
What People Are Saying about The Hidden Kingdom…

 Dr. Dale Fife has done it again! With his gift for narra-
tive and the transparency of one whose passion is the pur-
suit of God’s presence, he ushers the reader first into “An 
Audience with the King” and then “Into the Kingdom.” The 
Scripture says, “He who has ears, let him hear….” To the 
reader, I declare, “He who reads, let him read….” The expe-
rience will change your life as you find yourself journeying 
from The Secret Place to The Hidden Kingdom.

—Tommy Tenney
Author, The God Chasers

President & CEO, GodChasers.network 

 What Dr. Fife offers us in The Hidden Kingdom is not 
a how-to book but rather a “you-can-too” book. His unique 
ability and sensitivity to see things in the “hidden” world of 
the “upside-down” kingdom will bring fresh vision to your 
personal journey with the Lord.

—Bishop Joseph L. Garlington, Sr., Ph.D.
Senior Pastor, Covenant Church of Pittsburgh

Presiding Bishop, Reconciliation! Ministries International

 This book is essential for those who want to get closer 
to the King and His kingdom. Discover the dimensions, the 
foundations, and the secrets of the invisible kingdom, and 
experience the joy of living there. Dale Fife does a great job 
of portraying the eternal kingdom in metaphoric parable.

—LaMar Boschman
Author, musician, worship leader, and recording artist

The Worship Institute



 Much of today’s church hides in isolation behind walls of 
separation from the world. How refreshing to receive vital, 
needed revelation that the church is to be the manifestation 
of the kingdom of God wherever we go. A friend of many 
years, Dr. Fife is especially gifted to “see” in the spirit realm. 
I know he is a man who walks in intimacy with the Lord. He’s 
a modern mystic whose accurate revelations uniquely align 
with the scriptural account of the gospel of the kingdom.

 This book will help liberate Christians who experience 
the irrelevance of isolation and launch them into the excite-
ment of daily living here on earth as citizens in the kingdom 
of God, with the ultimate hope of life in the kingdom yet to 
come. It is timely revelation. I highly recommend that you 
read it, digest it, let it change your life.

—Jim Erb
Pastor, Pleasant Valley Church, Niles, Ohio
Overseer, Antioch International Ministries

 Since the disciples asked Jesus two thousand years ago, 
Christians have sought answers about the kingdom of God. 
In the tradition of the church mystics of days past, Dr. Fife 
takes the reader on an adventure into a place removed from 
what we call time. There one will find a familiar reminis-
cence from journeys we too have taken. Familiar Scriptures 
come alive with color and dimension on each page, stirring 
up fresh longings to experience the Lord in His kingdom. 

—Ron A. MacDonald
Academic Dean, All Africa Bible College

Durban, South Africa



 “Once upon a time” are words that every child learns to 
hang on to with bated breath as his imagination is prepared 
to take him on an adventure. Adults have those words deeply 
embedded in their consciousness, and every time they hear 
them, they reclaim the lost resources of their childhood and 
become young again, sitting on the edge of adventure. 
 Jesus, the Master Storyteller, impacted the hearts and 
minds of His listeners with what I like to call “parabolic 
speech.” It is story, it is metaphor, and it puts you right into 
the event so that you can experience the experience of the 
experience for yourself. 
 Dale Fife is both a dear friend and a great man of God. 
He also happens to be a masterful storyteller as well as a 
powerful practitioner of spiritual truth and the demonstra-
tion of God’s power. For Dale, intimacy with God is what 
it’s all about. He stands today as one of God’s vessels to 
bring about a restoration of kingdom truth and power by the 
subtle graces of symbol, image, metaphor, and even “once 
upon a time” kind of power.
 The book you now hold in your hand is an adventure of 
a lifetime. Join this master storyteller as he takes you on 
a journey, a journey so seamless you won’t know where the 
earthly story ends and heavenly reality begins. That is the 
way God has always wanted it to be. 
 Your life will be transformed simply by the experience 
of reading The Hidden Kingdom. What you do with what 
you experience will determine the level of transformation in 
those whom you touch because of it.

—Mark J. Chironna, Ph.D.
Author, musician, and host on TBN-TV

Overseer, The Master’s Touch International Church
Orlando, Florida



 Forget your cliché-ridden definitions of the kingdom of 
God as the Holy Spirit breathes new life into that which has 
become worn or mundane. Experience a pendulum of emo-
tions as you take this incredible journey into The Hidden 
Kingdom. Allow its truths to penetrate deep into your soul. 
You’ll not only continue the walk that began in the well of 
His presence, but by the end of this book, you will also have 
learned how to walk with the Lord in The Hidden Kingdom.

—Gary and Lynn Brooks
In His Image Ministries
Candler, North Carolina 

 After reading Dr. Fife’s first book, The Secret Place, I 
looked forward with keen anticipation to his next one. From 
the first page on, I was captivated with The Hidden King-
dom. It brought me into an exciting awareness of the beauty, 
the greatness, and the wonder of our God. It made me want 
to spend more time in His presence. I was especially grateful 
for the frequent references to Scripture, which authenticate 
Dale’s precious experiences with the Lord Jesus. The Hidden 
Kingdom is powerful and exciting reading. It made me say, 
“More, Lord, more!”

—Rev. Karl E. Unger
Pastor Emeritus, Judson Baptist Church 

Burton, Michigan



 Dale Fife’s courageous words from his personal journal 
are a witness of how intimacy with Jesus can transform a 
life. This story had to be told to encourage others to walk 
as Enoch walked and to trust in their own visions. The les-
sons learned from The Hidden Kingdom will be a teaching 
tool for years to come. While I was reading this book, the 
scenes came alive to me, and I felt as though I were present 
in the story. This book will take the reader on a stimulating 
journey that leads to the discovery of God’s love in a new and 
profound way.

