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6 
Metamorphosis

“And do not be conformed to this world,  
but be transformed by the renewing of your 

mind.” (Romans 12:2)

It was an emerald morning, a sparkling 
and twittering jubilee. Everything was in 

motion: the leaves shimmered, the sunlight 
dappled and danced, and four white cabbage 
moths chased themselves around the garden 
like paper bows blown by the wind. The world 
was fresh and new – washed in the grace of 
God, washed clean by the Blood of Jesus. It 
was a Thursday and I had just come back 
from church. Since that moment beneath 
the apricot tree, I had begun to see many 
things as if for the first time. I had regularly 
walked past St. Mary’s Anglican church, as 
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the beautiful, old bluestone building adjoined 
Matilda’s kindergarten, but now the amazing 
thought dawned on me that they would be 
talking about “Him” in there! I discovered 
there was a half-hour communion service 
held at 10.00am on Thursdays, attended 
only by the priest, the verger (an old man 
of about 70), and the cleaning lady. This 
was perfect for me as I did not feel up to 
anything bigger. I think I also instinctively 
kept away from standard Sunday services 
for a while, aware that my new revelation of 
reality was precious and delicate and needed 
to be protected. To prematurely clothe it in 
old familiar robes of religious ritual would 
run the risk of smothering the life of it, like 
putting a blanket over a flame.

There was such a beauty in the simplicity of 
that little mid-week eucharist. It was held 
in the side chapel of the church, bathed 
in coloured light from the stained glass 
windows, soft summer air wafting in through 
the open door which led out to the rose 
garden. How sweetly the Lord understands 
us and personally prepares a table of delight 
for us. How tenderly He ministered to 
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me in that sanctuary. I don’t know what 
the other three there made of me – this 
strange, alternative-type lady appearing from 
nowhere, weeping all through the service, 
and then vanishing again with barely a word.

Tears, tears, tears! What unchartered oceans 
do people have inside them? The tears I cried 
during this early period of my conversion 
were like the leakages of a concrete dam, 
the walls of which were cracking under the 
pressure of the new life force within; they 
were signs of mercy and freedom, though at 
the time I felt most peculiar and unstable. 
To a large extent I was not in control of 
what was happening to me, as it was not 
my power, but the power of Christ within 
me making the changes. For a while, much 
of my behaviour was still according to my 
old way of thinking and being. Among other 
vices, I drank too much at times(marijuana 
was dropped more quickly as I noticed that 
when I smoked it, I lost my sense of God – 
and that scared me), but even when drunk, 
I knew that Jesus was real. I recall one night 
going to a backstage party after the theatre 
and getting “tipsy”. There I was, champagne 
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glass in hand, raving effusively to all and 
sundry about how wonderful this Jesus was 
whom I had just met. Certainly, I looked 
a fool, but some could see that, foolish or 
not, something had happened to me, and 
obviously, I had not played some great moral 
part in it!

God’s programme of change for us is never 
dull: it is both thrilling and, at times, 
threatening. The journey affords many a 
heavenly vista and many banqueting tables of 
delights, but also traverses the dark places and 
hard valleys of decision. As I have said, I had 
always felt that my greatest necessity in life 
was the love of A man. After my revelation 
of the gospel I prayed a short prayer which, 
in retrospect, was probably crucial. I said, 
“God, I know You are true; don’t let me lose 
you over a man”. This choice was soon to be 
put to the test.

How hard it is with our natural mind to see 
what is wrong with sex outside of marriage. 
But this is because our natural mind is 
conditioned by culture and doesn’t understand 
the spiritual mystery involved, or the deep 
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beauty that God intended to demonstrate 
through this covenant union which depicts 
a heavenly reality. The apostle Paul writes: 

“For this reason a man shall leave his father and 
mother and be joined to his wife, and the two 
shall become one flesh. This is a great mystery, 
but I speak concerning Christ and the church” 
(Ephesians 5:31-32). 

Is Christ unfaithful? Is His commitment 
partial or impermanent? No! For He Himself 
has said:  “l will never leave you nor forsake you”.
(Hebrews 13:5) 

How we have been cheated and fallen short 
of the glory of God in our sexuality and how 
we bleed and mourn because we have ripped 
apart “one flesh” and dissipated our eternal 
spirit. Shakespeare described it this way:

“The expense of spirit in a waste of shame”. 
(Sonnet XIX )

I, also, was ignorant of these things and gaily 
continued my quest for a lover. My heart, 
influenced by the Holy Spirit, began to 
question my course of action, but instead of 
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heeding this voice of conscience, I trusted 
to my own understanding and reasoned 
myself into sin. I went out dancing with my 
girlfriend, Anita, to “The Renown”, a cheerful 
pub in Fitzroy. The new energy and light 
within me lent me an attractiveness which 
drew people to me. They didn’t know what 
it was (anymore than did I) and so presumed 
it was Robin that was desirable when really I 
believe it was Jesus – the Desire of all nations.

