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Along about 2nd grade I learned about germs and 
bacteria. In school, we saw pictures of these diseases, 
invisible to the human eye, yet deadly in their effect. They 
do battle on the human body, feeding upon our life—our 
blood. I learned these things lurked in uncleanness, spoiled 
food, armpits, and most of all, in the pinnacle of 
depravity—human excreta. 

And so I made it my aim to do battle well. I washed 
my hands… a lot. I washed my hands with gusto, especially 
when I went to the bathroom, and especially, especially 
when I used a public restroom. 

I developed an elaborate method of leaving public 
restrooms, such that after washing my hands, I wouldn’t 
touch any object other than my paper towel. 

I washed my hands a lot, and I washed them well. I 
was driven to cleanliness. Within a few weeks I was driven
to the doctor. My hands were so chapped from all the soap 
that they had cracked open: raw, bloody, and susceptible to 
infection. Germs could hurt me, but my fear of germs hurt 
me even more. 

The doctor looked at my bloody hands and said,
“Stop washing your hands—they’re clean enough.” The 
doctors worked with me. My parents worked with me.

I remember one day walking out of my parents’ 
bathroom so pleased with myself. With a note of victory in 
my voice I said to my dad, “Daddy guess what? I went 
number two, and I didn’t even wash my hands.” He looked 
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at me, smiled and said something like, “Oh, Peter that’s 
great. I’m so proud.” 

My hands healed, but I still lived in mortal terror of 
my mom telling me I had to clean the toilet. 

I’m sure the doctors though I was neurotic: that is, 
“acting out a fear or anxiety not grounded in reality,” 
probably the result of complications in potty training as  
Sigmund Freud had so thoroughly explained. 

I suppose I still am neurotic, not about poop but 
metaphorical poop—my own poop, things I wish I’d done 
better, said better. It’s a battle for me, not to retreat into an 
emotional hyperbaric chamber, paralyzed with anxiety. 

They say Howard Hughes was neurotic because he 
was so obsessed with a germ-free environment. They say 
Michael Jackson slept in a hyperbaric chamber. They both 
have or had so much, but just couldn’t seem to get clean. 
Neurotic. 

But is that neurosis unfounded? We really do live in 
a world infected with disease and germs and refuse. And 
death really is only one heartbeat away, and you could be 
dead by the end of this service, plummeting into the void of 
non-being and decay.

I mean, how many people die of infectious diseases 
every year? [Peter coughs] And yet, Howard Hughes was 
so worried about infectious disease, he starved to death for 
fear of germs in food. But more people die of infectious 
disease than fear of infectious disease. Who’s insane?

If you read the Old Testament Levitical laws on 
purity, cleanliness, God seems to be more like Howard 
Hughes, and is God insane? Pages and pages on ritual 
purity and cleanliness, and to God bodily excreta is highly 
unclean. In Deuteronomy 23 God gives the Israelites 
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detailed instruction on how to relieve themselves “outside 
the camp” because God walks in the camp, and God is 
Holy.

And in the event that someone was contaminated in 
old Israel, getting cleansed involved all sorts of elaborate 
ritual and sacrifice, and it involved more than water… 
blood.

Hebrews 9:22,

In fact, the law requires that nearly 
everything be cleansed with blood, and 
without the shedding of blood there is no 
forgiveness.

In the Old Testament you begin to see that excreta, 
refuse, and corpses are much more than a health risk. But 
they are visible expressions of a deep spiritual disaster 
called sin, a contaminant that we are full of, we excrete it. 
And God will not tolerate it. 

It’s like our own bodily refuse is a reminder over 
and over that although we are creatures with aspirations of 
eternity we are creatures under the curse, bound by death 
and decay, stench and sin. 

And no matter how you joke about it in Jr. High,
And no matter how much you ignore the topic at dinner 

parties in mid-life,
And no matter how much you spend on soaps, perfumes, 

and toiletries,
You can’t change that… decay, corruption, and death.

Maybe I was onto something bigger than just germs 
in 2nd grade—washing and washing and never feeling 
clean.
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May 2, 1507 a young German priest couldn’t get 
clean. He was officiating at his first communion. He got to 
the portion of the mass, where he was to pray the prayer of 
consecration—the moment in the mass where, according to 
Roman Catholics, the bread and wine are transformed 
through the miracle of transubstantiation into the physical 
body and blood of Jesus. 

When that moment came, he froze. His eyes glassed 
over, beads of perspiration formed on his head. The 
congregation shifted nervously, and his father, Hans, glared 
at him—this failure of a son. The young monk’s lower lip 
began to quiver, but the words wouldn’t come out. He went 
limp and sat down.

