways. Joe sees it in the Bible 
like he says. Miriam sees what is, how it is supposed to be with us. 
Okay then, the practical question is ‘How is it to be with us?”‘ 

I took up the point. ‘What we have to do is to get into and be with 
the action. By action we mean the action of love.’ 

After that we were all quiet. Then Evelyn spoke up. ‘t had the 
distinct feeling,’ she said, ‘that Joe was saying something even bigger 
than he was able to tell us. We kind of interrupted the main line, and 
were shunted on to a side line which is not quite so important.’ 
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My eyes flickered down to the notes, whilst my mind was working 
backwards. I nodded. ‘Yes,’ I agreed, ‘I was moving towards the 
culmination of all things. I was saying that since everything is in 
Christ, and since the Father has made it that way, then everything is 
infiliated.’ 

So . . .’ prompted Byron when I remained silent. ‘So,’ I said, ‘to 
relate to Christ is to relate to all things, as they really are, and not just 
as they appear to be.’ 

Joan screwed up her nose, and put her head on one side inquiringly. 
‘I mean,’ I added, ‘that Christ not only created all things, and not 
only sustains all things, but He has redeemed all things, releasing 
them from their bondage to no-love, evil, and hate. He is Lord over 
all things both by creation and redemption. When we come under that 
Lordship, and are glad to submit our wills to His, then we are in the 
very action of that Lord and that love which will cause the climax 
and culmination of all history. In fact history does not just culminate 
with Christ—it consummates.’ 

‘Your mean,’ said Joan, ‘that it is a wonderful thing to be in and 
under Christ’s Lordship.’ 

I nodded. She nodded back, with an understanding smile. Barrie 
added, ‘Then when Christ unites, reconciles and fills all things, that is 
the final king-tide of the love of God.’ 

Almost,’ I said, ‘because I think the king-tide was at Calvary.’ 
Explain,’ asked Barrie. 
‘You see the king-tide of love at the Cross,’ I said, ‘when Father, 

Son, and Holy Spirit are one in their rescue of man and their beloved 
creation. If you do not see love broken open at the Cross, you just do 
not see love anywhere. Then the high-tide of the end-time is a threat 
to you, and not a glorious climax.’ 

Mary said gently, ‘Love broken open at the Cross! What is that?’ 
‘Just,’ I said as gently, ‘that what happens at the Cross actually has 

to be known. It has to be known by a person. He cannot just be a 
spectator. He has to crucified with Christ, or at the very least has to 
know he has been crucified. Then he understands the enormity of sin, 
and the immeasurable love of God. It must not just be theology. It 
must first be real and personal to him. Even if he cannot understand, 
yet he must know, that 
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is he must experience the fruit of the Cross by forgiveness. Then in 
some measure he will know the Cross. To be forgiven is to get the 
effects of the Cross.’ 

Barrie said thoughtfully. ‘I can see, Joe, what you mean. You mean 
that all talk of love, even of the love-action of history is so much talk, 
and so many words, unless we experience the Cross?’ I nodded. He 
went on. ‘I guess you would say that the proof of that experience 
would be that we would love.’ 

I nodded. ‘It takes us back to one of our earlier talks,’ I said. ‘We 
saw then that there is no real obedience to God, if it is only out of 
slavish fear. True obedience springs from love, and love has to be 
known at the Cross.’ 

Mary said, ‘That is strange, you know. I knew little about the Cross 
but when I received the gift of the Holy Spirit, then I just felt and 
knew the love of God. No one really told me of the Cross.’ 

‘True,’ I agreed, ‘but the coming of the Spirit is to shed the love of 
God abroad in our hearts because He has no love to pour into us, but 
that love which is rightly called Calvary-love.’ 

‘How right you are,’ said Joan. ‘How very right you are. I have had 
experiences of the Spirit, but only in these last few days have I really 
come to understand the Cross.’ 

A quiet stillness descended upon us, and we all remained in thought. 
I kept thinking, ‘He must work in love, or our words will be empty, 
and all the worse for just being words.’ Then I remembered that faith 
comes by hearing, and hearing by the Word of Christ, and I was 
happy. I sat with them, not worrying about words. 

Barrie, practical as ever, indicated that coffee would be the order of 
the next twenty minutes. When he went to get it people felt free 
enough to talk. 

Chapter 13 

This time the group did not wish to take time off for coffee, but to 
sip it as we talked. For this reason we renewed the study. 

‘I want to go back’, I said, ‘and link up with something we were 
saying about relationships. That is a few studies ago. Then I want to 
link that with something in 
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our last study, about the infiliation of the universe, which is, in fact, 
true creation. What I say may seem a little mixed at first, but be 
patient and it will come through.’ I looked across and saw Grant 
grinning hugely, as though that was how it had been all the time, 
anyway. I ignored the suggestion and began the explanation.  

‘God is Father. Jesus calls Him “Lord of heaven and earth.” So—
”Like Father; like Son.” Hence Jesus is given Lordship. He creates. 
All things are created in Him, and for Him. Thus all things are 
primarily paternal, and then filial, or as we say in theology, primarily 
Pateriological and then Christological. 

Now these two terms “paternal” and “filial” are the very essence of 
creation. The Spirit, being related intimately and essentially to the 
paternal and filial elements of the Trinity, is naturally the Spirit of 
life. He is creative Spirit. He also sustains the life of creation. The 
creation is the expression and reflection of the Godhead, hence its 
familial nature. We saw that God is not a Father, that is to say one 
amongst many, nor like a father, but is Father, the Father. Likewise 
the Son is the Son. We also saw He is the brother. Hence we 
conclude that God’s plan to have His family before Him is simply “I 
will be their God, and they shall be my people”, as the prophets so 
often foretold. We mean that at the end of the age there will be the 
Family. That is what everything is all about. 

‘Further we have to see that all relationships in human affairs are 
expected to derive from the archetypal Fatherhood, Sonship and 
Familyhood. Likewise the archetypal marriage is that of Christ and 
His Church— Bride and the Lamb. From it we derive the true 
meaning, experience and practice of marriage.’ 

Helen said timidly, ‘What do you mean by archetypal?’ I 
explained, ‘The prototype or original model. In this case it is the true 
pattern or reality from which others derive.’ She nodded, and I went 
on. ‘All true relationships derive, in human affairs, from their 
archetypal relationships. So being a true father, husband, son, or 
member of the family, must be modelled upon the reality—that is 
within God Himself.’ 

Joan suddenly said, ‘Wow! I see it now! What God is, we must be 
in any situation where we have relationships.’ 

‘That’s right,’ I agreed. ‘You know what a father is 
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when you see the true Father; what a son is when you see the true 
Son, and so on.’ 

Harry called out, ‘Joe, that makes everything else clear. You are 
really saying that all true relationships derive from God?’ 

‘That’s right,’ I agreed for the second time. ‘In fact, as we have 
said, life is a matter of relationships. That’s how God’s Being is—a 
matter of relationships.’ 

Mary said, ‘I don’t want to miss what you are getting at, but I’m 
afraid I’m not following.’ 

Alan Rowntree had that very intense look on his face, as though 
strained and pained. He spoke with difficulty, and I could see that 
something was coming clearer to him. He said. ‘God, as Joe said, is 
pure action. His action is relationships. Therefore to live is to have 
full and total relationships.’ I saw pain pass across his face as he said 
it, and he wasn’t looking at Helen.  

‘Correct,’ I said ‘but then relationships, rightly understood, are 
always love in action. They are, in fact, love itself.’ 

There was a pause as people considered the point.  
Then Byron said, ‘What was that quote from Southwell, Joe?’ 
‘Not where I breathe, but where I love I live,’ I said quietly.  
‘Of course,’ Alan said, ‘God’s life is love. Of course it is.’ 
‘In one sense,’ I said mildly, ‘God doesn’t have life. He is life. We 

have life, from Him; hence we live.’ 
Mary said, ‘I can see it now. True living is loving, or, truly relating 

to others is love itself, in action.’ 
We all seemed to agree with that. I went on. ‘I would like to 

particularise it,’ I said, ‘and make it practical. I would like to bring it 
down to actual relationships. Take, for example, being a son. To truly 
be a son is to truly love.’ 

‘Isn’t that an abstraction?’ asked Byron, as though abstractions had 
no real value. I grinned at him, remembering that he was the one 
who, most of all of us dealt in abstractions. He had forgotten, it 
seemed.  

‘No,’ I disagree. ‘A son relating to his father is no abstraction. His 
relationship is probably the most primary thing in all the universe.’ 
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‘In action, yes,’ said Byron. ‘I have to agree.’ 
‘So,’ I said, ‘for a son to relate to his father is to know him, and to 

obey him. Surely that is practical enough?’ I waited for the point to 
sink in, and then went on. ‘Jesus said that His Father loved Him 
because he obeyed His command. He said His love for the Father 
would be evident from His obedience to Him. However obedience is 
not simply conformity to a set of static laws, so much as it is the 
carrying out of God’s dynamic plan. The law of God, we saw, can be 
summed up as love, but the purposive plan of God is not limited to 
these moral laws. The laws of the universe are functional, and the 
general expression of love. The purposive plan of God is the 
obedience in which man shares in the on-going of God’s love.’ I had 
to repeat that part a few times, in different ways, before the principle 
was grasped by the group. 

Then I went on. ‘If to be the Son of God is to obey the Father, and 
share in His plan for creation, then to be a son of God is to be 
precisely this.’ 

‘Of course,’ said Harry. ‘That figures. Any son should share in his 
father’s plan.’ 

‘Primarily,’ I said, ‘it is a family plan, or, if you like, a plan for the 
family. In any family all share, father, mother, and the children. 
Where they do not the family does not truly operate.’ 

My head’s swimming,’ said Alan, ‘but what I am seeing is 
fantastic. You are meaning that every person has purpose—when he 
is in God. In all his relationships he is not relating just for the sake of 
relating, but with purpose.’ 

‘The purpose of love,’ supplemented Helen. Then Alan looked at 
her, almost roughly. ‘Yes,’ he said quickly. ‘The purpose of love.’ 
His voice dulled. I suspected it was with a sudden shock. ‘If you miss 
out on one relationship you miss out on all.’ 

That was where I became excited. It was as though Alan had seen 
the point written in my notes: ‘Where one relationship is deficient, all 
relationships will be deficient,’ ‘That’s right,’ I said rapidly, ‘if you 
are not a good son, you will scarcely be a good brother, and then 
scarcely a good husband, or a good father.’ 

