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Call and Response (Psalm 34:18, 1 Timothy 2:1-4, 1 John 4:18) 
Boundary rider or fence sitter? 

© Roz Namgyal 

…… I was born into two worlds.  These worlds were split apart by oceans - languages -socio economic 
realities - and religions. Very early on I learnt that there is almost nothing that can safely be called “normal”, 
and yet I had a most loving and stable up-bringing despite this duality in my formative years.   My name is 
Roslyn Namgyal.   My mother was born in Sydney.  She was a schoolteacher who sailed to India in the 1950s 
to follow her sense of Christian calling to children in India.   My father was from a small town in Northern 
India and was descended from some of the first Nepali converts to Christianity.  He had lost his sight as a 
young teenager but had a profound and deep passion for life and adventure.  I lived all my formative life in 
India, punctuated every 4 years by Christmas in Australia when my mother brought my sister and me back 
with her on furlough.   

Both my parents were defined by compassion.  Warm, but steely and practical on my mother’s side; 
Passionate, selfless and sometimes unwise on my father’s. The love they practised became our common 
language, because almost everything else became a negotiating space of divergent ideas, customs and 
knowledge.  I must add that the other language of my childhood was humour and laughter – cobbled 
together and enriched by the 2 dominant cultures I grew up in.  But let me give an example of the cultural 
differences. My mother set up a room for me as a baby complete with a cot.  This was sacrilegious to my 
Indian Nepali grandmother who regularly stole me from my crib where I’d been put down for a nap.  She 
couldn’t believe I’d been left to sleep alone in a jail.  She would quietly, but defiantly tie me onto her back as 
she went about her daily chores…  

Early church life in India was a mixture of passionate evangelical teaching from the Christian school I went 
to, alongside my father’s Nepali church which had   enculturated the more austere Presbyterian Scottish 
heritage of the founding missionaries.   Both provided the united front for knowing the single pathway to 
truth.   However, always in the background lurked the forbidden /hidden part in my life journey - the faiths 
of my close friends and school mates.  Hinduism, Buddhism, Sikhism and Islam sat as secondary /lesser 
ways of life.  

The other dominant and powerful influence in my life in those early days was the appalling injustice of 
poverty. But that is the name I can give it here and now.  In those days I had no name for it.  I only knew 
that it cut me deeply watching people I knew and loved living their lives as best they could despite the 
pitiful lack of choices.  Their homes were made from other people’s junk.  They never wasted anything. 
They scratched out a living treated as second class citizens.  They were grateful to be servants of the 
wealthy and eat scraps.  Yet their resilience and generosity and how they celebrated any joy in their lives 
still astounds me. Some of that is captured beautifully in the song we have just sung this evening…  ” When 
the hungry, who have nothing, share with strangers…” 

As children do - I made meaning of the varied and divergent situations.  I became adept at switching hats 
and roles to fit the particular space I inhabited at any given time.   

So the background of my life gave me access to vast spaces – not only geographically but in everyday life 
where  I was privileged with intimate access to different worlds – hence the first part of my title – Boundary 



Rider.  But with knowledge and privilege comes responsibility – and I confess at times inertia becomes the 
easier path.  And so - the second part of my title– Fence -sitter.  

The first major movement in my faith journey was from a personalised faith – to one much more open and 
universal. 

Religion steeps life In India.  Faith is practiced daily and openly.  And to my childish eyes – everyone’s 
longing for sustenance, support and significance crossed those barriers of religious dogmas. The longing for 
acceptance and love lay deeply within the rituals of Hindu prayer, Buddhist meditation and butter lamps, 
and the call from the Muslim Minarets.  I could not accept that my friends were “less” than the Christians 
simply because their faiths were different. I also struggled with the Hindu and Buddhist philosophy of pre-
destined fate – also called Karma - the understanding that you somehow deserve your fate because of past 
sins.  I silently but stubbornly believed God never cast anyone out.  God only ever drew us in.  God was 
about Inclusion, never Exclusion.  