Later he’d write what went through his head and 
heart,

I was utterly stupefied and terror-stricken. I 
thought to myself, “With what tongue shall I 
address such majesty, seeing that all men 
ought to tremble in the presence of even an 
earthly prince? Who am I, that I should lift 
up mine eyes or raise my hands to the divine 
Majesty? The angels surround him. At his 
nod the earth trembles. And shall I, a 
miserable little pygmy, say ‘I want this, I 
ask for that’? For I am dust and ashes and 
full of sin and I am speaking to the living, 
eternal and the true God.”

For the experience he had a word—“anfectung,” It 
described the sense of panic, despair, anxiety, and 
desperation a man in his creaturely fallen and soiled 
essence feels before the Holy God. 
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He desperately tried to rid himself of anfectung—
uncleanliness and guilt—in the prescribed way.

The Roman Catholic belief was and still is (I 
believe) that at baptism a person is forgiven and cleansed of 
original sin, but after baptism sins still need to be forgiven 
and absolved through the confessional and the words of the 
priest (absolution). If you die with unconfessed mortal sin it 
was believed you went to hell. If you die with unconfessed 
venial sin you went to purgatory and worked it off.

And so this young monk set out to cleanse himself 
of anfectung. Every day as a Christian he’d go to 
confessional. One day he spent 6 hours confessing the sins 
of the previous day... and remember he lived in a 
monastery, not on the Vegas strip. So the confessions were 
something like this, “I confess coveting Reginald’s potato. I 
confess being proud of my confession of coveting Brother 
Reginald’s potato, etc., etc., etc.” 

He drove his confessor to yell, “Look here, if you 
expect Christ to forgive you, come in with something to 
forgive—murder, blasphemy, adultery—instead of all these 
little sins.”

But you see, the young monk saw it wasn’t whether 
the sins were little or big. He had been trained classically as 
a lawyer, and he read God’s law. He knew the punishment 
for any sin was death. That was law. 

It didn’t matter how he compared to other people. 
Before God he sinned. He was covered in filth and full of 
it. 

As a lawyer he reasoned, if the great commandment 
is to love the Lord your God with all your heart, mind, soul, 
and strength, then the great transgression or uncleanness is
to fail to love the Lord your God with all your heart, mind, 
soul, and strength.
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It was as if he needed more than to confess 
particular sins. It was like he needed to confess his very 
existence. Even his good deeds were sin for they weren’t 
love… all love. 

Isaiah writes, “All of us have become like one who 
is unclean and all our good deeds are like soiled 
undergarments.” That’s Isaiah 64:6, toned down from the 
original Hebrew for the church crowd—a picture of 
anfectung, anxiety, despair.

Roland Blainton writes,

...the most frightful insecurities beset [the 
monk]. Panic invaded his spirit. The 
conscience became so disquieted as to start 
and tremble at the stirring of a wind-blown 
leaf. The horror of nightmare gripped the 
soul, the dread of one waking in the dusk to 
look into the eyes of him who has come to 
take his life. The heavenly champions all 
withdrew; the fiend beckoned with leering 
summons to the impotent soul.

He could not get clean. 
Even his impressive good deeds were “skubula.” 

That’s what scripture calls them (Philippians 3:8). 
“Skubula” is the maximum nasty pooh word in Biblical 
Greek. Even his good deeds were skubula. 

Commanded to love God, the young monk couldn’t 
love God—only resent God. “The very commandment that 
promised life proved to be death to him.” (Romans 7:10)

Finally in agony he exclaimed, “Love God? I hate 
him.” And so his neurosis over sin lead him to commit 
mortal sin—blasphemy, hatred of God. Anfectung gripped 
his soul. 
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The young monk’s name, as you know, was Martin 
Luther, the father of  the Reformation (the reason you’re 
sitting in a Presbyterian Church). Crazy old Martin Luther.

Most Freudian, psycho-historians, and secular 
academics view Martin Luther as something of a classic 
neurotic, anally fixated, depressive, obsessive-compulsive 
nut job. 

In college, I had to do a paper on Erik Erikson’s 
thesis that Luther’s great moment of revelation regarding 
“salvation by grace through faith” was somehow the 
product of a “successful release” on the toilet in the 
Wittenberg Tower restroom. 

Psycho historians have argued that Luther’s real 
issues were with his father Hans, and potty training. But, 
maybe his real issues were with his Father God and sin. 
Maybe we really do have a righteous judge in heaven. 
Maybe we feel dirty because in the most profound way, we 
are. 

I actually don’t have a problem with theology on 
toilets. God might even use the toilet as a means of divine 
Revelation. Indeed that resonates with reality for me. 

