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To: my new friend Bruce for his time-consuming efforts in editing this book.

To: my Bible study life group leader and Church elder who also diligently reviewed this book.

To: my brother, David Nation for his incredible work of checking my theology within this book

Revelation 19:7-8 tells us, “For the marriage of the Lamb is come, and his wife hath made herself ready. And to her was granted that she should be arrayed in fine linen, clean and white: for the fine linen is the righteousness of saints.” [KJV]  This book explores the question; whom will attend the marriage supper of the Lamb?

“Pursue peace with all men, and the sanctification without which no one will see the Lord.” Hebrews 12:14 (ASV)
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A Prayer for David
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He was but born in God’s own time

His little body just so fine

At six months old he fell quite still

My daughter fret, he sure was ill

The seizures came more frequent now

Though doctors clearly knew not how

The tests, they always came back clear

His little life we held so dear

The medications, oh so abundant

The seizures still were not redundant

So bright and happy he did keep

And seldom did we see him weep

Oh how he’s grown, it’s now nine years

We give to God, the many cares

His body, fully formed and blessed

What happens in his brain is guessed

––––––––
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There is so much that we could ask

But to walk and talk, that is the task

Please pray to God, for this big need

As on his goodness, we do feed

Jesus heals, we know he can

We ask it, Lord, for this young man

And he, no more, will lie upon the floor

But like his peers, in life will soar

––––––––
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In your Name Lord Jesus

Dedicated to my Grandson David – please lift him up in your prayers and give all Glory to God.
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Introduction – Why Fifty
Shades of White?


[image: ]


Let's deal upfront with the elephant in the room. Yes, this is a Christian book and yes, I am aware that there is a very earthly book with a similar title relating to a different color. And no, I've never read the Grey book, and nor do I intend to, but I have reviewed the plot – an innocent young woman is drawn into an ever deeper complexity of sexual depravity under the adept manipulation of a certain Mr. Grey. The only true similarity between that book and this is the title and in our case an increasing level of relationship with God.

While researching for another Christian book I had planned to write, the Holy Spirit revealed to me that there is often a substantial gap between God’s standard of righteousness and that of many Christians and, dare I say it, whole Christian churches. Why is it, for instance, that some Christians are accepting of aborting infant babies or having an openly gay pastor while others abhor the very thought? Now those are extreme illustrations, for sure, but at the other end of the scale, we find those who, under the guise of being righteous, forbid any contact with unbelievers and essentially live their earthly lives in communal isolation. Meditating on these examples led me to ask the following questions:

	What exactly is Righteousness?

	What is God’s standard of Righteousness?

	Are there really varying degrees of Righteousness?

	How is it that we have so many have different ideas of what Righteousness is?

	Is it just individuals affected or does it affect whole churches too?

	Does it actually matter that there are so many human variations of Righteousness?

	Why is there confusion regarding Righteousness, are the scriptures ambiguous on this subject?

	What's the long-term (eternal) effect of a varying standard of Righteousness?


The list could go on but I guess you get it – it's all about Righteousness. Clearly, some Christians fully understand true Righteousness but from God's level to the bottom rung of the ladder there are at least fifty different shades of white (as in righteousness) and perhaps many more. Again why should this be? The risk is that unless we clearly understand the real standard we become self-guided. In the same way that Mr. Grey led innocence to a very depraved level, self-guided righteousness will not lead us towards God but far away from him. 

Unfortunately man in his natural cunning, in attempting to live by an acceptable standard of righteousness, creates religion. Religion is essentially a set of rules which, if strictly adhered to, may demonstrate the resemblance of righteousness but in reality be anything but. Religion in its fullest extent frequently reverts backward plunging into the lowest shades of so-called white or perhaps even grey.

This book sets out to explore exactly what righteousness really is and why and if it's important. It is not intended as a how-to, self-help guide to obtaining righteousness.  Nor is it a religious description to help us achieve understanding. My goal is to inspire Christians to understand and seek God’s righteousness and allow that to show through in their lives.

The scriptures are very vocal on the subject of righteousness – right standing with God – and from them, we see that the consequence of not being clothed in righteousness will completely exclude us from living in eternity with God. Since our eternal destiny is at stake, clearly this is not a subject to be taken lightly. The Bible provides an excellent portrayal of God and exactly what His standard is. The scriptures are the only place to go to when seeking an understanding of such an important subject.