‘Wadderyaknow’ said Grant, in awe. 

WHERE I  LOVE I  LIVE 

 101

‘It’s all in the use of masculinity and femininity,’ I said, ‘for love. 
These reserves of humanity must find their expression in these series 
of relationships This is how God has caused it to be, as it expresses 
His love.  

Alan, I could see was somewhat numbed. In fact he was 
floundering, but at the same time trying to reach a conclusion. He 
said, thinking aloud, ‘If you blow one relationship, then you blow all 
relationships.’ 

I nodded, but I doubt whether he saw me. He mumbled on, ‘Then 
love is a very delicate thing.’  

Harry did not speak? so much as he rumbled. ‘Not delicate man, 
but powerful. Not easy, but strong. What’s delicate is not loving. It 
cannot hold anything firm. Everything busts where there is no love.’  

Alan was still trying to find his bearings. ‘I mean that if you 
infringe love in one direction, you destroy its working in another 
part.’  

‘Love is resilient, Alan,’ I said. ‘It bears all things. It actually 
destroys what is evil, and assists the most fragile good.’  

Helen said suddenly, ‘Alan is tracing back his failure to love where 
Joe said it begins—in childhood, in the family, with the parents.’ 

I nodded. ‘That’s true,’ I agreed, ‘but love is resilient. 
We fail time and again, even endlessly, maybe. But love makes 

fantastic recovery.’ 
‘Fantastic recovery?’ echoed Alan. He looked at Helen, and she 

smiled, softly, gently. Then she nodded. I could sense that some kind 
of a veil was being removed from Alan. He was seeing her, and at the 
same time seeing God’s love. The whole thing was far too intimate 
for a group, and yet it was the group which had helped to bring him 
to this point. I remembered how Harry had begun to see something, 
and how Rhonda had been bewildered, but later had shared in the 
recovery. 

I kept talking, partly to cover up the moment of agony which Alan 
was feeling, and partly to press the point home. ‘Love covers the 
multitude of sins,’ I said, ‘it bears them away, as Jesus did on the 
Cross.’ 

Helen slipped out with Alan, and someone began to mutter praise. 
There was another gentle silence. Out of the blue I suddenly said, 
‘Love is never abstract.’ 

Never abstract?’ echoed Ross Timmins. I started at 
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that because it was so long since he had spoken in our studies. ‘Yes,’ 
I answered, ‘never abstract. Love is always being; always in 
operation. That is when you know it—in operation.’ Ross nodded. 
‘That’s how God comes in all the time,’ he said. I thought, ‘Well, he 
must know. This is how he must experience God. And what he says 
is true, experience, or no experience.’ 

Then I realised that time was spacing out, and we had better round 
off the study. ‘Let’s get back to this matter of relationship,’ I said. 
‘Do we realise that all relationships derive in some way or another 
from those archetypal ,relationships. To be a son or a daughter, a 
brother or a sister, a man and a woman, a husband and a wife, a 
mother and a father, all relate to the true relationships within the 
Godhead and true creation.’ 

When some nodded I went on. ‘Total relationships equal total love. 
You see the Son loves the Father, hence for a son to love his father is 
just how it ought to be. The Bridegroom loves His Bride, and that is 
just what a bridegroom should be. The Brother loves his brethren; 
that’s just what a brother should do. 

‘Now if that sounds difficult, remember that it is not against our 
created nature. It is innate to do that. If we botch these relationships 
then we are giving ourselves more hurt and harm. We are increasing 
the tensions within our persons.’ 

I looked at Miriam, because I was going to share something on a 
very intimate level. ‘Do you see what Christ is to His Bride?’ I asked. 
‘He is first obedient Son to His Father. He is Lord of all, because His 
Father is “Lord of heaven and earth”. He is brother to His family 
members, and then He comes, in all these accomplishments, to His 
Bride. What a person! What a figure! How great! How loving! How 
simple! How full! How true! No wonder she loves Him, and is 
subject to Him. No wonder she revels in being His wife and His 
helpmeet.’ 

I looked at Miriam again, turned to the group and said ‘This is what 
every husband should be.’ 

‘I really get it,’ said Harry, ‘then he would be a total father.’ 
Alan said quietly. ‘This I really understand. I understand the Father, 

so I understand myself. I understand Aileen. I understand others.’ He 
smiled at me, ‘Not through 
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your exposition, Joe. Just through knowing God. It is all so simple.’  
It was not that his words punctured me. They did not ignore my 

teaching, and the labours both to get to the truth, and then to 
communicate it. It was just that He had been there, all the time. He 
did not need my laboured explanation.  

I felt tired, almost as though I should not have made it so heavy, so 
complicated. I sagged inwardly, and desperately wanted to be 
somewhere else.  

Mary smiled gently and said, ‘Dear Joe, thank you for making it so 
clear to us all. All that work of yours has been so fruitful. We just 
love you for it.’  

The room was silent. In the centre Miriam seemed to be glowing 
with joy. She had a serenity I could not remember her having before 
this. After Barrie called the meeting to prayer, and commended us to 
a night of rest, Miriam came towards me, as though she knew I was 
tired, but had resources of power for us both. I was puzzled, but glad 
and grateful.  

We saw Alan and Helen pass through the room, towards where the 
coffee percolator was spluttering. The pain had gone from his eyes, 
and the tension from his face. Helen walked with a queenly stance. 
We all knew her man had come home. I was thinking about Raelene 
in that moment until Miriam said, ‘Come on Joe. You’re tired. You’d 
better get some rest.’  

When we went out into the night it was glittering with stars against 
a soft velvet of darkness. There were sleepy noises down in the 
valley. Holding Miriam’s hand, and walking with her, was like 
walking with a new woman. It was then I knew, completely, that the 
revelation of those five days was true, true in itself, and true for us.  

Chapter  14 

It was the last day, and we woke early. Miriam and I slipped out to 
see the dawn break. There was a gossamer mist in the valley. The air 
was soft and crisp, with the chill just off it. We felt its soft touch, 
almost like a caress. It was renewing, making us feel young. 

Others came out to view it. There were greetings but they were 
hushed, as though reluctant to disturb the 
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mist-blanketed morning. Then the sun rose, veiled at first through the 
white cloud, until it burst out of it, brilliantly. Then the day was set, 
clear as crystal, the deep blue arching over the dark green o£ the 
pines, and olive shades of the eucalypts.  

At breakfast we were all hungry. Mary and Sam, Alan and Helen, 
Harry and Rhonda were all seated at one table, as though they had 
things in common, and were glad to share them. The conversation 
was animated. I felt a trifle dazed at what had happened. It had been 
only a few days, and the alchemy of love, of true agape, had worked 
its miracles. Then I thought, ‘No. Not its miracles but His miracles.’ 
Miriam was looking at the group also, and she smiled gently, as 
though to herself. 

Byron and Cynthia, very sparkling, joined us. The old 
self-consciousness between Cynthia and me had gone. She was full 
of quips and puns, and kept Byron on his toes, in repartee. Barrie 
joined us, looking a little excited. ‘Anne is joining us.’ he said, 
‘someone has agreed to look after the Rowntree children for the day. 
She should be down after breakfast.’ His face wrinkled. ‘For some 
reason or other Raelene Stier is coming.’ 

I thought, ‘Now the test is coming’ I looked across at Alan’ and his 
gaze was constantly on Helen. He seemed a bit puzzled, or perhaps 
dazed, as though he just didn’t comprehend what had happened. 

Anne and Raelene arrived just as the group moved towards the 
meeting room. Alan looked shocked, as Raelene suddenly confronted 
him. I read the look as dismay. Raelene seemed to ignore the shock 
and chose to read things as being normal, at least normal for her and 
Alan. Alan said nothing aloud but his eyes reproached her furiously. 
This, also, she chose to ignore. 

I remembered the incredible attitude that both she and Alan had 
developed, as though the relationship was in a way justified. 
Somehow Alan had made a mistake with Helen. They should never 
have been married. It was an argument we were beginning to hear 
more and more. Couples were opting out of marriage vows, and 
moral integrity. The personal pleasure of relationships was what 
mattered most. The test of true relationship was whether the couple 
enjoyed it. That was its ultimate test. 
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Alan hesitated a moment, bowed slightly to Raelene and took 
Helen’s arm. Helen flushed, looked at Alan gratefully, and then 
nodded, gently, to Raelene. The three walked into the meeting. Anne 
and Barrie were both seated, in the front row of chairs, looking at 
each other. They both looked hungry. Finally Barrie called the 
chattering into silence and we began singing.  

I guess Anne and Raelene must have noticed the new elements of 
that singing. We all knew it was different, and enjoyed it, God 
seemed so real, as Father, and there was a new awareness of the Son, 
as Lord. If worship can be called pure, as humans worship, then this 
was such. Much of what I wanted to say, as usual, felt inert, within 
me, but in this worship it became alive. I was glad to commence 
speaking when the last prayers died away, thinning off in gentle 
whispers. 

I could see that Raelene was stunned. She was both puzzled and 
afraid. I saw her steal look after look at Alan, and what she saw was 
what brought fear. It was not just that he had no eyes for her, and 
only looks for Helen, but his face had lost that petulant look, its 
guilty stubbornness, and he seemed clear and strong. 

‘If we have time,’ I said, ‘we will develop what we were talking 
about last night—human relationships in love—but we have a nettle 
to grasp before we come to our conclusions today.’ I looked around 
at them. ‘It’s been with us all the time,’ I said. ‘It’s a nettle called 
theodicy. We just touched on it before, but never opened it up, fully. 
It is the old problem of God being truly God, being Creator, and 
being the God of truth, when in fact the world seems to be in the grip 
of evil. This evil seems even more strong than does the good.’ 

There was a general murmur of assent. I went on, ‘It seems crazy to 
talk about love, and the ultimate climax of love’s harmony. when in 
fact very little process of love is evident at least to the general 
understanding.’ Again they nodded. ‘However,’ I added, ‘you 
remember we agreed that what the eyes of faith see is different, and 
even opposite to that which faithless reasoning sees.’ They nodded, 
although both Anne and Raelene were at a disadvantage, not having 
heard the studies. They were, naturally enough, somewhat puzzled. 

Faith is fed from revelation,’ I said, ‘and that revelation comes to 
us from the Scriptures. If you can think of the 
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Scriptures as prophetic history, then it removes them from the 
realm of semi-magical utterances, and places them in the realm of our 
flesh-and-blood world. This prophetic history deals with the actions 
of God and man since the time of creation. It tells of the happenings 
which will come until the end-time, the final judgement, and the 
renewal of the universe.’ 