—Rev. Barbara Lachance
Pastor, teacher, and international speaker 

Founder and President, Connecticut House of Prayer, Inc.

 In a day of quick-fix, self-help, ten-easy-steps-for-every-
thing mentality, Dr Fife has discovered a totally different 
approach to the Christian quest. His new book, The Hidden 
Kingdom, will awaken the longing cries of your heart for fel-
lowship with the living God and will allow you to see that 
many of the answers you are seeking are found in Him. The 
Hidden Kingdom will reveal that the most significant thing 
you could do for yourself, your family, and your calling is 
to fellowship with God. Page by page as you read this book, 
you will encounter the Lord and become alive with a fresh 
love for Him. Whether you are a new believer in Christ or 
an established leader in His church, this book will unlock a 
hunger for God that will rearrange your entire world.

—Vincent B. Manzo
Senior Pastor, City of Hope International Church

Kearny, New Jersey



 Imagine a church where every believer walks in the 
reality of God’s kingdom, infused and transformed by the 
resurrection power of God. It is coming! Dale Fife’s book 
The Hidden Kingdom gives us a glimpse into this incred-
ible future. He has powerfully and purposefully painted an 
inspired portrait of God’s kingdom. This is raw revelation 
from the brush of intimacy.

 Like Ezra in the days of Nehemiah, I believe that Dale is 
a modern-day scribe. He truly has applied “the pen of a ready 
writer” (Psalm 45:1) to the scroll for the purpose of equip-
ping the saints. In The Hidden Kingdom, suddenly things 
come together in a seamless expression of God’s government 
and purpose. 

 As you journey into the heart of God, you will find your 
own heart strangely warmed by God’s anointing. Read and 
be changed!

—Briskilla Zananiri
Abana Ministries

Charlotte, North Carolina





Unless otherwise noted, all Scripture quotations are taken from the updated 
New American Standard Bible (naSb) © 1960, 1962, 1963, 1968, 1971, 1972, 
1973, 1975, 1977, 1995 by The Lockman Foundation. Used by permission. 
Scripture quotations marked (nkjv) are from the New King James Version of 
the Bible, © 1979, 1980, 1982 by Thomas Nelson, Inc. Used by permission. All 
rights reserved. Scripture quotations marked (kjv) are from the King James 
Version of the Holy Bible. Scripture quotations marked (niv) are from the Holy 
Bible, New International Version, © 1973, 1978, 1984, by the International 
Bible Society. Used by permission. Scripture quotations marked (tlb) are 
from The Living Bible, © 1971 by Tyndale House Publishers, Wheaton, 

Illinois. Used by permission.

My thanks to my dear friend Mandy Adendorff, the artist whose painting 
appears on the cover. (www.mandyadendorff.com)

THE HIDDEN KINGDOM:
Journey into the Heart of God

Dr. Dale A. Fife
12631 30th Street Circle East

Parrish, Florida 34219
PastorDF@aol.com

ISBN-13: 978-0-88368-947-9
ISBN-10: 0-88368-947-2

Printed in the United States of America
© 2003 by Dr. Dale Arthur Fife

Whitaker House
1030 Hunt Valley Circle

New Kensington, PA 15068
www.whitakerhouse.com

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, 
electronic or mechanical—including photocopying, recording, or by any information 
storage and retrieval system—without permission in writing from the publisher. Please 

direct your inquiries to permissionseditor@whitakerhouse.com.

2  3  4  5  6  7  8  9  1 0  11  12      19  18  17  16  15  14  13  12  11

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Fife, D. Arthur (Dale Arthur), 1942–
  The hidden kingdom : journey into the heart of God / Dale Arthur Fife.
       p.   cm.
  ISBN 0-88368-947-2 (trade pbk. : alk. paper)  1.  Private revelations.  I. Title.
  BV5091.R4F53 2003
  248.2'9—dc22
                                                            2003014907



9

Acknowledgments

It would be presumptuous, even foolish, to write about 
journeying into God’s eternal dimension and ignore the 
incredible riches of the authentic Christian mystics. They 

have tapped into the inexhaustible source of God’s presence 
and unselfishly poured their experience into the empty cup 
of a thirsty church. 

We Christians have often been guilty of disowning our 
spiritual ancestors and squandering our spiritual heritage 
for a fleeting bowl of emotional porridge.1 This regrettable 
choice becomes obvious when we scan the shelves of the aver-
age bookstore. Much that is in print caters to the appetite of 
the masses for spiritual pabulum or seeks to appease the 
intellect. Most of the substantive writing regarding intimacy 
with God is limited to a few meager selections or consigned 
to the Catholic sections, who have encouraged and nurtured 
the intuitive nature of the Christian life within their protec-
tive womb.

 I want to thank Bob Whitaker, Sr., Bob Whitaker, Jr., 
and all the staff at Whitaker House for helping to remedy 
this unacceptable situation. Your passion for spiritual sub-
stance is the beat of my own heart. 

 Once in a while a publishing house, like the one I am 
blessed to work with, will reprint something from the vaults 



10

The Hidden Kingdom

of the past. These authors give us more than descriptions 
of the spiritual life; they are guides, spiritual directors who 
show us the way into His presence. Their writings have 
become the “classics” we look to for guidance on our own 
spiritual journeys. I will not attempt to list all these wonder-
ful resources in case I overlook some, but if you search dili-
gently, you will discover these hidden treasures for yourself. 2

 To these authors, both ancient and contemporary, I owe 
an enormous debt of gratitude. I remove my cap and salute 
these brave souls who went beyond the boundaries of the 
popular and accepted. It is their influence that fires and ani-
mates the body of Christ. Like them, we are called to aban-
don ourselves to the Lord.

