
INTRODUCTION

T
his is an attempt to share some of

life’s experiences and lessons in

such a way that it becomes solely

a testimony to the grace of God.  The credit

is all His for anything worthwhile coming out

of my life.  On the other hand, the blame for

every flaw, fault and failure is mine alone.

Over the years I have asked Father to allow

me to be, and remain, a hidden man, even

though frequently in the public eye, only

aspiring to be a God filled nobody.

Years ago I dreamed that I saw people

gathered for a memorial service at the end of

my earthly life.   It was being held in a com-

munity hall rather than in a church building.

As everyone became quiet just before

the start, a man I knew rushed in and asked,

“Where is he?”  No one answered, and so he

asked the same question louder and louder.  In

moments everyone was exclaiming as if it



were a chant,  “John is not here.  John is not

here!”

All eyes turned to a friend - not a min-

ister - who slowly walked forward and said,

“John is not here, he is with the Lord.  We are

here to celebrate the grace of God in John’s

life.”

I joked with one or two that it wasn’t sur-

prising that the Christian man who rushed in,

and who will remain nameless, asked that

question.  I often felt that he didn’t know

where I was even when we were together!

Possibly the first time I shared at any

length about the grace of God was in a meet-

ing in Kingston, New York.  One of the elders

there, Dale Rumble, told me afterwards that

for them such a topic had extra significance.

They had noted over the years that whenever

the Lord intended taking them into new

realms of Christian living and serving, it had

been preceded by a heightened emphasis on

the grace of God.
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To me the grace of God is the active

expression of all that He is in His intrinsic

nature, being extended to a totally unworthy

person such as I am. This is in order that we

may live a Christ-honouring life as we walk in

the fullness of God’s purpose and provision

for them.  

To put it a little differently, divine grace

is all that God is, made available for all that I

lack, to enable me to be all that He chooses.

I am most grateful to the Holy Spirit who

not only stirred me to write this book, but

who has also been my Encourager throughout.

My wife Mary has been very supportive as we

have shared memories together and discussed

the best way to express them.  David and Nina

Rice have willingly undertaken the task of

editing and proof reading. This has been most

helpful and is deeply appreciated. At the end

of that process I received this letter:
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“At a personal level may I say that this

has been a very enjoyable and stimulating

exercise.  The more I read the manuscript the

more absorbing it becomes.  I do think it is

worthy of wide distribution in whatever form

seems best to you.

“I would also like to put on record the

enormous impact that your life has had on

me.  I was initially hugely helped by the clari-

ty of the word of the Lord that you spoke in

Donegal.  Subsequently the biggest impact

that your life has had on me was in the way

you responded to the Spirit, usually at great

cost, when you were staying with us during

Mary’s illness, and when we were in Sweden

together.  

“At that time I learned to stand up in the

strength of the Lord and not be afraid of the

consequences of obedience.  Such things can-

not be taught, they must be caught.  By the

overflow of the grace of the Lord in your life,

I caught some things which totally changed

and re-formed me and continues to do so. I
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will always be grateful to Jesus for those

experiences as well as the many other evi-

dences of His grace in our fellowship through

the years.

Bless Jesus for His faithfulness, grace

and love.  David”

In the Scriptures, the Apostle Paul didn’t

simply follow the custom of his people in wish-

ing others, “Peace.”  His greeting was always,

“Grace and peace.“  I greet you thus today.

May you, whoever you are, ‘be blessed in the

heavenly realms with every spiritual blessing

in Christ,’ by the grace of God alone.
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Childhood and Youth

T
here well may be no aspect of life

where a person’s memory is as

selective and subjective, as in

their early years.  We probably all know of

times when in adulthood a sibling has spoken

of a childhood event, only to hear something

quite different from our own recollection of it.

Moreover, we have scant understanding of

what has been happening in the mind and

heart of anyone else, even though we may

clearly recall our own fears, phobias, frustra-

tions, hurts, desires, aspirations and strug-

gles.  I shall try to share only what I believe

has bearing on this attempt to focus on the

grace of God in my life. 

My shyness as a youngster did not come

from the fact that we were very poor.  That

applied to many others.  Only later on did I

recognise how much shame and fear had

affected me. Without wanting to dwell on it at



all, I must mention that I was very afraid of my

dad and his erratic and sometimes violent

behaviour.  I was deeply ashamed of the kind

of man he was. I will only mention that a fam-

ily member who knew the truth from personal

sad experience, made this statement to me in

later years: “If those things happened today

he would be given a hefty prison sentence.”

For the record, I was born in Tauranga,

New Zealand, on the thirteenth of December

1932, the third of five children.  

My mother’s sensitive reliance on her

Lord, and her kindness and love, were a place

of refuge and a repeated source of encour-

agement to us all.  She once told me of an

occasion when I was a baby.  She was wheel-

ing me in a pram along a dusty country road,

making her way, I think, to get a few things

from a little general store.  Along the road

came some cattle. 

Mother was terri f ied of them even

though she lived in a country area.  She sim-

ply could not help it, she just had to rush to
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the roadside fence, climb through it and leave

me there!  Apparently a bull came up to the

pram, showed interest in it, putting his head

right inside the hood.  However after a short

while the cattle moved on, mother climbed

back through the fence, and I was none the

worse for wear!

In a General Store you could buy just

about anything, as the name implies.

Everything was so different then.  Here are a

few examples: Flour and sugar came in quite

large bags which purchasers later washed and

used for making everything from aprons to

floor mats.  Biscuits and other products were

bought by the pound and placed in paper bags

that came in various sizes.  A pound of broken

biscuits was a good cheap buy from a child’s

pocket money - if he got any!  There was no

such thing as a plastic bag.  Plastic hadn’t yet

been invented!  Candles and kerosene were

often on shopping lists.

Quick frozen foods did not exist. If you

wanted bacon the grocer sliced it with a gad-
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get that held the bacon piece and sliced it

with a rotating blade.  Cheese was cut to

order with a thin wire attached to a cheese

board.  Parcels were wrapped in brown paper

that was drawn from a roll at the end of the

counter.  The parcel was tied with string, the

storekeeper usually breaking it by twisting it

around a finger and tugging.  Sellotape didn’t

exist.

I began school at the Mangatapu Native

School. That is what was printed in large let-

tering at the front of the school, although

such a thing would be unacceptable today.

Almost all the children were Maori. The three

mile walk to school along country roads

seemed an enormous distance. 

I hadn’t been at school long when we

moved to Mount Maunganui to live, and so we

went to the primary school there.  When high

school days began we had to take a half-hour

ferry ride across to Tauranga and then travel

by bus to the school.  

When I left school at fifteen years of age
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I worked in several offices, including working

at a bank for several years.  During that time

my parents’ marriage came apart completely.

My mother moved to Christchurch with Ivy

and Bruce, her youngest children. After some

time I followed them, little realizing the signif-

icance of the move.

As a child I had opened up my heart to

the Saviour, been involved in Sunday School

and church life, and attended Bible Class

activities.  I had childhood fantasies of myself

as a missionary living in a cave in some exot-

ic foreign land.  In fact, though nobody knew

of it, there were times when I walked across

the paddocks to school I would pause, if

nobody was in sight, and proclaim the gospel

to open space.

In Christchurch I became deeply involved

with the Youth for Christ movement whose

director was the much-loved Malcolm Miles.

While I was still in Tauranga I stepped into an

older brother’s shoes when he had been asked

to testify at YFC there.  Trouble was, my shy-
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ness took over and I cried right there on the

platform.  That seems shameful to a teenag-

er.
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Youth for Christ

T
hose Youth for Christ days were

great times for many of us, who

still thank God for His grace in our

own lives then as well as for the wonders He

accomplished among us.  I loved the youth ral-

lies, beach gatherings, open-air meetings,

prayer sessions, youth camps and so on.  To

be with other young people whose hearts’

desires were akin to mine was very precious.

We were probably at the cutting edge of what

God was doing in our city at that time.

Billy Graham came into prominence in

those days.  He was the Vice President of

Youth For Christ International, whose motto

was “Geared to the times, anchored to the

Rock.” At least in Christchurch, YFC was very

different then from what it is now.  We were

more a general evangelistic agency, but still

focused on youth. One month of the year we

had an early prayer meeting each morning

before anyone went to work.  Not only were



there times of prayer prior to rallies, but often

right through them.  From time to time there

was a day of prayer, and for quite some time

we had a night of prayer once a month.

For two years Jim Shortcliffe and I trav-

eled around the South Island conducting chil-

dren’s missions.  In the realm of walking with

Christ, involvement in this work became a

steep learning curve for me.  During that time

I feasted on the writings of Commissioner

Brengle, Ruth Paxon and the like.  I also read

all the sermons preached years before in

Nelson by the inimitable Irish preacher, Billy

Nicholson. The Nelson newspaper had printed

them in full. 

I began to see Zechariah 4:6 as the

theme for my life: “Not by might nor by

power, but by my Spirit says the Lord of

Hosts.” Later in paraphrase form it became

for me “Not by human strength or ability, nor

by the supportive power of an army of men,

but by my Spirit says the Lord of heaven’s

armies.”
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There was a time, while Jim and I were

traveling, that I became very burdened about

inconsistencies in my life.  I could tell young

people that when we yielded our lives to

Christ we become a whole new creation in

Him, but I knew that at times I had inner atti-

tudes that were not right.  Because there is

level ground at the Cross I could not hide

behind an inferiority complex.  

For some days I spent hours and hours

crying out to God for help.  I read and re-read

the Acts of the Apostles.  I knew that early

Christians must have found a solution to my

kind of problem.  At last this promise dawned

on me: “I will pour out my Spirit on all flesh.”

I saw that ‘all’ must be able to include even a

‘nobody’ like me, and somehow I appropriated

its reality that day.  What Ruth Paxon

described as, “Life on a higher plane” now

made sense, and I believe came to be more

real in me.

After those two years, while living in
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Christchurch again, I would frequently go to

the YFC office in Colombo Street.  Signs had

been put up stating, ‘Africa, 75 millions

untold’  ‘South America, 70 millions untold’

and so on.  There was a map of the world and

flags had been placed across it indicating

places where missionaries who had spoken at

the rally were working.  

Again and again I prayed earnestly, with

those statistics and the world map in front of

me.  At this time I was deeply touched by

Amy Carmichael’s vision which will be printed

at the end of what I write about India. Before

too long these things combined to give me a

deep burden for India.  YFC arranged for me to

go there for two years.  At twenty-two years

of age I was young and inexperienced, but I

had a burning heart of love for my Lord and

for the lost of earth.
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India

F
lying was very different in 1954

from what it is today.  The first

segment of my journey to India was

from Christchurch to Sydney, where I was

transferred to a hotel for an overnight stay.

The next morning we started out early with

Darwin being the first stop for refueling.

From there we flew to Jakarta in Indonesia,

and thence to Singapore.  

That night the airline arranged for me to

stay in the renowned Raffles Hotel.  I didn’t

simply have a hotel room, but an entire suite

– all provided by the airline.  More than that a

domestic servant seemed to be stationed in

the corridor right outside my door for the

entire time I was there, eager to serve me in

whatever way I might require.  I did not need

him!  The dining room décor was magnificent

and the meal outstanding.  There were photos

around showing people dining with a bearer

[servant] standing behind each chair, but that
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night there was a waiter for every four or five

people.

When I stepped outside the hotel to look

around a little I was quickly approached and

followed by a cycle-rickshaw rider who hound-

ed me asking incessantly, “You want pretty

lady?”  and adding, “Me take you [to] pretty

lady.”  It was so embarrassing that I quickly

returned to my hotel rooms.

The next morning we flew on to Colombo

in Ceylon – now Sri Lanka – and after a refuel-

ing break for the plane and lunch break for the

passengers we set out on the last leg of the

journey, to Bombay which is now named

Mumbai. 

The heat at each stop from Darwin on

had been quite stifling.  Here in Bombay I felt

that I was walking into an oven.  Gradually one

grows accustomed to climate changes,

although it was a repeated challenge to me

during my two momentous years in India.  In

later years when asked how we adjusted to
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climate changes my reply would be that spiri-

tual climate changes are harder to cope with.

In that sense one may not travel far and yet

seem to move from the tropics to the South

Pole, or vice versa. 
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Early Impressions

I
nevitably first impressions fade some-

what, especially since a span of about

fifty years has elapsed since my going

there, and yet some things stand out very

clearly in my memory.

It took a while to understand why there

was so much reddish stuff splattered on the

footpaths, in doorways and on the bottoms of

walls.  Chewing betel nuts was very very com-

mon and those chewing simply spat out the

red juice just about wherever they felt like it.

On at least one occasion someone spat it on

my clean white clothes, ruining them since it

could not be removed.  It seemed to be delib-

erate.

Carrying goods on heads never ceased to

amaze me even after seeing it frequently in

Africa in later years.  In Bombay there were

scores of men and women who carried a huge

long load of tiffin boxes or billy-cans which I



was told contained lunches for some of the

thousands of workers who came into that

large and teeming city each day.  These carri-

ers moved along, carrying their burdens, at a

fast walk or steady jog.

One day I looked out of a window in the

fifth floor apartment I stayed in with Joe and

Bernice Weatherly.  A heavy piano was being

carried down the street in a most unusual

way.  It was on the heads of six men.  Each

one had a turban tied around his head and on

top of that was a brick.  The piano was on its

back, resting on the six bricks.  