I just don’t believe that Martin Luther was insane. I 
think he was more sane than anyone in Germany at the 
time. 

Maybe he wasn’t in denial—maybe this world is in 
denial. 

And maybe his neurosis wasn’t unfounded fear but 
the most well-founded fear of all. And we’re insane 
to deny it, repress it, or hide from it.
Maybe his anfectung wasn’t losing touch with
reality. 
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Maybe anfectung is beginning to see reality, and 
reality is God, and reality (not denial) was driving 
Luther to sanity (not insanity) with anfectung. Yet 
sanity just might be the death of us.

You’ve felt anfectung, haven’t you? Anxiety, 
despair? You may even believe you’ve been forgiven—
saved by grace—but you wonder, “How do I walk? How 
shall I then live? How do I please Him who is holy, 
righteous, and pure?” 

I’ve been cleansed but immediately find myself 
back in refuse—neurotic, anxious, afraid—trying so hard to 
love God, I end up hating God. Much of the time I feel like 
I did in 2nd grade when I couldn’t wash my hands enough 
and washing them was killing me.

It’s like Satan will hide sin from you, like unseen germs are 
hidden from you, and thereby he’ll infect you. 

He is the deceiver. But then he’ll expose the 
infection and the filth. 

He is the accuser. And so he’ll try to crush you 
with drivenness, despair, self-judgment, and hatred 
of God—the God you’re required to love.

So how can we walk with God, live before God, and 
please God without hating God?

Martin Luther did find his answer in the Wittenberg 
Tower in a moment of revelation in scripture. It was about 
faith in the work of the cross.

Matthew 27:24-25,
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So when Pilate saw that he was gaining 
nothing, but rather that a riot was 
beginning, he took water and washed his 
hands [there is an old legend that Pilate’s 
ghost forever washes its hands somewhere 
in the mountains, denying his sin—he can’t 
cleanse himself of sin] before the crowd, 
saying, “I am innocent of this man’s blood; 
see to it yourselves.” And all the people 
answered, “His blood be on us and our 
children!”

The people said, “His blood be on us.” The high 
priest would sprinkle the people with blood in the temple. 
The blood of Christ is powerful stuff. It judges, it cleanses, 
and it makes things new. 

John 19:23-24,

When the soldiers had crucified Jesus, they 
took his garments and divided them into four 
parts, one part for each soldier; also his 
tunic. But the tunic was seamless, woven in 
one piece from top to bottom, so they said to 
one another, “Let us not tear it, but cast lots 
for it to see whose it shall be.” This was to 
fulfill the Scripture which says, “They 
divided my garments among them, and for 
my clothing they cast lots.”

John’s description of Jesus’ tunic is just the same as 
the description of the High Priest’s tunic, which he wore 
when he presided over the sacrifices of Israel. The soldiers 
cast lots to divide his garments like the High Priest cast lots 
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to divide the scapegoat. Jesus is crucified “outside the 
camp” where excrement and refuse are burned and 
disposed of. 

Matthew 27:45-46,

Now from the sixth hour there was darkness 
over all the land until the ninth hour. And 
about the ninth hour Jesus cried out with a 
loud voice, saying, “Eli, Eli, lema 
sabachthani?” that is, “My God, my God, 
why have you forsaken me?”

Stunned, Luther realized that Jesus had anfectung. 
Actually, Jesus had his anfectung. Luther found himself in 
Jesus, and then found Jesus in himself.

John 19:28-30,

After this, Jesus, knowing that all was now 
finished, said (to fulfill the Scripture), “I
thirst.” A jar full of sour wine stood there, 
so they put a sponge full of the sour wine on 
a hyssop branch and held it to his mouth. 
[Hyssop is a strange thing to use for this 
purpose. Yet hyssop was what the priest 
would use in the temple. Hyssop was what 
God told the Israelites to use on Passover to 
spread lamb’s blood on their doorposts to 
save them from death. Jesus is the Passover 
Lamb, and the blood is His. The wine is 
His.] When Jesus had received the sour 
wine, he said, “It is finished,” and he bowed 
his head and gave up his spirit. 
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“Telestui”—it is finished, it is accomplished, it is ended, it 
is done. 

What is done? 
Redemption of the nations as in Psalm 22, 
“He has done it.” 
The wrath of God as in Rev. 15:1. “The 
wrath of God is finished.”
Sacrifices and offering as in Daniel 9:27. 
“It is ended.”

It is finished. That is, anfectung—guilt, despair, 
drivenness, striving, anxiety—for God has paid, and we 
have been cleansed by the blood of the Lamb—the blood of 
Jesus. 