Harry said slowly, ‘I now see that ultimate judgement is part of 
love, or, as you say, holy love.’ 

I nodded gratefully. ‘Let us open the subject widely,’ I suggested. 
‘When God said He would destroy Sodom with its evil, Abraham 
was thinking of asking for its salvation, but God was determined to 
blot out its hideous and infectious evil. Abraham’s plea was “Shall 
not the judge of all the earth do right?”. He wanted God to spare the 
city, but his statement declares the universal righteousness of God’ 
Likewise when Habakkuk said, “Thou art of purer eyes than to 
behold iniquity and thou canst not look upon evil”, he was thinking 
of the rapacious Babylonians, but God was thinking of the evil of 
Israel. Habakkuk had, again, made a statement concerning the 
universal righteousness of God. If He be God, and the holy God, then 
He must judge and punish and destroy evil.’ 

I saw Raelene’s eyes open wide. There was an expression of 
shocked horror. I could not be sure that her reaction was simply one 
which any person might have had, coming suddenly into a meeting 
where such extreme conclusions were being made. It may have been 
that she had conscious guilt from her recent experience with Alan. I 
could not be sure. There was no shock in Alan’s eyes, although there 
was a shadow of sorrow. 

I went on, ‘Sometimes people think the flood was God’s method of 
dealing with the excessive violence and evil of the day, and of 
course, in a way it was. Primarily, however, it was judgement upon 
evil persons. Hence the covenant with Noah, following the Flood, 
was not a law-covenant, but one of grace. Yet the history of nations, 
especially as they are described in the prophetic-history of the Bible, 
is that God waits until a nation is ripe in iniquity before He brings an 
actual judgement upon it. It is not always that we see the fall of 
nations as God’s judgements, but they are there. In modern times 
great peoples such as the Spanish, the 
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Portugese, the Dutch, and the British, who have evangelised at the 
point of the sword in many cases, have lost great nationhood. The 
prophets speak oracles against many nations of Old Testament times 
who opposed Israel, and the will of God.’ 

‘Even so, Paul speaks of the long-suffering and forbearance of 
God. He even says “in His divine forbearance He had passed over 
former sins”, and “the time of ignorance God overlooked”, but 
immediately says that God has set a time of judgement for these very 
sins. Of course, we have seen that the judgement of all sins took 
place in the Cross. Believing man is free from that judgement.’ 

‘But only believing man,’ Byron said. 
‘Only believing man,’ I agreed. ‘Man’s refusal to be forgiven and 

justified through this judgement places him in an even worse 
position. He refuses escape, and despises the grace of God. Hence 
God’s wrath upon him is completely justifiable.’ 

The group had been mostly silent, and I noticed that the silence was 
not tense. Joan Bradford would have been the first to rebel against 
such teaching, three days previously, but now she was nodding, 
quietly. There was no reaction, no anger. I could see that Raelene had 
some anger, but she kept a tight rein on it. Anne was subdued, and 
perhaps she was a little confused by it all.  

It is a curious thing,’ I said, ‘but I have met many self-professed 
atheists who say they cannot believe in a God who does not come 
with immediate and radical judgements on mankind. especially in 
regard to wars, genocides, rapes and economic injustice. In fact it 
seems, that in all people there is a demand for justice, as though 
existence is absurd without it. 

‘Fair enough,’ commented Byron. ‘But we always want someone 
else to be judged.’ The group murmured its assent. 

One of the most powerful studies on theodicy is the very book of 
the Revelation itself,’ I said. ‘It is not so much a rationale of 
suffering, as a prophetic word that God will vindicate Himself in and 
by the ultimate destruction of all evil. A very powerful passage is in 
Chapter 6, verses 9 to 11. Here the martyrs cry out “O Sovereign 
Lord, holy and true, how long before thou wilt judge and avenge our 
blood on those who dwell 
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upon the earth?” It is not that they are vengeful, as such, but wish to 
see the righteousness of God, in action. This is because it is 
intolerable that God should not punish evil. They are told to rest, 
until all the martyrs shall be killed. This reminds us of the story in the 
Gospels of the unjust judge who, because he was nagged by a widow, 
vindicated her. The judge said he did not care for righteousness, but 
the woman’s demand for justice was so insistent that he responded. 
Jesus said no one needed to demand justice of God because “He will 
speedily avenge His elect”.’  

The group remained silent. ‘Look!’ I said, ‘read the Scriptures—
this prophetic-history—and see whether or not God has always 
judged and punished evil. See whether, in the ultimate He will not 
punish to the uttermost of true justice.’  

Later, Raelene told me, ‘I wanted to clench my fists and pound 
away at you. I hated you, and I hated God. I thought what you were 
saying was arrogant and cruel. I was saying to myself, “God is not 
like this, God loves. He loves!”‘  

All I could see, at this point, was her white tensed face.  
‘Take time,’ I suggested, ‘to go through this whole matter. See how 

Satan and his powers, the evil and demonic forces, as also the finally 
impenitent among men must suffer ultimate judgement. See whether 
or not our anger against judgement is not really the back-lash of our 
own guilts.’  

Ross Timmins spoke up. ‘You remember, Joe,’ he said, ‘that I 
shared personally with you that the sudden death of our boy shocked 
me, but it shocked me into a new world of reality. I saw clearly that 
God is Lord of His own creation. Aileen and I were glad, so very 
glad. God was real to us. We saw no cruelty in that, but only the 
strong will of the Father. We didn’t even have to rationalise it, as 
many of our friends were doing. They were trying to reassure us but 
in fact they were trying to reassure themselves. We didn’t need that. 
We knew. We knew God.’  

There was a warm hum of approval and nodding of heads. Raelene 
really let her anger come to the surface. Her eyes blazed in her dead 
white face. However, she said nothing.  

I suddenly felt a gentleness within me. I knew a confidence  
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in God as living. Many members of the group would have struggled 
with these thoughts on Friday night, and some of them would have 
been angry. Somehow through these few days that had all changed. 
Now they were supporting me in what I was saying. Of course Anne 
was puzzled, and Raelene angry, but that did not greatly matter. 
Perhaps Alan and Rhonda and most of us had more to learn and 
experience, but we were now disposed correctly, towards the truth.  

‘Look,’ I said softly, ‘if we don’t accept the convulsions of the age 
in which we live, then we don’t know what they are for.’ 

What are they for? Mary called out, in her soft voice. 
‘Judgement and birth,’ I said. ‘Judgement for evil, and the birth of 

the new pure universe. Look at Romans 8: 18 - 30. Paul says the 
creation which, of itself, never fell, is longing for its liberation, 
groaning for it, in fact. For this reason it is in convulsive pangs. We, 
who have the richest experience man can know in this age, we, too 
are in anguish for the ultimate—the universe of love.’ 

There was a silence as we pondered that. Then I spoke. ‘Why I 
mentioned these things is because if we say that true history is both 
processive and progressive, moving towards the ultimate of love, 
then the convulsions of nature seem to disprove it.’  

Aileen Timmins said, through wide eyes, ‘Joe, why should that 
disprove anything? What of the convulsions that bring a child to 
birth? Isn’t that the suffering of love? Doesn’t it produce something 
beautiful?’ 

Barrie broke in. ‘What about Paul saying we had to suffer in order 
to be glorified with Christ, and he himself wanting to share in 
Christ’s suffering?’ 

‘Exactly,’ said Byron. ‘What about Paul saying that suffering is a 
gift—”it is given to you, so suffer”!’ 

‘What I meant,’ I said ‘was that we should not let the action of 
judgement and suffering blind our eyes to the fact that all love and its 
actions form part of the build-up for the final denouement of God.’ 

‘Meaning . . .?’ said Joan. 
Meaning,’ I said, ‘that Christ is building His church and we are 

fellow-builders. Meaning that love can never break down that which 
is true and eternal, but can build it. That’s what it is all about.’  
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‘Joe,’ said Mary quietly, ‘this seems to be so much to you. Some of 
us saw this years ago. In fact, it seems as though we always knew it. 
God has been building since Satan began to destroy. Why do you 
think it is special. Why get so worked up about it?’ 

I grinned, considered for a short while, and then said, ‘Well, I was 
brought up in that school in which God kept on saying “Oops!” He 
kept on trying one thing after another, without much success. All He 
had in reserve was His great power of zap!’ When Mary looked 
puzzled. I went on, ‘You see we knew He would win in the end. He 
had only to go “Zap!” to His creation and it reformed in beauty. He 
would win—whatever.’ 

Mary looked shocked, and disgusted. ‘What a curious conception 
of God,’ she said. The group agreed vocally. 

‘Don’t laugh at Joe,’ Byron warned. ‘Many still hold that view. 
Their prophetic schemes are filled with weird oddities about that sort 
of God.’ 

‘I guess’, I said, ‘that what I am trying to say—and I have been 
avoiding the term—is the Kingdom of God.’ 

‘Ah!’ said Graham and Grant together. ‘Ah! Now you are on 
something!’ 

‘Something?’ I echoed within myself. ‘Something? But we’ve been 
on this “something” all the time.’ 

Barrie stood up. ‘Let’s have a coffee-break,’ he suggested, ‘but 
before we do, couldn’t we sum it all up by saying that the Kingdom 
is coming to its fullness? Couldn’t we say that the convulsive nature 
of human and demonic interaction is simply the struggle between two 
kingdoms— that of Christ, and that of the world? Doesn’t that make 
sense.’ 

‘It sure does,’ said Grant. ‘It sure does.’ 
‘So does coffee,’ said Graham with a big grin. 

Chapter 15 

‘Any other time I’d have spiritual indigestion,’ said Miriam, ‘but 
this time it is all making sense.’ 

‘Not to me,’ said Raelene, her face still white. Anne looked at 
Barrie over her coffee. ‘Getting glimmers,’ she said, hopefully. 
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Alan was in the small group, pouring milk into coffee and taking 
sugar. ‘This is the first time, in years, that anything has made sense,’ 
he said, with meaning. 

Raelene stared at him. ‘You mean nothing made sense before?’ she 
asked. He nodded. ‘Nothing,’ he said. He looked at her, and then 
shook his head. ‘It’s as though all that was plain crazy,’ he said. 

No one knew whether he was referring to their affair or to the 
whole of his marriage situation. We all knew, however, that 
everything had changed. 

Alan manoeuvred Raelene away from the group, and they both 
began to talk. We could hear Raelene’s voice, a little high. His was 
lower, but strong, and determined. 