 However, in case you might get the wrong impression, let 
me hasten to thank the theologians who labored with keen 
intellect and dogmatic relentlessness to catalog and com-
municate the truth of the Scriptures and shape them into 
a system of doctrine and belief. Frank X. Tuoti eloquently 
summed up the need for balance in these words:

All genuine Christian mysticism must be grounded in 
sound theology lest it run the real risk of being a self-
styled kind of counterfeit mysticism. Conversely, there 
can be no true theology without the experiential ingre-
dient of mysticism. 3

 To those teachers who helped me discover the truth 
regarding the kingdom—E. Stanley Jones, John Sanford, 
Ern Baxter, George Eldon Ladd, Gerhardus Vos, Richard 
Akeroyd, and Bob Mumford, to name a few—thank you for 
your deliberate, faithful scholarship. 3

 To the school of the prophets, whose company I am most 
comfortable in, thank you for your sacrificial obedience. 
These men and women dare to declare and record what they 
have seen through the eyes of the Spirit. Tommy Tenney, 
Rick Joyner, Bishop Bill Hammond, Peter Wagner, Cindy 



11

Acknowledgments

Jacobs, Sharon Stone, Gary Brooks, Mark Chironna, Morton 
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Goll, and Ken Gire are a few of the spiritual heroes in my 
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 The church often portrays its faith through the creative 
arts. Painting, in particular, is one of the most powerful ave-
nues of expression. Indeed, a picture is worth a thousand 
words. Amanda Adendorff, a South-African-born Messianic 
Jew, is a talented and spiritually perceptive painter to whom 
I am deeply grateful. Thanks, Mandy, for your remarkable 
ability to capture the prophetic vision of The Hidden King-
dom on canvas.4

 Last but not least, to my covenant friend, Bishop Joseph 
Garlington: You refuse to be satisfied with the status quo. 
You are a man who will not accept anything less than a full 
manifestation of God’s kingdom, where race and gender do 
not divide and God is no respecter of persons. Your passion 
has ignited my own heart. You are the one who took my 
hand as a fledgling pilgrim and led me up the mountain of 
spiritual experience to a higher plane than I thought capable 
of reaching. Your encouragement to keep climbing when I 
wanted to stop has enabled me to see from a vista that is 
astounding. We are brothers in the Spirit, embracing The 
Hidden Kingdom of our Lord. Thank you, Joseph.



This book is affectionately dedicated

 to our two sons,

Scott and Brian,
who were taught at an early age

to seek first the kingdom of God 

and His righteousness.
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Foreword
by Bishop Joseph Garlington

I was riding behind the “copilot” of a Jamaican bus driver 
who was seeking to steer our bus through a very narrow 
place, when it seemed as though the mirror on our side of 

the bus was going to have a collision with a post that was less 
than a hair’s breadth away. I was both startled and amused 
by the sudden shout of warning that filled the bus with his 
rich West Indian accent: “Small up yourself, mon. Small up 
yourself!”

 I have since heard that admonition on several occasions 
when seeking to understand some obscure statement in the 
Scriptures or when I’ve been feeling just a little bit more 
pompous in certain arenas than the Holy Spirit could accept. 
I believe it is the “hidden secret” to The Hidden Kingdom. 
Furthermore, I’m even more convinced as I read the incred-
ible insights Dr. Fife shares with us in this book, as well as 
in The Secret Place, that he has succeeded in “smalling up” 
himself. Let me tell you why.

 When Dale Fife’s first book, The Secret Place, touched 
the Christian community, there was an immediate and elec-
tric response from believers who had personally experienced 
similar adventures in prayer—but they had been reluctant 
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to share them. The Secret Place did two things: it validated 
the genuine moments many believers (particularly interces-
sors) had in their prayer times, and it emboldened others 
(not necessarily intercessors) to pursue a deeper relationship 
with the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit through extended sea-
sons of fellowship.

 Years ago, Dale and I delighted in a word game that we 
often played while driving around the city of Pittsburgh or 
other places as we traveled together. We would both look at 
the name on a street sign and then challenge the other to say 
the name backwards. Needless to say, the outcomes would 
often be hilarious and, once in a while, amazing. Yet, more 
often than not, Dale would be able to see the reverse order 
before any of the rest of us. I share this because that unique 
ability of his in the natural world seems to parallel his abil-
ity and sensitivity to see things in the “hidden” world, which 
is sometimes called the “upside-down” kingdom.

 Today, Christianity seems to have a growing antagonism 
about anything that tends toward mystical overtones, and 
yet those of us who accept the reality of these experiences 
and are comfortable with them contend that the unseen 
world is more real, more vast, and far more substantive than 
the world of our day-to-day experience. Pierre Teilhard de 
Chardin summed it up very nicely for us when he said, “We 
are not human beings having a temporary spiritual expe-
rience; we are spiritual beings having a temporary human 
experience.”

 I am absolutely convinced that the “hidden” key to 
understanding the “hidden things” is becoming childlike. In 
fact, Jesus Himself revealed that truth to His disciples when 
they overheard Him giving thanks to His Father for what 
He realized the Father has entrusted to the Lord’s disciples:

At that very time He rejoiced greatly in the Holy Spirit, 
and said, “I praise You, O Father, Lord of heaven and 
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earth, that You have hidden these things from the wise 
and intelligent and have revealed them to infants. Yes, 
Father, for this way was well-pleasing in Your sight.”  
  (Luke 10:21)

 Quantum physicists of today accept without argument 
the existence of phenomena that are both small and infinite; 
they submit themselves to the phenomena, and it seems as 
though they ask the phenomena, “What are you?” However, 
on the larger plane of the kingdom of God—a profoundly 
spiritual dimension—the theologians of today want the 
hidden phenomena of God’s kingdom not only to submit to 
them, but also to let them dictate what it can or cannot be. 
The modern-day church is actually living an “experience-
poor” life, which has produced an anemic spirituality. The 
vigorous and dynamic spiritual experience that is so very 
prominent in the third-world revivals is noticeably absent in 
the Western world.