Hebrews 7:26-27,

For it was fitting that we should have such a 
high priest, holy, blameless, unstained, 
separated from sinners, exalted above the 
heavens. He has no need, like those high 
priests, to offer sacrifices daily, first for his 
own sins and then for those of the people; he 
did this once for all when he offered up 
himself.  

 
We participate in his death when we come to the 

table, and yet Luther saw that Jesus was sacrificed once for 
all—it is finished.
So if you sin tomorrow, our Father, 

who exists outside of space and time, 
who spoke the world into existence, 
who chose you before the foundation of the world, 

He will not say, “Oh my goodness. I forgot that one. Susie 
will be unchosen, and we’ll have to kill Jesus again.” 



12

No, 2000 years before you were born Jesus cried, 
“It is finished.” It is perfected, completed, accomplished. It 
is done. 

So in reality (and God is reality—eternal reality):
You can’t make yourself any more clean than you 
are.
You can’t make God love you more than he does.
You can’t be any more or any less accepted than 
you are.

God is not angry with you. His wrath has been poured out 
(finished) on Christ. It is done—Good News—Gospel.

It is done, and so now what remains? Well, only its 
revelation by grace through faith in space and time in your 
heart, soul, mind, and strength. Romans 1:17, “for therein 
[the gospel of Christ] is the righteousness of God revealed 
from faith to faith; as it is written, ‘The just shall live by 
faith.’” 

That verse comprised Luther’s moment of 
revelation in the Wittenberg Tower. He writes:

Then I grasped that the justice of God is that 
righteousness by which through grace and 
sheer mercy God justifies us through faith. 
Thereupon I felt myself to be reborn and to 
have gone through open doors into paradise. 
The whole of scripture took on a new 
meaning, and whereas before “the justice of 
God” had filled me with hate, now it became 
to me inexpressibly sweet in greater love. 
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This passage of Paul became to me a gate of 
heaven….

If you have true faith that Christ is your 
savior, then at once you have a gracious 
God, for faith leads you in and opens up 
God’s heart and will, that you should see 
pure grace and overflowing love. This it is 
to behold God in faith that you should look 
upon his fatherly, friendly heart, in which 
there is no anger or ungraciousness. He who 
sees God as angry does not see him rightly, 
but looks only on a curtain as if a dark cloud 
had been drawn across his face.

When Christ died the curtain ripped from top to bottom, 
and the covenant was revealed, 

the mercy seat was revealed, 
the throne was revealed,
the slaughtered lamb was revealed, 
the face of God and 
the heart of God were revealed. 

The Father’s heart is mercy 
bleeding for you—Jesus. 

His blood cleanses us of all sin.

So it is not a matter of 
denying your sin, 
holding onto your sin (constipated with sin),
hiding your sin, or 
cleaning up your own sin. 
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It’s a matter of surrendering your sin at the cross—before 
the throne. Jesus is enthroned on the cross. It’s there you 
surrender your sin. See, it’s a matter of faith in God’s 
mercy.

“Let us therefore come boldly before the throne of 
grace, that we may obtain mercy and find grace to help in 
time of need.” And if you say, “Been there, done that, but 
I’m still neurotic,” listen to Paul in Colossians 2:6, “As you 
received Christ Jesus so walk in Him.”

You see, you’re saved by grace through faith, not 
just once in the past at the Billy Graham crusade and then 
you’ve got to re-work the deal every time you sin, doing 
penance, good deeds, driven, and anxious. But every 
moment of your life has been saved by grace through faith, 
and so every moment of your life, walk in grace through 
faith. 

Galatians 2:20, “The life I now live in the flesh I 
live by faith in the Son of God, who loved me and gave 
himself for me. I do not nullify the grace of God.” 

Trusting anything less than God’s grace is 
arrogance. Who are you to say you’re not forgiven when 
God says you’re forgiven—to say you’re not loved when 
God says you’re loved?

You are in no way saved by you. 
To think so is pride, and pride will make you 
insane.

Insane with the denial of sin, or 
insane trying to justify your sin. 
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Insane trying to hide the filth, or 
insane trying to cleanse yourself of the filth.1

Insanity is losing touch with reality. God is reality so
You’re a sinner and 
He’s forgiven you.

1) Satan doesn’t want you to see your sin.

OR

2) He wants you to see it and not see God’s grace for then 
you’ll be driven, neurotic, frantic, and despairing, 
eventually hating God and only sinning against Him all 
the more.

BUT

3)  But if you see your sin, and you see the wonder of 
God’s grace over your sin—the Light—then you will 
“Love the Lord your God with all your heart, mind, 
soul, and strength” for “The one forgiven much loves 
much.” He’s sane.