Whatever was the secret of these men

being able to carry that piano right on down

the long street, around the corner and out of

sight without stopping once?  Why on earth

were bricks added to its weight?   It didn’t

take me long to discover the answer.   After

a little while, as all of the men kept in step,

one of them stooped a fraction and removed

the brick from his head.  This way he could

stay in place under the piano and yet have a
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rest from carrying it!   He soon put his brick

back again, taking up his share of the load.

Before the piano went out of sight I saw

another man have a rest in the same way.

Smart, eh?

India seemed to have an endless number

of beggars.  There is a beggar caste, just as

there is a caste of carpenters, a caste of

thieves and so on.  I was told on a number of

occasions that beggars deliberately maim

their children when they are young so that

they can more deeply touch the pity of

passers-by and invoke greater generosity.

Some looked appallingly grotesque with

uncovered wounds and sores crawling with

hordes of flies.  It was quite shocking to be

grabbed around the ankles by an imploring

beggar.  Sadly, if you gave to one of them you

were immediately overwhelmed by many oth-

ers who kept following you and pleading end-

lessly.

Throughout the areas I travelled in India I

was repeatedly shocked at how wealth and
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poverty were found side by side.  On one

occasion I was cycling with a missionary

towards a large annual Hindu festival being

held in a remote area where only meandering

tracks existed and no car could go.  We

stopped to rest in a small village and were

quickly invited to lunch in a nearby home.  

It was a magnificent three-storied home,

excellently furnished.  The well-dressed host

made us welcome and provided a lovely lunch.

“Nice” you say?  Yes, but with a big ‘but’!

Outside the home with its high walled bound-

aries we had seen villagers not only under-

nourished, but actually starving and near

death.  To that wealthy homeowner they just

seemed to be a nuisance for which he apolo-

gised!

You may be surprised that life seems

very cheap in many countries, I suspect espe-

cially where there has been little or no

Christian influence in past centuries.  I recall

walking along a Bombay street one day with

an Indian friend.  We were only a block away
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from the main business and shopping centre

where tourists throng.  

A dirty, ragged, skeletal man was lying

curled up on the pavement.  I asked my friend,

“Is that man dead?”  He replied, “If he isn’t

yet, he soon will be,” and walked on.  Each

morning trucks would go around the streets

picking up the dead and carrying them away

for burning.

It was always surprising to see how white

laundry became when one saw dhobi-wallahs

[laundry people] dipping their washing in a

stream that wasn’t all that clean, bashing

them on rocks, rinsing them in the stream,

and laying them out to dry.  I once took a

photo of someone dipping kerosene tins into

a canal so that they could take water back to

their home for cooking and drinking.  In the

same photo, right there in the canal was

someone bathing and someone washing a buf-

falo that was defecating.

In Bombay I was involved with many fine
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young people who were a challenge to me in

their enthusiasm, warmth and delightful wit-

ness for Christ.  I found similar folk like that

across the country, but there were many

times when I felt that local Christians and

even missionaries had settled down to

accepting things the way they were, rather

than reaching out to the Lord for a something

better.  

Was it Robert Kennedy who said, “Some

men see things the way they are, and ask

“Why?”  I see things the way they should be,

and ask “Why not?””  Being comfortable with

the status quo is not a valid option for the

Spirit-filled believer.

Spiritual lethargy and half-heartedness

should be loathed, hated and feared!  I have

sometimes told people that there is one thing

worse than being half-hearted, and that is to

settle down and be comfortable in that state.

Over many years now I have determined that

by the grace of God I will maintain spiritual

freshness all the days of my life.  I love the
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statement in Hebrews chapter eleven that “All

these were living by faith when they died.”

John Tiebe from Canada was the Bombay

Director of Youth for Christ.  He once asked

their young people to go on an outing of some

kind, inviting me to go along as well.  John

told them that he would provide lunch for

them all.  If I recall aright there were thirty-

five or forty of us.  

There was considerable consternation

when it was discovered that lunch to John did

not mean a midday meal, but simply an after-

noon bite.  He asked some of us to ‘chip in’ to

buy food for them all!  Over the years we have

known many occasions when something that

seemed clear and obvious had a very different

meaning to someone from a different country

or culture.

Let me share one other thing about my

early days in India.  I went to a large city bank

to open an account so that I could deposit any

bank drafts I might receive.  Nobody had actu-
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ally guaranteed me any financial support, but

Malcolm Miles, the Youth For Christ Director in

Christchurch had encouraged me to trust the

Lord with them for my supply.  

Anyway, when I filled in an application

form to open an account I listed my occupa-

tion as ‘Evangelist.’  The bank officer immedi-

ately said, “I’m very sorry, but you can’t open

an account here.”  He commented that

nobody there knew me.

At that moment, way back in the bank I

saw a senior man I had met at a service the

previous day.  Somewhat reluctantly the man

dealing with me went and spoke to him.  When

he came over he immediately said, “Of course

he may open an account here.”  The first man

pointed to my ‘evangelist’ answer and asked,

“What about that?”  The revealing reply was,

“Oh he [that is, me,] is just being humble.”  I

soon learned that in some Christian families –

many of them only nominally Christian I sup-

pose – any son that seemed no good for any-

thing was dubbed an evangelist, even though
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he might never introduce one solitary person

to his Lord and Saviour!   It seemed to me

that the same could just as well apply to the

multitude of Hindu ‘sadhus’ or holy men too.
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Rajnandgaon

A
fter these many years it would be

difficult to share insights into my

time in India in chronological

order.  Besides that, I want to hasten to share

things I was privileged to experience in

Rajnandgaon in Madhya Pradesh State.  This

village, of about 100,000 people I think, lies

alongside the railway line roughly half way

between Bombay and Calcutta.  

It had been arranged that I would spend

at least a month there initially, speaking in the

local church for however many days I felt

right.  After that we would move the meetings

out into a large flat topped tent or shamiana

that could seat quite a few hundred people

the way Indians sit squatted closely together

on the ground.  The tent came as baggage

with me on the train from Bombay.  It was

intriguing to see local Christians off-load the

tent with its huge bamboo poles on the oppo-

site side from the station.  They loaded it on



a bullock cart and brought it to the Mission

property by a circuitous route.  This saved

paying customs duty!  

A week or two before I started out for

Rajnandgaon a delightful and earnest young

officer in the Indian navy, named David

Appavoo, told me that he had decided to

come with me.  Later he would go to London

to study at university there.  When asked why

he wanted to come his reply was, “Not to

speak in meetings or take any public part

whatsoever.”  Not as a singer either! His sole

purpose would be to pray for me and to pray

with me for God’s blessing on the crusade.  

I don’t know how to relate time to pray-

ing. I do know however that this became a

heart ‘burden’ to David and me to the extent

that many nights one of us would wake up

after only a few hours sleep to wait on the

Lord. The other one would join in and togeth-

er we would seek God for a deep, sovereign

moving of the Holy Spirit in that area.  
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The local Christian who was interpreting

for me had an interesting story.  He had been

private secretary to a maharajah until he con-

tracted leprosy.  He sought help at the

Mission leprosarium. Not only was he healed of

that dreaded disease, but he turned from

Hinduism to personal faith in the Lord Jesus.

When an Indian Christian doctor offered to

straighten a twisted finger for him he declared

that he wanted it left like that as a perpetual

reminder to him of the lengths that God in his

love had gone to bring him to salvation.

One day this interpreter asked David and

me if we would like to go out to the leprosar-

ium where he himself now worked.  We

learned that every morning at about five

o’clock lepers gathered together to pray for

revival in Rajnandgaon.  I was touched by the

thought that there was a unique selflessness

in their praying.  

They would always be outside of the city

and therefore expected to gain nothing from

an outpouring of the Holy Spirit.  David and I
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cycled out there a number of times.  It was all

so touching!  Here were lepers kneeling on a

hard, cold concrete floor.  Some of them only

had stumps where feet or legs had been.

Their chapel had window openings with nei-

ther glass nor shutters.  We noticed pray-ers

shivering in the early morning cold.  India isn’t

always hot!
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Revival

I
t was probably our second weekend

there when we decided in conjunction

with the Mission leader that we would

put up the tent that Saturday and have a

church service in it on Sunday.  Our thinking

was that non-Christians had some strange

ideas about how Christians worshipped in their

forbidding looking brick church building.  Loud

speakers were fitted onto a cart and driven

throughout the township. An announcement

was made that the next morning everyone

was invited to watch Christians at worship.

It was heart moving to see hundreds of

locals sitting on the sloping ground outside

while several hundred Christians [nominally so,

at least] sat in the tent which had no sides to

it.  Everything was open to the curious gaze

of all who gathered outside.

This becomes a little embarrassing to me

as I look back on my behaviour that day!  Soon



after I began speaking to the church I was

halted by a strong conviction that I believed

then, and still do now for that matter, was the

persuasion of the Holy Spirit within me.  

I have sometimes commented that it is

easy to obey God when we can see that the

outcome will be acceptable to others and

beneficial to ourselves.  It is quite another

matter, and a real test of discipleship, when

we are aware that a very different result is

likely!  That is where our love and obedience

to Christ is really tested.  

The comparison is not ideal, but you may

understand if I suggest that this is somewhat

like situations in the business world that may

be described as high risk, and yet be where

the best results or profits may be found.  Old

time preachers sometimes told their hearers

to ‘go for broke’.  Are some Christians too

keen to take the safest, easiest and most

orthodox and comfortable options in life

where they are least likely to offend?  You be

the judge!
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Anyway, I did it!  I pointed to a man half

way back on my right hand side and said, “Sir,

God tells me you are sleeping with your neigh-

bour’s wife.”  He screamed and fell on his

face.  It seemed as though he was groaning,

crying and praying all at once.  Responding to

his sincere repentance, God touched and

changed his life that day.  I had no idea at the

time that he was a church elder!

As was the custom, all the women were

sitting on the left-hand side. I pointed to one

of them and called out, “Sister, do I have to

declare what is hidden in your life?”  She

immediately cried out, “No, no, no,” ran to the

front and on her knees began to cry out ask-

ing God for mercy and forgiveness. 

That day it seemed as though God was

showing me the secret things in everyone’s

heart.  More than that, it seemed as though

they knew it was happening.  Actually I need-

ed to say little else as all across the congre-

gation people were on their knees or on their

faces.  It seemed that the wholesome fear of
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God had come upon everyone in the tent, and

on the onlookers outside as well. After some

time cries of anguish and tears of repentance

turned to exclamations of joy and praise.  

The service went on for hours.  Here and

there someone would hurry out of the meet-

ing to return later after trying to make

amends for past wrongs.   Nobody had sug-

gested that course of action.    We learned

that some went to settle differences with

neighbours they had treated poorly, some

went to make restitution for things they had

stolen, others went to be reconciled with

another member of their family, and some

went to the railway to pay for trips they had

already taken.  People like these came back

wreathed in smiles of joy and relief, praising

God. 

It was all so amazing.  At the moment I

had begun speaking that morning the Mission

leader’s wife started running from their home

where she was looking after their handicapped

daughter so that their helpers could be in the

India



service.  She said later that her heart was

pounding with one thought, “God has come,

God has come!”  Don’t ask me to explain how

the God who is here can come, as Augustine

said, but it happens!  Wonderfully!

When David and I had arrived at

Rajnandgaon the Mission leader had told us

two things, one sad and one strange.  The sad

thing was that there had not been one con-

vert in that area for an entire generation.  The

strange thing was that he believed Satan was

in control of their entire compound.  The com-

pound included not only the church building

but also homes of missionaries and national

workers, a school and a dormitory plus I don’t

know what else.  That very day they saw their

first convert for many a year.   
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Desiring Heaven’s Best

T
here is much more to write about

this, but let me quickly and

strongly state that from that day

on I was spoiled in the sense that no longer

could I be satisfied with man’s best.  I had

experienced sovereign God at work. We need,

the church needs, and the world about us

needs God’s best – heaven’s best.  ‘Playing

church’ and being religious is totally out of

order.  No doubt it always has been, but how

much more so now in our day.

Hear me, fellow Christian.  The idea that

the more we do the quicker God’s kingdom is

established is a very common point of view, is

it not? Earnest believers strive valiantly to do

as much as possible for God. Add up all the

gatherings, meetings, rallies, crusades, con-

ferences, retreats, seminars, and like events

in every church and every city and town

throughout any of our countries and through-

out the whole year.  Include all of the preach-



ing, teaching, prophesying and exhorting plus

all of the singing, praising, worshipping, pray-

ing and charitable activities that are under-

taken.   

In the church as in the world, this is a

generation of words, noise and endless activi-

ty that is mostly quite futile. Surely, if such

things as those I have enumerated could bring

the church of God to maturity and fullness,

and vast multitudes to repentance and faith,

we would be there before now. 

No, no, no!  What God declares is that he

responds to faith rather than to human effort.

Man’s best will never do, even if a myriad of

us worked ourselves to death almost.

Throughout history, again and again God has

shown what he can accomplish in a moment,

so to speak, that wonderfully pleases and glo-

rifies him.  There has to be a higher way – and

each of us needs to find it for ourselves.  We

need heaven’s best more than ever before.