Writing 90,000 words on the theology of righteousness based on biblical foundations is relatively straightforward. However to retain the interest of most readers, without the sudden onset of rigor mortise, is an entirely different challenge. To counter this I invented Maxwell White and followed his life and discovery of righteousness and where that led him. While Maxwell is a figment of my imagination he is loosely based around someone I know well who has gained a little experiential knowledge of what it is to be in right standing with God.

In this book, my intention is to allow the Word to speak for itself and not instill personal bias. Please read carefully and ask the Holy Spirit for understanding. Also, don't take my word for it. Please personally check out all the Bible references given.

Finally, I believe that God has a sense of humor so again I've incorporated well-meaning but ambiguous quotes from various church signs around the world at the start of each chapter.

“God made Adam and Eve
not Adam and Steve”
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The Foundation
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“Get a move on Maxwell, your school bus leaves in fifteen minutes; it’ll take you that long to bike to the factory in this wind.” Maxwell heard his mother but ignored her. Firstly, he reckoned, it does not take fifteen minutes to get to the bus stop, besides, he is eight now and can do it fast on his new bike. “Do I really have to go to school on my birthday, Mum?” Maxwell asked, hopefully. No motherly answer was forthcoming except that Maxwell suddenly found a large school satchel thrust in his face and felt himself being ushered speedily towards the bike shed.

The year was 1958 and for all of his eight years Maxwell’s parents had worked a busy dairy farm with his three sisters. The delight of his father was obvious, three daughters were great but to produce a son was a crowning achievement. This fact was never lost on Maxwell and while we would never call him privileged, he certainly knew how to milk the favour of his doting father at any opportunity. This day his father was busy milking the herd therefore his plea to his mother for a birthday recreation were ignored and before he knew it, he was peddling the two miles down the country road to the bus stop at the milk processing factory. 

Maxwell enjoyed the ride, he always liked to think and despite the essential task of racing his sisters, the ride was a time to smell the country air and ponder. He was becoming a man now, eight is a major birthday milestone – “in 13 years, Maxwell considered, I’ll be 21 and then I’ll know everything, just like my Dad!”

As the wind swept against his face, Maxwell reflected on the past few weeks. A feeling of smugness welled up within him – he was now permitted to “break bread”, the youngest ever at his fellowship to do so. Normally one had to wait until at least 16 or 17 before they could possibly be responsible enough to understand the vast implications of partaking of the Lord’s Supper. No, not Maxwell, the international leadership said kids his age could, so he was up for it. He loved Jesus and breaking bread was the next logical step in following Him. That was the easy bit, he reflected, getting there was sure a bit scary though. 

Maxwell’s parents together with their wider family attended a local fellowship in their rural community that was part of an international movement of several thousand devoted subjects led by a spiritual authority based “overseas.” The movement had no name; it was just “The Assembly” as in the only true Assembly and followers of Jesus our Lord and Saviour.  The Leader, well let’s just say he was very close to God and what he said and what God said were actually pretty much one and the same – or so Maxwell’s Assembly believed.

Fellowship life consisted of meetings, meetings and more meetings. Sunday was a special day; first there was the breaking of bread service at around 11am (to allow the attending farmers time to milk their cows) followed by a lunch break then a one hour bible study discussion, off home to milk the cows again then straight back for a fiery preaching of the Gospel at 7.30pm. For a young man with few farming responsibilities the fellowship lunch was the pinnacle of the day. It was time to hang out with a friend or grandparents and enjoy their cut sandwiches, which naturally were always several levels better than anything his mother could create.

Attendance on Sunday was compulsory even for young families but Maxwell didn’t mind. All his friends came and there was always plenty of fellowship time, not to mention the twenty acres of bush that adjoined the country hall. Monday night was prayer meeting, Wednesday night another Bible discussion night and once a month on a Saturday evening there was a “Care meeting” when the Assembly’s business and finances were discussed and agreed. Only those who had officially been accepted to “break bread” were allowed to participate in communion on Sunday or take any part in the service. Prayer meeting and care meeting attendances were only for those who broke bread on Sundays. Maxwell felt a small lump in his throat – truly he was a responsible believer now, his life had been elevated to almost adult status.

A decree had come from overseas, or was it from on high, or was there a difference. Seventeen’s too old to deign church attendees to “break bread.” It was said that if they were accepted as a part of the Assembly then they might be less likely to frequent the “Picture Palaces”. Movie theatres were becoming common place and the pictures on Saturday night was no place for a believer to be found before coming to meet the Lord on Sunday morning. No, it was much better to bind them in as fellowship members at a younger age, and let guilt lock them there. Since few ever joined the church from the outside holding on to the many bred within was the simplest solution for increase.