That’s why good deeds can only grow out of faith in 
God’s grace. They are all the fruit of gratitude for our 
Lord’s mercy. 

  
1 Once praying with my wife and our friend, Elaine, the 
Lord revealed to her a memory of intense shame. I looked 
over at Elaine, and she was doing this—frantically rubbing 
her face, wiping her face. I said, “Elaine, you can’t clean 
yourself.” She stopped and said, “Yes, Jesus told me I only 
make myself more dirty.”
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It’s the faith that makes the deed good. “Whatever 
does not proceed from faith is sin,” writes Paul. Hebrews 
says, “Without faith it is impossible to please Him.” 

And so how shall we then live? Carefully? 
Cautiously? Afraid to take risks? Pent up? (Some actually 
think fear is faith and that neurosis is holiness. Well, fear is 
the beginning, but faith is the end.)

How shall we then live? 
By faith without fear. 

How shall we then walk? 
In faith. Moment by moment, step by step. 
Even if we botch it up. 
Even when we fail. 
Even if we’re covered in stench, especially if 
we’re covered in stench, looking to our Father’s 
heart for He has made us His children—born of the 
Blood. 

He is our Daddy and that changes everything. For most of 
all, Daddy’s delight in faith.

So how does that look? For sixteen years I’ve kept 
an image in my mind. I’m gonna share it. If it bothers you, 
get over it. It’s far less graphic than scripture.

You see, nothing has changed my view of human 
excreta like having children. It has entirely healed me of 
my poo phobia. Indeed, the substance I formerly feared, I 
came to wear like cologne—”Essence du papa.” 

My son Jon was the first to be potty trained. It was a 
challenge. 

I spied on him one day as he talked to his Bambi 
doll. With tears in his eyes, he said, “Bambi, I can’t go pee 
pee in the potty. Can you go pee pee in the potty?”
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My dear wife obtained a book called Potty Training 
in a Day. She informed me that because I shared similar 
plumbing with my son, Jon, I should be the instructor. 

She took baby Elizabeth and went shopping for the 
day leaving me alone with my little boy, Jonathan, and my 
own phobia of human waste products. 

Well, of course Jon had an accident (a sizeable 
one), and it was my job to take him into the bathroom and 
make him sit on the potty anyway, as a form of discipline.

He was wearing a white shirt and white underwear. 
I stood him in the bathroom, pulled his shorts down, turned 
to get toilet paper or something when I saw this out of the 
corner of my eye. Little Jon looked right, looked left, then 
he bent down, grabbed the accident (the physical 
expression of our sin nature), he grabbed it and hurled it at 
the toilet. It hit the lifted lid, plopped off and into the 
bowl… two points. Then he turned. He looked at me. His 
eyes lit up, thrilled over his gift for me, as he took his filthy 
hand and wiped it across his white shirt several times, 
smiling the whole time as if to say, “Daddy, look I did it for 
you. Aren’t you proud of me?” 

Martin Luther once said to an overly scrupulous 
friend (Phillip Melanchthon), “Sin boldly.” I think he 
meant, like little Jon Hiett, “Live boldly, enter the throne 
room boldly in the knowledge of your father’s love.” 

Well, Jonathan stood there, before the throne, 
smiling, as if to say, “Aren’t you proud of me?” And I was 
proud—terribly proud. Not of his deed as such, I mean his 
good deed was literally soiled undergarments, yet I didn’t 
really see them. 
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I saw his eyes, eyes that sparkled with faith in me, 
and his faith was reckoned as righteousness 
(cleanliness). 

The righteous live by faith. 
God is your Father, and you are his child. You give 

gifts like that, and He loves them. Faith… that’s what He 
wants. 

See, I got what I wanted that day… my son standing 
there in filth and faith. I could handle the filth; the gift was 
faith. 

God has done everything to handle your filth in 
order that you might give him your faith.

And so on the night that He was betrayed, our Lord 
took bread and He broke it saying, “This is my body, given 
to you. Take and eat. Do this in remembrance of me.” And 
in the same way after supper, He took the cup and He said, 
“This is the new covenant in my blood, poured our for the 
forgiveness of sins. Drink of it, all of you. Do it in 
remembrance of  me.”

And so we invite you to come to the table, tear off a 
piece of bread and dip it in the cup. The black cups are 
wine; the purple cups are juice. They’re both mercy. 

Come to the table in faith, and then live boldly in 
the knowledge of His love.