Never settle for less!
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I am not contending for idleness or lazi-

ness.  Far from it!  This is a call to walk in the

Spirit, responding wholeheartedly to whatever

He directs.  “To be walking in what we are

hearing” is something I felt to be the chal-

lenge for me years ago, and it still is.  Too

many walk in what has been heard in the past,

in what is compatible with acceptable doctri-

nal norms, or is simply imposed by some

church leadership. Many have told us that God

speaks to each of us through the Scriptures,

through circumstances and through other

people.  Actually it is only when any one of

those ways becomes personalized by being

internalized by the Holy Spirit that we have

the ‘now’ word of God for us.

Let the younger generation hear this:

This is a tremendous day for adventure and

discovery.  Go for it!  I take the counsel of a

highly esteemed and deeply loved brother in

Christ, Dr. Jack Gray, who is many years my

senior. He has wisely and rightly written that

there are many today whom some have

described as church-forsakers, but who are

Desiring Heaven’s Best



actually church-discoverers. We refuse to

blindly follow the traditions of men, choosing

rather to seek and find for ourselves exactly

what God’s plan is for us at the present time.
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Better Than Revival

H
ere is part of a letter we received

a few days ago, almost fifty years

after my visit to Rajnandgaon.

Neil had asked what I thought about revival.  I

shared some of the things written in this

chapter.

“We had a significant and moving time

with you and Mary yesterday.  Thank you for

sharing about your time in India – it was a priv-

ilege to hear of it, see its impact on you and

share in the revelation and impartation of

God’s Grace.  It has quickened a desire to be

part of such a revival.  It also explains a lot to

me.  Not having experienced anything greater,

I have struggled at times to see the struc-

tured church in quite the terms you have seen

it.  We can read about heaven’s visitations,

hear about them second or third hand, but it

is no substitute for being there – though it

was pretty close yesterday.  It would certain-

ly spoil someone for anything less.”



I have written that tasting heaven’s best

spoils one from being satisfied with man’s

best efforts.  Seasons of revival are just that

– for a season.  It is what continues after such

a season that is important.  Whether we are

ever privileged to be part of a revival situation

or not, we can – and indeed, must – taste

heaven’s best to the extent that we will never

settle for man’s best.  Let me share incidents

from my own life that enable one to live a

‘better than revival’ life style.

Firstly, choosing to place - and keep –

the highest priority in my life for an on-going

intimate love relationship with our precious

Redeemer.  Make no mistake about it, without

that all of our activities, beliefs and achieve-

ments are nothing more than a “gong boom-

ing or a cymbal clashing.”

Secondly, coming to a place where I said

a big “Yes!” to the Lord Jesus – a “Yes!” that

lasts a lifetime.  Thereafter the question is

never whether something seems to be better,

wiser, more reasonable, more acceptable or
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more effective.  It is simply whether it is what

God chooses for me at the moment, or not.

Thirdly, as an extension of the big “Yes”,

being committed to radical obedience to God.

Obviously that was behind my daring to speak

to that elder in Rajnandgaon.

Years ago, when I was a Baptist minister

I dreamed one Saturday night that Glen

Turner, the New Zealand cricket captain told

me that I was to bat for New Zealand.  In my

dream I remonstrated with him about it, but

Glen simply said, “Don’t worry where the ball

goes, don’t worry where the Indians [the

opposing team] are, just keep your eyes on

me, and when I call you be running.”  

I knew this dream was a message from

the Lord.  To my shame, in spite of that, when

He called me in the Service the next evening,

I stood my ground and did not run.  A few

days later I told my co-pastor Fred that the

Holy Spirit had spoken to me in the gathering,

telling me to lead the people in singing in the
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Spirit.  “You can’t do that!” he said.  “The

people aren’t ready for it.”

I told him that I hadn’t thought it was a

good idea either, but had now committed

myself to respond to every prompting of the

Spirit from then on, regardless of the conse-

quences.   The Lord soon tested me on that

commitment and over the years has tested

my willingness from time to time, checking

that I remain steadfastly willing to do what He

asks even when natural reason cannot under-

stand. 

I recall reading a translation in which

Jesus says, “Whatever you pray for, be believ-

ing that you have received, and you will

receive.”  On the basis of that, I chose to

believe that I was the recipient of abundant

grace, had been brought into a deep and inti-

mate oneness with the Lord Jesus, and that I

would be kept in a continuing state of tri-

umphant freshness.  I determined that I

should, and would by God’s grace alone, be a

one-man walking revival, while others may be
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satisfied to keep on hoping and trusting that

they may experience such a thing sometime in

the future.  

All of this is hugely audacious for a

‘nobody’, is it not?  In spite of my limitations

and imperfections Father has been more to

me and done more for me than I had ever

asked or imagined.

Let us never forget that God our heaven-

ly Father is exceedingly generous.  I am confi-

dent that you, like me, know experientially

that He loves to give good gifts to His chil-

dren.  From time to time we have experienced

showers of blessing, fresh stirrings, sweet

anointings, wonderful enablings, touches of

glory, amazing awareness of His immediate

presence, grace for every situation and every

need and absolute immersion in His love and

peace.

For a moment if you will, link these spe-

cial times of outpoured grace with thoughts

of revival.  Think of a rocket being launched
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into space.  Revival and other divine blessings

are like the after-burner of a rocket – not

needed permanently, but simply intended to

launch us into a higher dimension in our walk

and oneness with the Lord Jesus.  As with a

rocket, there may need to be further brief

adjustments to direction and speed, bringing

us into the fullness of God’s purpose for each

of us.  Surely Father’s desire is for us to enjoy

an ‘orbital’ experience of being seated with

Christ in the unseen but very real heavenly

realms in Christ Jesus, wonderfully released

from the inordinate grip of earthy attraction. 

In Essex a brother came to me during a

‘tea or coffee break’ in a Sunday morning ser-

vice.  He needed help, he told me, because

when he had set his eyes on Jesus and gave

priority to walking with Him, his pastor had

rebuked him for not being faithful enough to

the church and all of its activities.  When he

gave himself to that, his walk with the Lord

suffered, and he felt that he was ‘drying up’

spiritually.
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A pastor in America wrote to me at one

time saying that he knew I would never tell

one of ‘his’ people to leave ‘his’ church.  But

calling believers to give utmost priority to a

love relationship with Christ, and to respond

to every prompting of the Holy Spirit had led

to their leaving.  It reminds me of a reference

a church leader gave me once.  It started, “We

regret that the Lord has called John to leave.

. .”!

Let me make this very plain.  We need

one another in the body of Christ.  We need

the fellowship, inspiration and encouragement

that we can bring to one another.  We need to

meet with other believers whenever and how-

ever the Lord, the Head of the church directs.

But we most definitely do not need the repet-

itive, man-initiated activities, the man-con-

trolled ‘church’ systems, or the imposed

sense of obligation to ‘the work’ and the rou-

tine of busy-ness that come with these.  

There is a higher way! There is a way to

live a New Testament quality of life regardless
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of our circumstances.   With Christ at the very

centre of our lives there is abundant grace

available for us to live radiant and triumphant

lives.  Peace like a river and joy unspeakable

and full of glory can flood our lives day by day.

To enter into the Christian walk I have endeav-

oured to describe, and to remain there, of

course, is better than experiencing a season

of revival.  In this we are spoiled from being

satisfied with man’s best, as we enjoy the

repeated taste of heaven’s best for our lives.

Go for it, for Jesus’ sake! 
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More about Rajnandgaon

O
ne man who turned to Christ in

faith that day had a reputation of

being the most scurrilous and evil

man “the worst sinner” that anyone there

knew.  A miracle of God’s wonderful love and

redeeming grace took place. That man began

walking down the dusty streets, calling out to

attract people’s attention and then declaring,

“You all know me, you know Victor Das, you

know how I have lived, but Jesus has saved

me, Jesus has changed me.”  

He would urge those around him to

repent of their selfish, sinful ways and trust in

the Lord Jesus.  In a part of India where there

was opposition to Christianity at that time,

and where Christians were imprisoned on

trumped up charges, men responded to Victor

Das’ call and knelt right there in the dusty vil-

lage street to hand over control of their lives

to God.  Wonderful!



There were times when I walked down

the small business area and was called over by

one Hindu businessman or another who want-

ed to inquire about things I had shared in the

tent meeting the previous evening.  Had I real-

ly said that neither Prime Minister Nehru, nor

the Queen of England, nor the New Zealand

Prime Minister, nor anyone else in the whole

world could reach heaven except through per-

sonal faith in the Lord Jesus Christ?  I had,

and it caught their attention.

News spread into the surrounding areas

as people who had discovered the wonder of

life in Christ spread the good news. Night

after night crowds thronged in to hear the

word of God and respond to it.

One evening, part way through my

speaking two policemen marched into the

tent and up the centre aisle.  I told them to sit

down, which they promptly did, and I contin-

ued speaking to those gathered.  When I gave

a Gospel invitation for people to come for-

ward, those policemen stood up and ran out
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of the tent.  We were told later that they had

been sent to arrest me.  At some stage of the

crusade the chief of police in the area sent a

message to us.  Receiving it second or third

hand I cannot give an accurate report of it but

it seemed to be along these lines:  “Tell that

man he can have the town.  I am going away

until he leaves, because I do not want to

become a Christian.”

At one stage we received a message

from a Bible store in Nagpur which was, I

think, a couple of hours away by train.  We

were asked to announce that nobody should

go down to buy Bibles until they imported

more.  They had sold every copy they had.

The delightful thing about this was that we

had not even mentioned the value of having a

Bible, let alone suggested that people buy a

copy.  Our emphasis had been the God of the

word, rather than the word of God.

Late one night a young Sikh man came to

talk to David and me.  Six days a week he

worked until 10 p.m. On his free night he had
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walked by our well-lit tent to see what was

going on.  His first question was, “Who is this

Jesus you were talking about?”  It was a high

privilege to share the good news of Christ’s

coming, and His atoning death on the Cross,

to someone who had never heard it before.

Time and again Mohindar Singh came back to

talk with us.

All Sikhs have the surname Singh, mean-

ing Lion.  These turbaned people are a warrior

race.  I understand that few have ever

become Christians.

One evening Mohindar told us that he

now wanted to yield his life to the Saviour,

which he did. Another evening when he came

back to hear more about living for the Lord he

mentioned that a fellow Sikh had seen him sit-

ting with us on the open verandah outside our

bedroom.  He had been warned that if he con-

tinued coming to see us and persisted in his

purpose of being a Christian he would be put

to death rather than being permitted to

shame his family.  
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I immediately said, “Come inside with us

so nobody will see you.”  His unforgettable

reply was, “No.  Didn’t I tell you that I was will-

ing to live for Christ, and willing to die for Him

too?  Let us stay out here to show that I am

not ashamed of being His follower.”

After some time Mohindar, whom we had

really come to love and appreciate as a broth-

er in the Lord, left Rajnandgaon to visit his

parents who lived some distance away.  We

never saw him again.  When we asked about

him we were told that his family had ‘dealt

with him’.  Locals made inquiries in his home

area with no definite results but with a strong

impression that he was no longer alive.

One morning at ten or eleven o’clock the

sky darkened rapidly and torrential rain began

to fall.  I couldn’t understand it because the

monsoon rains were not due for a couple of

months.  We rushed out to lower the huge

bamboo poles at one corner of our flat-

topped tent.  It was backbreaking because of

the rapidity with which the tent sagged with
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the weight of water trapped on top.  

When I asked about that one day of rain

I was told, “Oh those are the mango showers.”

Apparently without those few hours of rain

mangoes would not be able to produce their

fruit.  How could God and nature organize

such a thing?  I do not know, but perhaps

there is encouragement for someone through

the mention of this.

That all of these events flood my memo-

ry after so long a time is an indication of how

deeply I was affected by them, even though I

was only 22 or 23 years of age at the time.

Please understand that in it all our focus must

not be on a particular expression of God’s

moving, no matter how wonderful it may be,

but rather on God’s wonderful love and amaz-

ing grace and power.  How glorious He is!  I

can only explain my involvement at such a

time in the fact that God loves – and chooses

– to use a nobody, “Things that are not,” so

that He rightly gets all the credit and all the

glory.  “That no flesh should glory in His pres-
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ence.”  To Him alone be the honour and praise

and glory for ever and ever. Amen!

Let me share some brief comments

about two other Sikhs who turned to Christ.  I

had the privilege of meeting Bakh Singh in the

twin cities of Hyderabad and Secundrabad.

After hearing him speak at a large tent meet-

ing we were invited to stay for lunch.  Bakh

Singh gave me the privilege of sitting beside

him.  He was a much loved and honoured man.

We sat cross-legged on the ground to

eat our plate of curry and rice with our fin-

gers.  No forks were provided.  When Indians

eat like that their hands only touch the food

up to the first joint of their finger, most of the

hand staying clean.  As soon as I took my first

mouthful Bakh Singh quietly told me that I

must use my other hand.  I am left handed in

spite of the way teachers tried to change that

when I was a lad at school.  He explained that

Indians use their left hand for unclean things

and their right hand for food.  
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I quickly licked the fingers my left hand

clean and began eating with my right hand.

The curry was so hot that tears were running

down my face and my nose needed attention.

Imagine my struggle to get my handkerchief

out of my right trouser pocket with my left

hand.  I had much to learn.
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Sadhu Sundar Singh

I
am confident that there are still books

available about Sadhu Sundar Singh,

even though he lived before my time.

Reading about him has been a tremendous

inspiration to me in the past, and to ever so

many others around the world.  Every young

person should try to find a copy to read. Here

is one story about him:

Sadhu Sundar Singh was hiking with a

companion from northern India over a narrow,

winding, mountainous track into Tibet.  It was

freezing cold and snow began falling heavily

so that their very lives were at risk.  As they

trudged on they stumbled over a fellow trav-

eller who had fallen exhausted and was

already being covered with snow.  When the

sadhu asked his companion to help carry him

to their destination the companion refused.