Anne said, ‘I can’t make out what has happened. Everything seems 
different.’ She said slowly, ‘I don’t know that I like it all that much, 
either.’ 

‘How come Raelene decided to visit us?’ Barrie asked. 
Anne shook her head. ‘She never said anything about it,’ she said, 

‘just wanted to come. That’s all. I guess she thought it was still on 
with Alan.’ She nodded towards the two of them. ‘You can see it 
isn’t on,’ she said. 

Helen said quietly, ‘That’s right, it isn’t.’ She looked gloriously 
happy. ‘Everything is different, Anne,’ she said ‘and you had better 
like it. We do—all of us, and Alan too. God is alive, you know, and 
He’s real. Things are happening.’ 

Anne flushed a little, looking angry. Then she controlled herself. 
‘Could be that,’ she said lightly. She looked at Barrie ‘That’s what 
you are always saying, isn’t it? she asked. She looked rueful. ‘You 
don’t sound as preachy as Helen, Barrie. At least I’ll give you that.’ 

Barrie flushed this time, hurt. ‘Helen isn’t preachy,’ he said, and 
then was sorry he had said it. Anne grabbed her mug of coffee and 
moved away, quickly. 

Mary said, ‘She feels out of it. She wants what is going here, and 
she’s been looking after the kids all the week-end while we have 
been living it up. Don’t be mad at her Barrie. Treat her gently.’ 

Barrie said, in despair, ‘Do we ever learn?’ 
When the group moved back there was some singing. I have 

noticed that after a teaching session the very act of worship and 
praise seems to dissolve the heaviness 
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that comes with mental effort. The truth seems to melt, like ice into 
water, and the mind is ready again—for more teaching.  

I began, ‘When you get over the hump of theodicy, then you can be 
sure that God is love, and that love and justice are not opposed, one 
to the other. Justice is part of love. As we were saying, these 
elements all make sense within the truth of the Kingdom of God.’ 

 ‘The Kingdom of God has always puzzled me, said Joan. ‘On the 
one hand you have this hard idea of the Kingdom, coming only at the 
end of the age, following a great power-struggle between good and 
evil, and on the other the idea of the Kingdom being within you, 
which seems so sentimental to me, and pretty weak, for that matter.’  

‘Well,’ I said, ‘we only have about an hour to go, and I have still a 
thousand things to say, so we had better leave the idea of the 
Kingdom for another series,’ 

 ‘Briefly, Joe,’ urged Barrie, ‘just in a few words.’  
‘A few words!’ I echoed, incredulously. ‘A few words!’ Then I 

grinned. ‘Well, you asked for it—so here goes.’ r saw Alan and 
Raelene slip into the room. They both sat together, because it was 
awkward to get to where Helen was sitting. However Raelene didn’t 
seem to get much joy from his being near her. Her face was set in 
dead-pan fashion. I could see she was set against listening.  

‘Really,’ I said, ‘the Kingdom of God is quite simple. It is the reign 
of God, nothing more, nothing less. Because He is King, He creates, 
and His creation is the realm of His reign. The creation rebels, in 
part, but it is still His Kingdom. Every kingdom has its rebels. Satan 
seeks to set up a rival realm. Of course the two—the true and the 
false—are locked in conflict, but the essential nature of God’s 
Kingdom cannot change, not at any point of history, for it is God 
reigning.’  

Grant called out, ‘Joe. What about “thy kingdom come on earth as 
it is in heaven”?’.  

‘Simple, again,’ I said. ‘It is simply praying that the rebellion here 
be defeated, and the reign proceed as it is in heaven where there is no 
rebellion.’  

I grinned. ‘Anyone here with an argumentative mind can say there 
was rebellion in heaven. True enough, but Satan has no essential part 
there. He and his cohorts have  
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been tipped out. So our prayer is that all evil will be purged, and the 
Kingdom have its sway without rebellion.’  

Joan said, ‘What about the Kingdom being within you?’ 
 Scholars debate whether the preposition means “in” or “among”, I 

said. ‘Jesus was trying to get the message through that, whilst some 
were trying to observe it, the true believer would see it in the midst, 
and even in himself. Jesus Himself was the Kingdom, in effect, for 
where He was there the Kingdom was, and what He did was the 
action of the Kingdom. As He said, “If I, by the Spirit of God, cast 
out demons, then (i.e. in this manner) the Kingdom of Heaven has 
come upon you”.’ I went on, ‘The reign of God is always felt because 
the reign, or the Kingdom, is always dynamic. Paul speaks about the 
Kingdom as not eating and drinking, but “righteousness, peace, and 
joy in the Holy Spirit”. Hence it is real enough without being 
physically visible. This was the message Jesus was trying to get 
through to Pilate—”My kingdom is not of this world—it is from 
hence”.’ 

‘If we can see that the Kingdom of God was sealed in  its triumph 
at the Cross and resurrection, and that Jesus reigns at God’s right 
hand, then we can see that the Family of God, and the Kingdom of 
God are closely related, and indeed, identified, one with the other. 
What we can be sure of is that the Kingdom does not exist in some 
form of a divine spark within man, generally. The Kingdom comes 
dynamically to man through repentance, faith, and the coming of the 
Holy Spirit. What concerns us is that whilst it is the outworked 
triumph of God, it is at the same time the outworking of His love.’ 

I looked around, a little triumphantly. ‘This brings us to the point to 
which we have been working—the ultimate triumph of love which is 
the triumph of the Kingdom. Let us see that through love the whole 
universe is finally revealed as the triumph of the Father and His 
love.’ 

I looked down at my watch. There was about half an hour before 
the midday meal. The memory of the five days beside the Gulf waters 
in that little shack, came afresh to me. I could see the universe 
seemingly fragmented and in dissociation by hatred and bitterness, 
now come together, in Christ, through the love of the great Triune 
God, the simple, gentle, strong Triune God. I felt a 
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surge of joy and assurance although I knew the difficulty to come, in 
these thirty minutes, of communication. Sure, the Holy Spirit could 
do anything even through me. Yet, as a man, I had to talk, and try to 
communicate. 

See, here,’ I said, ‘do you remember us saying that ‘Love is 
translated from the abstract, into the concrete, by the gift”?’ They 
nodded. ‘Also, that “Love is the deed which meets the need’’?’ They 
nodded again. ‘Do you remember,’ I said, ‘that we saw that the love 
of the Cross embraced all the evil of all men for all time, even though 
all men will not embrace that Cross?’ They agreed excepting, of 
course, Raelene, whose passion of anger had gone, and who now sat, 
forlorn and limp. 

‘Do you remember,’ I said, ‘that Christ descended in order that He 
might ascend, so as to fill all things?’ When they agreed, I said ‘Do 
you remember we saw that God’s plan for the fullness of time it to 
unite all things in Him?’ They remembered that. I went on, ‘Also, 
that He will reconcile all things—to Himself, and to one another— 
by the blood of the Cross—so making peace.’ Their heads nodded. I 
hoped the picture was forming. 

‘In the ultimate, then,’ I said, ‘everything will be utterly one, in the 
Son. In this sense Jesus is the inexhaustible riches of God, that is He 
is the wisdom of God, especially in regard to His plan for uniting all 
things.’ Now I was crying out inside, ‘Oh God, dear Father, how 
incredible! How wonderfully you planned it all. It all seemed so 
hopeless, so wrong but your Fatherhood would have its way—in the 
creation of the Family, in the harmonising of the Home, in the 
bringing together of your elect children, in the triumph of Your Son, 
the Elder Brother of the Family, in the beautiful Bride of the Holy 
Bridegroom, in the Holy City, the New Jerusalem, the Kingdom 
come and accomplished, the total triumph of love!’ 

I tried to spill out these words, and spell out this truth, and I could 
see it was coming through. Suddenly Mary spoke up, one small 
clenched fist beating into the other opened palm. ‘Oh, Joe!’ she said, 
‘I’m so sorry. I didn’t really see it like this. I didn’t really see the 
Whole Plan, God at it all the time, never resting because His love is 
so great. I just saw Him as a great God of love bound to work out His 
plan, but your vision was different. You made Him seem so involved, 
so much working 
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out what He is to accomplish when He plans.’  
I could have hugged her for that; she said it better than I had.  
Byron was on his feet. He wasn’t sententious any more, but a little 

excited. ‘You mean that as we love now, so the end will come then. 
This is what you mean by history being processive and progressive. I 
really like that,  but is that what the Scriptures are saying?’ 

Barrie stood too. His hand was resting back on the lounge, where 
Anne was seated, and his hand slipped down, on to her shoulder. She 
was looking up at him, a little puzzled. ‘Of course it is processive, 
and progressive,’ he said. ‘Now I can see why Joe made sure we 
looked at theodicy. Without theodicy the whole thing seems an 
uncontrolled mess. It does seem that God zaps the mess—at the 
end-time. Joe, however, is saying that behind the mess, within the 
convulsions love is working.’ He stopped, and swung his left arm, 
into the air. ‘Heck,’ he said, ‘of course. No wonder Joe said love is 
the most theological thing of all. Of course. We’ve been working 
from another point of view—the metaphysical power of God, and 
we’ve made His sovereignty not a thing of love, but of some kind of 
power, when all the time His love is Himself, and His power, for that 
matter.’ 

Towards the end of his statement his voice sank, and he was talking 
almost, to himself. I could see Anne was quite dumbfounded as also, 
mystified. Raelene had swivelled around to see him, and Byron was 
nodding eagerly, his old intellectual hauteur gone, and a new 
simplicity shining in his eyes. 

‘Man, you’re right,’ he almost shouted. ‘Nothing is lost that is love. 
Everything goes into the final build up. All love’s actions count.’ 

Alan Rowntree stood up. ‘I remember,’ he said, ‘that Paul says 
“Love builds up”. Where was that?’ 

Barrie said, ‘I Corinthians 8: 2. But the place doesn’t matter. He 
says knowledge puffs up, but love builds up.’ 

‘Then it must build up to something,’ Alan said. ‘If so, what to?’ 
‘To the end, of course,’ said Barrie, ‘like we said.’ 
‘Like we said,’ echoed Byron. ‘Remember now, what Joe said, that 

the gifts to the church were gifts for love, and they are to build up the 
church in love, until it 
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comes to the fullness of the measure of the stature of Christ. That’s 
what it builds up to—the ultimate.’ 

‘Is that what Paul means,’ asked Mary, ‘when he says that when the 
perfect is come, then that which is in part shall be done away?’ 