 We must summarily reject the 
growing and insipid form of Christian-
ity that denies the present reality of 
miracles, visions, and dreams simply 
because “they are not for today.” This 
is often the argument cited by those 
who have either never experienced sig-
nificant moments in God that touched the numinous or were 
warned against having them by others. A godly businessman 
once told Dr. Howard Ervin, “A man with an experience is 
not at the mercy of a man with an argument.” 

 Dr. Fife is a man with an experience. He is also a man of 
the Word, with a strong background and training in formal 
study. He is no stranger to controversy, because his love of 
God and his hunger for more of Him has driven him to his 
knees for answers on more than one occasion. This child-
like posture has qualified him to be a recipient of “things…
revealed…to infants.” 

“A man with an 
experience is not  
at the mercy of 
a man with an 

argument.” 
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 Tommy Tenney once shared with me that a mentor told 
him, “The secret place is a secret every time!” What I now 
share with you as the open secret of Dale’s inner journeys 
in both The Secret Place and The Hidden Kingdom is that 
a long time ago he learned the secret revealed in the admo-
nition of that Jamaican copilot: “Small up yourself, Mon. 
Small up yourself!” 

 What Dr. Fife offers us in The Hidden Kingdom is not a 
how-to book, but rather a “you-can-too” book. Don’t approach 
this book as a critical scholar but as a seeking learner. Ask 
the Holy Spirit to teach you the principles He wants you to 
learn from Dale’s journey. Then put what is uniquely special 
and edifying into practice in your own personal walk with 
Him.

—Bishop Joseph L. Garlington, Sr., Ph.D.
Senior Pastor, Covenant Church of Pittsburgh

Presiding Bishop, Reconciliation! Ministries International



19

Introduction

The world you are about to enter is filled with dreams 
and visions. It is a place where symbolism transcends 
logic and image conveys truth in such clarity that it 

captivates our souls and penetrates our spirits. This myste-
rious milieu is a realm of sign and shadow that draws us into 
the presence of the Almighty, where things must be seen 
with spiritual eyes and can be perceived only by a believing 
heart.

 Chances are, if you truly 
are a spiritual pilgrim in 
search of the living God, you 
have crossed the border into 
this realm already. Like most 
people, you stumble through its 
regions groping for some tan-
gible, down-to-earth walking 
stick to stabilize your journey. 
Your guidebook is the Bible, but you soon discover that it is 
replete with types and symbols, visions and dreams.1 These 
road signs in God’s kingdom are often mysterious and shad-
owy, not a true likeness of the object they represent in all 
respects. If they were, they would no longer be types or sym-
bols, but the object itself. (See Hebrews 8:4–5; 10:1.) 

 The Bible speaks in images, parables, and stories, but 
our tendency is to look for the true-or-false sections that 
cater to our technical mind-set. We savor the self-help and 

Here is a place where 
symbolism transcends  

logic and image conveys 
truth with such clarity  

that it penetrates  
our spirits.
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how-to chapters as we try to find “the” formula: three easy, 
universal steps to overcome life’s struggles. 2

 Alas, perceiving the spiritual dimension cannot occur 
on a purely rational level since spiritual reality itself is 

not limited to the logical realm. 
It requires images, not just con-
cepts. It is through internalizing 
the meaning of symbols rather 
than through logical reasoning 
that change takes place within us. 
Granted, God does not intend for 
us to discard our intellect, but it 
is only one way of comprehending 
reality. Images, on the other hand, 
provide a language of the soul, a 

dialect of the imagination, which arouses our sensitivity to 
the spiritual world. 3

 We make and use images far more than we realize. They 
form and guide us. We interpret our worldview with meta-
phors, similes, and analogies. Flags, corporate logos, symbols-
only highway signs, colors, and objects take on meaning and 
nuances that transcend the literal. 

 Even our words are mere symbols, which represent an 
inner world of thought and perception. They are charged 
with connotation that far exceeds the Oxford English Dic-
tionary definition. Meaning is cultural, and sometimes so 
personal, that a single word can trigger an explosion of emo-
tion or thought that goes far beyond the intended meaning. 
No wonder communication is so often difficult.

 Because the human spirit belongs to the unseen realm, we 
are forced to explore its mysteries by the dim light of symbols 
and images. We must cease from being theologians, intellec-
tual surgeons dissecting God and the soul, and enter into the 
realm of imagination. It is here in this misty world of shadows 

Images provide 
a language of the 

soul, a dialect of the 
imagination, which 

arouses our sensitivity 
to the spiritual world.
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that the poet, artist, musician, and dreamer see with clarity. 
We must trust their vision and follow their lead. 4

 The church is like an audience gathered in a theater. 
We eagerly anticipate the beginning of the movie, but sud-
denly we realize that the film is three-dimensional. At 
first we strain to bring the image displayed on the screen 
into focus, but to no avail. Many give up in frustration and 
leave the building to pursue more easily discerned mes-
sages. Those of us who refuse to walk out soon realize that 
we need special glasses. Suddenly, as the picture becomes 
clear, the theater comes alive with the shouts and move-
ments of the audience. Viewers literally reach into the air 
to try to touch the intangible images leaping off the screen 
or duck down to avoid them. “Did you see that?” we ask 
each other in wonder and delight. Those who still can’t see 
think we’re crazy.