None of this reasoning was ever conveyed to Maxwell and neither did he care. He had attended the Gospel meetings since he was first able to sit in a chair by himself and he knew full well what sin was and that Jesus had died in payment for his sins. That seemed like a good thing to Maxwell and if he was allowed then he wanted to be a formal part of His fellowship.

It’s fair to say that not every Assembly member was totally on board with a twelve year old – let alone, heaven forbid a seven year old – taking part in the Lord’s Supper! What if they addressed God incorrectly? It would bring the church into disrepute. Maxwell drank in the conversation with interest but in truth he only heard the bit about there being on real age limit on who could or could not “break bread.” Maxwell was in.

At the dinner table that night he brought up the subject, questioning not so much on the fact if he could but on the how it was done. Maxwell’s dad, while a little hesitant at having his young son to be the first of the local fledglings scrutinised and initiated into the believer club, sensed the eagerness in Maxwell’s questioning and gave the explanation. “First you have to ask someone, they will discuss it with one or two other brothers and then the Assembly elders. The elders will select two or three brothers to make a time and come and visit with you to ask you why, to be sure you’re genuine. The whole Assembly will then meet, but you’ll have to stay home, and they’ll discuss the report of the brothers and consider if you should be allowed to ‘break bread.’ Once that’s done the same brothers as first met with you will come back and report the answer to you.” “No sweat,” thought Maxwell, “that’ll be a breeze I’ll do it next Sunday.”

Later in bed Maxwell assessed who was best to ask. He went through the twenty or so men he thought would be worthy to receive his request. No, too old, too strict, funny laugh, horrible kids etc. Finally he decided on the father of one of his best friends.  He liked the way he preached the gospel as he made it interesting, not such a guilt trip like some. Decision made, Maxwell fell in to a satisfied sleep and couldn’t wait until Sunday.

Sunday finally arrived and much to his surprise Maxwell felt a little nervous but not the least bit apprehensive. After the meeting, seeing his man by himself, he approached. “Hello Mr Honeycutt,” Maxwell stated nonchalantly, and then abandoning any further attempt at small talk blurted out, “I would like to ask if I could please break bread.” Honeycutt was a kindly man about the same age as Maxwell’s own father and if he was taken aback he certainly never let it show. “Oh, I see,” he answered. To Maxwell the pause seemed like hours but Mr Honeycutt wasn’t known for his speedy vocabulary and eventually he smiled knowingly, and said “Ok, I’ll have a talk with the brothers.”

How that conversation went Maxwell never found out but judging by what he later heard, not so well. “How old – NOT YET EIGHT – and he asked you if he could break bread!” “What were you thinking Honeycutt?” Fortunately the international leader’s words held precedence and two of the most staunch and spiritual brothers in Maxwell’s little fellowship where dispatched to “visit” with Maxwell after School on Thursday.

Mr Truman and Mr Belmont arrived and were ushered into the lounge room and seated with a cup of tea. Maxwell was summoned and given last minute counsel by his concerned mother. “Don’t be scared, just try and answer their questions best you can,” she advised.

Maxwell, just a few weeks short of eight years, sat on the couch. Truman and Belmont sat in the armchairs opposite, the clock on the mantelpiece obliviously chimed for quarter past the hour. Belmont had poured half of his cup of tea into his saucer to let it cool. Maxwell had seen his grandfather do that when he was in a hurry, could be a good sign he thought. Truman wasn’t in any rush; he sat stony-faced alternating between surveying Maxwell and dunking of his ginger-nut biscuit into his cup of tea. “Only way I can eat these things,” Truman blurted, to no one in particular, “They’ll shatter my false-teeth otherwise,” he continued, following which he quickly threw the whole thing into his mouth with a slurp before the sloppy residue fell apart completely.

The local assembly didn’t have an official leadership as technically everything was agreed collectively at fellowship level. However in practice, the older one became the more spiritual he must be, as he’d walked with God that much longer. If you were ‘spiritual’ then your voice carried considerably more influence than those not so blessed. Truman and Belmont were in their late 60’s which in the 1950’s was unquestionably twilight years. Both had been dairy farmers all their lives and showed the effects of a tough life. They saw no reason to use twenty words when five would do and as for the choice of words anything would do provided it wasn’t a designated swear-word or a blasphemy. Conveying the message clearly and forcefully took strong precedence over charm, wit and compassion. Maxwell sat in silence wondering if he’d perhaps been a little rash, these two were going to fry him alive, he thought, “but too late to back out now.”