Grant grinned hugely, ‘You mean when the last need is met by the 
last deed, then shall the end come.’ 

‘That’s right,’ someone called out. ‘When the last gift meets the 
last need.’ 

I said, ‘Just a moment! Just a moment! Don’t let’s be carried away. 
Let us go back to the principle. In I Corinthians 3, Paul says that what 
we lay on the foundation is what will endure, but it is we who lay, as 
fellow-builders with God. What is built must be built out of love.’ 

I was flipping in my Bible to Colossians 1: 15-17, and I read it out. 
‘Now look at verse 17,’ I said. ‘It tells us that when Christ created it, 
that all things cohered, and now cohere in Him. This must mean that 
the essential nature of love is coherence, or that coherence is love. It 
must mean that hatred, enmity, and anything against the truth, is of 
the forces of disintegration. That is why God must ultimately destroy 
evil.’ 

‘The forces of evil,’ added Ross. 
Then evil is very evil,’ said Jean, strongly. I saw Raelene wince. 

No one was looking at her. 
‘If love then was cohesive, and kept the harmony,’ said Byron, 

‘then it still must be that way.’ 
‘How could evil disintegrate the creation-in-love?’ asked Grant. 
‘It didn’t,’ said Barrie. ‘From our point of view, in time, then it 

appears to have done just that. In fact, from God’s point, it never has. 
The Cross is the assurance that all the time love was stronger than 
hate, and purity stronger than evil. The Cross effected the death of 
evil, and love continues, in time to defeat it, and will, in and at the 
ultimate.’ 

‘I see what it means now,’ said Helen, suddenly starting up, ‘it 
says, “The darkness is now passing away, and the true light is already 
shining”.’ 

Someone added, ‘More and more, unto the perfect day.’ 
Barrie said, ‘A verse has been wriggling around in my 

WHERE I  LOVE I  LIVE 

 117

mind, and suddenly it has come clear. It is in Colossians 3: 14, 
“Above all these put on love which binds everything together in 
perfect harmony”.’ He looked stunned. ‘It’s been there all the time,’ 
he said, ‘and I never saw it. That is the power; that is the dynamic to 
break down evil, and build up the good. That is the power of the 
Kingdom. The Son upholds all things by the word of His power—and 
that must be His love, in creation, in providence, in redemption.’ 

I can remember that moment very well. Half the folk standing, 
quite excited, and the subject being linked together, verse by verse, 
idea by idea, insight by insight. ‘This is how the Spirit works,’ I 
thought, ‘the Spirit of love. He floods our hearts with love. He causes 
us to love, and now He is leading us into all the truth.’ 

I looked down at my watch. We had five minutes left. ‘We have 
five minutes before lunch,’ I said, ‘so we had better leave it at that.’ 

Barrie looked at me as though I were mad. ‘You must be joking,’ 
he said. ‘It has taken us all the week-end to get here, and now you are 
going to chop it off, No way, man.’ He looked around. ‘Listen,’ he 
said to the group. ‘It’s a cold salad for lunch, and the sweets are cold 
too. Water can stay hot in the urn. Who is for staying on until we tidy 
off?’  

‘All of us,’ said Grant without hesitation or consultation. There was 
a general laugh, and agreement. ‘We have all the afternoon to get 
home,’ Harry said. ‘Times like this happen rarely,’ he added in his 
old dry way. ‘Let’s see it through.’ 

 

Chapter 16 

See it through! The phrase kept tapping away, in my mind. I kept 
thinking about Jesus’ words. ‘He will lead you into all the truth,’ and 
my mind settled on the ‘into’. Into the truth, rather than just to the 
truth. The truth was something you did, not just collected in the 
mind. The thought fortified me.  

‘If we are going to see it through,’ I said, ‘then it means that we are 
going to see the true nature of love. To see this truth is to do it, not 
just to keep it in the mind as a concept.’ 
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‘That,’ said Byron solemnly, ‘I have truly seen over these days.’ 
Cynthia smiled happily at that. I fancy she felt free of Byron’s 

dominating theological mind. Barrie also agreed. ‘That’s something 
which has come through over these studies,’ he said, ‘that love is 
action, and it isn’t religious, and it isn’t non-religious. It isn’t secular, 
and it isn’t non-secular.’ 

Anne looked at him in astonishment. ‘Do you mean you aren’t 
going to just live with ideas, from now on?’ 

Barrie flushed, flinched, and then grinned. ‘Yes,’ he said, nodding, 
‘something like that.’ 

Anne’s eyes were wide. Then she looked thoughtful. I sensed she 
would say something, but she desisted. A curious smile was playing 
around her lips. 

‘Well, here we go,’ I said. ‘The Father is love; the Son is love; the 
Spirit is love. When love judges, love liberates. At the same time it 
controls or constrains. We love because He first loved us, but the 
love is not known unless, and until its effects work on us, forgiving 
and cleansing us, and setting us in the Family of God, or, as we say, 
bringing us to the Father. At this point we are both motivated and 
obligated. If you remember, we talked about that.’ 

‘You may have,’ said Alan, ‘but it didn’t get through to me then. I 
see it clearly now. Forgiveness is the thing which reveals the love of 
God, and by which we experience that love.’ 

‘When we accept that forgiveness as a total thing,’ I suggested. 
‘But not when we get it by dribs and drabs— on the instalment 
system, so to speak.’ There was a general chuckle at this. Raelene sat 
immobile.  

‘Now we have to consider a dynamic fact,’ I said, ‘that love and 
obedience are the one thing.’ 

‘I get you,’ said Byron, confidently, ‘you mean that love motivates 
to obedience.’ 

I shook my head. ‘True enough, but that is not what I mean,’ I said. 
‘Look at I John 5: 3 “This is the love of God that we keep His 
commandments”. Love, of course, is commanded, but love and 
obedience are the one. Do you remember that we said that the 
fullness of the law is love, and not only its fulfilling? Jesus said the 
world 
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would know His love for God by His obedience. No obedience; no 
love.’ 

‘I don’t quite get that,’ said Byron, ‘but no matter. I can see you 
can’t separate the two. They are like obverse sides of the same coin.’ 

I nodded. ‘Then,’ I said calmly, ‘he who does not obey, does not 
love.’ 

There was a silence. Raelene had tensed again. ‘Not to love,’ I said, 
‘is not to obey. Not obey, is not to love.’ 

Again a silence. Then Sam said, ‘Very few of us really love, if that 
is the case. Almost no one loves God. We might love others a bit, but 
not God.’ 

No one spoke. The excitement of our former climax had died away. 
After a time Sam spoke again. ‘I’ve been thinking,’ he said, ‘that all 
my life I’ve never really obeyed anyone. I’ve toed the line, maybe, 
but not really ever obeyed anyone.’ 

My mind was racing to a book I had read, on alcoholics. It said, 
‘An alcoholic is someone who never submits to anyone. When he 
voluntarily enters an institution, then his healing is half-completed. 
He has submitted to something.’ 

‘Never obeyed anyone,’ said Sam. ‘I used to kid Mum that I 
obeyed her, but I just plain fought Dad. As for school, I hated 
discipline. In my mind I have fought every boss I ever had. In 
marriage I hated having to do things for the wife and the kids. That’s 
just about the set of it.’ 

He looked down at Mary. ‘Now I guess I don’t mind obeying God 
a bit,’ he offered. ‘And maybe that will work out with others too.’ 

The intervention was almost too good to be true. It was just what I 
had wanted. 

Tom stood up. So rarely had he spoken, but like Sam he seemed to 
be determined to express himself. ‘If love is obedience, then hate is 
disobedience,’ he said. ‘I kept on telling myself, in my marriage, that 
if Joan loved me, then I would love her. When she didn’t she got no 
change out of me. Nobody ever has, who hasn’t loved me. That’s 
curious, when you think about it, but natural when your parents don’t 
seem to have loved you. I guess that is where it all started. I was like 
Tom, never 
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obeyed them unless I was forced, and that isn’t real obedience, when 
you think about it.’  

He looked al me. ‘Joe,’ he said, breathing heavily. ‘loan and I are 
going to make a go of it, thanks to you. I suppose you would say, 
“Thanks to God”. The funny thing is that I don’t feel resentment any 
more. Things about Joan that always got me mad, just don’t seem to 
worry me. So I imagine I’ve come to love God, too.’  

‘Let’s work it out this way,’ I suggested to the group when tom had 
been seated. ‘Let’s work it out from the Father the Son, the Brother, 
the Bridegroom (Husband), the Bride (the church), the Family of God 
(the church) the Mother (the Holy City, the New Jerusalem, the 
Church), that if we do not relate to the earthly counterpart of the 
heavenly, then we do not relate to the heavenly.’ I saw Byron about 
to make one of his observations, but waved him away. ‘No. Look at it 
this way. John said, that if any man says he loves God and hates his 
brother then he is a liar. Quite so. If he cannot love his brother whom 
he can see, and for which faith is not required, then how can he love 
God for whom faith is required? The Father relationship is primary, 
the brother one secondary—in a comparative sense. Right? Then not 
to love your brother is to hate God, and not to love your father is to 
hate God, and so on. To hate is to disobey. To have a hang-up about 
anyone is to have a hang-up about God.’  

Alan stood up. ‘You couldn’t be more right,’ he said. ‘That is what 
I have seen, this week-end. All my life I’ve had a hang-up about my 
father, and this week-end I’ve recognised that I have never really 
loved God. All my toeing the line in doctrine and Christian practice 
has really been seeming submission without real obedience. Nothing 
has been from the heart, although I used to kid myself it was 
genuine.’  

‘Think of all the performance we are giving across the institution of 
the Church,’ I said, ‘and obedience would seem enormous. Reduce it 
to actual obedience, and we would be shocked, I guess, by actual 
minimal obedience.’  

Aileen said, ‘I’m seeing something Joe. Maybe I’m wrong. May I 
share it?’  

‘Go ahead,’ I nodded. ‘Well,’ she said, ‘it is like this. If I do not 
obey my earthly father, then it means I do not obey my heavenly 
Father. Is that correct?’ I nodded  
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agreement. ‘Then ‘ she said, ‘if I do not really love the Father, and do 
not obey Him, then I do not really love anyone.’ 

I could have hugged her for that insight. ‘That’s right,’ I said, ‘that 
is what I came to see, just last week—in those five days.’ 

John Squires said very gently, ‘Aren’t there degrees of love? Could 
it not be that we love the Father less than we ought to, and so obey 
Him less than required, yet in fact we are not hating Him?’ 