 It takes vision to perceive spiri-
tual reality. Vision is much more than 
an unseen force that motivates us to 
achieve or the ability to see into the 
future. Vision is the “God-view” made 
known to the mortal mind. It is the 
ability to see as God sees.

 Vision gives us the ability to discern the eternal implica-
tions in the present situation, to interpret the events or cir-
cumstances of life within the framework of God’s purpose. 
It is the eyeglass through which the patriarchs, prophets, 
and seers peered. It is what inflamed the hearts of Jesus’ 
disciples and ignited the early church. It is the privilege of 
every born-again, Spirit-filled believer.

 It was Solomon, the wisest man who ever lived, who said, 
“Where there is no vision, the people are unrestrained” (Prov-
erbs 29:18). The word vision in this context can be under-
stood to mean “prophetic revelation.” Vision, then, is an 

Vision is the  
“God-view” made 

known to the 
mortal mind. 
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inspired look at reality, the supernatural ability to focus on 
a blurred world and see it through the eyes of God.

 Yet, far more important than our ability to make sense 
of this material world is our desperate need to see the invis-
ible world that exists inside of us within the human spirit. 
Many pass through life ignoring its existence. It is an inner 
world of silence and solitude, yet it screams for attention, 
yearning to be explored. It is the emptiness within us, wait-
ing to be filled with His presence. 

 Here in this non-space is where the kingdom of God is 
discovered and realized. Yet, only a few ever find their way 
into it, most having disregarded the invitation extended to 
them. (See Matthew 7:13–14; 22:1–14.) Those who brave this 

spiritual dimension soon come to 
understand the realm of the inner 
world and learn to speak in its lan-
guage. 5

    A wonderfully creative diver-
sity exists in the language of the 
heart. It should not surprise us 
that vision and dreams character-
ize this variety. God’s gift of imagi-

nation is the marvelous ability to envision what is not seen 
with the natural eye. The Holy Spirit is brilliant in His abil-
ity to communicate through the anointed imagination. He 
uses many avenues to express the same spiritual truth. You 
may experience God’s presence and receive revelation in an 
entirely different way than someone else does. God may use 
totally different words, images, and symbols to communi-
cate His heart to you.

 Our goal is not to sort through the language of sym-
bols and images in order to establish their authenticity or 
credibility like spiritual cartographers making a celestial 
map. Rather, the purpose in the Father’s heart is for us to 

The insights we  
garner through the 

language of prophetic 
revelation become 

compass points that  
lead us to Him! 
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understand the principles and spiritual truths conveyed by 
the variety of inspired pictures that the Holy Spirit chooses 
to communicate with. The insights that we garner through 
the language of prophetic revelation become compass points 
that lead us to Him!

 This book is the account of one man’s subjective journey 
into God’s kingdom. It is the result of my passionate pur-
suit of His presence. I gladly acknowledge my weaknesses. 
I claim no special inspiration. I am not saying, “This is the 
way it is!” Rather, I’m saying, “This is the way I saw it in 
the Spirit!” My sole desire is to be faithful to the Lord Jesus 
Christ and His Word. Without apology, I hold fast to the 
inerrancy and infallible inspiration of the Holy Scriptures. 
The Bible is the only absolute standard by which this, and all 
prophetic revelation, must be tested and judged.

 I invite you now to come along with me on a spiri-
tual journey into His kingdom, past the world of pews and 
stained glass windows, clear of the impediments of religious 
externals, into God’s eternal dimension, where the language 
is symbolic and spiritual vision is paramount. Our journey 
begins in the well of His presence, in The Secret Place. 6 



Truly, truly I say to you,

unless one is born again,

he cannot see the kingdom of God.

…

Unless one is born of water

and the Spirit, he cannot enter

the kingdom of God.

—Jesus



Part One:

An Audience

with the King
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This Is the Air I Breathe

Anticipation filled our days with excitement; our son 
and his wife were expecting their third child. The 
birth of a grandchild is normally a joyous occasion, 

but this birth was truly a miracle. Out of the wrenching pain 
of a marriage almost shipwrecked on the jagged rocks of 
life’s disappointments and heartache came the quiet whisper 
of the promise of new life.

The Prodigal
 For seven long years, our son Brian abandoned the 
Lord’s call on his life. Like the New Testament Prodigal, 
he squandered his spiritual inheritance and destiny. The 
church disappointed him. Christian leaders and ministries 
failed him, their hypocritical lives portraying righteousness, 
while all along they lived a hidden life of sin and self-serving 
deception. When finally their duplicity was exposed, Brian 
was left to pick up the pieces. What had begun in the heart 
of this young man as hopeful, heartfelt zeal to serve God had 
culminated in his disillusionment. The gut-wrenching pain 
that gripped our son’s life was so deep that he was sick in his 
soul.
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  He sought to drown his heartache in the pursuit of 
worldly pleasures and alcohol. Discarding his role as a 
husband and father, he spent his hours in the bars or lost 
himself in the woods hunting and fishing with his friends. 
Night after night for weeks at a time, his wife sat alone at 
their home in Pennsylvania wondering where he was or if 
he would ever come home. Lorrie spent her days waiting 
and longing for the man she had married to find himself 
again. 

 The pain of Brian’s absence was soon reflected in the 
lives of our grandchildren, Aaron and Brianne, as they 
watched their daddy drown himself in things that kept him 
from them. He became a shadow in the house. There was no 
affection or affirmation that a daughter longs for, no com-

panionship that a son needs from 
his father. Even when Brian was 
home, his emotional pain made 
him unresponsive to their needs.

    Eunice and I watched in horror 
as our son slowly and steadily 
moved deeper and deeper into a sea 
of depression. Although we lived 

in Connecticut and couldn’t often see Brian, we stormed 
heaven with our prayers. We gathered friends and interces-
sors to stand with us to save our son and his family. We cried 
out to God in desperation as only mothers and fathers can do 
when they see their children suffering and in pain. 