After what seemed like the whole of eternity, Truman spoke first. “Honeycutt tells us you want to break bread. Why?” Truman left his sentence hanging as if there couldn’t possibly be an appropriate answer – least none he could think of. Without waiting for Maxwell to speak Truman continued, “Do you know what a sinner is son?” His tone and the deliberate pause made it very clear to Maxwell that a definitive answer was mandatory.

“Yes Mr Truman,” Maxwell replied hesitantly. 

Truman didn’t acknowledge Maxwell’s answer but continued with his own thoughts on the subject. “The world is full of sinners; they are not like us as they don’t have the value of our leader, ‘the man of God.’ We are the blessed ones, they’re all sinners, every one of them, especially the Catholics!”

Maxwell didn’t know how to reply to that and nor did he dare, the last thing he wanted was an angry Mr Truman. For reasons unknown to Maxwell the Catholics were a pet hate of Mr Truman. “Do you know what righteousness is, boy?” Truman asked gruffly.

Crikey we’re all in trouble if Mr Truman doesn’t know what righteousness is Maxwell reflected. “Yes” replied Maxwell. He’d been to many gospel preaching’s and knew too well that if he did wrong, he was unrighteous and had to repent.  “If we repent of our sins we’re righteous,” Maxwell added almost as an afterthought.

Even though he didn’t show it Truman was taken aback at Maxwell’s answer, the lad had been well coached, he thought. A change of tact was necessary if he was to find the true colours of this young whippersnapper. He is not even eight, for goodness sake he thought; nobody can be spiritual at that age. “So why do you want to Break Bread?” Truman asked after a consider pause.

That one’s easy thought Maxwell, relief flooding his little body at finally getting to the real subject at last. “Because Jesus died for my sins,” he answered confidently; he knew that was the right answer and Mr Truman couldn’t frown this time.

“Are you sure about that, Boy,” Truman snapped back.

“Absolutely, Mr Truman,” Maxwell replied confidently. At that very moment something clicked within Maxwell, he just knew that he knew that Jesus was his Saviour. He was only seven years old but he’d done enough to know that some things you did, you got into trouble for, like kicking your sister (whatever the reason), or telling a lie; they were sins. The only way a sin could be removed was to confess it to Jesus and because Jesus had died for sin then the penalty of what was done was paid in full. His father had explained to him once that there were consequences for our sins sometimes, whatever that meant. Probably that was why he still got a hiding for doing some things and not for others, even if he had confessed it to Jesus.

Right at that moment a milestone was established in Maxwell’s young soul. He was saved and was going to go to Heaven, because Jesus had died for his sins, and yes if he was truthful he had committed some. There was no penalty anymore. There was, however, still Mr Truman.

The questioning went on for a full hour and a half and strangely Belmont never said a word. Truman frequently referenced him, asking him if he agreed with this or that but never gave him time to answer. Belmont wasn’t bothered, he was only there as a witness and he would back-up whatever conclusion Truman came to. It’s all about witness he thought, as he recited Matthew 18:16 in his mind, “But if he do not hear [thee], take with thee one or two besides, that every matter may stand upon the word of two witnesses or of three.” According to the translation he used. [DBT]

Finally the clock on the mantelpiece struck three quarters past the hour – it was 4.45pm. Truman looked up as if woken from a trance, “Getting near dinner time, we’ll leave it there Boy, and have a talk to the Assembly about it.” With that the two got up said their pleasantries to Maxwell’s mother and were gone.

Maxwell’s Mum wanted all the details, but Maxwell wasn’t interested. It was still light outside and he had wasted enough valuable playing time.

It was three weeks until the next Care Meeting and Maxwell’s case, as it had become known, was on the agenda. During the preceding weeks nobody had asked Maxwell any further questions and neither was the matter discussed by anyone, it was as if he’d never raised it. Maxwell had expected a few words of congratulations or encouragement, but zilch. All his friends, however, were very eager to proffer their advice. Na, Truman will never allow it, seemed to be the popular opinion. Maxwell though was quietly confident. The overseas leader had said people his age could and he had asked, so the outcome was obvious, wasn’t it?

Finally the Care Meeting arrived. It was held as usual after milking at 7.30pm Saturday. Only those that already broke bread and therefore ‘in Fellowship’ were allowed to attend. Maxwell’s mother stayed home to mind him and his sisters and he quickly found himself bathed and into bed. 