I didn’t get a chance to reply. Barrie said, ‘God’s love would not 
have degrees. In fact true love doesn’t have degrees. It appears to me 
that either you hate or you love. Your emotional levels may vary in 
both, but the degree is the same. Love is total; hate is total. You are 
either obedient or disobedient. You either hate or love.’ 

John agreed by nodding. ‘I guess it may be that way,’ he said. ‘I’ll 
have to think it through, further.’ 

Grant spoke up. ‘Joe, do I understand that every relationship will be 
wrong, or insufficient if first we do not love God as Father?’ 

‘I believe so,’ I replied. ‘Except that I would say that at the point 
where we love the Father, we also love the Son, and both by the Holy 
Spirit. To love the Father as John said is to love the Son and the sons. 
That is we love all, every one. For a wife to love the Father is to love 
His Son, the true Husband. If she does not love the true Husband she 
does not love the husband who is hers. In fact she has a hang-up 
about husbandhood, and so, the Husbandhood. This would go for 
every relationship.’ 

We all lapsed into silence. The first to speak was Mary. ‘How little 
true obedience,’ she said, ‘How little true love.’ 

Raelene looked miserable, as though she were sick of the whole 
discussion, and the very fact of the group. She had lost Alan—of that 
there was no doubt. How lonely she must have felt, although 
everyone went to her, in heart. 

‘There is the positive side,’ I said, ‘and that is that we have all 
begun to love. Let us hold on to that. When we see the depth of His 
love in and through the Cross— and experience its effects—then we 
begin to love.’ 
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‘Begin,’ echoed Evelyn, ‘then you are saying there are degrees.’ 
I shook my head. ‘Not degrees of love,’ I said, ‘but levels of 

operating in love. Love, on any account, is God Himself working. To 
say that “Love bears all things” is to speak of God working in us for 
a matter like that. Love isn’t a kind of spiritual power or influence 
which we utilise. It is the Father, the Son, and the Spirit working in 
us. When Paul says “Let your love abound yet more and more” he is 
not asking us to increase the quality of love, for it is not quantitative. 
He is saying, “Let the quality of love work itself out, more and more, 
through you”.’ 

Sam said, “This is getting a bit complicated for me. Could you put 
it on to the practical level? What should we actually do?” 

“Just forgive everyone,’ I said, ‘and when anyone has to be 
forgiven, and obey anyone who has to be obeyed.’ 

‘You mean,’ said Sam, ‘that that is obeying God, and that is loving 
Him?’ 

I nodded ‘Who has not had a hang-up about God?’ I asked, ‘and 
therefore who has not disobeyed Him, and His authorities? To get 
moving in love is not primarily a matter of the emotions, but of the 
will, that is, obedience.’ 

‘Comes through very clearly,’ said Sam. ‘I got all mixed up about 
that building bit, and how love builds up something. Seemed so 
airy-fairy to me. You know, mystical.’ 

I nodded. ‘It isn’t really,’ I said. ‘If you can see that God is using 
every bit of love-obedience to build up to His ultimate, then that is 
what it means. Another way of saying it is that He has called us to 
love, by sharing in His plan for all men, everywhere, so that His 
family will become complete. That much He has given us to do and 
share. That is why the Church has been given the fullness of Christ. 
That is how Christ is filling all things. Through His people He unifies 
and reconciles all things—in love.’ 

It was Sam’s turn to nod. ‘That is plain,’ he agreed. ‘So our first 
step is to forgive all, and to love all, and obey all.’ 

Now that the climax of understanding had been reached 
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I felt emotionally drained. The silence of the group certainly did 
not mean that they were all drained. It became evident that they had 
sensed the responsibility of love. Finally Helen spoke. ‘I felt I should 
forgive others,’ she said, ‘for what they had done. I am seeing now 
that had I truly loved, they would not have needed that forgiveness. 
In fact it is I who need to be forgiven, for not loving, for setting up 
situations that were wrong, and even dangerous.’ 

Alan said, ‘I agree. When we fail to love we expose others to 
temptation. I don’t blame Helen for my situation. Every moral 
decision is our responsibility, but I can see how I failed.’ He was too 
delicate in his sensitivity to draw Raelene in by name, and she for her 
part looked alarmed. 

‘Down at the Gulf,’ I said slowly, ‘I had a vision. Not a real vision, 
but just in the mind’s eye. Yet I guess it was as real as any vision. I 
saw the whole family of God, that vast uncountable multitude out of 
every nation  and people and tribe, before the Father. Whilst they 
loved the Father, and the Son, yet in the Spirit of love they embraced 
one another. Their faces were on the Father, and His Son, yet they 
locked arms together and sang a beautiful song of gratitude, praise, 
and love to their God. The thing I saw was that this was the true 
climax of history, and this is what God has always been about. ‘ 

‘That’s beautiful’ Mary breathed. Others nodded. ‘The vision I 
have now,’ I said, and I looked towards Barrie, their pastor, ‘is us, 
like that, loving now. I don’t just mean embracing one another, or 
singing praises to God, but just forgiving one another, obeying one 
another, loving one another. Not here only, but in the wider world, 
outside, sharing that love, not merely emotionally but factually in 
acts and deed, and caring and giving and telling the love, mercy and 
judgement of God.’ 

‘That could do something, in fact almost anything to this group,’ 
Barrie said, slowly. ‘It could take some of us to the ends of the earth. 
It may keep some of us, here, as a church, living together, and 
penetrating the community of people, but this is the time to know we 
are committed.’ 

I’m glad he didn’t ask people to say what had happened, or to come 
forward, or to make public their inner personal feelings. In any case it 
would have been out 
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of context. We were glad just to sit there, in the silence.  
The words kept repeating themselves in my mind, down in the 

depths beyond even where they could be heard. ‘And above ail these 
put on love, which binds everything together in perfect harmony.’ 
Like one deep calling to another deep there was the voice of John 
saying, ‘Our fellowship is with the Father and with His Son, and 
these things we tell you that your joy may be full.’ 

There was prayer of course, and singing, and some tears. Here and 
there folk embraced, and even wept. I saw Miriam move across to 
Raelene but Raelene did not respond. After that Miriam and I sat 
together, not thinking about the cold salad, or the hot water in the 
urns. We watched the group melt, and the last to go was Raelene. 

I said to Miriam, ‘Love, which binds everything together in love. 
She whispered’ ‘You mean His love, of course,’ and I knew she 

was thinking about Raelene. Raelene who was walking out with 
assumed indifference and outward pride, but who in her heart, must 
have known about the love she really needed. 

 

Chapter 17 

Barrie, Anne, Miriam and I watched the group go. Following the 
hasty lunch, there was quick packing, shouted exchanges, hugs and 
farewell cries, and when the last vehicle had disappeared down the 
red gravel of the ‘Pinevale’ road, we turned and looked at one 
another. Then we laughed, together. 

‘I generally feel sad when a camp breaks,’ Barrie said. ‘But not this 
time. It was really good.’ 

We agreed. Miriam said, ‘Joe and I are going to stay overnight, and 
make it back tomorrow. Are you going to do the same?’ 

Barrie and Anne nodded. ‘Well, let’s keep out of each other’s way,’ 
Miriam said, ‘as couples, of course. If Barrie and Joe start on that 
there theology we’ll see nothing of them, as wives.’ 

We agreed to eat in our cabins, and let each couple be, 
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to do what it wanted. We watched Anne and Barrie disappear into the 
valley, holding hands as they went.  

We broke camp, after breakfast the next morning, and before we 
went Barrie made a date for what he called ‘Camp Echo Rally’. The 
group was to meet again, but this time for a review of the studies, as 
well as a sharing of what had happened since the camp. We gave it 
two months, reckoning that if nothing much had really happened, 
then it would show up by that time. If something genuine had 
happened, then it would still be evident two months hence. 

I noticed that Anne and Barrie were warmer towards each other, as 
though some new understanding had developed between them. When 
I thought about it, it was much the same as with Miriam and me. 
Miriam had sensed it too. She said, ‘Barrie’s stopped being the big 
theologian. He’s a husband now.’ 

When I grinned she looked at me in a superior manner. ‘Like my 
Joe,’ she said. ‘He isn’t the big theologian anymore.’ 

I went on grinning. As we drove off, I said, ‘You only have to be 
the big theologian when you’re not secure. When you’re secure you 
can be what God made you to be—a simple human.’ 

.     .     .     .     .     . 

During the two months I was busy with teaching missions and a bit 
of writing. In a way I had forgotten some of the incidents, and whilst 
the various persons had not slipped from my mind, much of the 
interpersonal relationships had faded. When you are dealing with 
people daily you can easily forget small incidents, and these are often 
the clues to persons, and to knowing where they are. 

When the group gathered in the Bradford home for a pot-luck 
evening meal, I had a series of faint shocks, as the memory of the 
incidents revived. For example to see Harry and Rhonda 
hand-in-hand, as though they had done this habitually surprised me. 
Of course they had had two months to re-develop a relationship. I 
guess I expected Alan Rowntree to have that look of gratitude which 
he had had at the last, when Helen had accepted him so completely. 
To see Helen quite submitted to Alan, and he with a 
semi-proprietorial air about him 
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brought its small shock. Sam and Tom looked serene enough, and 
their wives no less. Cynthia was sporting an engagement ring, and 
doing the rounds with sheer joy. whilst Byron followed her, a willing 
captive. 

I was surprised to see Raelene present, but a different Raelene. She 
sought me out, and plunged into an excited account of what had 
happened. She had waited until Barrie returned, to attack him, In fact 
she had attacked him, about me. She had stormed about the rubbishy 
message concerning love, and the ridiculous discussions on 
judgement and the like. Day after day she had returned to pressure 
Barrie with her views, and to provoke him to argument, but he 
refused. Finally when she had exhausted her arguments Barrie had 
been able to get to her. 

‘It was forgiveness that came through,’ she said. ‘Barrie told it like 
I had never heard it. It took days to come through, and all that time I 
was angry and weepy, and desperate. I hated Alan and Helen, and 
you and Barrie. I hated Anne and Miriam, and the whole bunch. 
Finally the penny dropped—that God really loved me. That was the 
point where I gave up pretending to myself that the affair Alan and I 
had had was right and beautiful. I saw it as it really was—sordid and 
horrible—and hated it. I knew I had really been sick of myself, all 
that time. Then I went to Barrie and he helped me to know what is 
repentance, and to accept God’s love and forgiveness.’ 