*****

[The worship band plays… ]

“Nothin’ But the Blood”
By Matt Redman
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Your blood speaks a better word
Than all the empty claims I've heard upon this earth
Speaks righteousness for me
And stands in my defense
Jesus it's Your blood

[Repeat]
Your blood speaks a better word
Than all the empty claims I've heard upon this earth
Speaks righteousness for me
And stands in my defense
Jesus it's Your blood

[Chorus]
What can wash away our sins?
What can make us whole again?
Nothing but the blood
Nothing but the blood of Jesus
What can wash us pure as snow?
Welcomed as the friends of God
Nothing but Your blood
Nothing but Your blood King Jesus

Your cross testifies in grace
Tells of the Father's heart 
to make a way for us
Now boldly we approach
Not by earthly confidence
It's only Your blood

[Chorus]
What can wash away our sins?
What can make us whole again?
Nothing but the blood
Nothing but the blood of Jesus
What can wash us pure as snow?
Welcomed as the friends of God
Nothing but Your blood
Nothing but Your blood King Jesus
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Oh, precious is the flow
That makes me white as snow
No other fount I know
Nothing but the blood of Jesus

[Repeat]
Oh, precious is the flow
That makes me white as snow
No other fount I know
Nothing but the blood of Jesus

Jesus, we thank you that you are more than enough. 
Father, you have done everything, everything to handle our 
filth in order that we might surrender to you our faith. 
Thank you, Daddy. We love you. In Jesus’ name, amen.

Some of you may be thinking, “Peter this sounds 
messy.” Well, it is (at first). Growing faith is messy. A seed 
of mercy is dropped in dirty soil—broken soil. It’s watered, 
then grows. And what seems as if it was dead begins to 
come to life. And the very dirt, the very soil is transformed 
into fruit. God’s growing faith and mercy in this fallen 
world, and growing faith is messy.

But before we end I just wanted to let you know, 
Jonathan is 18 now, and his toilet skills are remarkable. 
That’s due to what scripture calls “the obedience of faith.” 
He wanted to please me. Obedience. But still you see, faith
is the treasure. I can always clean the toilet, but it takes 
blood to clean my son’s heart and grow faith. 

Have faith in Jesus’ name. Amen.

*****
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Relevant Texts and Quotations (from bulletin)

And you shall have a trowel with your tools, and when you sit down outside, 

you shall dig a hole with it and turn back and cover up your excrement. Because 
the LORD your God walks in the midst of your camp, to deliver you and to give 
up your enemies before you, therefore your camp must be holy, so that he may 
not see anything indecent among you and turn away from you. 

~ Deuteronomy 23:13-15

C.S. Lewis . . . once said something like this: In the absence of any other 
evidence, the essentials of natural theology could be argued from the human 
phenomena of dirty jokes and attitudes toward death.  ~  Let’s start with dirty 
jokes. They dwell almost exclusively on the subjects of excretion and 
reproduction, two of the most “natural” processes on earth; yet in our smirks 
and double entendres we treat them as utterly unnatural, even comical. 
Functions which we share with all other animals somehow, to humans alone, 
seem strange. Try to envision a horse or cow bashful about the need to excrete 
in public. . . ~  Dirty jokes and an obsession with death express a rumbling 
sense of discord about this in-between state. We should feel dissoncance; we 
are, after all, immortals trapped in mortal surroundings. We lack unity because 
long ago a gap fissured open between our mortal and immortal parts; 
theologians trace the fault line back to the Fall.

~ Philip Yancey, I Was Just Wondering

Anal Stage: Toilet training is rarely achieved smoothly, and the child may react 
in ways that may manifest themselves in later adulthood as passive-aggressive or 
obsessive-compulsive styles. . . . Neurotic behavior develops from the threat of 
overwhelming anxiety, which may lead to full-scale panic.

~ Sue, Understanding Abnormal Behavior

You are to distinguish between the holy and the common, and between the 
unclean and the clean. . . . “Then he shall kill the goat of the sin offering that is 
for the people and bring its blood inside the veil and do with its blood as he did 
with the blood of the bull, sprinkling it over the mercy seat and in front of the 
mercy seat. Thus he shall make atonement for the Holy Place, because of the 
uncleannesses of the people of Israel and because of their transgressions, all 
their sins. 

~ Leviticus 10:10, 16:15-16a

For when every commandment of the law had been declared by Moses to all 
the people, he took the blood of calves and goats, with water and scarlet wool 
and hyssop, and sprinkled both the book itself and all the people, saying, “This 
is the blood of the covenant that God commanded for you.” And in the same 
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way he sprinkled with the blood both the tent and all the vessels used in 
worship. Indeed, under the law almost everything is purified with blood, and 
without the shedding of blood there is no forgiveness of sins. 