It was never reported to Maxwell precisely what had transpired at that evening meeting but it’s suffice to say his father didn’t get home until 10.30pm that night and Maxwell was already sound asleep. Next morning Maxwell begged his father for information as he hurriedly ate his breakfast, ready for the Sunday meeting schedule. “Sorry Maxwell,” his father replied, “you know the rules, I’m not allowed to talk about anything that happens in the care meeting. Mr Truman will have a talk to you soon” Stupid rule, Maxwell thought, but he knew better than to say that aloud as that would be a sin and he better not sin any more. Those that broke bread had to be righteous.

After the morning ‘breaking of bread’ as everyone mingled, Maxwell made his way in the general direction of Mr Truman, without making it obvious, or so he thought. Next thing he found himself right beside Mr Truman, who up close today really didn’t look in a good mood. Maxwell flirted with the idea of making a run for it but it was too late. “What is it son,” Truman grunted. I do have a name, was what Maxwell wanted to say but instead opted for the direct approach. “Am I allowed to break bread?” Maxwell asked. “It seems so,” Truman retorted and abruptly walked away.  “Yesssss,” said Maxwell quietly to himself. 

Later, after ecstatically sharing the news with his friends and anyone else that would listen, he was heading back into the meeting room ready for the start of the Bible reading meeting when he caught sight of Mr Honeycutt striding towards him, he hadn’t talked to him since asking to break bread. “Did Mr Truman give you the good news?” he asked. “Yes” replied Maxwell excitedly, “what happens now, when do I start to have communion?” “Not so fast,” Honeycutt replied, “first you have to be announced. During the notices part in the breaking of bread service it will be announced that the assembly has accepted you to break bread. That has to be announced for the next three Sundays to make sure everybody knows. The week following, you will be handed the emblems, the cup and the bread, like the rest of us.” 

“Oh, thanks Mr Honeycutt,” Maxwell replied a little subdued. He didn’t know about those rules but he did know about the notices even though he’d never really listened to them. He’ll have to pay attention from now on. One small fact did escape Maxwell thoughts though; how could it be, in such a small fellowship, that someone would not have already heard of Maxwell’s case and outcome. Clearly ‘Rules’ were paramount.

The next three Sundays seemed like an eternity but on each one Maxwell sat proudly as he heard the words, “Maxwell White had been accepted into fellowship and would begin to break bread on the Lord’s Day of 20th September.” Eventually the 20th arrived, this was the big day. Just as if he’d been allowed all his life, when the bread was broken and passed around it was very deliberately handed to him by his father who sat next to him. Maxwell broke off a chunk, as his mother had coached him – not too big, not too small. His three sisters and his friends watched on enviously but secretly hoping for some catastrophic failure – surely he’s going to drop it! 

Partaking of the bread was easy enough Maxwell thought, therefore it was with much newly assumed confidence that he grasped the large glass cup which everyone shared containing the emblem of the Lord’s blood. Before Maxwell could restrain himself he had inhaled a substantial mouthful of the finest sherry money could buy in a country village in the 1950’s. Unable to breathe or swallow Maxwell fortunately had the quick presence of mind to pass the cup on. He had never tasted alcohol before and despite his mothers’ coaching nothing had prepared him for this. 

Option one: Spit it out. 

Option two: do anything else.

Even through the watery eyes Maxwell emphatically dismissed option one, while probably the most logical and easiest solution that could never happen. He was almost eight, he had pride. The powerful sherry could have made a great paint remover, or perhaps it really was, Maxwell pondered. The burning up his nose, unbearable but somehow he had to breath. Maxwell made a quick grab for his handkerchief (provided clean by his mother that morning) and surprisingly the motion created a swallow, the mouthful of fine sherry slid gracefully down his throat, burning as it went.  With an empty mouth and hanky in hand Maxwell was free to cough, splutter and dry his watery eyes. Disaster avoided and nobody had even noticed Maxwell told himself. This self-generated myth was however eagerly shattered later at lunch when his sisters loudly told him that they all saw him crying when he took the wine. Such shame he thought, but at least he was allowed to break bread!

To say the first time Maxwell partook of communion was indeed a spiritual experience would be a gross overstatement but the whole encounter gave him a great peace. He was now ‘saved’ and part of God’s Assembly and would be going to Heaven. His underlying anchor was firmly reinforced – he thanked Jesus for dying for his sins. He was fully righteous.