 One black night in November, the shroud of darkness 
engulfed Brian and finally brought him to the brink of 
total despair. The red pickup truck sped down the darkened 
country road. To the left, a single farmhouse window cast a 
muted light on the dampened roadway. A horrible screeching 
of tires suddenly shattered the quiet serenity of the country-
side. An explosion of twisting metal and tearing steel lit up 

We gathered friends  
and intercessors to 

stand with us to 
save our son and  

his family. 
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the night sky and thundered through the fog-covered fields 
as the speeding truck careened off the road and slammed 
into a utility pole. The driver was killed instantly. He was 
Brian’s best friend. When Brian arrived at the accident scene 
several hours later, all that was left were scraps of metal and 
a few of his friend’s construction tools scattered across the 
darkened field. 

 For Brian, the following weeks were filled with emotional 
pain that ached beyond description. Life no longer seemed to 
be worth living. Even his marriage didn’t seem to warrant 
the effort needed to maintain it anymore. It was over. Our 
hearts broke as he told us he was filing for divorce. When 
he moved out of the house, we watched helplessly as Lorrie 
and the children clung tenaciously to the slim hope that God 
would intervene.

A Desperate Cry

 Unknown to us, Brian was desperately crying out to 
God from the emotional jail that held him prisoner. His plea 
came from deep within his soul. In torment one night, he lay 
on his back in an open field in the 
Pennsylvania countryside that he 
loved. Hidden in the tall grass of 
the isolated field, he looked up into 
the heavens with tear-filled eyes. 
He didn’t whisper; he shouted with 
all the force he could muster. It 
was the heart-cry of a man, angry 
and alone, longing for his Creator, a cry of lostness and des-
peration that demanded a response. 

 “God, if You’re real,” he shouted, each word rumbling up 
from the angry ache inside, “if You care about me, please say 
something, God! Speak to me. Somehow, let me know that 
You care. I can’t bear this pain any longer!” 

There was no audible 
voice, no thunder in  

the heavens, but 
something moved  

in eternity. 
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 There was no audible voice, no thunder in the heavens, 
but something moved in eternity. Whenever God hears this 
kind of cry, He always answers. Something began to change. 
Unseen forces were put in motion that stirred the grace, 
mercy, and compassion in the heart of God. But the change 
was not immediately manifested.

 Brian was living a few doors away from his family in 
the house of a dear pastor who graciously took him in. One 
afternoon, my wife and I watched from the upstairs window 
of this friend’s home as little Brianne came running down 
the country road from her house up the street, disregarding 
her parents’ constant warnings to stay off the busy roadway. 
She charged into the house without knocking, flung her coat 
on a nearby chair, and without a word, declaratively spread 
her schoolbooks on the kitchen table. 

 My wife watched with a grandmother’s breaking heart. 
She understood perfectly. Brianne was acting out the pain 

she felt as a little girl whose father had 
left home. Her actions clearly stated, 
“Wherever my daddy is, that’s where I 
want to be. I’ll do whatever it takes.”

 At that very moment, Brian was on 
his way out the door to see the attorney 
regarding divorce papers. When he was 
confronted with his daughter’s longing 
face, his eyes were suddenly opened. He 

drove away in his black pickup, but he never made it to the 
lawyer’s office. On the way, the Lord spoke to Brian, and he 
stopped to call Lorrie from a pay phone. “God has shown me 
that what I am doing is so wrong,” he explained. “I just can’t 
go through with this. Can we talk?” 

 Brian had finally heard God’s voice. It came in such an 
unexpected way, but it was loud and clear. There was no 
escaping God’s call upon his life, despite the shortcomings 

Only a will that  
is surrendered  
to God brings 

about the inner 
peace we are  
searching for. 
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of the church or the human frailty of its leaders. At last, the 
surrender of his will to God brought the inner peace that 
Brian was searching for. It wasn’t so much life’s circum-
stances or other people that figured in his destiny. It was 
the cry of his heart for intimacy with God, for a man-to-God 
relationship that satisfies the deepest longings of the human 
soul, which finally brought resolution.

 Brian wasn’t the least bit interested in church or in reli-
gion. He had tasted that, and he had no desire to go back to 
that emptiness. He wanted a no-nonsense, sold-out relation-
ship with the Almighty. With unbridled zeal, he cast himself 
on God’s mercy. It was settled once and for all: “Oh, God, I 
surrender my life to the pursuit of Your will.”

Amazing Grace

 The transformation was truly amazing. Brian rediscov-
ered his first love. Instead of spending time away from the 
family, now he was always at home. Even more amazing, he 
couldn’t stop reading the Bible. Instead of watching tele-
vision, he spent time reading Christian books aloud to his 
family. Every opportunity that we had to be together, Brian 
would sit and ask me questions about the Lord. We discussed 
the Scriptures as a father and son. It was such a joy to me. 
He was hungry for God, and his thirst for spiritual truth 
was insatiable.

New Life

 Then, one day, Brian and Lorrie gave us the news, “Mom 
and Dad, we’re pregnant!”

 The announcement came as a complete shock. A multi-
tude of thoughts scrolled through my mind. Another grand-
child! I wonder if it’s a boy or a girl? Lord, You’re so awesome. 
We almost lost this marriage, and now You are blessing it 
with another child. 
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 I guess I felt a little like Zacharias the priest, the hus-
band of Elizabeth and the father of John the Baptist. I 
was going about my daily duties, tending to the burning of 
incense in the temple, when suddenly, quite unexpectedly, 
God showed up with the news that a child would be born. 
Disbelief clouded my thinking. Could it be true? I wondered. 
Has God really come to bless our family with new life and 
purpose after we barely survived what seemed like imminent 
destruction? He was giving us another life to care for. This 
is powerfully prophetic, I realized. Like Zacharias, I was 
speechless.

