
The GOAT and SHEEP FARMS 

I have to tell you about the amazing journeys I’ve recently undertaken.  I can’t 
really explain how either of them actually happened.  Whether they took place 
entirely in my imagination, or maybe partly in my imagination, I don’t know.  But 
reflecting on the experience it certainly seemed to be, and still seems to be, 
incredibly real.  Some of you, of course, may be inclined to reject many of the 
claims I make because of the lack of scientific proof and reasoning.  But when we 
speak about God and a person’s belief in God, we are often stepping into the 
realm of the unscientific and unprovable. 

The Goat Farm 

The sign at the entrance to the property simply said ‘The Goat Farm’.  That was 
almost enough to make me turn around and go home.  But I went with my 
instincts, and sought admission. 

By the way, I found out later during my visit that there was another place, 
overseen by the same God, called ‘The Sheep Farm’.  And the residents of the 
Goat Farm told me there was ‘The Great Chasm’, as they called it, which kept the 
two properties well apart, out of view of each other, and completely isolated from 
one other. 

And, just to clarify, I found out that there are no goats on the Goat Farm, and 
probably no sheep on the Sheep Farm.  It seems there was a misunderstanding 
about what their God said concerning both these properties.  He said, ‘I will act 
like a farmer who separates his animals, putting the sheep here and the goats over 
there.’  It wasn’t his intention to create a farm for sheep or a farm for goats — or 
even to set up farms at all.  He just wanted two separate places for different 
people. 

I even understand there had been attempts by some of the residents of the 
Goat Farm to have a more accurate entrance sign erected, but most folk said: 
‘After all this time — hell, why bother!’  And there’s also a story — though how it got 
over The Great Chasm nobody knows — that some residents of the Sheep Farm 
felt the same about their sign.  But they were met with the response: ’What?  
Change our entrance sign?  Good heavens, what for?’ 

I had no trouble gaining admission.  I did have a few routine questions to 
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answer, a page of ‘entry conditions’ to sign, and a ‘Visitors’ badge to wear.  I was 
also asked the purpose for my visit — ‘to gather some residents’ stories’, I said.    
And how long I expected my stay to be — ‘oh, around a week’.  I also took the 
opportunity to ask the receptionist a question of my own just to set the scene for 
my research.  ‘Generally speaking, are the residents happy to be here at the Goat 
Farm?’  ‘Oh yes, without exception.  They all say this offers the kind of life they had 
been seeking for ages.  The BIG disadvantage of their previous life has been 
entirely eliminated.  They like to say they are as happy as a goat in clover.’  As she 
indicated with her eyes that she needed me to move on so she could deal with a 
line of new arrivals, she added rather quietly and somewhat cryptically.  ‘Their only 
irritations come from those who share the clover with them.’ 

Soon I was wandering around taking in the ambience of the Goat Farm. 
What struck me most of all was the noise of the place.  The residents are noisy 

folk, always aggressive and vocal, with each one trying to draw attention to 
themselves.  There is also a constant ‘pop-bang-bang-pop' background sound, 
reminiscent of very cheap and tacky fireworks, of which no one seems to take any 
notice.  Or perhaps they are making an effort to ignore it.  There’s also an 
impressive and even awe-inspiring (at least to me) ‘boom-kaboom!’ which drifts 
over the place, seeming to come from a very long distance away.  The residents 
seem so used to it that I wonder if they hear it at all. 

 Watching the residents reacting with one another I gathered very quickly that I 
would have to approach them individually.  Otherwise arguments and strife and 
conflict would take over, and I wouldn’t learn much about the folk themselves.  I 
would have to choose those who didn’t seem to be quite as annoying as the rest, 
and talk to them on their own. 

It became obvious very quickly that what united them and caused them their 
greatest happiness was that YEW NO HOO — no, make that a very quiet and 
secretive YEW NO HOO — has been banished from their lives.  Previously they felt he 
tried to exert far too much influence over them, he tried to control them, he 
wouldn’t let them be who they wanted to be, or do what they wanted to do. 

‘Look,’ one of them told me, ‘I’ve only just arrived here, and it’s wonderful.  I feel 
as free as a bird, no guilty conscience, no one even trying to make me feel guilty.’ 

