





























now —as though she held a tre-
mendous weight on her shoulders, all
alone.

All at once she stood up. She mur-
mured something about having to
make a phone call and before I could
stop her, she was gone.

Something very strange was going
with all of this. Tib and I, alike in
so many respects, were especially
alike in one area. We were proud of
our objectivity. We were then, and
still are, of the opinion that objectivity
and honesty are closely related. If you
looked at a scene with many eyes, we
believed, you were more likely to see
it whole.

But objectivity also served another
function for us: it acted as a shield.
We were not by nature joiners or true-
believers. We did not like to be
identified with a group. And at the
same time by profession and by in-
stinct we really were interested in
other people’s enthusiasms. By keeping
about us a spirit of objectivity, re-
maining always interested observers,
but never committed participants, we
were defended from the pressures of
joining every group we wrote about.

I had made one major exception to
this rule when I became a Christian.
And with that experience I discovered
a flaw in the principle of objectivity.
Before I made my own commitment
I thought of myself as viewing Chris-
tianity from as many vantage points
as possible, thus getting an accurate
view. What I did not realize was that
this very objectivity was itself a block
to seeing the whole picture. Because
it effectively cut off one essential
viewpoint: the view from the inside.

For many months now I had been
looking at the Baptism in the Holy
Spirit from as many angles as pos-
sible: all from the outside. I had de-
cided with my intellect that this was
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a valid Christian experience. Now I
wanted to explore it from the inside.
Tib had followed most of the research
and interviews. She was interested:
but still only as an observer. I think
now that when she left Room 405 she
knew what she was doing. She was
deliberately taking with her our
burden of objectivity. She was making
it possible for me to step inside an
experience, taking defenses out the
door with her.

Of course at the time I realized all
of this only on the most subliminal
of levels. I doubted that she had a
telephone call to make; I knew that
something was weighing on her; I
sensed that she did not want me to
follow her. In some mystic way she
was to play a tremendous role in the
event that followed, because she took
with her our cherished outsider’s look,
while I was left free to participate
in the shock and jolt of experience.

And yet leaving the room, she did
not leave me, for we were myster-
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“tracted by what was going on to
either side, from being conscious of
how I looked and what other people
thought of me; they brought me back
always to the blinding light directly
ahead.

There was a lull in the praying and
singing. The voices around me re-
ceded into a quiet murmur.

A man’s voice: “I believe John
wants the Baptism in the Spirit.”

I felt, more than saw, the five
people rise and form a circle around
me.

What happened next is due in large
part to the role Tib was playing as
she walked alone up the beach toward
the sun. I believe that, although I am
unable to explain it. Without this
help from her I would hardly have
run the strange new danger of a totally
new experience.

At the time, there in Room 405,
nothing of this was going through
my mind. Just the opposite: the very
nature of that hour was pure exper-
ience, with a maximum of allowing
to happen what was going to happen,
and a minimum of analysis.

The group moved closer around
me. It was almost as if they were
forming with their bodies a funnel
through which was concentrated the
flow of the Spirit that was pulsing
through that room. It flowed into me
as I sat there, listening to the Spirit-
song around me. Now the tongues
swelled to a crescendo, musical and
lovely. I opened my mouth, wonder-
ing if I too could join in, but nothing
happened.

I felt a numbness in my lips and a
constriction in my throat.

And suddenly I had the impression
that in order to speak in tongues I
had only to look up. But this was a
joyful gesture. All my training and
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inclination was to approach God with
head bowed.

Strange that such a simple gesture
as lifting the head should become a
battleground. And soon — perhaps be-
cause I did not obey quick enough —
another directive came clear: not only
was I to lift my head but I was to
lift my hands too, and I was to cry
out with all the feeling in me a great
shout of praise to God. A hot, angry
flush rose and flooded me. It was the
thing above all things that I didn’t
want to do.

Perhaps because it was so very
repugnant to me the issue was clearly
drawn as one of sheer obedience.

What other possible significance
could there be in my raising my hands
high and mouthing some words of
praise? But that was what I had to
do, and I knew it. Foolish as it
seemed. Or maybe because it seemed
foolish. I heard E. Stanley Jones say-
ing, “I had to become God’s fool.”

With a sudden burst of will I
thrust my hands into the air, tumed
my face full upward, and at the top
of my voice I shouted:

“Praise the Lord!”

It was the floodgate opened. From
deep inside me, deeper than I knew
voice could go, came a torrent of
joyful sound. It was not beautiful,
like the tongues around me. I had the
impression that it was ugly: explosive
and grunting. I didn’t care. It was
healing, it was forgiveness, it was love
too deep for words and it burst
from me in wordless sound. After that
one shattering effort of will, my will
was released, freed to soar into union
with Him. No further conscious effort
was required of me at all, not even
choosing the syllables with which to
express my joy. The syllables were all

Continued on page 29
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