That evening it was Graeme, an interesting, 
rabbinical-looking Jew, who was caught in 
the God trap. I thought I was the model of 
self-control because I slept with him on the 
third date, not the first. We had been together 
about 3 months when I discovered I was 
pregnant. This situation gave me emotional 
understanding of “unprotected sex”. Not 
unprotected in the sense of contraception, 
but in the sense of no covering for the soul. 
To be carrying a baby without the security of 
a loving husband felt incredibly vulnerable. 
Jeremiah writes:”My tent is plundered and 
all my cords are broken”; that is exactly how 
I felt: exposed, with no place of shelter.
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Neither Graeme nor I wanted another child 
(Graeme already had a daughter) – in fact, 
the prospect seemed totally unacceptable in 
every way. I wanted an abortion. My heart 
is now completely changed on this issue, 
but at the time it was still blind and hard 
and it was only my sense of logic that saved 
me. How could I rave on about the reality 
of God, how He knew what was best for 
us, wanted what was best for us, etc. etc., 
and then completely fail to trust Him in this 
matter, deliberately terminating a life that He 
had chosen to allow to begin? But I didn’t 
give up without a fight. I rationalised, friends 
sympathised and agreed that abortion was the 
best option. Even a minister said it would be 
okay. But I couldn’t fool my mind or satisfy 
my conscience. I made one last-ditch effort 
to escape my cross – I remembered Reverend 
Cheeseman from Adelaide whom I had gone 
to see after Sam died and who had impressed 
me in a way I couldn’t define. I decided to 
write him a letter asking if he thought an 
abortion under these circumstances would 
be all right by God. His reply was beautiful, 
compassionate and uncondemning – but it 
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sealed my doom. He said no, God wasn’t 
for abortion and that if if I would have the 
baby it would be the sort of risk-taking that 
delights Jesus. Knowing he spoke the truth, 
I lay on my bed and cried.

For the next two weeks the battle was on: 
God’s will or my will? (What a shock it is 
when we first realise that these two are not 
always synonymous!) The point was not that 
God would hate me or punish me or refuse 
to forgive me if I had an abortion but it was 
my new-found faith that was at stake. To 
deliberately disobey would be an admission 
that I didn’t really believe in His reality, 
power and goodness. 

“Faith without works is dead.” (James2:20) 

So where could I have gone from there? Jesus 
says in Matthew 16:24-25: “If anyone desires 
to come after Me, let him deny himself, and take 
up his cross and follow Me. For whoever desires 
to save his life will lose it, but whoever loses his 
life for My sake will find it.” 

I knew my decision was crucial; either cling 
to my own way of self-preservation, or dare to 
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trust Jesus and jump off the cliff into His arms. 
In hindsight, one may wonder why it seemed 
so impossible to go ahead with the pregnancy, 
but at the time it really felt like suicide.

After two weeks of wriggling on a pin, the 
crisis came. I had driven the children up to 
visit Jim and Grace in their country house. 
Looking at photos of their recent overseas 
holiday, the feeling rose up inside me that I 
wasn’t going to miss out and be left behind; 
they were living and doing glamorous things 
and at nearly 40 I wasn’t going to be fat and 
pregnant and then stuck at home with a 
young child again while the world passed 
me by. I was going to buy myself a pink dress 
and get back in that race! (In fact, driving 
back to Melbourne alone I stopped at an 
interesting little shop to look for my new 
dress). But how could I lose God now, this 
God I had so lately and gratefully found? 
With tears running down my face, I drove 
along the highway, literally shouting out to 
Jesus to deliver me from my predicament. 
I told Him I wanted to do His will but I 
couldn’t and if He wanted me to do it, He 
would have to supernaturally enable me.
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The deliverance came on my arrival home. 
I walked into the house which was still and 
quiet in the early afternoon. I plucked a book 
at random from the shelf – it happened to be 
“Letters from the Desert” by Carlo Carretto. 
Sitting outside, reading the chapter called 
“You will be judged by Love”, quite suddenly 
and distinctly , I received the grace to obey. 
I “felt” the yoke of submission settle on my 
neck and I said “yes” to God and “yes” to 
the baby. 

The next moment, having gone through that 
narrow gate, I found myself in a broad place 
and my spirit soared as on eagle’s wings in a 
blue sky of liberty and joy. The impossible 
had become possible – exciting, in fact. 
I could hardly wait to drive round to my 
friend’s place to tell her of my decision. Jesus 
said His yoke was easy and His burden light 
(Matthew 11:30) and so I found it to be. The 
devil is a liar and a thief who just wants to 
cheat us out of the abundant life our Father 
desires to give us. What if I had had my 
way?  No delightful Marian, such a blessing 
to me and to Graeme; no testimony to the 
trustworthiness of God in the situation; and a 
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hard road to find faith again and get free from 
illegitimate entanglements and confusions.

Of course, it was not all just plain sailing after 
that intervention of grace. I had peace and 
joy about my decision, but what about the 
other people affected – Graeme, Anna and 
Matilda (now 9 and 4 years old respectively), 
even my parents – how would it be for them? 
My girls were lovely and accepting in the way 
that children are; my long-suffering parents 
rolled with the blow of yet another shock 
and irregularity and were gracious; but it was 
hard for Graeme. 

The poor man had met and dated what he 
thought was a “normal woman”; how was 
he to know that she was in the process of 
morphing quite rapidly into a new species 
entirely? Whereas up to this point he had 
found my “God talk” quaint but innocuous, 
it was something else again when this God 
started actually interfering in the “real world”. 
In the midst of the changes I had Divine 
support (indeed, Divine propulsion), but 
Graeme was on his own, feeling confused, 
disempowered, and way out of his depth. 
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He took a trip on a sailing boat with an old 
mate and confessed later that he had felt 
like sailing on over the far horizon, never 
to return. However, I’m glad to say that 
“Gray-Gray” did return and was a good 
father to Marian, who, along with his first 
daughter Naomi, was the most important 
thing in his life