She looked at me. ‘Gee, did I hate you,’ she said, and laughed. 
Alan and Helen came across, and the four of us stood chatting, and 

the atmosphere was beautiful. After a time the three of them drifted 
off, because the Cattleys and Hindmarshes came booming in, and 
grabbed me. 

After the greetings I asked, ‘How are things going— especially 
with the kids?’ 

They looked a bit downcast, at first, and then they laughed. ‘We 
have a tribe of rebels on our hands,’ they admitted. ‘We thought they 
were going to jump at our new experience but not them. They really 
jacked up on us.’ 

Grant said, ‘Maybe we scared ‘em. Maybe we came at them too 
quickly. Guess we tried to rush them off their feet.’ 
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Graham said, ‘The trouble was, Joe, they had never been to church 
much, and they weren’t coming at Sunday School, so we’ve just had 
to live with them doing what they want to do. But then it isn’t all bad. 
They have agreed to come to church once a month.’ 

‘Maybe you could preach one of these Sundays when they’re 
coming along,’ suggested Shirley Cattley. 

Grant shook his head. ‘Not just for a while,’ he said. ‘They think 
Joe must be a monster, to change their parents like he has.’ 

There was a lot of happy laughter following that. Graham got me 
aside. ‘It’s really bad, Joe,’ he said, ‘we just don’t know how to 
handle this deal. They shy away from anything we want to do—like 
family prayers, and going to meetings.’ 

‘What about fishing?’ I said, ‘do they like that?’ 
Graham looked blank. ‘Fishing? You bet they do. Wouldn’t be any 

trouble getting them fishing. Or hunting or shooting for that matter, 
but that isn’t what we are about, at the moment.’ 

‘Maybe it should be,’ I said calmly. ‘Maybe a little get together on 
their plane might help. Perhaps the change has been too religious for 
them, and they’re scared off.’ 

‘Well, now, what do you know?’ asked Graham. He gave me a 
glare and hurried off to discuss the matter with Grant. I escaped 
across to the Timmins, and we talked about how things had been 
since the camp. They seemed the same steady couple, quite serene 
and g]ad to share a new plan which had opened up before them. It 
was to do with a conference centre, and counselling for tired married 
couples, with rest opportunities for single parents who were harassed 
by family duties. They sparkled as they discussed the simple way in 
which the opportunity had come to them. They were sure it was what 
they were to do.  

After the meal we settled down in the beautiful lounge room where 
Tom and Joan Bradford were hosting us. Favourite choruses from the 
camp, and hymns which had related to our theme were sung, and then 
a time of prayer followed. The short simple utterances praised God 
for what He had done, and was doing, and freshened our minds, as 
we remembered the effective hours spent at ‘Pinevale’. 
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Barrie suggested we should share what had happened since, and for 
the next half-hour we caught up with the news concerning one 
another. Some of them confessed that the vision glorious had 
dimmed a bit, coming home, and getting back into the habitual round 
of family happenings. Having to be busy had dissipated some of the 
euphoria felt at the camp. Somehow they had managed, and here and 
there relationships had stabilised, and in some cases the children had 
been obviously impressed. For the most there had been no feeling of 
being let down, but on the whole there hadn’t been a great deal of 
time to think about the wider aspects of teaching received at the 
camp. Ross and Aileen’s ‘‘event” was seen to be a good exception to 
the general level of experience, but in any case the two months had 
not evaporated the firm understanding the group had received in 
regard to love. 

Barrie suggested they share how forgiveness had worked out, 
especially in regard to others, and that opened up a whole new area of 
discussion. They agreed that relationships within their families had 
greatly improved. Only here and there had they struck problems 
where forgiveness was either not given or received. 

Yes, they agreed, relationships, on the whole were now different 
because of forgiveness. 

At this point Barrie called on me to share the study. After a tremor 
or two I was launched. 

‘Do you know,’ I said, ‘that after the week-end at “Pinevale”, I was 
quite troubled by much of what I said?’ There was a small gasp of 
surprise, and I raised my hand to ward off questions. ‘No,’ I 
protested, ‘I don’t wish to take back anything I said, not even the 
slightest detail. It-was simply the way that some of it was slanted that 
troubled me.’ 

Surprisingly enough Miriam interrupted. ‘Not perfect, Joe?’ she 
asked. I nodded, astonished. She bent over her knitting, ‘Just like the 
old Joe,’ she said, ‘nothing good if not perfect. What does it matter?’ 
She looked up at me. ‘We all got the message,’ she said, ‘even if it 
wasn’t perfect. Maybe God uses imperfect statements.’ Then she 
looked at me squarely. ‘Maybe this is your fear of your old 
theological friends, who argue with the details, but seem to miss the 
main point.’ 

She had scored, and I was a bit confused. ‘I guess you 
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are right,’ I muttered, ‘but still that doesn’t excuse untidy reasoning.’ 
Byron spoke up. ‘I’m with Joe,’ he said defensively, looking across 

at Miriam. ‘If you have something as fantastic as Joe was giving to us 
then it had better be well put together.’ When I nodded, he looked 
around. ‘I found all sorts of ends hanging loose, especially after the 
week-end. All sorts of questions were raised for me, which had not 
been answered in the studies.’ Barrie also nodded. ‘Agreed,’ he said. 
‘I bought Joe’s thesis, but could not tie it together satisfactorily’ 

Joan groaned. ‘Don’t tell me we are going to have it all again, neat 
and tidy,’ she objected. ‘It worked, Joe! Isn’t that enough?’ Barrie 
and Byron grinned hugely, even Ross Timmins had a faint smile. 
Helen intervened. When a thing works, then a women is happy,’ she 
said. A general wave of laughter swept the room.  

I held up my hand again. ‘Just let me go ahead,’ I suggested. ‘I’ll 
try to tie off some ends. Like this.’ Then I began to shape up the 
principle we had examined that week-end.  

‘It is like this,’ I explained. ‘God is love. That is the main fact and 
truth of all creation. Whatever God does must spring from love, and 
it does, all appearances to the contrary, notwithstanding. Therefore 
history is not simple events which are merely chronicled, but the 
events of God which are always moving to His ultimate goal, the 
summing up of all things in His Son, through whom, and for whom 
they were created. That is, in the ultimate, all things will be 
reconciled, harmonised, and unified. Fallen man, and the creation 
which has been subjected to futility will be redeemed and restored 
through the power of the Cross. The Lion of Judah, is really the 
Lamb-that-has-been-slain. He rules history. The Love of God as 
Father, Son and Holy Spirit ultimately effects the goal of God—His 
Family before Him, in love, holy and blameless, delineating His 
Fatherhood, and so His glory. Man, being fully in the image of that 
glory vindicates the action of (Love) in history.’ 

‘Very clear,’ said Byron. Barrie nodded agreement. So did Miriam 
and Helen.  

We said that love and obedience were the one thing,’ I reminded 
them, ‘Although some of us were not too sure. We could see that 
love motivates to obedience, but 
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then John says, “This is the love of God, to keep his 
commandments’’, and also, “This is love that we follow his 
commandments”. Hence, the full triumph of love will be that all will 
ultimately be obedient, for that will be the proof and action of 
genuine love.’ 

Barrie said, ‘You mean that “Thy will be done on earth, as it is in 
heaven” means the final harmony of love?’ 

I nodded. ‘The Kingdom of God, fully come, is just that.’ 
Byron said, ‘One of my problems with the week-end studies was 

that my old “zap-theology” still has me gripped.’ He turned to them, 
as a group, and said, ‘In case you have forgotten,’ he reminded them, 
‘Joe said that God does not just zap at the end of the age. He is, in 
fact working behind the apparent disunity and disharmony of the 
rebellious order of things. He said love unites, love reconciles, love 
harmonises, love knits together, love fills up, love builds up—to the 
ultimate.’ 

‘Well, doesn’t it?’ asked Aileen. Byron agreed. ‘You can’t deny 
that,’ he said. ‘Nor can you deny that the Kingdom of God is, in 
practice, the Kingdom of Love. It is just that I was raised on a curious 
scheme of prophecy which is so different from this idea.’ 

‘Just a minute, Byron,’ I said. ‘I’m not at all sure that various 
schemes of prophecy are invalidated by what we are saying. No one 
can deny that the ultimate conflict between good and evil is 
apocalyptic, catastrophic, and convulsive, yet it is love winning, and 
even the conflict is out of love.’ 

Byron really seemed surprised. ‘You think the two can be 
reconciled?’ he asked. 

I shook my head. ‘Not reconciled. They are really the one. The 
ultimate destruction of evil is the action of holy love. However, in 
principle and fact it was accomplished at the Cross. The Cross was 
D-Day, to use someone’s term, and the Day of the Lord will be 
V-Day. However no love-victory, unless that victory has been won at 
the Cross.’ 

Byron nodded warmly. ‘That helps a lot,’ he said. ‘That ties off 
some of my deepest problems. I think I am satisfied.’ 

Grant said, ‘I would like to go back to this other matter of 
obedience and love, where you say they are the same thing. Open that 
up a little.’ 
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I nodded. ‘Part of our problem is that we isolate obedience from 
love. Also we have a deficient view of authority. In our eagerness to 
make all persons equal, we forget that there are authority structures. 
When we do see them,  they are bad news to us because we are, in 
fact rebels. Every authority is ordained by God’ no matter what it is. 
Hence those authorities, properly operating, are for the purpose of 
love. We saw that the true laws, or principles of the universe are love. 
Hence authorities are there in the interests of love, even if we are not 
conscious of this fact. When we obey, we are loving. Of course, 
when we love, we obey.’ 

‘Good.’ said Grant warmly. ‘My children, then, ought to obey me 
as father, and that will mean they love us.’ 

‘That is how it should be,’ I agreed, ‘just as your wife should be 
subject to you.’ 

‘Only if he loves me,’ said Shirley primly. 
‘To obey is to love,’ I said. ‘So you would be loving him.’ There 

was a general laugh. 
‘Look,’ I said, ‘do we agree that although those exercising 

authority are fallible, yet the authority is from God and ought to be 
honoured and obeyed?’ They agreed. ‘Do you remember we saw that 
Jesus was subject first to His Father, and then to His parents? It that 
not the order?’ They agreed. ‘Then,’ I concluded, ‘at the end of time 
we will be, willingly, obedient to the Father and His Son. That will 
be the triumph of love.’ 

Mary spoke up for the first time. ‘Meanwhile, Joe,’ she asked, 
‘what about these operations of love, as you call them?’  