~ Hebrews 9:19-22

So when Pilate saw that he was gaining nothing, but rather that a riot was 

beginning, he took water and washed his hands before the crowd, saying, “I am 
innocent of this man’s blood; see to it yourselves.” And all the people 
answered, “His blood be on us and on our children!” 

~ Matthew 27:24-25

When the soldiers had crucified Jesus, they took his garments and divided them 
into four parts, one part for each soldier; also his tunic. But the tunic was 
seamless, woven in one piece from top to bottom, so they said to one another, 
“Let us not tear it, but cast lots for it to see whose it shall be.” This was to 
fulfill the Scripture which says,
“They divided my garments among them,
and for my clothing they cast lots.”
So the soldiers did these things.

~ John 19:23-24

Now from the sixth hour there was darkness over all the land until the ninth 
hour. And about the ninth hour Jesus cried out with a loud voice, saying, “Eli, 
Eli, lema sabachthani?” that is, “My God, my God, why have you forsaken 
me?” 

~ Matthew 27:45-47

After this, Jesus, knowing that all was now finished, said (to fulfill the 
Scripture), “I thirst.” A jar full of sour wine stood there, so they put a sponge 
full of the sour wine on a hyssop branch and held it to his mouth. When Jesus 
had received the sour wine, he said, “It is finished,” and he bowed his head and 
gave up his spirit. 

~ John 19:28-30

Then one of the elders addressed me, saying, “Who are these, clothed in white 
robes, and from where have they come?” I said to him, “Sir, you know.” And 
he said to me, “These are the ones coming out of the great tribulation. They 
have washed their robes and made them white in the blood of the Lamb. . . .  
Blessed are those who wash their robes, so that they may have the right to the 
tree of life and that they may enter the city by the gates.  Outside are the dogs 
and sorcerers and the sexually immoral and murderers and idolaters, and 
everyone who loves and practices falsehood. 

~ Revelation 7:13-14, 22:14-15
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Luther’s chronic stomach troubles have also been linked to a psychosomatic 

problem. His neurotic phobias all seemed to go directly to his stomach, 
destroying his digestion. His problem with flatulence has become legendary, 
due in part to his own exaggeration of it. His writings are sprinkled with 
references to his constant belching and breaking of wind. He said, “If I break 
wind in Wittenburg, they will hear it in Leipsig.”  ~  Fortunately Luther was 
able to find a sanctified use for his flatulence. He advised his students that the 
breaking of wind was a most effective device to repel the attacks of the Devil. 

~ R.C. Sproul, The Holiness of God

Panic invaded his spirit. The conscience became so disquieted as to start and 
tremble at the stirring of a windblown leaf. The horror of nightmare gripped 
the soul, the dread of one waking in the dusk to look into the eyes of him who 
has come to take his life. The heavenly champions all withdrew; the fiend 
beckoned with leering summons to the impotent soul. These were the torments 
which Luther repeatedly testified were far worse than any physical ailment that 
he had ever endured.  ~  His description tallies so well with a recognized type 
of mental malady that again one is tempted to wonder whether his disturbance 
should be regarded as arising from authentic religious difficulties or from gastric 
or glandular deficiencies.

~ Roland Blainton, Here I Stand

Luther refers to a secretus locus monachorum, hypocaustum, or cloaca; that is, the 
monks’ secret place, the sweat chamber, or the toilet. . . . Those who object to 
these possibly impure cirmcumstances of Martin’s spiritual revelation forget St. 
Paul’s epileptic attack, a physical paroxysm often accompanied by a loss of 
sphincter control and deny the total involvement of body and soul which makes 
an emotional and spiritual experience genuine. Scholars would prefer to have it 
happen as they achieve their own reflected revelations sitting at a desk. Luther’s 
statement that he was, in fact, sitting somewhere else implies that in this 
creative moment the tensions of nights and days of meditation found release 
throughout his being—and nobody who has read Luther’s private remarks can 
doubt that his total being always included his bowels. Furthermore, people in 
those days expressed much more openly and conceptualized more concretely 
than we do the emotional implications (and the implication in our emotions) of 
the primary bodily functions. . . . But here the suppressed meaning betrays itself 
in the irrational defensiveness; for what we leave behind with emotional 
repudiation is at least unconsciously associated with dirt and feces. St. Paul 
openly counted all the glittering things which he had abandoned for Christ “but 
dung.” 