“If we do that we will also die,” he said.

The companion hurried on but Sadhu



Sundar Singh lifted the unconscious man onto

his back and gradually made his way forward.

At a point where walking became easier and

the snowfall lessened the sadhu found his

companion who had hurried on ahead.  He had

frozen to death, whereas the extra effort and

warmth of carrying the stranger had saved

Sadhu Sundar Singh’s life, and the stranger’s

as well.  

Well may we recall the words of Jesus,

“Whoever will seek to save his life shall lose it

but whoever will give his life for my sake and

the Gospel’s shall save it.”  There is a cross in

Christianity and a cross in the daily life of the

believer.  Avoid the cross at your peril.  Jesus

said, “If any man will come after me, let him

take up his cross daily and follow me.”
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Billy Graham in India

W
hen Billy Graham came to India

I was given the opportunity to

train counsellors and be

responsible for counselling and follow-up work

for his crusade in Trivandrum in Travacore,

Cochin.  That is in India’s south-western tip.

Quite a privilege!

When leaders gathered at the start of

the crusade a bishop told me that my coun-

selling methods had been insulting to his peo-

ple, especially the clergy, because I had start-

ed the sessions with a simple outline of the

Gospel.  “You act as if my men are uncon-

verted” he said, “We don’t need the Gospel.”  

At that very moment I saw two of the

ministers in question walking about fifty paces

away.  They had both been very grateful

because the sessions had not only trained

them for counseling, but had also brought

them into the reality of life in Christ.  “Ask



them” I said.  The bishop walked away.

Most of the church leaders were very

welcoming and graciously supportive.

However there was one other bishop who

challenged me about our follow-up procedure.

Since I have used that term a couple of times

let me share with you that to me the first and

most important part of follow-up work is the

ministry of the Holy Spirit.  He seeks to

breathe fresh life into the newborn believer,

strengthen his love relationship with the Lord

Jesus and lead him in fuller understanding of

God’s ways.

The bishop questioned my procedure.  I

told him that within 24 hours of a person

making a decision for Christ we had posted a

letter to their church informing them of the

event, forwarded further literature to the per-

son concerned, and sent information to the

nearest prayer cell.  All across that area there

were vibrantly alive prayer groups that my

host, a revered and godly K.V. Cherian, was

deeply involved with.  
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The bishop told me that he would make

sure that we were blocked from informing

those prayer cells.  Because I knew they were

the best hope of the new spiritual life being

nourished, I told him that the moment he did

I that I would walk away, and he could take

over the work I was doing.  He knew I was

working long hours and left me to it!

Arrangements had been made for my

hospitality to be provided at the same hotel

the Billy Graham team was in.  I asked one of

those men how many people he estimated

were attending the nightly meetings.  He told

me that they never included standing people

because there was no way to get an accurate

measure of their number.  People were seated

in a very large field and then who knows how

many more stood around the edges.  As I

remember, the estimate was in excess of half

a million, a vast sea of humanity.

One morning at that nice hotel I ordered

eggs for breakfast.  I saw people who came to
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the dining room after me being served and vir-

tually finishing their meal, but I was served

nothing.  The waiters seemed to be avoiding

me.  Eventually I got hold of one and asked

him what was going on.  His reply was that

each time they cooked eggs for me they

found they were ‘off’ and so had to throw

them out, clean everything up and start over

again.  Needless to say I changed my order!

Staying with the team was Dr. Robert

Pierce, the founder of World Vision

International.  I had met him in Bombay and it

was a privilege to chat with him again.  One

day he asked Billy Graham to have his photo

taken with me, which he did.  Bob had told

Billy, “This is for World Vision.”  Some time

after I eventually returned to New Zealand Dr.

Frank Phillips, the executive secretary of

World Vision, flew into Auckland and paid my

fare up from Christchurch to meet with him.

Bob Pierce more clearly manifested the love

of Christ than any man I have ever met.  Frank

Phillips was a kind and gracious man.  However

I decided not to follow the path for my life
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that they wanted to make possible.

At one stage during the counselor train-

ing period David Appavoo and I were billeted

at a Bible College where I agreed to speak to

the students on several occasions.  After the

first night at that college I asked David how he

had slept.  We had a common style of bed

which had rope latticed across the frame and

a mattress under an inch thick.  It was just a

thick mat really.  I was totally surprised by

David’s answer.  No, he hadn’t slept well at all.

It had been a bad night for him.  “I am not

accustomed to this kind of comfort” he said.

Comfort? Hardly!!!

The bishop who had jurisdiction over that

Bible college later requested that I stay on in

India and take charge of the college.  Not like-

ly!  It certainly wasn’t for me.
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Other Places

A
fter a month in northern

Hyderabad State I took a train

ride which started before day

break, to move on to my next appointment.

As soon as the train started out I reached into

the inside pocket of my jacket.  My wallet was

gone.  I remembered that the man sitting

beside me in that very crowded carriage had

jumped up and gone down the corridor, but

returned soon after.  When I reported my loss

to a railway policeman he berated me for pro-

viding temptation to poor Indian people. At

that time I only had a few dollars [rupees]

anyway, and my passport was not in the wal-

let.

One of the questions I was frequently

asked by strangers was, “How much does

your government pay you to come here?”

They were certain that I was being handsome-

ly paid for it, and could not conceive any other



reason for my being in India.   

Several hours later I reached my destina-

tion and was met by a missionary whom I grew

to know and appreciate.  He and his wife were

gracious hosts.  One day he and I set out on

bicycles to attend an annual Hindu religious

festival or Mela.  We cycled for hours,

although at times we had to carry our bikes

across streams and up banks.  There were no

roads whatever.  At last we reached a place

where there was a huge three-storey temple.

It was out in a jungle clearing with no habita-

tion in sight, but immense crowds had gath-

ered, some walking for days to reach the

place.  

Once a year the god in the temple was

brought out on a very large cart drawn by

numerous men, paraded around a bit and then

returned to its temple.  The crush of the

crowd pressing in towards the god, which

itself was a couple of storeys high, was almost

frightening.  I ended up right against that

thing and will never forget the deluge of rice
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that hit us as people threw it to satisfy their

god and gain favour from it.  Some of those

people were obviously extremely poor so that

their offering was most sacrificial.

The missionary and I gave out literature,

sought to share the Gospel with all who would

listen, and then returned home at the end of

a very long and tiring day.  We had done all we

could.  That was one night when I went to bed

with a deep cry within me, “Lord, how is it

possible for multitudes like that to be given an

adequate opportunity to find eternal life?”  I

was thinking of the Bible verse saying about

the Lord Jesus, “Salvation is found in no one

else, for there is no other name under heaven,

given to men by which we must be saved.”

Often when I stayed in a place I would go

out walking just to be on my own to ‘see what

I could see’ and to think and pray.  On every

rise or hill or high place someone has placed a

shrine or at least piled a few stones together.

I confess I tipped them over and scattered

them now and again. Don’t ask what would
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have happened if I had been caught!  No one

who knew me could deny that I was a zealous

young man totally committed to serving my

Lord. These shrines caused me to think of the

heathen high places mentioned in the Old

Testament.

All kinds of religions will build something

‘sacred’ on a high place.  Is it a futile effort to

get closer to God?  Blessed be God that, in

contrast to men’s vain attempts to climb

higher to reach Him, He came to us in the

birth, life, crucifixion and resurrection of our

precious Lord Jesus. He still comes to us in

the Person of the Holy Spirit, abiding in the

heart of believers.

Here in New Zealand churches are fre-

quently built on the highest point and most

visible spot in our towns and cities. Look

around you, wherever you live. Just as I saw in

India, religious buildings in the western world,

no less than in the East or in Asia, are built

tall, often with spires making them the high-

est point around.  Here, in our home city of

Christchurch, the city centre Anglican cathe-
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dral has a spire.  For the first half of our own

life-time city by-laws forbade any other build-

ing being erected quite that tall, but that no

longer applies.  Christianity may have provid-

ed many magnificent buildings, but in the pro-

cess has surely moved far from the simplicity

of life in Christ as envisaged in the New

Testament, hasn’t it?

Mainly in Bombay, but in other places as

well, such as Madras [Chennai, now] we gave

out lapel pins to young witnessing Christians.

They had a question mark on them and noth-

ing else.  I found for myself that whether wait-

ing for a bus, standing in a bank queue, riding

on a train or just about anywhere else some-

one would ask, “What is the question?”  

It was a lovely opportunity to share the

good news of life in Christ.  If a question relat-

ing to that were asked in New Zealand, every-

one else in the queue would most probably

pretend not to hear.  In India everyone is

aware of the spiritual dimension to life and will

happily join in a discussion even from up and

down a bank queue.

A God-filled Nobody



Annual Assemblies

A
Canadian an Australian and I were

invited to speak at a church’s

annual assembly somewhere in

central India I think.  It was the Basle Mission

Church, which had come into being through

the efforts of Swiss missionaries. Some con-

siderable time before, [some years, I think]

the missionaries had all returned to

Switzerland, feeling that their task was com-

plete.  They handed everything over to local

Christians.  It should be obvious that the

sooner non-nationals can pass on their work

to mature national believers, the healthier it is

for all concerned.

I was selected to speak at the gathering

on the first evening.  My message centered

round Christ’s provision of salvation for us.

When I invited people to surrender their lives

to the Lord, irrevocably turning over the rest

of their lives to his control and trusting him

for salvation, so many responded that I



thought perhaps they hadn’t understood me.

I went over it again and then told them to go

home, kneel by their beds and tell the Lord

that they were taking that step there and

then.  I then suggested that they put it in

writing and bring the paper back the next

morning.  Ninety-nine pieces of paper were

brought back.

We three speakers shared a large room in

a building that had once been a missionary’s

home.  Before I went to that first meeting I

undid my bedroll, took out my mosquito net,

hung it on the four corner poles attached to

my bed, and tucked it in.  We only had candles

to light the room when we returned there.  

When I came back from the meeting the

other two men were already there, but my

mosquito net had been removed.  I asked the

Canadian, “John, did you take my net?”  He

replied that it wasn’t mine, but his.  He

believed that I had taken it from his home

when I had previously stayed there.  As I told

him, I had had it and my bed-roll since before
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he had come to India.

I tried to sleep totally covered by my

sheet.  It was too hot to have other bedding.

By morning my face was swollen with multiple

mosquito bites.  I suspect that is where I con-

tracted the malaria that plagued me off and

on for many years afterwards.  John never

told me whether he found his own net or not.

I know that he had not intentionally harmed

me.  

Soon after my arrival in India I read a

small book entitled, “God came to Gujerat.”

That is a region in western India.  It was a

story about revival.  Reading of such happen-

ings has always thrilled me. I have often been

stirred by a longing deep within me for the

church of God to know experientially an on-

going joyously vibrant life, being continually

controlled by the Holy Spirit. Not only that,

but also for every member to be walking in an

intimate love relationship with our dear Lord

Jesus, and for precious lost people to be

being brought to the Saviour.
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It was a thrill to be invited to speak at

the annual Assembly of the Mission group in

the area of Gujerat mentioned in that book.  I

wanted to sit at the feet of brothers and sis-

ters who had enjoyed such overwhelming

blessing.  I expected the revival to be contin-

uing, but alas there was no sign of it.  People

were willing to share about events two or

three years previously, but had nothing fresh

and up-to-date to talk about.  It seemed to

David and me that they had just about revert-

ed to the way of ‘playing churches’ that they

had engaged in previously.

For five or six days I spoke in the gather-

ings of delegates from local churches, but it

seemed as if there was no response whatever

in the hearts of the listeners.  David and I

searched our own hearts, wept and prayed.

On the Sunday afternoon as I was speak-

ing I became aware of a new ‘quickening’

among the people.  To be honest, I hate after-

noon meetings.  People tend to be sleepy, and

especially on Sundays, probably heavy with

A God-filled Nobody



their noon dinner.

I cannot tell you how it happened, or

even exactly what was said, but it seemed as

though a breath of fresh air swept through

that church building.  People began getting

down on their knees.  In seconds my inter-

preter was on his face before the Lord.

Thinking that I should continue speaking and

yet not knowing what to do, I turned around

to ask the Mission leader.  To my surprise,

everyone on the platform, including the lead-

er, were also on their knees or on their faces.

I shook him, but he didn’t seem to know I was

there.

Then the penny dropped!  Our sovereign

God was at work and had made sure that I

couldn’t interfere by removing my interpreter.

What did I do?  I was glad that there was an

open window at one end of the platform.  I

jumped out it and went for a long walk, com-

muning with the Lord and blessing Him for His

amazing grace.

Yes, there was repentance.  Everyone
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realized where they had missed the mark, and

re-committed themselves to keep on walking

in what the Holy Spirit was revealing to them.

Our train left town that same night at about 1

am, I think.  The platform was crowded with

exuberant believers singing joyfully to and

about their wonderful Lord.  Glory!
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A Unique Opportunity

A
t one time I was on a long train

journey down to Madras, though I

cannot recall where the journey

began.  I believe I boarded in the afternoon

and arrived sometime around the middle of

the next day.  For the entire journey only one

other person shared my compartment.  He

was a high caste Brahmin who proudly showed

me autographed photos of Pundit Jahawarl

Neru, the India Prime Minister, and other high

officials.  I think one of them was his uncle,

but I am not totally sure which one.