Maxwell’s little fellowship was a regimented affair with a precise set of rules. It ran to a strict schedule like a well-oiled machine. While there was no official leadership everyone knew their place and peace prevailed. That is until the hymn incident, one Sunday morning. It’s a little known fact that long before the Nixon era and the Watergate scandal that the Hymngate incident occurred in a small rural corner of our world.

The Sunday morning order of service was strictly observed. It was a solemn occasion and absolute reverence was paramount, it was an assembly before the Lord. Best clothes were compulsory without exception, men (and boys) in suits and ties, women in smart dresses, hats and coats. Service start time was exactly on the stroke of 11am. The Assembly had its own printed international hymn book consisting of about 250 clearly numbered ‘spiritual songs’ that had been personally approved by the overseas leader – the man of God! Every attendee on a Sunday morning was required to bring along their own hymn book and Bible in readiness to worship. There was no roster of hymns and any male member that broke bread could announce a hymn number at an appropriate time. All the members would quickly find that hymn and anyone who knew a referenced tune (and sometimes a reasonable voice) would lead the singing with everyone joining him as they recognised the tune. No musical instruments allowed. God apparently frowned heavily on such contraptions in a meeting – so the man of God stipulated. 

The hymn book itself was a labyrinth of hidden significances. There was no particular layout that defined the types of hymns but if one read them carefully he could skilfully suggest a number that would encapsulate a moment in the service. There were Worship songs to Jesus, to the Father and to the triune God. There was even one or two that acknowledged the work of the Holy Spirit, some were songs of encouragement, wedding songs, funeral songs, songs for solemn occasions and general gratification songs. And then there were the gospel hymns – heart felt, bellicose response songs that loudly proclaimed the greatness of all that Jesus had done for us – as sinners.

The seating at all meetings was also strictly adhered to. Men and women were seated separately – there will be no marriage in Heaven so why should a man sit with his wife when meeting with God in His Assembly, was the edict. Since there was no leadership no pulpit was necessary, therefore the seating was generally arranged in a large oval shape with several receding rows as the shape of the building allowed. The men and boys sat on the front rows, the women sat behind – in silence. Only males, who had been accepted by the Assembly to break bread, could give out hymns or speak in any meeting. There were no exceptions.

At the breaking of bread meeting on Sunday morning, a table with a white tablecloth was placed in the centre of the oval. On it, in a small basket, sat a whole loaf of bread – the emblem of the body of Christ, and a large stemmed glass containing the sherry – the emblem of the blood of Christ. Finally there was a covered basket to take up the collection.

All meetings followed a standard format and the members knew the order well. The Sunday service was no exception but since it was such a solemn occasion it was ‘spiritually’ inspired. The service started with a general welcoming hymn followed by the notices. These recounted the meetings for the coming week (even though they were exactly the same every week), declared the names of any visitors from other assemblies or a newly accepted member. Fully prepared the service could now begin.

A brother, usually someone very spiritual, would, after an appropriate pause, approach the table containing the bread and cup. For centuries all of Christendom had called this communion but the ‘Man of God’ frowned heavily on such a term and it was simply named ‘the breaking of bread.’ This brother would in his own worded way give thanks to Jesus for giving His body for us. Following which he would break the home-baked loaf into several parts, arrange it on the basket and pass it to the brother at the start of the oval who would rip off a small piece for himself and pass it on and in turn each would partake. He would then repeat the procedure for the cup, each drinking dutifully from the same fount.  Once this was completed the same brother would pass the collection basket around and each would add their weekly contribution.

After the Lord’s Table there would be two or three hymns each followed by a brother standing to his feet to give a short worship account to Jesus. Only hymns giving praise to Jesus were allowed at this time.  The next part of the service was a short acknowledgement of the Holy Spirit; usually just a hymn was enough. Praise to the Father was next again with hymns interspersed with various brothers standing giving a short worship. Occasionally at any random part of the service a brother, who was moved by the Spirit, could stand to his feet and read a relevant Bible verse followed by a short talk. The final part of the service was always worship to God, as in the Trinity. The whole meeting would always miraculously finish exactly one hour after the start. The order was strictly followed; the Breaking of Bread, worship to Jesus, the Holy Spirit, the Father then God - any other format was demonic. If one was very spiritual he could pick up a theme running through the service as the Lord manifested Himself to the Assembly. Discerning such a theme was very important as that determined the topic of the afternoon Bible study meeting.