‘YEW NO HOO is not upset about the break in contact between you and him?’ I 
asked. 

'Well, how would I know?  But why should he be?  I mean he gave us the choice.  
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“Follow me, or take the consequences,” was his offer.  Of course, he made the 
consequences sound pretty dire at times.  Maybe he did that because he didn’t 
want me to make the choice I did, and maybe he is a tiny bit unhappy about that.  
But he’ll get over it.  After all, the choice is ours.’ 

‘You aren’t worried about some other consequences, are you?  I don’t know, 
some kind of punishment?’ 

‘But why should he give us a choice, and then punish us for making that choice?  
Anyway, I don’t need to worry about him any more.’ 

As a contrast to this person’s opinion, here’s what was said to me later on by 
pretty well the saddest person I ever spoke to.  ‘I’ve thought about this a lot, and I 
must admit that YEW NO HOO made the consequences of the choice he gave us as 
clear us he could.  But, I reckoned the choice he wanted us to make involved too 
much effort and trouble, and it meant I wouldn’t be free to do what I wanted to do.  
Maybe I didn’t think it all through enough — well, I realize now that I didn’t — so I 
said no to giving him a say in my life.  And now I deeply regret that choice.  And I 
have no one to blame but myself.  Constantly I’m kicking myself for my stupidity.  I 
chose a life that centred on me, on my selfishness.  The worst thing about the Goat 
Farm is having to put up with that choice.  Here utter self-centredness rules; 
everyone thinks only of themselves; there is no forgiveness, only blame; no one 
can turn over a new leaf, the past is always there.  Many of us even heard about the 
Rescuer sent to us by YEW NO HOO, but we chose to have nothing to do with him.  
That’s why life here on the Goat Farm is the way it is.  And I can’t think of anything 
worse.’ 

‘Has your opinion of YEW NO HOO changed?’ I asked him. 
'Oh certainly.  I have a niggling inkling that he's a God of love — a love I don’t 

claim to understand at all.  I don’t know why he didn’t make it clearer to me — but 
then again, I didn’t really want to know, anyway.  Well, I have the opportunity to 
think about it here.  And I’m sure the choice he gave all of us is part of his love — a 
love that somehow allowed us even to reject his love.  I was so wrapped up in 
myself I just didn’t want to hand myself over to him.  I didn’t even care about his 
love.  Now I have to put up with my own self-love (if it is possible to call that love), 
and the self-love of everyone else on the Goat Farm. 

I was almost completely overcome by the extreme sadness of this saddest-of-all 
resident.  I don’t think many others really share his feelings, or regret the decision 
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they made.  They just want to do their own thing.  And then I heard the weirdest 
thing about him.  He is supposed to have suddenly disappeared from the Goat 
Farm.  Of course, everyone knew him — you can’t get around looking so sad, and 
obviously no longer fitting in with those among whom you live, without everyone 
knowing about you.  So, if he is still here someone would know.  And none of the 
residents can make sense of his disappearance.  There are even rare reports of 
this kind of thing happening before — always a sad person, convinced of the love 
of YEW NO HOO, regretting their decision to leave him out of their life, and then 
gone, disappeared — and no explanation.  That was the one unexplained mystery 
of the Goat Farm! 

Until I heard about a second one! 
To understand this mystery I had to talk to many residents, listening very 

carefully, and repeatedly checking my conclusions, to make sure I was 
understanding them correctly.  You see, the residents here, human-beings as they 
are, have developed a very strong sense of justice and fairness.  They think they 
should always treat one another in just and fair ways, but they are especially 
concerned that they themselves are always treated justly and fairly by their fellow-
humans. 

However, it turned out that in their dealings with their God (I don’t need to 
speak about YEW NO HOO when I’m addressing you, do I?) they imposed on him 
their own ideas of justice.  They assumed that their God would be terribly upset if 
ever he wasn’t treated justly and fairly by the humans he created.  That assumption 
didn’t really become an issue until their God arranged a formal agreement 
between him and humankind.  He negotiated a come-back-to-me rescue package 
for the human race by offering to forgive them. 