~ Erik Erikson, Young Man Luther

Circumcised the eighth day, of the stock of Israel, of the tribe of Benjamin, an 
Hebrew of the Hebrews; as touching the law, a Pharisee; Concerning zeal, 
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persecuting the church; touching the righteousness which is in the law, 
blameless. But what things were gain to me, those I counted loss for Christ. Yea 
doubtless, and I count all things but loss for the excellency of the knowledge of 
Christ Jesus my Lord: for whom I have suffered the loss of all things, and do 
count them but dung, that I may win Christ, and be found in him, not having 
mine own righteousness, which is of the law, but that which is through the faith 
of Christ, the righteousness which is of God by faith.

~ Philippians 3:5-9 (KJV)

For I am not ashamed of the gospel, for it is the power of God for salvation 

to everyone who believes, to the Jew first and also to the Greek. For in it the 
righteousness of God is revealed from faith for faith, as it is written, “The 
righteous shall live by faith.” . . . For whatever does not proceed from faith is 
sin. 

~ Romans 1:16-17, 14:23b

I greatly longed to understand Paul’s epistle to the Romans and nothing stood 
in the way but that one expression, “the justice of God,” because I took it to 
mean that justice whereby God is just and deals justly in punishing the unjust. 
My situation was that, although an impeccable monk, I stood before God as a 
sinner troubled in conscience, and I had no confidence that my merit would 
assuage him. Therefore, I did not love a just and angry God, but rather hated 
and murmured against him. Yet I clung to the dear Paul and had a great 
yearning to know what he meant.  ~  Night and day I pondered until I saw the 
connection between the justice of God and the statement that “the just shall 
live by faith.” Then I grasped that the justice of God is that righteousness by 
which through grace and sheer mercy God justifies us through faith. Thereupon 
I felt myself to be reborn and to have gone through open doors into paradise. 
The whole of scripture took on a new meaning, and whereas before “the justice 
of God” had filled me with hate, now it became to me inexpressibly sweet in 
greater love. This passage of Paul became to me a gate of heaven. . . .  ~  If you 
have true faith that Christ is your savior, then at once you have a gracious God, 
for faith leads you in and opens up God’s heart and will, that you should see 
pure grace and overflowing love. This it is to behold God in faith that you 
should look upon his fatherly, friendly heart, in which there is no anger or 
ungraciousness. He who sees God as angry does not see him rightly, but looks 
only on a curtain as if a dark cloud had been drawn across his face. 

~ Martin Luther, 
In Roland Blainton’s, Here I Stand

Sometimes we must drink more, sport, recreate ourselves, aye, and even sin a 
little to spite the devil, so that we leave him no place for troubling our 
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consciences with trifles. We are conquered if we try too conscientiously not to 
sin at all.

~ Martin Luther, "Martin Luther--The Early Years," Christian History, no. 34.

Indeed, it was his overscrupulous conscience about trifles that once caused 
Luther to give him the advice to “sin boldly” —which was naturally 
misunderstood when taken out of context. 

~ Douglas, Comfort, Mitchell, 
Who’s Who in Christian History

They chose to follow fear rather than faith. They begin to think that fear is faith 
and actually see the walls of fear around their prisons as strongholds of truth. 
Fear will do that to your vision and you can start to see strongholds that way. 
Few of these people are really dishonest. They are sincere, but they are deceived 
by one of the most powerful deceptions of all, the fear of deception.

~ Rick Joyner, 
The Call: The Sequel to The Final Quest

God has provided us on earth with abundant water for our use and bodily 

refreshment because of the tender love he has for us, yet it pleases him better 
that we should freely take his holy blood to wash 
away our sins; for there is no liquid created which he likes to give us so much, 
for it is so plentiful and it shares our nature. 

~ Julian of Norwich, 
Revelations of Divine Love

Therefore, brothers, since we have confidence to enter the holy places by the 
blood of Jesus, by the new and living way that he opened for us through the 
curtain, that is, through his flesh, and since we have a great priest over the 
house of God, let us draw near with a true heart in full assurance of faith, with 
our hearts sprinkled clean from an evil conscience and our bodies washed with 
pure water. 

~ Hebrews 10:19-22

For this very reason, make every effort to supplement your faith with virtue, 
and virtue with knowledge, and knowledge with self-control, and self-control 
with steadfastness, and steadfastness with godliness, and godliness with 
brotherly affection, and brotherly affection with love. For if these qualities are 
yours and are increasing, they keep you from being ineffective or unfruitful in 
the knowledge of our Lord Jesus Christ. For whoever lacks these qualities is so 
nearsighted that he is blind, having forgotten that he was cleansed from his 
former sins. 

~ 2 Peter 1:5-9
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Hence I remind you to rekindle the gift of God that is within you through the 
laying on of my hands; for God did not give us a spirit of timidity but a spirit of 
power and love and self-control.  

~ 2 Timothy 1:6-7 (RSV)
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