 The coming months were filled with excitement and 
joyous anticipation. All the preparations were made for the 
arrival of this precious gift from God. The very thought 
of his arrival reminded me of what I often tell other par-
ents: “The birth of a child is God’s way of saying that life is 
good.” 

Something Is Wrong
 During Lorrie’s pregnancy, Eunice and I visited Brian 
and his family and had several days of wonderful fellowship 
with them. When we were preparing to leave, Brian had 
gone to work, and we were standing on the front porch with 
Lorrie and Brianne saying our final good-byes before head-
ing back to Connecticut. The November afternoon sun was 
still quite warm, and we were anticipating a pleasant drive 
home. 

 “Before you go, please pray for me,” Lorrie asked with 
a troubled expression, patting her protruding belly affec-
tionately. “I don’t feel right. I keep thinking something is 
wrong.”

 Lorrie was still months away from her delivery date, and 
we prayed in faith for God’s protection over her and the child 
in her womb, asking the Lord to bless her with health and 
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peace. After a few words of reassurance, we got in the car, 
drove out of their driveway, and headed east toward home. It 
never occurred to us to turn our cell phone on.

 Before we had reached the town limits, Lorrie was stand-
ing in a pool of liquid. Her water had broken, and the baby 
was in serious trouble. She realized that she must get to a 
doctor immediately.

 Hustling Brianne into the car, she sped to her doctor’s 
office. The physician quickly confirmed her fears. “You need 
to get to the hospital immediately,” she said. “This is very 
serious!” 

 After all that she had been through—the anguish of 
seeing her husband struggle for survival, the agonizing 
days and nights of wondering whether they would make it 
through the storm, the hours of crying out to God in an all-
out fight to save her marriage, the excruciating process of 
overcoming the heartbreaking feelings of rejection and the 
awful pain of inferiority and failure—now she had another 
crisis to face.

 “How could this be happening, God?” 
she cried in dismay. “Just when everything 
finally seems to be going our way!” She 
couldn’t hold back the tears any longer. 

 Brianne reached out to touch her 
mother’s arm. “It’s okay, Mommy,” she 
said. “It’s going to be okay.”

 The hospital was only a few blocks away. She was 
whisked into an examination room. The prognosis was not 
good. Labor had begun; she was already having contrac-
tions. The medical team acted without hesitation. “We will 
have to transfer you to a women’s hospital in Pittsburgh. We 
don’t have the necessary equipment here to sustain a baby 
this premature with such undeveloped lungs.”

“It’s okay, 
Mommy.  

It’s going to  
be okay.”
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 Brian walked into the emergency room in his work 
clothes to hear the distressing news. “Go!” he said. “I’ll take 
care of the children and meet you at the hospital in Pitts-
burgh.”

 The ambulance raced toward the city. Lorrie felt more 
alone and scared than she had ever felt before. The children 
were gone, Brian was gone, and now she was speeding 
toward the unknown future, trying to cling to those few, 
reassuring words of her nine-year-old daughter, “It’s okay, 
Mommy. It’s going to be okay.”

 The hospital room was filled with the whirring, buzzing, 
and clicking of medical equipment. The fetal monitors accu-
rately recorded the slightest change in the baby’s condition. 
Comforted somewhat by the availability of the latest tech-
nology, Lorrie was further encouraged by Brian’s arrival, 
but the unborn baby was by no means out of danger. Eventu-
ally, the medical team assigned her to a room. It looked as if 
she wasn’t going to deliver during the night. 

 With the dawning of a new day, there seemed to be evi-
dence that birth was not far away. She was wheeled into the 
birthing room where she spent the entire day. It was all to no 
avail. The child refused to be born.

 Back in her room, the physicians continued to monitor 
Lorrie. If she could hold off delivery for a week, the baby’s 
lung development would be significantly greater. His chances 
of survival would be much better. However, the risk of infec-
tion if he stayed in the womb increased with every hour. He 
could die from contagion.

Prayer and Faith
 Brian and Lorrie clung tightly to God in faith for the 
next several days. They passed the hours together, read-
ing the Bible out loud. During mealtimes Brian ate in the 
cafeteria and then went to pray in the hospital chapel. At 
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the end of each day, after the hospital’s main entrance was 
closed, he pushed Lorrie to the hospital foyer in a wheel-
chair. She sat playing the beautiful grand piano by the front 
door while they worshipped the Lord together. Their songs 
of intercession and tender praise filled the hospital corri-
dors with God’s presence. Despite the critical nature of their 
circumstances, each moment was a sweet time of intimacy 
with each other and with Jesus.
 Miraculously, an entire week passed by without the 
baby being born. Lorrie was scheduled to deliver on Tuesday 
morning. The ultrasound was disconcerting, though. She had 
felt a lot of movement, and the photographs confirmed that 
the baby had turned breech. Now the risks were even higher 
because a C-section would have to be performed. But God’s 
prayer warriors were on assignment. At the very moment 
Lorrie sat in the examining room, her pastor was praying 
upstairs in the hospital for God’s healing and protection. 

It’s in God’s Hands
 A heavyset, elderly black woman, wearing socks that 
had “I love Jesus” printed on them, broke the silence. From 
her own wheelchair next to Lorrie in the ultrasound waiting 
room, she said, “Hon-ee, if there’s no choice for you to make, 
then it’s in God’s hands.” 

 Lorrie realized that these words 
from a total stranger were a message 
from the Lord, and she immediately 
bowed her head. “All along the way, 
Lord, there have been small miracles. 
But now, Jesus, we need a big one.”