But the human race would have nothing to do with this plan.  ‘Oh, no’ they said, 
‘we have abandoned you and hurt you, so we have to pay somehow for the hurt we 
have inflicted on you.  That’s only fair.’ 

‘But I don’t care about fairness,’ their God replied, ‘not when I love you so 
much.’ 

‘No, we can’t have that.’ 
‘All right, just to make you happy, I’ll arrange for a Rescuer, who’s very dear to 

me, to die for you all.  His death will pay the cost of the injustice you assume I  
have suffered.’ 

But the human race still thought that was unfair.  Certainly those on the Goat 
Farm couldn’t think about their God without imposing on him their own sense of 
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justice.  And that’s despite the Rescuer likening their God to an unjust judge, an 
unjust steward, an unfair employer, a prodigal father. 

This second mystery on the Goat Farm is why the residents simply cannot 
understand a God who doesn’t share their human concept of justice — who has a 
love that doesn’t lash out in punishment on those who cause him pain. 

Quite early in my stay there, I spoke to a couple who told me they enjoyed 
arguing with each other, and even kept a record of who had won the most 
arguments.  Of course, this applied only between the two of them.  They were still 
at loggerheads with everyone else.  In the course of our conversation, they made 
me aware of something decisive and very important about the Goat Farm. 

You see, I knew that ‘good research practice involves relating each respondent’s 
opinions to their age, and/or to how long they had held these opinions’ (to quote 
my Research Handbook).  But, there was something about the residents — yes, all 
of them — that confused me, and I didn’t want them to feel I was prying by 
questioning them too much.  Yet I thought this couple would cope with direct 
questions.  So I asked them, ‘would you mind telling me how old you are?’  They 
looked at each other, in a way that I couldn’t interpret — but it didn’t seem as if 
they objected to the question — ‘Old?’  ‘Yes,’ I said.  ‘And how long have you been 
here at the Goat Farm?’  ‘How long??’ 

It took me a while, but they finally got it through to me that they know nothing 
about time.  There is no such a thing as time on the Goat Farm.  While that 
explained quite a few things that were puzzling me, it also presented me with new 
problems.  I’m thankful they allowed me to ask a whole lot of questions.  I can’t tell 
you how much I was rewarded by what I would call ‘the time’ — and they would call 
‘the presence’ — that we shared.  Let me try to explain my discoveries. 

When you and I look back on our lives we can’t help but let the concept of time 
determine our story — I was born on … then I … after that … and when — and so 
on.  Our story consists of incidents tied to specific times, and we have a great list 
of specific dates (like birthdays, personal events, and even world events) that are 
important to us, and our friends, and our life. 

But for the residents of the Goat Farm, the important things in their life are their 
achievements, the successes, their difficultly-obtained and praiseworthy 
accomplishments — all the triumphs they joyfully recall and proudly share with 
those who will listen, or are trapped into listening, to them.  It’s not just that their 
sense of value comes from their performances in life — it’s far more important to 
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have, or to create, opportunities to talk about them. 
And THAT explains the ‘pop-bang-bang-pop’ sounds I keep on hearing.  The 

residents have developed their own personal fire-works shows, and when, for 
whatever purposes, a reasonable crowd has come together, one or more of the 
residents takes the opportunity to light their personal fire-works.  Those bangs 
and sparkles and cascades and cart-wheeling designs are just the background — 
and sometimes an amazing and fascinating illustrative background — for the 
wonderful stories the residents have about who they are and what they have 
accomplished.  In this way each person grows and feeds their all-important self-
esteem.  And, at the same time, chips away at the self-esteem of others. 

And all THAT, according to the residents of the Goat Farm, sheds some light — 
although nothing more than hypothetical light — on the impressive ‘boom-
kaboom!’ they hear drifting over the Farm, and the glowing light that 
accompanies it.  They speculate that the Sheep Farm has fire-works, too.  Only on 
a really, really grand scale, and probably for all of their residents.  It must be just 
about blindingly ear-shattering for them — since it can even be heard and seen, to 
some extent, on the other side of The Great Chasm.  Though what could be over 
there that’s worthy of such a regular and glorious spectacle is way beyond their 
imagination. 