I nodded, ‘That is a good question,’ I agreed. ‘As a matter of fact 
these were elements we did not deal with enough, at our week-end of 
studies. I was uneasy, after we left. We did not spend enough time on 
the actual modes of loving.’  

‘Don’t agree, Joe,’ said Graham. ‘I remember them well. What’s 
more we have been trying to put them into action. You said, “Loving 
is caring for others, and trying to discern their needs, so that we can 
supply the needs, where we have the goods to do so”. You said, “love 
gives. It gives to needs”. You said, “Love is penetrating to the depths 
of another, and there relating by giving one’s very self”. You also 
said that love was self-impartation, and you said we did it by means 
of 
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gifts, and that gifts were deeds which met the needs”.’ 
I was gratified that Graham had grasped it so well. Small murmurs 

within the group indicated that they, too, had not forgotten. 
‘I have to admit,’ Graham continued, ‘that it isn’t easy to work 

out.’ 
I took up his point quickly, before others could interrupt. ‘Exactly,’ 

I agreed. ‘It was the maturing action of love, and the action of mature 
love that I was concerned we should heed, today.’  

I turned to Miriam. ‘Hope Miriam doesn’t mind me saying this,’ I 
said, ‘but I have loved her for years. And I mean “loved”, too. Yet I 
must have missed seeing many needs she had, even though I believed 
I was quite discerning. I mean there must be a steady and continuous 
growth, both in love, and by love.’ 

Barrie moved in quickly. ‘Surely that is what Paul is about in the 
love chapter of I Corinthians,’ he said. ‘He says you can do things 
which seem to be for love, or by love, but in fact they are not.’ 

Alan rose to agree. ‘I’ve been reading that very clearly,’ he said. 
‘Much clearer, anyway, than previously. It seems to me that Paul is 
saying we can love in very childish ways, but later we give over 
those childish ways. Our love matures and deepens.’ He looked 
around. ‘I’m almost horrified, when I look back at actions which I 
had called love, and really thought were love. I can see so much that 
was really quite selfish, in many of those actions.’ 

Miriam put her knitting on her lap. She said gently, ‘I want to tell 
you about Joe,’ she smiled at me. I had come to hate him,’ she said, 
‘with all his clever theology, but little care for us as a family. I surely 
had a hang-up about him, and about God, and was just about ready to 
quit.’ She picked up the knitting again, and bent over it. ‘Joe is really 
a lover, now,’ she said, ‘and his theology is starting to make sense. 
So I guess that is what you call love which is maturing.’ 

We had spent hours talking about it, and the candid revelation 
didn’t hurt. ‘That’s what I mean,’ I said, taking her cue, ‘that we have 
just got to go on and on in love.’ 

‘What about faith and hope?’ asked Joan. I was surprised at that. It 
was a question I thought Byron would have 
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asked. ‘Of course,’ I agreed, ‘but it is love which is the greatest. We 
need faith and hope until love has fulfilled its goal. Then these will 
not be necessary. God is not faith and hope—only their objects. God 
is love.’ 

A soft murmur went through the group. 
‘I think we are ready for some more of that coffee,’ said Barrie. 

While they were getting it I wondered what the early church did 
without coffee, or for that matter also without tea.  

 

Chapter 18 

We decided, because of the limited time, to sip our coffee whilst 
we chatted. 

When you have the opportunity,’ I suggested, ‘read the two letters 
to the Thessalonians. Paul’s emphasis is continually upon love. For 
example he tells them that he does not need to teach them concerning 
brotherly love, for they, themselves are taught of God. However he 
says in the first letter, “May the Lord make you to increase and 
abound in love to one another and to all men, as we do to you, so that 
he may establish your hearts unblamable in holiness before our God 
and Father, at the coming of our Lord Jesus Christ with all his 
saints.” In his second letter he is thankful that “the love of every one 
of you for one another is increasing”.  Good as this is he prays, “May 
the Lord direct your hearts to the love of God and to the steadfastness 
of Christ”, that is he asks for the increase of love, and is glad to see 
it, yet keeps wishing them to be renewed and extended in the love of 
God.’ 

‘This is very much like his statement in Philippians 1: 9-11, where 
he prays, “that your love may abound more and more, with 
knowledge and all discernment, so that you may approve what is 
excellent, and may be pure and blameless for the day of Christ, filled 
with the fruit of righteousness, through Jesus Christ, to the glory and 
praise of God”.’ 

‘In these two letters he is speaking of an increase of growth and 
operations in and by love. He does not mean that God’s love is in 
increasing degrees, but our 
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experience in it, and of it. Love, then, will help us in spiritual and 
personal growth. It will give us true knowledge of God, persons, and 
situations. It will help us to discern more clearly, so that our love is 
less ignorant, more understanding, and the result of this will be 
dealings with other persons which are more helpful and more mature. 
We will not rush in impetuously in some cases and merely out of 
emotion into others Love is not, in the ultimate, only emotion. It is an 
action of the will. Because of this love learns to discern before it acts. 
Hence, Paul says, you will neither stumble nor be a cause of 
stumbling, but will, in the processes of this love-operation, be like a 
tree which is heavily laden with fruit.’ 

Grant said heavily, ‘Joe. We would like that on paper. It is a bit 
much for us. Sounds like heavy sermon stuff to me.’ 

I grinned. ‘Well, go through it yourself, bit by bit,’ I said, ‘but the 
general sense is that as we grow in love, and so love more and more 
we develop a more mature sense of living, of persons, and of the 
circumstances about us. It is a must, however, to keep on moving in 
love.’ 

‘That’s right,’ agreed Barrie. ‘The church at Ephesus simply turned 
its back on the love action. It got caught up in doctrine, and moral 
practice, and separated those from love. Christ was quite angry with 
them. We read that in the second chapter of Revelation.’ 

‘I remember,’ said Byron, ‘a verse in I Corinthians 16, It says, ‘If 
any man love not the Lord, let him be accursed”. Strong words but, 
as Joe says, love isn’t a spiritual luxury, or an optional extra. It is the 
very heart of the matter.’ 

Mary said, almost contemptuously, ‘Anyone can see that that we 
must go on in love, and that we just mature in it.’ That’s right,’ I 
agreed. ‘John said, “The darkness is passing away, and the true light 
is now shining”. He means that love must take more and more 
ground, and finally fill out this age, whilst darkness is increasingly 
shut out and destroyed.’ 

‘Getting this back into the actional elements,’ said Alan, ‘it means 
that in every way, and in all acts, we should become more and more 
astute in love and loving.’ 

‘If you look at the passages we read in Thessalonians and 
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Philippians,’ I said, ‘you will see that they are all with a view to the 
end thing—how we are at the Day of Christ, and what we will have 
accomplished, It results in maturity and growth in righteousness and 
holiness. Love will accomplish that.’ 

‘Get back to what Joe has been saying,’ said Byron. ‘All love’s 
actions build up.’  

Miriam stopped knitting for a moment. ‘I am being built up,’ she 
announced.  

And she is building others up,’ I added. She stared at me, and then 
dropped her eyes to the knitting.  

‘I guess we are all being built up,’ said Grant in his heavy way. ‘I 
guess that eventually it will happen in our families.’ 

‘It is happening,’ said Raelene, almost violently. ‘Nothing else but 
love could make it happen that way.’ 

Nothing else!’ I echoed in my mind, and then in the heart. I saw it 
again, as I had seen it in those five days studying the Scriptures 
besides the Gulf waters. Of course only love can shape the end, and 
activate creation in between, because God is Love, Himself. No need 
to complicate the matter. ‘‘Love will have its way” may sound trite, 
as a mere cliche, but it is dynamic, in fact.’ 

My eyes roved the group. Success story? Not really; there was 
much to be done, and plenty of ground yet to be covered. I knew 
Tom and Sam had made good headway, whilst Harry was astonishing 
in his new relationship with his wife. Nevertheless, many things had 
yet to happen. Miriam and I were making out better, John and Evelyn 
were living a fresh new world. Joan was no longer a cynic, and Anne 
was now without bitterness. Byron and Cynthia were in that warm 
young man-woman love which gave no indication of what might 
happen when it met the strains and stresses of building a family. Yet, 
all in all, much had happened. 

I though of the sudden crises which come in life. There can be the 
tragedy of a sudden death, or even a slow lingering one. Sickness can 
invade a mind or illness bring unaccountable depression. 
Circumstances can find out a weakness, and suddenly sweetness can 
turn to sourness, if not bitterness. What today appears to be warm 
appealing truth can switch suddenly to seem impractical idealism. 



WHERE I  LOVE I  LIVE 

 136

Then I remembered Paul’s words, “Nothing can separate us from 
the love of God, which is in Christ Jesus— nothing in heaven or 
earth, in time or eternity”. I knew afresh that we do not grasp hold of 
and so retain the love of God. It grasps hold of us, and maintains us. 
Again I felt that sense of release which had come time and again over 
these past few months. It was all contained in the words, “Seek ye 
first the Kingdom of God, and His righteousness, and all these things 
shall be added unto you”. Just love, and leave the rest to God.  

‘Well,’ I said, ‘I guess that is just about it. Just as on every occasion 
I want to spell it out fully, I find I cannot. People either get there 
before me, or the message does, on its own, of itself. Somehow I can 
never fully communicate it. So I guess it doesn’t really matter. A 
teacher’s work stops somewhere, and God’s goes on. It is always 
going on.’ 

Barrie stood up. ‘If Joe has no final word, folks, then I would like 
to read from Paul.’ He opened at the 14th verse of the third chapter of 
the Letter to the Ephesians and read, ‘For this reason I bow my knees 
before the Father, from whom every family in heaven and on earth is 
named, that according to the riches of his glory he may grant you to 
be strengthened with might through his Spirit, in the inner man, that 
Christ may dwell in your hearts through faith; that you, being rooted 
and grounded in love, may have power to comprehend with all the 
saints what is the length and breadth and depth and height, and to 
know the love of Christ which surpasses knowledge that you may be 
filled with all the fullness of God.’ 

I thought that was superb. Of course it just fitted. It was all that the 
Father was doing, for His Family, right now. The ultimate would be 
that they would be filled with all the fullness of God. I changed the 
‘they’ to ‘we’, and suddenly knew the warmth of the family, the good 
strong fellowship of the other sons and daughters of God. 

‘Of course, Father,’ I said, in my heart, ‘you are love. What else 
could you be?’ 

It was as though Miriam had heard my thoughts, for at that moment 
she looked up. She nodded, and smiled, and this time she did not look 
down at her knitting. 
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