My fellow passenger asked me what I was

in India for, and I tried to answer with a clear

and yet non-confrontational reply.  When he

began telling me the differences between

Hinduism and Christianity. I interposed some-

thing else.  Since we were to spend many

hours together I suggested that we try and

discover any similarities there may be, start-

ing with the nature of God.  “Yes,” he agreed,



the world about us and the universe at large

prove that God is mighty and powerful.  “What

about orderliness?” I asked, before moving on

to the beauty and wisdom revealed in nature.

Our conversation went on and on, stop-

ping for a while – perhaps at a station – and

then continued again.  Eventually I asked if we

could see that a supreme being like that

would want to communicate with the crea-

tures he had made, and to reveal himself to

us.  Well, Hinduism has had various supposed

incarnations.  I had previously seen several

temples, shrines and pools dedicated to their

God Krishna.  Although most people never

saw him, priests [sadhus] reported a number

of times in history that Krishna had appeared

and ‘dallied with the maidens’.  It was intend-

ed to explain various inexplicable pregnancies!

Our final area of discussion was the pro-

vision of freedom from sin’s guilt and power.

He talked of pilgrimages to the Ganges and so

on.  Do you know that some precious and yet

benighted people go many miles ‘measuring
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their length’ in an effort to find appeasement

and release from sin and guilt?  To measure

their length they lay prostrate on the ground,

marked where their head had reached, stood

up, put their feet there and again prostrated

themselves and marked where there head

reached, and so forth, on and on.

The opportunity came to share the

gospel with this well educated and highly

intelligent person.  Then came our dilemma.

“How can we prove who is right?” he asked

me.  My reply surprised myself.  It was “That

is quite simple.  As I share about salvation in

Christ with you a voice within you is telling

you that this is right, it is the truth.”  He told

me in all honesty that he could not deny the

inner voice, but added as a delayed

afterthought that it was probably just the

influence of my personality.

My final question to that fine gentleman

was whether he thought that the influence

would continue for 24 or 48 hours after he

left the train.  He knew that if it was simply
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my influence it would quickly fade.  I just as

surely knew that since it was the Holy Spirit,

[acting in what theologians have called ‘pre-

venient grace’ –the grace that goes before]

that He would tug at his heart and refresh his

memory long after we had parted.  

Over the years since then I have chal-

lenged all kinds of unbelievers with that same

thought and the reality of it has never been

denied.  No matter if they were Hindus,

Muslims, atheists or know-it-all super educat-

ed ‘egg-head’ types they could not deny that

inner voice.  

This principle applies to the Holy Spirit

speaking within Christians too.  Sadly many

try to drown out that voice by repeating the

‘mantra’ of their doctrinal position or some

such thing.  It has been wonderful to speak to

individuals and gatherings of people in many

parts of the world, all the while maintaining a

sure confidence in the Holy Spirit’s efforts to

draw people into fullness in Christ.
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One time when we went down to South

Africa from Ireland – both of which I will write

more later – someone asked me what was the

strongest impression I came away from

Ireland with.  The answer was simple, “I am

more than ever convinced and deeply

impressed with how much God loves sinful

Irishmen.”  Surely it is not difficult to count on

God at work within everyone we know and

everyone we meet, seeking to show His glori-

ous, immeasurable love by seeking to draw

them to Himself.  You can stake your life on

that !

A Unique Opportunity



Some Other Memories

W
hile I was in Rajnandgaon the

leader of a Mennonite mission,

Bishop Weaver, came to at

least one of the meetings.  As a result of that

I was invited to come and speak in their

Mission church, which came about some time

later. These lovely people welcomed us warm-

ly and David and I thoroughly enjoyed our time

among them.  I cannot remember much about

the actual meetings, but I do recall the whole

appreciative crowd who bade us farewell with

joyous and wholehearted gratitude.

I was staying with the doctor of their

quality hospital.  One day he invited me into

the operating theatre to watch him operate

on a couple of people.  I suppose he had

obtained permission first.  A most interesting

experience!

One day Bishop Weaver and his wife took

me in their land rover to visit some fairly



remote Indian Christians.  There were no

formed roads for part of the journey, but the

Bishop knew where he was going.  At one

point he was driving over a grass area that

was a little slick with moisture – dew or rain, I

do not remember.  He spun his steering wheel

and did what today’s youth call donuts.  I

couldn’t believe it! The Bishop’s wife

expressed her displeasure.

Coming over a rise, or around a corner,

we suddenly came upon a herd of goats being

led along by a young Indian fellow.  Before he

could stop the bishop hit and killed one of the

goats.  The herdsman was very angry and

demanded full compensation.  For a minute or

two the bishop ‘played’ with him saying that

he had only harmed the head, so would only

pay for that.  However he paid full price and

left the herdsman with his dead goat.  Just as

well it wasn’t on a busy thoroughfare or in a

major market.  In places like that to maim or

kill a sacred animal could cause a riot and put

your lives in danger.
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Many years later Mary and I visited a

place in Pennsylvania where the Mennonites

have built a fascinating replica of the

Tabernacle Moses was instructed by God to

make.  When I mentioned to a Mennonite lady

there that I had met Bishop Weaver in India

she enthusiastically spoke of him as one of

their outstanding leaders.  His keen sense of

humour would have been an asset, I am sure.

Although I have no idea of the setting, I

have clear memory of going out with an

Australian missionary in his jeep as he visited

some remote villages.  It was extremely hot

that day, but the Ozzie looked great in his

freshly ironed white safari suit.  At one village

he asked about a certain man, then quickly

turned to me and said, “Come.”  He had been

told that the man was dead.

We went to a little circular mud walled,

thatched roof, one-roomed hut.  As we

approached the open door the stench was

shocking.  My friend did not hesitate one sec-

ond.  He stooped down and entered the low
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entrance.  There was an old man there in an

appalling condition.  He picked him up in his

arms, washed and cleaned him up, gently

pouring water through his open lips.  

What a mess!  In that place when a per-

son in a Hindu family was thought to be dying

the rest of the family moved out of the

‘house’ into another, and left him alone to die.

After that nobody entered the place.  They

just came to the doorway and threw a bit of

food in to him.  
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South India Again

T
he largest gatherings I spoke at

were in South India, perhaps up to

20,000 or so.  But they were by

no means the largest gatherings I attended,

even apart from the Billy Graham Crusade.

There are a few months in some parts of

Travancore - Cochin when seasonal work has

been completed and there is little or no work

to do.  Christians dubbed this the Convention

Season.  

Joe Weatherly had warned me ahead of

time what it was like to preach at a Mar

Thoma church convention.  This is a church

that believes it was founded by the apostle

Thomas.  They have buildings dating earlier

than the tenth or eleventh centuries, I believe.

At the first meeting Joe had addressed he had

spoken for forty-five minutes.  The presiding

bishop asked him to speak longer, but he had

nothing else to say. So the bishop rounded it

off with another hour and a half or so.  



At these gatherings people wander in and

out at will, and some don’t arrive for ages

after it begins.  Mind you, they may have

walked for hours to get there.  The first time

I spoke, everyone spontaneously broke out

into singing when I was in the midst of some

point or other.  I’d been speaking for about

thirty minutes, but assumed that they’d had

enough.  Not so.  They just burst out into

song whenever they feel like it and then set-

tle down for further preaching. 

Mar Thoma Sunday morning services last

ever so long because of all the ceremonies

and rituals they go through. At one stage this

includes the waving of incense all around the

place.  They also practice a kiss of peace,

which is nothing like you might imagine.  I’ll try

to explain it. The officiating priest turns from

the altar, presses his two hands together and

holds them out. His assistant ‘wipes’ his hands

down the priest’s hands, turns and holds out

his hands to someone else.  The same proce-

dure flows right down the congregation until

everyone has both received and imparted this
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so called kiss of peace.

There had been a time when the Mar

Thoma church had been cold, formal, and life-

less.  In probably the only record ever of a

denomination turning back to a higher, purer

path, there came a time when they once more

believed and proclaimed the Gospel of salva-

tion and encouraged believers to live godly

lives.

At the Marama Convention crowds

reached 120,000 or more.  Poles were erect-

ed in a dry riverbed and palm fronds were

inter-twined over these to provide shade.

Let me add that in some southern areas I met

youngsters up to 15 or 16 years of age who

had never seen rain. That is drought!

In earlier days they had a novel method

of having a speaker heard by these large

crowds. Some way down among the crowd

someone would be appointed to stand and

repeat what the speaker had said.  Further

down someone else would relay what that
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person had said, and so on.  It must have been

interesting!  

Of course by the time I was there a pub-

lic address system was used.  However a rem-

nant of the old system remained.  Standing

right beside the speaker was someone who

repeated exactly what the speaker had just

said, using the same tone of voice, gestures

and so on.  People loved it, describing it as a

second blessing.  Many Christians would

declare that there is a far more important sec-

ond blessing than that.

At the Marama Convention I had oppor-

tunity for enjoyable chats with, among others,

Dr. E. Stanley Jones. There was a time in my

life when I found his books both interesting

and worthwhile reading.   He certainly was an

excellent speaker.  He had been a friend of

Mahatma Gandhi.  Previously several mission-

aries had warned me that in their eyes Dr.

Jones was a heretic who had even said that

the Mahatma had gone to heaven even

though he died a Hindu.  I asked him about it.
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He replied that what he had said, while Gandhi

was alive, was that heaven would be poorer if

he didn’t go there.  He would say that about

anyone alive he said.  I don’t know if I can the-

ologically accept the idea of ‘heaven being a

poorer place’ for any reason whatever, but

who could challenge Dr. Jones desire for

everyone to be saved?

You will laugh at this!  At one stage as I

stayed with some Indian folk in an area where

some people had never seen a European.  I

was dubbed “The white, white man.”   Around

there, as in many other parts of village India,

when people wanted to wash - and they do

keep themselves clean - they would go to a

village well and draw up a bucket of water.

Somehow they could chastely wash every part

without taking off their clothes.  

To be helpful to me my hosts rigged up

some matting on their property so that I had

that around me.  They provided me with a

bucket of warm water.  Great!  I went in,

closed the matting squares, removed my
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clothes and had a good wash.  At one stage I

thought I heard a noise behind me and turned

around quickly.  There were several pairs of

eyes peeping through the corner of the mats.

It quickly closed, and just as quickly I turned

around to see eyes ogling me from a different

corner.  Embarrassing!  I didn’t take long to

wash after that!

When I asked my hosts about it they said

that people simply could not believe that a

person could be white all over.  They just had

to check it out!

When Mary and I first started going out

together I mentioned in all sincerity that it

wouldn’t be wise for any girl to marry me.  I

was committed to following the Lord wherev-

er he took me and I knew that could possibly

mean only having temporary places of abode,

be involved with missionary work or some-

thing of the kind.  She replied, “We could take

as the text of our life Matthew 6:33.”  In the

translation we used in those days, this read,

“Seek ye first the kingdom of God and his
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righteousness, and all these things will be

added unto you.”

In the midst of our courtship I went to

India for two years.  This meant that we wrote

many letters to each other.  I stayed with an

Indian family at one place in South India.  I

came home one day and was told that a letter

had arrived for me.  It was from Mary, and had

already been opened.  When I asked about it

the man replied, “Of course.  I am the head of

the house and so I open and read all mail that

comes into it.”  In a metaphorical sense I

immediately beheaded him on that particular

point!  Who knows what the ‘sweet nothings’

of a western love letter might seem like to a

village Indian?

I must share another unforgettable mem-

ory with you.  I spent a week at the place

where Amy Carmichael had worked for many

years saving girls from infancy to young wom-

anhood from temple prostitution.  These inno-

cent victims of a false religion are handed

over by parents for this immoral purpose.
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There were between 1,500 an 1,800 girls

there when I visited.

Dohnavur was a lovely place that I

reached by bus, coming over miles of parched

and arid land.  This was like an oasis.  There

were lovely shade trees, green fields, produc-

tive gardens, and their own orchard.

Missionaries of various denominations and

from quite a number of countries served

there, providing love homes for these dear

children.

They were an entire village with their own

residential area, church, school, workshops,

and I don’t remember what else. While I was

there the funeral was held for an old lady who

had been the last child Amy Carmichael had

rescued in her lifetime. The service was held in

the morning with the body lying on a flat

board and totally covered with blossoms.  In

the evening everyone gathered in the church

simply to sing songs about heaven.  It was

truly precious.  As usual, when I recognised a

tune I joined in, even though I did not know
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the language they were singing in.

The first lunch time I was in Dohnavur I

gathered with others in a dining hall.  The

meal began and every one was chatting hap-

pily.  Suddenly there was silence – almost.

Everyone stopped talking, except me, though

I did stop quite quickly!

I learned what it was about.  In the cen-

tre of the village there was the worship cen-

tre which had a clock in the spire that struck

the time every hour.  I hadn’t even heard the

clock striking, but everyone else’s ears were

tuned in to it.  You see, they had a practice

that every time the clock struck everyone

would pause a moment to thank the Lord for

His presence with them and to whisper their

love for Him.  It seemed to me that the

awareness of Christ’s presence stayed with

them over the full hour, and therefore over

the entire day.  