So was the order of Sunday meetings that Maxwell had grown up in. He knew of nothing else and his fashioned belief was that he was privileged to be righteous and a part of the true worship of God that so few on this earth obtained to. He was also very privileged, to not only break bread, but to give out hymns during the service – such were the spiritual heights he had conquered, and at such a young age too. After several weeks of breaking bread Maxwell determined he was ready for the next stage. Today he would give out a hymn!

Maxwell knew of the order of service and had studied his hymn book well during the past few days and had selected one or two that he thought would complement a suitable spiritual experience. The breaking of bread was over and Mr Belmont had just completed a very moving worship account to Jesus and a subdued presence filled the gathering. There was a small break in the service and Maxwell saw his chance. The hymn he had chosen was Hymn 5 but for some reason Hymn 4 kept coming to mind. Maxwell had been quietly going over it in his mind, sounding out how he would say it, “Can we sing Hymn 5?” No, too formal, perhaps just, “Hymn 5.” Annoyingly every time he said Hymn 5 the number 4 would pop into his mind and he found himself rehearsing Hymn 5 quickly followed by no, I mean 4. Whatever he did he couldn’t shake it, every time he thought 5, 4 would follow immediately. I can do it he thought collecting himself together for the big occasion. The waiting silence screamed into Maxwell’s mind, now, now before anyone else gets in. “Hymn 5 ... 4” blurted Maxwell. Suddenly what he had said echoed in his brain, not 5 not 4 but he had just given out hymn 54. What was that one even about, Maxwell had no idea. The whole assembly obediently thumbed through their little books to number 54 – as did Maxwell. Should he just say, no sorry, I meant number 5. No, never can things like that be uttered at the height of such a sacred service, number 54 it was. Quickly Maxwell flicked the pages and found hymn 54. Immediately he got there his heart froze. Dear Jesus, it’s a full blown gospel song, what could be worse, right in the middle of worship time. Maxwell wanted to die!

The little gathering however duly broke out in such a heartfelt rendition of “Count your many blessings” as ever had been heard in the middle of a breaking of bread service. “Name them one by one and it will surprise you what the Lord has done,” the song continued. Maxwell sang along but his heart wasn’t in it, then he happened to glance across to Mr Truman. There he sat, hymn book open, no doubt at number 54, ashen faced, lips welded shut, his eyes piecing the distant nothingness. Maxwell had no idea what was going on in Mr Truman’s mind but that face was certainly screaming profanities.

The remainder of the meeting seemed to Maxwell to last about a year and a half and immediately it was over Maxwell slipped from his seat ready for outdoor play with friends. Very shortly after hitting the outside air, Maxwell’s mother arrived commanding him to quickly find his sisters as they were going home for lunch that day as his father had to move the cows from the turnip patch. Maxwell was a bit surprised as nobody had mentioned that on the way to the meeting but he dutifully headed off to round up his sisters. Moving the cows took longer than usual for some reason and Maxwell was disappointed they couldn’t go back for the Bible reading meeting but nobody else seemed bothered so he never gave it another thought.

Years later after Mr Truman’s funeral someone filled Maxwell in on the details of that afternoon. Mr Truman was livid, insisting that the devil himself had invaded the body of an eight year old to deliberately devastate the Assembly’s sacred time of true worship of the Lord himself. Others joined him and a schism of the little assembly almost occurred that day. The climax came when Truman suggested the words of the ‘Man of God’ the international leader were plain wrong. Such language invoked collective shock and condemnation. It was suggested to Mr Truman in no uncertain terms that he back off and after a few days he did and by the next Sunday he reluctantly accepted young Maxwell’s presence at the breaking of bread and fortunately for all no further incidences were forthcoming.

Maxwell’s thoughts were jerked to the present as he neared the bus stop. He had left his sisters in his dust, again, and he could see the Clarke kids there. They all went to his little fellowship and there were eight of them although the three oldest now attended high school in town. He needed the support of the Clarke kids if he was ever to carry out his long term plan to toss the youngest snotty nosed Mitchell kid out of his prized front row seat. Maxwell didn’t want to sit there, it was just that this Mitchell kid didn’t go to his fellowship therefore and as a sinner he needed to be taught a lesson. Besides he never shared anything, especially his cricket bat. Obviously he’s a true son of the devil, Maxwell thought.