 Delivery was scheduled for the next morning. Through-
out the night, the fire of prayer was kept burning brightly. At 
one point, Brian gently laid his hand on Lorrie’s tummy and 
spoke to the child in the womb. “This is your daddy speak-
ing. Turn around!” he commanded with fatherly authority.

“This is your  
daddy speaking. 
Turn around!”
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 The time had come. It was in God’s hands. One more 
ultrasound was taken. The medical staff was astounded. 
The baby had turned during the night! The likelihood of 
this happening was nothing short of miraculous. The lack 
of fluid in the womb made movement extremely difficult. 
The amniotic sac was clinging to the baby like a wet T-shirt, 
making his turning inside of the womb almost impossible. 
Obviously, this child was an overcomer!

Ear First
 Asa Jeremiah was born at 7:00 am. He came out ear 
first. The birthing room was packed with medical personnel. 
Even the medical students and other staff members who had 
stayed after their shift change to witness the birth cheered 
when the little guy made his way into this world. 

 For a brief moment, Lorrie got to see the baby. He strug-
gled very hard to breathe, his premature lungs straining to 
take in air. He cried as he exerted almost all his energy to 
gasp for the breath of life. “If we don’t get help for him to 
breathe right now, he will wear out and die within hours,” 
the doctor said. And with that, Asa was rushed away to 
intensive care.

Supernatural Breath
 Buttons, tubes, switches, and wires surrounded the tiny 
incubator in the neonatal intensive care room. A monitor 
carefully gauged the performance of little Asa’s vital func-
tions. He had weighed four pounds, five ounces at birth. His 
weight had now dropped to three pounds, thirteen ounces. 
Like an astronaut totally dependent upon his spaceship for 
life, tiny Asa existed within his own earthbound life support 
system, a newcomer to the hostile atmosphere of earth.

 The ache in Lorrie’s heart was excruciating. She wanted 
to hold her son, to draw him close to her breast and comfort 
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him, to welcome him into this world with the loving embrace 
of a mother. But she was denied access. 

 She sat beside the incubator in her hospital gown, look-
ing through the glass walls at little Asa. He was small 
enough to hold in one hand. Taking every medical precau-
tion, she carefully opened the small door on the side of the 
incubator. She reached in to touch the velvety skin of her 
little son. Her finger stroked his tiny back; a single finger-
tip completely filled his miniature hand. The touch was inti-
mate, mother to son. 

 Yet, something else was evident. Another invisible pres-
ence filled the room. She knew He was there. Lorrie sponta-
neously began to sing. 

This is the air I breathe,
This is the air I breathe,
Your holy presence, 
Living in me. 1

 The words drifted through the antiseptic air of the inten-
sive care unit and made their way into the presence of God. 
The song was a prayer. It was all she had to offer. It was the 
cry of a mother’s heart for her child, who was struggling for 
the very breath of life. It was a declaration of faith and also 
a surrender of little Asa’s life to the God who had given it to 
him in the first place.

 She continued,

This is my daily Bread, 
This is my daily Bread.
Your very Word, 
Spoken to me.

 And then, with every fiber of her being, she sang 
unashamedly from the very deepest part of her soul.
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And I, 
I’m desperate for You.
I’m lost without You….

 With each word, the realization of God’s powerful mercy 
overwhelmed her like giant waves of glory. 

 “Oh, God, You gave me back my husband. You spared 
little Asa’s life. You are the air I breathe,” she whispered. 
“Your very presence lives in me. This is my prayer, Lord. 
Never take Your presence from us. All of our days we will 
sing Your praise. Let every breath that Asa takes be the 
breath of Your presence. Thank You for giving me back my 
family. Thank You for restoring my husband. Without You, 
Jesus, we cannot live.”

The Cry of Every Heart
 The song hasn’t ceased. The melody and the lyrics con-
tinue. These heartfelt words of utter dependence on God 
have become the constant cry of our family. It’s my very own 
song! But it is far more than our special song. I believe that 
it is the heart-cry of every man and woman born into this 
world. Whether you realize it or not, it’s your song, too.

 Oh, God, we’re desperate for You! We are lost without 
You! Your holy presence living in us is what life is about. 
Like Asa, we are born with gasping lungs, and without You, 
God, we cannot breathe. You are the oxygen of our lives. 
Your presence is the atmosphere of existence. 

We Hunger for the Secret Place
 It is this passion and longing that drives us to the secret 
place where He dwells. This is the motive that compels us to 
pursue Him with absolute determination. He is the air we 
breathe. His holy presence is what the high priest sought in 
the Holy of Holies. Intimacy with Him is what the patriarchs 
and prophets hungered for. It is the essence and purpose of 
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life. We are born to have intimacy with God. Our lives were 
designed for life in His kingdom. 

 We are all born “ear first.” Our spirits are poised to 
listen for His voice from the moment we are conceived. He 
made us for Himself. God wants someone to talk with. That 
someone is each and every one of us!

 The cry of Brian’s heart was for intimacy with God. 
God answered that plea. The cry of Asa’s lungs was, “Lord, 
You are the air I breathe.” God also answered that cry, and 
Asa lived. Every life resonates with the same melody. The 
longing in our hearts remains steadfast. Our determination 
should be resolute: “We will seek You, Lord, and commune 
with You in the secret place.”

Growing in God
 Asa is older now and quite healthy. He is an overcomer, 
just like all of those who purpose to seek God’s face. Place 
your ear close to His presence. He wants to speak to you. 
Prepare yourself for the journey ahead, the journey of a 
life that passionately pursues God’s presence, purpose, and 
power. He wants you to be an overcomer, too. But first you 
must learn to listen.