I had never known anything like it even

though I had read about an individual here or
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there ‘practising the presence of Christ.’ It

may not be possible to be constantly aware of

the Lord’s close nearness every moment of

the day, since we are all involved with good

and necessary things that demand our atten-

tion.  But we can all probably be much more

aware of His presence than we are.  Perhaps

we can focus our attention God-ward for a

moment every time we hear a door shut, or a

phone rings, or some such thing.  This can

please and honour the Lord, and also make a

tremendous difference to our daily lives.
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Amy Carmichael’s Vision

L
et me now share two of the ingre-

dients into Father’s preparation of

my heart prior to going to India.

The first is a short poem that I learned as a

teenager, repeated to myself, and sometimes

others, many times. I have no difficulty in call-

ing it to mind after all the intervening years 

Here it is:

O for a passionate passion for souls,

O for a pity that yearns,

O for a love that loves unto death,

O for a fire that burns.

O for a pure prayer power that prevails

That pours itself out for the lost,

Victorious prayer in the Conqueror’s 

name,

O for a Pentecost.

The other factor in the Holy Spirit’s



preparation of my heart is a vision that Amy

Carmichael shared. This is it:

“The tom-toms thumped straight on all

night, and the darkness shuddered round me

like a living, feeling thing.  I could not sleep, so

I lay awake and looked; and I saw, as it

seemed, this:

“That I stood on a grassy patch, and at

my feet a ravine broke straight down into infi-

nite space.  I looked, but saw no bottom; only

cloud shapes, black and furiously coiled, and

great shadow-shrouded hollows, and unfath-

omable depths.  Back I drew, dizzy at the

depth.

“Then I saw forms of people moving

toward the edge.  There was a woman with a

baby in her arms and another little child hold-

ing on to her dress.  She was on the very

edge.  She lifted her foot for the next step…

Then to my horror, I saw that she was blind.

Before I could say anything she was over, and

the children with her. Their cries pierced the
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air as they fell into the inky blackness of the

ravine!

“Then I saw more streams of people flow-

ing from all quarters.  All were blind, stone

blind; all walked straight toward the edge.

There were shrieks as they suddenly knew

themselves falling, and a tossing up of help-

less arms, catching, clutching at empty air.

But some went very quietly, and fell without a

sound.

“Then I wondered, with a wonder that

was sheer agony, why no one stopped them

at the edge.  I could not.  I was glued to the

ground, and I couldn’t even yell; though I

strained and tried, only a whisper would come

out.

“Then I saw that along the edge there

were sentries set at intervals.

“But the intervals were too large; there

were wide, unguarded gaps between.  And

over these gaps the people fell in their blind-
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ness, unwarned; and the green grass seemed

blood-red to me, and the ravine yawned like

the mouth of hell.

“Then I saw, like a little picture of peace,

a group of people under some trees with their

backs turned to the ravine.  They were mak-

ing daisy chains.  Sometimes when a piercing

shriek cut the quiet air and reached them, it

disturbed them and they thought it was a

rather crude noise.  And if one of their group

started up and wanted to go and do some-

thing to help, then all the others would pull

that one down.  “Why should you get so excit-

ed about it?  You must wait for a definite call

to go!  You haven’t finished your daisy chain

yet.  It would be really selfish,” they said, “to

leave us to finish the work alone.”

“There was another group.  It was made

up of people whose great desire was to get

more sentries out; but they found that very

few wanted to go, and sometimes there were

no sentries for miles along the edge.

“Once a girl stood alone in her place,
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waving the people back; but her mother and

other relations called, and reminded her that

her furlough was due; she must not break the

rules.  And being tired and needing a change,

she had to go and rest for awhile; but no one

was sent to guard her gap, and over and over

the people fell, like a waterfall of souls.  Once

a child grabbed at a tuft of grass that grew on

the very edge of the ravine; it clung convul-

sively, and it called – but nobody seemed to

hear.  Then the roots of the grass gave way,

and with a cry the child went over, its two lit-

tle hands still holding tight to the torn-off

bunch of grass.  And the girl who longed to be

back in her gap thought she heard the little

one cry, and she sprang up and wanted to go;

at which her friends reproved her, reminding

her that no one is necessary anywhere; “The

gap would be well taken care of!” they said.

And then they sang a hymn.

“Then through the hymn came another

sound like the pain of a million broken hearts

wrung out in one full sob.  And a horror of

great darkness came upon me, for I knew that
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it was “The cry of blood”.

“Then a voice thundered.  It was the

voice of the Lord, and He said, “What hast

thou done?  The voice of thy brother’s blood

crieth unto me from the ground.”

“The tom-toms still beat heavily, the

darkness still shuddered and shivered about

me; I heard the yells of the devil-dancers and

weird, wild shrieks of the devil-possessed just

outside the gate.

“What does it matter?  It has gone on for

years; it will go on for years.  Why make such

a fuss about it?  God forgive us!

“God arouse us!  Shame us out of our cal-

lousness!  Shame us out of our sin!” So

shared Amy Carmichael.

Yes, my reader, In India I also heard the

tom-toms.  I felt the darkness, I saw the hope-

lessness and demon-possessed frenzy of ash-

covered dancers, sometimes crying and
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shouting throughout a long tropical night –

collapsing in utter exhaustion or hypnotic

trance, only to rise a little later to continue in

their benighted madness.  At times when I

needed rest my head has throbbed with the

seemingly endless din of the continuing and

repetitive noise of tom-toms and the so-called

music of heathen worshippers. 

I have seen sin-blinded people worship

the creation of men’s hands, set out on their

futile religious pilgrimages, give their scarce

and meagre food supply to a man-made god in

hope of some kind of spiritual progress, and

act in ugly immoral and depraved ways.  

Many a time I have been sickened by

empty religious performances and by the self

righteousness of daisy chain makers who have

been so quick to point out the error, and even

the heresy, of anyone who cries, “Enough,

there has to be a better and higher way!” 

I have seen Christians paddling in the

shallows of spiritual mediocrity attempting to
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denigrate and bring down anyone whose heart

is set on “waters deep enough to swim in.”

Back then as now, I recalled the Apostle Paul

saying, “I stand at Caesar’s judgement seat”

and I have declared within myself, “I stand at

Jesus judgement seat.”  My keenest efforts

have been so paltry, but I have wept and

prayed and cared very deeply.  God have

mercy on us all.
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The Voyage Home

A
fter my two eventful years in

India were completed I travelled

home on the P & O passenger

liner ‘Himalaya’.  One could only marvel at the

amazing grace and goodness of God over that

time.  

That He could use even someone like me

was beyond my comprehension then, and is so

even more today.  Never more than now have

I been so conscious of my limitations, imper-

fections, inadequacies, weaknesses and flaws.

In spite of all this God has been extremely

merciful and gracious to me, and ever so

many believers have shown me kindness and

love.  This does not mean that I focus undue

thought and attention on myself.  Far from it!

Day by day we continue to enjoy the wonders

of Father’s love and care and to magnify the

Lord in our hearts.  He is all and in all.

On board ship I struck up an acquain-



tance with a fine young Muslim. Now and

again we sat on deck chairs and chatted about

our backgrounds and interests.  He shared

with me his understanding of Islam and I spoke

to him of Christ.  I will never forget his final

statement to me.  “You have a better religion

than I have, for Islam has no Saviour.  But I will

live and die a Muslim.”  My prayer was that

since God hadn’t finished with him yet, he

would still come to trust in the Lord Jesus for

his personal salvation.

The ship stopped briefly at Colombo,

Ceylon, and then headed for Freemantle.

From there we headed beneath Australia and

across the Great Australian Bight to Sydney.

The weather was stormy in the Bight to the

extent that a number of people were hurt, one

hitting his head as he was pitched into the

piano, and another, I think, falling in a gang-

way or down some steps.  

For a day or two, when I went to the din-

ing room hardly anyone else had made it!

Although there were barge boards fitted
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around the table-tops to stop dishes sliding

off, I had to grasp the dishes in front of me as

quickly as I could whenever the ship rolled or

plunged over another wave.  I saw dishes fly-

ing off one or two other tables where folk

were sitting, and food sliding across the floor.

In fact I was told that a tremendous number

of dishes were smashed over those few days.  

It was interesting to sit in a lounge, look

to the left and see a wall of water out the

portholes. As the ship lurched a similar wall of

water appeared out the portholes on the

other side. Quite exciting!  I loved it then, but

I wouldn’t now.    I understand that that was

the last journey of the Himalaya before sta-

bilisers were fitted.

At Sydney I left the ‘Himalaya’, and took

another passenger ship, the ‘Wanganella’,

across the Tasman sea to Wellington, New

Zealand.  Mary was waiting for me there, with

our good friend Roland Browning.  Before the

year was out I turned 24, and we were mar-

ried.  So another chapter of life began for us.
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After India

I
n December 1956, a few months after

I returned from India, Mary and I were

married. Our first son Graham was

born in Christchurch on October 15th the next

year, and our second son, Roger was born in

Auckland on August 4th 1960.

In 1957 I took over from Malcolm Miles as

director of Youth for Christ in Christchurch,

and continued in the position for a couple of

years.  From there I proceeded with theologi-

cal studies, and that was followed eventually

with some years in a pastoral ministry.  

It was always a privilege to introduce

someone to the Saviour, and a delight to lead

believers into a deeper walk with Christ, but I

could never really accept the man-made sys-

tems and procedures that seem to be an

inevitable part of organized church life.  I

remember commenting at one stage that for

generations churches could get along fairly



well without the Holy Spirit being allowed to

be God in their midst, but if their committees

were taken away they would collapse in con-

fusion.

In my first pastorate I took my pre-school

age son Graham by the hand to walk to the

Sunday School which was next door to our

home.  “Daddy,” he said, “I love Jesus, but I

hate church,” I told him that was perfectly all

right, since I sometimes felt like that myself.

I wonder how many other children – and adults

too, for that matter – feel exactly the same

way!

Mary and I have vivid memories of the

sinking of the Wahine inter-island ferry on

April 10th 1968.  Mary had gone down to

Christchurch from Wellington where we were

living at the time, because her mother was

close to death.  When her mother died and the

funeral was arranged I booked a flight to be

there, with a kind neighbour agreeing to care

for our two young sons.
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Before making my booking I phoned Mary

to say that I would book a flight back the

same evening for both of us.  Mary rightly told

me that we couldn’t really afford it.  However

I felt strongly that it was the right thing to do

and so it was agreed. I think it was as much

out of concern for our boys as anything.  That

was the last flight to Wellington that evening.

If we had taken the boat instead, which would

have been the logical thing to do, we would

have been on the Wahine when it sank.  My

facetious comment afterwards was that I just

couldn’t have made it swimming to the shore

with Mary on my back!

When the Association of Baptist church-

es in Canterbury and Westland were celebrat-

ing a century of their united witness, I pre-

sented a motion to a special meeting.  It was

that all the committees that had been formed

over the last one hundred years be disbanded

forthwith, and that the churches return to the

simplicity and purity of the original purposes

for which the Association was formed.   
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Don’t ask me how, but the motion was

duly seconded and carried.  Some talked of

being on committees for many years, having

met together monthly, kept minutes faithful-

ly, made reports regularly, and yet were

unable to recall one thing that had been

accomplished through their existence. There

was a deacon in the Riccarton church where I

ministered at the time, who walked around for

months shaking his head, looking at me and

saying, “Pastor, you don’t know what you’ve

done.  You don’t know what you’ve done.”  It

didn’t take long for committees to begin

appearing again.

When I was interviewed prior to being

invited to be the minister at Riccarton, one of

the men asked me, “Do you believe in long

hair?”  He was talking of a fad young men

were going through.  My concern was to bring

people into the kind of vital relationship with

the Lord Jesus that they could hear Him for

themselves if He was not pleased with any-

thing at all in their lives.  I later discovered

that the man was head of a Christian school in

A God-filled Nobody



the area.  When he huffed, “It is easy to see

you are not a school teacher” I replied that I

was not God’s policeman either.  Besides

which I was happy with my boys having hair

like that as long as it was clean and tidy.

After I had been at Riccarton for six

months or so, several church members began

asking me, “When are we going to have our

first evangelistic crusade?”  My reply was that

it would not be until Father showed us His

specific plan for this place at this time.  I

encouraged them to be praying about it.

One night while I was waiting on the Lord

I received revelation about it.  It began with

leaflets that would be put in letterboxes once

a week for five weeks. The leaflets had plenty

of photos.  The first one was headed “A

church is people.”  The fifth leaflet gave

notice that during the following week one of

us would be calling on them.  Our purpose was

[1] To share something beautiful and mean-

ingful that the Lord Jesus was doing in our life

at that time;  [2] To see if there was any way
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that we could help them; [3] To offer them

literature if they would like some.  

You will note that we were not inviting

anyone to a church service, and nor were we

asking anyone to accept the Lord Jesus Christ

as their own personal Saviour. Not only were

people who were ill or elderly helped in practi-

cal ways, but others asked us to share more

about salvation with them.  In a number of

cases people turned to the Lord at that time.

Still others came to services and responded to

the Gospel call then.  Each day we received

phone calls from non-church-going people in

our district.  Other churches in the area also

benefited through this effort.  

I recall talking to one man at his home.

Yes, he wanted to have Christ in his life, but

he was an Anglican.  I knew that his vicar was

a godly evangelical man and so I asked if I

could get him to call.  He was amazed, but

agreed.  As soon as I returned home I phoned

Chris Parry-Jennings about it.  Later that day

he called me back to share about his success-
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ful visit.