However, as a young person I definitely wanted to go to heaven, so I assiduously went about being the best 
“Born again” Christian I could be.  But cracks in the individualism of my personal faith had started to appear.  
Often as very simple “Aha” moments of quiet transformation. Here’s one example. 

I was newly married, and my husband Sherab and I were travelling back to his village home in the 
mountainous regions of Sikkim.  Transport was irregular and we caught any vehicle that would stop and give 
us a lift.  My younger school aged brother-in-law was travelling with us. We were crammed into the back of 
a jeep on some sort of rudimentary wooden seating.  At that stage in life, I considered myself a good 
Christian girl and prided myself on my pious goodness towards all. We were tired and hungry. The ride was 
bumpy, and it was getting dark. I’d handed out large mandarins to the three of us, avoiding eye contact with 
others in the jeep.  A poor coolie man with bare feet and ragged clothing got into the vehicle and sat at our 
feet.  I magnanimously made room for him and was piously saying grace for my mandarin when my brother-
in-law peeled his, split it, and gave half to the stranger without missing a beat. I remember being caught in 
that moment stranded somewhere between my piety and the pure goodness of my Buddhist brother-in-
law. Surely things should have been the other way around?? 

So began my conscious turning from the dogma of those early years to looking at things that were universal.  
Universal to us all simply because we ae ALL members of the human race.  And of course, the most basic 
need is shared by every one of us – the need for Love. And I had a Bible Verse…I John 4:8  “… God is Love”. 

This became my silent mantra even as I battled to reconcile the earnest Bible teaching I had received with 
my lived experience. 

We migrated to Australia in 1993 with 4 children and $500.  Things were on a merry roll. Everything was 
filled with possibility and hope. We dived into life here – got jobs, started making friends and our children 
started school.  

Then came the crisis of pain and brokenness. 

Two years after we arrived in Australia I plunged into a period of profound anxiety and panic lasting several 
months followed by a deep depression. The constant need to be “in control” - to have all bases covered 
became exhausting, debilitating and crushing. I was inundated by fear. I reverted to bargaining with God 1

and praying – to no real avail.  There was no magic answer.   Never had I been so vulnerable and helpless…  
However, in that place of pain and shadows I had started on one of the most profound lessons of my life.  
From having everything conquered and neatly sewn up – I moved into a space of mystery and silence.   

There was a quiet movement into learning for the first time how to “Let go and simply Be”. Learning the 
absolute miracle of breath. Starting to learn how to stay “in the moment” rather than galloping into the 

1.  See 1 John 4:8

2. See  I John 4:18



future.  It was at that time the verse “Perfect love casts out fear” suddenly made sense.  Until then I’d 
always wondered why it didn’t say “Perfect Love casts out hate” …. My anxiety forced me to try to control 
every second of my life.    However, when I learnt to “Let go” I was much better able to accept loving 
kindness from others- especially my family and dearest friends.  I started to heal and regain my balance. 

 And so to my final point. If God is Love and is for All - then my vocation must be to attend, as best I can, to 
our universal deep need for love and acceptance.  It is therefore to follow the way of Jesus Christ.   Loving 
Kindness is for me the universally accessible way of being with each other that enlarges life for the other 
without judgment or expectation.  A way of being that gives space and attention to the other. Something 
that was profoundly confirmed for me through studying counselling.  It seems to me the purest way we 
humans can be with each other in this world.   

So - thank you for your loving kindness tonight.  For listening with such attention and care, and thank you 
for the beautiful liturgy written by our Benedictus Liturgy Group and for the wonderful music. 

In conclusion, let me say - I am very much a pilgrim on this journey –with many Ups and Downs.  But God is 
For Everyone and In Everyone.  There is no hierarchy in loving.  The practice of love is always about leaving 
Ego to move towards the other.  And the practice includes accepting love with humility, hospitality and 
gratitude every day.  