Well, now that I’m back home, I’m still fascinated and amazed by what I have 
learned.  And I probably have more unanswered questions than I had prior to my 
journey.  At least now I can use the time, back in which I find myself, to consider the 
implications of what I experienced. 

The Sheep Farm 

I wasn’t expecting it at all, but it happened again.  Only this time the sign I‘m 
looking at says ‘The Sheep Farm’. 

From the somewhat elevated entrance, the property looks extensive and 
spreads out before me, looking more like a nature reserve than anything else.  The 
noises floating up to me from the trees and vegetation suggests that the wild life 
is happily going about its care-free activities.  I’m unaware of any sounds 
indicating the presence of human beings.  There’s no ‘Keep Out’ sign or even a 
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fence of any kind, so I wander in.  I’m hoping to find my way down to a stream to 
add the babbling noise and the sparkling movement of water to the delights of 
this property. 

I’m surprised by the number of animals and birds that are moving about.  But 
even more surprised by the way in which they seem to relate to each other, and 
even to me.  A wallaby comes right up to me and nudges my hand obviously 
wanting to be scratched, and then hangs around as if expecting further scratches, 
or even other contact, from me.  A couple of wombats, rather than lumbering off 
to get out of my way, deliberately cross my path, to stop in front of me, and appeal 
to me with a ruffle-my-fur look.  The birds, too, are not taking flight as I enter their 
foraging space.  They seem to share the forest floor and their nesting trees with 
any other bird who lives in this part of the forest with them.  Soon I have a whole 
lot of feathered friends gathering around me to welcome me to their home.  So I 
sit down on the grass and enjoy the friendship they offer, and try to return it in 
ways I think they may enjoy.  But I tire of these actions of friendship well before 
they do. 

Then the insects catch my attention.  Even with the birds all around, the 
grasshoppers, and beetles, and worms, make no attempt to flee, or to hide from 
the attention of their predators — even though the insect beside them is snapped 
up.  Of course, I know nothing about the way insects think, but judging from the 
calm and unintimidated ways in which they are acting, I’m sure their attitude is 
‘well, if my purpose in life is to become food to give life to my fellow creatures, 
then I’m happy to fulfil that role whenever any of them feels a hunger pang.’  I 
found out later that there is one species of beetle, seemingly the most eager of all 
to sacrifice its life to give life, that has become known at the Calvary Beetle. 

I indicate as best as I can to the animals around me that I still want to reach the 
stream in the valley below, so I get to my feet while scratching and stroking them 
with one hand and waving my farewell with the other. 

While my mind is busily taking in what I have just experienced, it is also taking 
note of other circumstances that are surprising me.  The vegetation, for example, 
is getting denser the closer I’m getting to the stream.  And yet there doesn’t seem 
to be any competition for space going on.  Everything seems to be in harmony, 
each plant and tree and vine showing consideration for those growing nearby.  I 
tell myself that I’m letting my imagination get the better of me.  But I fail to believe 
myself because the impressions I’m receiving from what is around me are far too 
strong.  When I finally get to the stream, and take in the new sights and noise from 
the vegetation and the water, I have some new ideas about the Sheep Farm.  I sit 
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on a rock and splash my feet in the moving water at the bottom of a chattering 
cascade and try to make some sense of these thoughts. 

Everything I’m experiencing points to a vital co-operation, beyond what I’ve 
ever come across before, between all the different parts of our world’s natural 
environment — AND even between all those parts of nature and us human beings. 

Yet it even goes further than that.  As I look around some verses from the Old 
Testament come to mind — verses which I have always regarded as little more than 
very imaginative poetry.  But at this moment I wouldn’t be surprised at all if I saw 
these things actually happening. 

Mountains and hills bursting into song, trees clapping their hands.  (Is 55:12) 
Floods clapping their hands, hills singing together for joy.  (Ps 98;7,8) 
The mountains skipping like rams, the hills skipping like lambs.   (Ps. 114:4) 
Everything on the Sheep Farm goes far beyond just an acknowledgment and a 

relating to everything that shares life with them.  All life here also acknowledges 
the Creator of their world.  There is an active relationship, a total oneness, 
between every part of life and its Creator.  That’s the distinctive thing about the 
Sheep Farm. 