We began to get calls from other Baptist

ministers around the country, asking me to

share ‘our system, and to send copies of our

literature.’  My reply was that the system was

simple.  “Just wait on the Lord until some day

or night when you are praying and fasting, the

Holy Spirit will give you the unique pattern

that there is for your situation.”  They want-

ed the details and the literature, which I

declined to forward to them.  Several said,

“Beaumont you’re crazy.  I’ll phone the church

secretary and get the stuff.”  

Alas, all around the world people try to

slavishly copy the external aspects of some-

thing precious God is doing somewhere else,

but too often they miss the heart of it!

While I was pastoring in Hamilton I began

to see how much people relied on their minis-

ters, believing that we could hear God in a way

that they cannot.  I started to tell people that

nobody can hear God for you as clearly as you
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can hear God for yourself.  

One Sunday night a fine young man

asked if he could make arrangements to see

me, his situation was urgent, and he needed

counseling.  Well, I have tried to be an avail-

able man, but I told the fellow that I could see

him on Thursday week.  “But Pastor John” he

remonstrated, “This is urgent.”  I told him why

I had said Thursday week.  “It gives you time

to seek God for yourself,” I explained.  “I will

also seek Him for you, and when we come

together we will see if we are hearing the

same thing.”  Although a little confused by

this he agreed.  

The next Sunday he shared with a big

grin that he didn’t really need to see me

Thursday because Father had made things

crystal clear for him.  Unless we break the kind

of spiritual dependence on church leaders and

others – such as illustrated in this example –

believers will never come to maturity in Christ.

Maybe it is ‘safer’ for leaders if they don’t,

sadly.
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One Sunday night after the service a

young woman asked for help in two ways.  She

was scheduled for spinal surgery within a day

or two, and she also wanted to be filled with

the Holy Spirit.  As we spoke together she

was sitting in such a contorted way that I

quickly offered a cushion to her. We gave her

second request priority, but also asked the

Lord to heal her.

I had forgotten the incident, but the next

Sunday morning I saw her entering the church

building, and noted that she was unusually

radiant.  In the service I invited her to share a

word of testimony.  When she had gone to

hospital tests showed that she no longer

needed surgery, to the doctors’ amazement.

She gave the credit to the Lord.  At the uni-

versity where she lectured, many unbelievers

were even more amazed when she shared

what God had graciously done for her.  They

had known the reality of her condition.

When the service concluded that morn-
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ing a man who for years had had far too much

influence in the place, came to me angrily,

exclaiming, “Pastor, we can’t have that in a

Baptist church!”  I replied, “My brother, I am

as surprised as you, but it looks as though

God can even do that kind of thing in a Baptist

church.”  He loved me not.

Late one Sunday night, in fact after mid-

night, I was driving home to Hamilton from the

Bay of Plenty where I had been speaking in

special services, with my wife and our son

Roger in the car.  As we came down the

Waikato side of the Kaimais the road was

damp and there was quite a heavy fog so I

was driving slowly.  Through the fog we saw

the blurred light of a vehicle down below us as

it made its way to the top.

Not long after that when I drove around

a fairly sharp blind bend I saw clearly that

there was a station wagon right in front of

me, stopped sideways across the road.  It

blocked the road totally, and I had no chance

of stopping.  After some minutes I asked Mary
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and Roger if they had seen what I saw.  They

both had.  I had not had time to brake, and

had had no way to dodge the other vehicle.

How we passed it is an inexplicable mystery,

and yet we had. We were ever so grateful

when we eventually arrived home safe and

sound.

But there is more yet!  Two weeks later

we had a visit from a New Plymouth high

school teacher that we knew.  Almost imme-

diately he asked me, “John what were you

doing Sunday night after midnight a couple of

weeks ago,” stating the date.  When I asked

the reason for his question he replied that a

New Plymouth Christian lady had asked him to

enquire.  Apparently she had woken up - wide

awake - at that time and had felt such a

strong urge to get up and pray for us that she

promptly responded to the urging, even

though she scarcely knew us.   No such thing

had happened to her before, so she wondered

what it was all about.  Amazing grace! 

It was while we were in Hamilton that a

new door began opening for us.  With a grown
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family we were able to respond to requests

for my ministry that started flooding in.  Thus

I came to an end of one period of my life and

moved out into fresh and precious ways to

respond to the Holy Spirit’s direction for my

life. We shared the ‘now’ word of the Lord in

numerous places around New Zealand, includ-

ing in the township of Fairlie, south of

Christchurch, which later became a home base

for us as we responded to requests for min-

istry that came from overseas. 

Speaking in general terms, the heart

thrust of my ministry over the years has been

that every believer might give utmost priority

to a continuing love relationship with the Lord

Jesus.  Following on from that, and essential-

ly linked to it, that they should develop a

capacity to clearly hear the inner ‘voice’ of

the Holy Spirit and then to walk in the Spirit

day by day, responding to Him in every aspect

of their lives.  The overflow of such a life-style

must surely be an out-flowing of the water of

life to the precious thirsty lost ones that are

all around us.
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Fairlie

I
n 1976, while we were l iving in

Hamilton, the FGBMFI in New Zealand

set up simultaneous evangelistic cru-

sades around the country, with two speakers

allocated to each crusade.  Their idea was to

link a minister from one of the ‘main line’

churches with a Pentecostal pastor.  As a

Baptist minister, I agreed to participate in a

week of special meetings at the New Life

Centre in Timaru.

I was received with wholehearted

acceptance, and marveled at both the warmth

and responsiveness of these dear people.  We

were invited to return again and again, even

on one occasion leading the church while the

pastor was on a much-needed vacation.  Our

love link with these folk resulted in our being

invited to speak at special meetings in seven

or eight other New Life Centres, including the

one at Fairlie.



On our first visit to Fairlie I had a strong

inner feeling that Father purposed that fellow-

ship to be a place of refuge, a haven for

refreshing and to be significant in His purpos-

es even though it appeared to be small,

remote and insignificant.  I mentioned some-

thing about this in a meeting, after which one

of the elders asked me if Milton Smith or Jack

Lloyd had spoken to me in those terms.  They

hadn’t.  Unbeknown to me those men had

apparently spoken the same word.

Years later, another elder, Allan Bell,

told us about what had blessed him in our

very first meeting there.  In the first part of

the service he could look across diagonally

and see me.  He couldn’t see my face, but

kept noticing my hands when they were by my

side.  A small thing made a deep impression

on him.  As he saw my hands he realized that

I was totally relaxed even though in a very dif-

ferent kind of church ‘culture’ than I was

accustomed to, and had no idea what might

happen next.
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Mac, the Fairlie New Life pastor invited

us back on a number of occasions. Before one

of our visits, Allan had been working on his

farm when a strong conviction from the Lord

caused him to visit the other two elders who

were also farmers.  “John Beaumont is to be

based in Fairlie,” he told them, “Moving out

from here with an apostolic ministry.”  

That terminology would probably have

been about as strange to them at that time as

it was to me.  When they told me about this I

simply said that we should leave it with the

Lord until He made us aware of the time for

its fulfillment.  Mac told me that the elders

felt that I should become the pastor there,

but he knew that I had a wider ministry than

that.  He obviously didn’t understand the

message Allan had heard.

The time came when Mac moved to their

Centre in Ashburton and, according to New

Life custom, he appointed his successor for

Fairlie.  Many months after that Bevan, the

new pastor, phoned me.  He had heard that I
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was going to be in that part of the country,

and invited me to spend a week with them.  I

readily agreed because for weeks I had been

carrying a deep heart burden for those peo-

ple.   Often during the day, and at times dur-

ing the night, I had been earnestly interceding

for them, although I had no insight into the

reason for it.

A day or two before that visit to Fairlie,

Rob, another New Life pastor, told me that

Bevan had put the three elders out of elder-

ship, and that there was distress among the

people.  Within an hour or two of our arrival,

Bevan chatted with me about the now ex-

elders.  Then, and repeatedly over several

days, whenever he started to talk with me

about those three men, I asked him if he could

state that he knew with certainty that by

being in Fairlie he was in the centre of

Father’s will and purpose for him.

How well I remember the reply he finally

gave me to my question.   It was an unequiv-

ocal “No.”  I interrupted him at that point, qui-
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etly saying “I am so glad that you admit that

Bevan, because I came here with a word from

the Lord for you.  You are to leave Fairlie by

the end of the month.”

“You have no authority to tell me what to

do,” he told me, somewhat angrily.  I assured

him that I was well aware that I had no church

authority, but that he would not be able to

deny that I spoke with heaven’s authority.  I

asked if he knew what he should be doing,

and, when he told me, I offered to set the

wheels in motion to bring that about.  He

declined my offer.

At the end of our week there, I drove to

Timaru and talked with Rob about the situa-

tion.  The Fairlie elders were well-respected

men.  Not only had Bevan denied them their

role, but Father’s sheep in that place were

being distressed and scattered.  Rob recog-

nized that I had spoken a true word to Bevan,

and backed it up when Bevan contacted him.  

At Rob and Mac’s request we returned to
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Fairlie on the last day of the month, at the

same time as Bevan and his family left.  It was

a privilege to give ourselves to the healing of

hurts and the restoration of precious people.

After several weeks there at that time,

we left Fairlie straight after a Sunday morning

service.  Prior to the meeting a group of folk

were chatting outside the building, especially

commenting on the gorgeous day.  Someone

raised the idea of going down to the river later

that afternoon and everyone else liked to

idea.  

One of the men, realizing that their sug-

gested plans meant that they would not be

back for the usual evening service, asked me

if I thought they should have a meeting by the

river.  I replied that they wouldn’t want to

space themselves out at about every fifty

yards, so of course they would be meeting.

The point was taken, and everyone recog-

nized that friendly informality with their fami-

lies was ‘Service’ enough.  Where did anyone

get the idea that we have a biblical or spiritu-
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al obligation to have two church services

every Sunday?

The time came when I asked the Fairlie

elders to move the thought of our being

based there off the back burner.  We all

agreed that it was time, and so the move took

place.  We have many precious memories of

our years there – even though it was mostly a

home base to return to from our prolonged

journeys overseas.  I always valued being able

to come back home and tell the elders about

our ministry journey.

Our memories of life in Fairlie not only

include precious times of blessing from the

Lord, but also the lovely friendships that

developed over that time.

On one occasion Mary and I were driving

back to Fairlie from Invercargill where I had

been sharing the word of the Lord.  As we

drove many miles in comfortable silence I

became aware of something the Holy Spirit

wanted me to share with the elders.  I do not
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recall the specific matter that it applied to,

but this statement is always worth keeping in

mind.  I told them that the only issue to con-

cern themselves about was the question, “Is it

God, or is it not?”

How often church leaders make decisions

on the basis of whether something is suitable

to their church culture, whether it has been

successfully done elsewhere, whether people

will understand it, whether the result of the

action is obvious or not, whether it is com-

patible with their comfort zone, and whether

most of the church members will agree to it

once it has been explained to them.  How

much wiser to decide on the basis whether it

is God or not, and to tell the people how the

Holy Spirit made it plain to us.

Well prior to one Easter we chatted

about doing something ‘special’ over that

weekend.  Because Fairlie folk are ever so hos-

pitable it was felt that each family should con-

sider inviting folk from elsewhere to come and

spend the weekend with them.  Programme?
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We decided that, nearer the time, those of us

who became aware of something we should

do would make it known to others.  The idea

was that we would participate in whatever we

felt was for us.

As an example, I mentioned that one

thing I really warmed to was to start the

weekend by worshipping the Lord early on

Friday morning.  Murray Bell immediately told

us that that was exactly what he wanted, and

asked me if we would go out to the farm and

join with them in magnifying the Lord togeth-

er.  Many others joined in.  On the Adams farm

that day there was a barbecue lunch with a

whole crowd participating.  

Over the weekend, folk joined in various

such events, all the time being aware of shar-

ing at a spiritual level, and honouring the Lord

in everything.

Another morning, folk returned to

Murray’s place to praise and worship the Lord.

Murray shared that the previous day he had
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spent considerable time sitting down by the

river.  As a result of that quiet meditation he

had something to share with us.  He seemed

to find it difficult, and so I asked, “Murray, is

it the building?”  

This referred to the old dark and dingy

ex-cinema that the fellowship used.  This was

what Murray had to share.  Gradually everyone

heard from the Lord for themselves that it

was no longer to be used.   I commented that

it seemed to me that the one-man pastor

leadership function and the ownership of

church buildings have been two of the great-

est problems in church life over the past sev-

eral centuries.  Who could deny it?

In my book Revelatory Adventure I wrote

the following few paragraphs about major

changes that had taken place in Fairlie over

the years we were involved there. Allan Bell,

who is in heaven now, repeatedly told folk

that these things came about because of the

grace of God in and through my life.  The

credit is the Lord’s alone.
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From “Revelatory Adventure” –

“Throughout New Zealand there are now

many, many Christians who identify with the

lifestyle described in this book.  To be specif-

ic, I will comment on the group of believers

who have been our home fellowship over

recent years.  

“The time came when there was unani-

mous agreement that the Holy Spirit was call-

ing the Fellowship beyond decentralization to

a full disbanding of its structure.  This

involved an acceptance that there would be

no further gatherings except when there was

a calling together by the Lord for a specific

purpose.  It also meant getting rid of the

building the fellowship owned, and the closing

of its bank account.