Such was the spiritual base that formed Maxwell’s early life. He knew of God and knew of righteousness and the little gathering he was born into had determined their own rules which they proudly portrayed as the true colour of white. Maxwell had a real relationship with Jesus but knew only one thing; that Jesus had died for his sins. While this did allow him to have right standing with God his single focus skewed his knowledge of the love of God toward all others. The concept had moulded Maxwell’s life, affirming that he was somewhat privileged to have the knowledge of forgiveness that others in this world would never obtain unless they too joined his small group of God fearing warriors. Because of his privileged position he presumed he had obtained righteousness.

Maxwell had begun a personal relationship with Jesus and a definite shade of white now coloured his life. However, like drops of black ink into clear liquid so had Maxwell’s foundation of self-righteousness severely coloured his life. While he did have a vivid white understanding of Jesus, the limiting nature of that relationship severely diminished the clarity.

Fortunately God wasn’t through with Maxwell and as he developed in life, God led him along a very unusual pathway.
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“See if you can take it out a little deeper this time,” Maxwell’s father advised. They had borrowed a fishing net from a friend at his father’s work and the two of them, along with Maxwell’s pal from their Assembly, had driven to a nearby surf beach in the hope of snaring a few snapper. It was a warm evening, the breakers were only a metre or so and the water looked appealing.

Maxwell and his friend Niles were commissioned to take the end of the net out into the surf in a large circular sweep while his father held the other end secure on the beach. The theory being, the multitudes of fish feeding in the breakers would be trapped and end up on The White’s dinner table. The first couple of sweeps however had identified a few flaws in that theory, one being; multitudes may well be a myth. The second being dragging a large net through the breaking surf was a Herculean task and no match for two seventeen year old men unaccustomed to unsuccessful challenges.

After a short consultation between the three hunter-gatherers Maxwell’s fathers advice held sway. Clearly the fish must be just a little further out.

The next four attempts achieved the same result. Not a single fish made its presence felt let-alone landing one on the shore. Disheartened, the trio abandoned the idea of a meal of fresh fish and while Maxwell’s father retrieved and folded the net on-shore Maxwell and Niles decided to take on the breaking waves and have some well-earned fun.

The beach was a sandy cove arching round to a rocky outcrop at the far end. Never a popular swimming beach because of the notorious surf it was however frequented by a few ardent fishermen, particularly after a storm.  Today the beach was deserted and in relative terms the surf was low. “Perfect for dolphin dives through the waves,” Maxwell declared.

Niles and Maxwell endeavoured to outdo the other with various wave dives or having it break over them or allowing themselves to be rolled in the surf towards the shore. It was fun and even better there were no Assembly rules disallowing it.

During the past ten years of ‘breaking bread,’ much had changed in Maxwell’s life. His siblings had grown from three sisters to two more sisters and, finally, two brothers. His next brother however was fifteen years his junior therefore more a mentor relationship than a brotherly companion. Nevertheless his brothers were a welcome respite from his five protective sisters and he felt a masculine balance in his life.

Rules had also become a major focal point of Maxwell’s busy Assembly. The ageing ‘Man of God’ had finally gone to be with the Lord and the torch had passed to another very spiritual brother, also based ‘overseas.’ So spiritual was this one that in reverence he was named the ‘Elect Vessel’ as in the Lord’s words about the apostle Paul, Acts 9:15 “for this [man] is an elect vessel to me” (DBT). Most other translations used the term ‘chosen instrument’ but somehow that didn’t quite have the right ring to it, so Elect Vessel it was.

Of all the ‘spiritual’ characteristics of the Elect Vessel, one in particular stood out - whiskey. It seemed the amber liquid was necessary to fully appreciate the teachings of the Elect Vessel and every brother and sister of the Assembly around the globe were ‘encouraged’ to partake. While some stick-in-the-mud oldies had balked at the concept initially, objecting to the word of the leader resembled contradicting God himself and so the message was drink up or get out. Maxwell however had no objections and despite his seventeen years had learned how to manage the potent liquid without appearing drunk, or worse, throwing up.

The elect vessel had also made a declaration of purity in the assembly. The sexual revolution of the 60’s abounding in the world around his saints was intolerable. The world had become absolutely detestable and the words of 2 Timothy 2:19 became the foundation of the teaching of this Elect Vessel. “Yet the firm foundation of God stands, having this seal, [The] Lord knows those that are his; and, let every one who names the name of [the] Lord withdraw from iniquity.” (DBT)

His insistence was that this verse be lived literally, in every sense, and in order to complete the mandate substantial expansion of the words ‘withdraw’ and ‘iniquity
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