There is no ME here, anywhere — everything, simply everything, is WE. 
And having said that to myself (I think I may have actually shouted it) I am 

suddenly troubled, deeply troubled.  I feel like an intruder, I don’t fit in.  I do not 
share that sense of oneness with my surroundings.  There is too much ME within 
me.  I want to dominate, to take charge, to do my own thing.  That even makes me 
want to rebel against the belief, so strongly held by every form of life here, that 
there is a Creator.  My ME makes me feel so uncomfortable.  I can’t stay here any 
longer.  And I didn’t get any further than the front paddock. 

I scramble up the slope.  It seems a very long way back to the entrance of the 
property.  I see nothing along the way.  I don’t know if the wildlife is trying to reach 
out to me, though I suspect it is.  I’m surprised at how powerful this sense of being 
an intruder is.  And how much I need to change — or to be changed — before I 
could feel at home here. 

And then it hits me.  Of course there's no need for any gate or fence to keep 
people out.  The sense of not belonging — which I am sure every other human 
being is going to feel, too — the sense of being an intruder is enough to keep 
people away.  Of course there are no people here. 
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To stay here I need to get rid of my dominating sense of ME, and I don’t know 
how to do that.  I need to replace it with a genuine sense of oneness with the 
creation around me, and even with the oneness of purpose which is being 
displayed by the world around me — the praise of the Creator.  What kind of a 
miracle would be needed to bring that about? 

What if that miracle were possible, a miracle worked in us by the Creator 
Himself — what then?  If a person’s sense of WE were to be a miraculous gift — 
resulting in a real and lasting connection between each resident and the farm 
itself, AND between each resident and every other resident, AND between 
everyone, everything, here and the Creator — what then? 

Well, one thing is certain.  People would not drift into the Sheep Farm one by 
one as they are de-ME-d and WE-created.  There would be a great world-wide 
once-for-all-time entry to the Sheep Farm to celebrate the complete and all-
encompassing WE-ness that now exists.  And that great once-for-all—time event, 
would be a constant and never-ending celebration.  The noise and laughter and 
celebrating and praise would be noticed and heard — and probably seen (there’s 
always visual aspects to a celebration, isn’t there?) — even worlds away. 

That's what the Sheep Farm is waiting for, longing for! 

When I returned home and shared these experiences with my friends, they 
asked me many questions.  We worked together on them to come perhaps to a 
better understanding of the Creator’s life that we share.  But there is one recurring 
question I get asked which I think I need to tackle here.  That question goes 
something like this:  ‘You were able to visit the Goat Farm and even to experience 
to some extent the timelessness of the place.  How come you have told us nothing 
about what we were so eager to hear about — your experiences of what life is like 
in the timelessness of the Sheep Farm?’ 

Well, the only answer I have is this.  I had no choice about entering the 
timelessness of the Goat Farm, it simply happened.  And I had no choice about 
not entering the timelessness of the Sheep Farm, it simply didn’t happen.  No, wait 
a bit, I know that isn’t a very satisfying answer for you, so let me explain what I now 
think is the reason for this.  I reckon it all has to do with my ME-ness.  On the Goat 
Farm ME-ness is regarded as a good and necessary quality.  So, of course I was 
fully admitted.  But on the Sheep Farm ME-ness disqualifies a person (if I can put it 
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that way) from entry to its timelessness.  That ME-ness has to be got rid of through 
the miracle of being united to death and resurrection of the Creator’s Rescuer, 
and in that way being WE-created  And I don’t mean simply knowing or holding 
on to that miracle by faith, but actually going through with it.  So I was never given 
the option of entry to the timelessness of the Sheep Farm.  If I had realized all this 
at the time, I suppose I could have offered to end my earthly life then and there to 
enter the Creator’s timelessness — but then I could not have returned to share my 
experiences with you all, and give my considered answer to the question you are 
asking.  So, let me be clear, the ONLY access to the timelessness of the Sheep 
Farm is that great unimaginable occasion when the Creator brings about all his 
plans for his entire creation, establishing his new, complete, timeless, and glorious 
WE-creation. 

In the face of all that, I’m happy to put aside every other unanswered question. 

Neil Stiller 
Nov. 2022 
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