“Over the several years since the fellow-

ship disbanded, the Christians there have con-

tinued to enjoy fellowship with Jesus; indeed,

more so than before.  Realizing that they
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must look to Him and not to men, drawing on

His grace rather than relying on the support of

a church system, has increased maturity and

enhanced godliness.

These believers haven’t backslidden or

become worldly.  They are joyfully accepting

opportunities to share Jesus with unbelievers.

They comment, that now the fellowship no

longer exists, people who don’t know the Lord

seem far more friendly and open to listen to

the good news of Christ’s love

With them, we too are conscious of being

imperfect and inadequate, yet are looking to

the Lord Jesus for sufficient understanding so

that we may be what He wants us to be right

where we are.  In these believers there is an

honest desire to learn the way of the Lord

more perfectly and to see Him wonderfully

glorified in the whole area about them.”

Over ten years have passed since

Revelatory Adventure was published.  In

Fairlie, with a population of less than 900,
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there is today a quite vibrant community of

believers operating solely under the Lordship

of Jesus and doing everything you would

expect from a structured church, except

wasting time, effort and resources on main-

taining a system and a structure.

During these years there have been

over 30 folk who have experienced salvation

in Christ, and a similar number of baptisms.

This compares more than favourably with a

similar time period prior to the man made

church ‘structure’ coming to an end.  There

has been loving care of those with need of

some kind, as well as seasons of earnest com-

bined prayer for the town, the needs of chil-

dren from Christian families being provided

for, and unbelievers visited in their homes

with offers of help and prayer.  There has

often been delightful spontaneity as well as

refreshing variety in believers coming togeth-

er for some Spirit-revealed purpose or other.

Our eventual departure from Fairlie came

about because for many years Mary had had a
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vision of our living overlooking water, and had

longed to see it come about.  This resulted in

several delightful years living in Diamond

Harbour which is not far from Christchurch.
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Africa

I
n the late 1970’s we attended a

renewal conference being held at the

Tauranga racecourse. There we met an

Australian, Gerald Rowlings, who had recently

been involved with missionary work at White

River in the Eastern Transvaal province of

South Africa.  With other leaders we were

staying at Faith Bible College enjoying delight-

ful fellowship as we shared meals together

before going in to the meetings.  This broth-

er, who had not heard me speak in a meeting,

told me very earnestly that he believed that

God wanted me in South Africa at that time.  

I told him that I would be sensitive to the

Holy Spirit in that regard, knowing that, if it

was the ‘now’ word of the Lord for me, an

inner conviction about it would grow in my

heart.  We should not accept something as

the word of God to us simply because some-

one declares that it is.  In the final analysis,

only the Holy Spirit within us can declare that.



Not long after that, Dick Mills from the

USA was speaking in Ngaruawahia which is not

far from Hamilton, where we were living.  With

some other friends we went out to one of

Dick’s meetings.  We sat well back in the

church, and I deliberately tried to remain

somewhat hidden.  However, Dick soon saw

me and called out, “Is that John Beaumont

back there?”  Others told him it was and he

either spoke to me or about me, basically say-

ing that the Lord would soon have me travel-

ing to other countries to share God’s word.

Some days later the Hamilton Elim church

pastor, Les Covic, whom I had known for many

years, spoke to me.  “Do you know Dick Mills

told us that God has a worldwide ministry for

you?” he inquired.  He proceeded to tell me

that he, Les, had chatted with a number of

mature believers we both knew, and they all

agreed with that assessment.  I have always

been very cautious about someone declaring

a worldwide ministry for anyone else.

Some time later I was down in the New
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Zealand capital of Wellington, speaking for

several days at the Mirimar Baptist Church,

where a beloved friend, Eric Chambers, was

the minister at that time.  I mentioned the

things I have shared above with Eric and he

told me that I had better pack my bags.  I told

him that all of this may simply be God's way

of calling me to focus intercessory prayer on

South Africa and the several countries that

were now being mentioned.  Eric’s last word

on the subject:  “You’ll never get away with

i t ! ”

I submitted the matter to three brothers

in the Lord in Hamilton with whom we had a

delightfully close spiritual relationship. I valued

their interest, advice and prayer support. Each

week, with our wives we had lunch together in

one or the other’s homes.  We guys would

usually get together the same evening to chat

and pray.  A conviction grew in my heart that

I must venture forth. 

In special ways the Lord provided for

the cost of our travel – and not through those
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guys, either.  Mary and I have always loved

Hudson Taylor’s observation “God’s work

done in God’s way never lacks God’s supply.”

From that time on we have not asked anyone

for money, nor even told anybody that we

were ‘living by faith’.  

We abhor the thought of sending out

heart-tugging letters, let alone glossy maga-

zines, with pleas for financial support for

some so-called ‘faith work’ or other.  I simply

settled it with the Lord that since this was His

idea, then it was His responsibility to supply

everything necessary for it.  If supply

stopped, then I would know that a season had

ended and happily move into whatever life-

style change He indicated.  I also expressed to

Him my purpose not to journey one mile more

than He directed.
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Our First Visit

A
nd so we set out on a journey

that basically involved a month in

South Africa, a month in England

and a month in the USA, although we did min-

ister in several meetings in Brisbane, Sydney,

and Perth, Australia, on our way to South

Africa.  

On another visit to Australia we attended

a gathering in a packed-out Sydney Town Hall.

These were the days when the Charismatic

Movement was very widespread and active in

our part of the world.  Many mature and godly

believers participated. Christians from many

different churches would gather together for

special celebration services, worshipping the

Lord together.  

Who would have thought it?   I had been

invited to be the main speaker for the occa-

sion!  I remember that there were probably 15

or 20 ministers and priests on the huge plat-



form.  Amazingly I was so relaxed, and even

enjoying myself so much, that, as I spoke to

that large gathering I joked that the line of

men behind me needed what I was saying

more than all the folk in front of me.  

I’ll never forget it!  People stood up all

across the building, clapping and cheering.

These were their own pastors and priests! I

turned around and warmly greeted each of

those men. There was a unique ‘something’

about this occasion that has given it a special

place in my memory.

The flight from Perth to Johannesburg,

which stopped briefly at Mauritius for refuel-

ing, took about fourteen hours.  When you

add the airport time involved at both ends of

an international flight, plus the jet lag involved

in a ten-hour time difference between NZ and

SA, you may understand how weary we were

the Saturday forenoon that we arrived.

That evening I spoke with joyful anointing

at a Full Gospel Businessmen’s meeting in a
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large hall that our host, Brother Will ie

Roelands, had built on his lovely ‘El Dorado’

property outside Johannesburg.  It was a priv-

ilege to be in that great nation at the clear

direction of the Lord.

The next morning we were picked up and

taken to the Church on the Move across the

city, where I was to speak.  I recall the words

of the pastor, Reg Bendixen, as he drew the

service to a close.  “We have not heard a ser-

mon this morning,” he told the worshipers,

“We have had an encounter with the truth.”

Hopefully he was not simply referring to a

truth or truths but, “the Truth.” 

I was taken to one of their homes and

brought back to the centre for the evening

service. I was so ‘bushed’ by then my legs felt

rubbery. It was only later that we learned the

significance of that day for a group of the

younger men there who had been praying

earnestly prior to our visit that this would be

the beginning of a new day for that church.
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After involvement in other gatherings,

including with brother Jacobs and his

‘coloured’ church, Mary and I took a train

down to Durban in Natal.  I was dismayed to

learn that during our ten days there I was

scheduled to speak in twenty-seven gather-

ings.  To me that was absolutely ridiculous - I

am not a talking machine!  Lamentably we live

in a generation of words, words, and more

words.  I recall on one occasion joking with

pastors in America that you can always tell

when some one is in Babylon – they babble on.

There were home meetings, men’s meet-

ings, luncheon meetings, a service in a thriv-

ing Indian church and I do not recall what else!

I do remembering speaking to groups as

diverse as FGBMFI, Roman Catholic,

Presbyterian, Church of England and Assembly

of God.  I felt shatteringly exhausted after

those ten days when we flew down to Cape

Town.

Our gracious hosts while we were in

Durban were John and Jean Alcock who were
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going through a period of difficult business

circumstances and yet were kindness person-

ified.  Their home was in beautiful Kloof, inland

a little.  With a sub-tropical climate, flowering

shrubs and trees seemed to be everywhere.

These delightful people became life-long

friends as we returned to stay with them on

later visits to South Africa. 

In Cape Town we were met at the airport

by a colonel Eddy McCullam, who was the mil-

itary commander of the historic fortified ‘cas-

tle’ in the city.  Eddie and Peggy were caring

people.  He was president of the local FGBMFI

chapter.  Thankfully there were not many

meetings arranged for us and so I told Eddie

that we were exhausted and would get away

alone for a few days to recuperate after the

Durban speaking marathon.  

We moved into an apartment at the

beautiful seaside resort of Seapoint.  Strolling

along the waterfront in the sunshine, looking

at the delightful flowers, and observing people

around us was all very pleasant, as was not
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even needing to converse with well-meaning

people, far less speak at meetings. 

Back in Johannesburg, three couples

took us down to the Eastern Transvaal, to the

Kruger National Park for a few days. Our fel-

lowship together was really delightful, and

viewing such a variety of animals and birds in

their natural habitat was enthralling.  We

stopped our cars at a spot on the road where

others cars had stopped. 

Well back from the road some lions were

lying in the grass, but it was almost impossi-

ble to see them. Reg got out of his car,

walked to the one we were in, and said that

his motor had stalled and wouldn’t restart.

Happily there were jumper leads in one of the

cars.  I said that I would help, and jumped out

of the car, helped lift the bonnets and attach

the jumper leads.  The car started immediate-

ly and we returned to our cars.  People along

the line had been shouting, “Get back into

your cars, get back into your cars.”  
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We did what had to be done and were no

worse off for it though a couple of lions had

lifted their heads to look at us.  On the last

morning one of the men prayed, “And let John

see a lion today, Lord.” He wanted me to get

a good clear sight of this ‘king of the beasts’.

I added, “Yes, Lord, on the road please.”  That

brought smiles and a chuckle or two.  Later on

we turned a corner in the road on the way out

of the park to see a lion walking leisurely along

the road. Apparently this was quite unusual.

We returned to the Kruger on a subsequent

visit to South Africa.
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A Unique Opportunity

T
owards the end of that action

fil led month, which entailed a

sharp learning curve for me, we

were provided with an outstanding opportuni-

ty, thanks in the main to brother Reg

Bendixen, a man I sincerely loved.  Reg passed

on to me an invitation to speak each day at a

gathering of pastors and delegates from

Assemblies of God throughout southern

Africa.  I will mention without elaborating that

this denomination was formed in South Africa,

probably a century ago by now.  Differences

were suff icient for the International

Assemblies of God to have their own mission

work in South Africa.

Reg told me that no ‘outsider’ had ever

been asked to speak at these conferences,

which were held once every two years.

Usually different AOG pastors were given the

honour of addressing the conference only

once during the week, and yet I was invited to



speak each day.  Someone told me that there

were about 900 white delegates there and

about 1500 Africans.

That there were hungry and earnest men

present can be seen in the fact that during

that week many of them invited me to visit

their local assembly.  Although most dele-

gates could understand English perfectly well,

an interpreter was used for those who could

not.  Some preachers struggle to speak

through an interpreter, acting as if they don’t

enjoy being interrupted, and looking at and

talking to the interpreter all the time.  

Thankfully this has not been a problem to

me as I have shared the word of the Lord with

the listeners.  The interpreter was exception-

al. I told the gathering that I had given him

freedom to share the flow of my heart even if

the translation was not word for word exact.

During one message I stopped for a moment

and asked, “Help me Lord.”  Instead of inter-

preting that, he responded, “Me too Lord!”  It

was lovely.
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If anyone had asked if God had manifest-

ed Himself at that conference in any special

way, I am confident that everyone would have

pointed to one particular morning session.

Throughout the previous night the Holy Spirit

had responded to the cries of my heart,

touched me very deeply during those sacred

hours, and filled my whole being with both a

flood-tide of divine grace and a very deep

awareness of God’s presence. 

When I stood silently for a moment

before speaking, a holy hush settled on the

entire congregation.  I have no idea what was

shared, but I vividly recollect that people

absorbed and reacted to what was shared as

if they were hearing directly from God

Himself.  

Nowadays the word ‘awesome’ has been

cheapened abominably, when perhaps it

should always have been reserved for the

Almighty.  That morning was really and truly

awesome.  No altar call or invitation of any

kind was given but the Superintendent of the
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church made his way forward and fell on his

knees weeping.  Many others responded to

God in similar fashion.  

The next day at breakfast the

Superintendent spoke of the gathering asking

me, “You wouldn’t call that prophecy, would

you?”  He meant that they believed in the

exercise of such a ministry, but my sharing

hadn’t met their traditional norms.  What did

it matter?  I simply told him that many in New

Zealand would, and left it at that.  Our prayer

was, as always, that this time of special reve-

lation and grace would result in continuing

enhancement of Christian character in the

men, further equipage in the Spirit for their

ministry and a showing forth of God’s glory in

His church.
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Johannesburg

N
ow I will no longer follow chrono-

logical order but share from our

experiences over quite a period of

years. We have returned again and again to

this country that we rapidly grew to love

deeply. It will always have a special place in

my heart.   Let me mention that although we

have traveled far and wide around the world,

our travel has not always been rapid, or ‘whis-

tle-stop’ as our American friends say. Apart

from in the United States we have often

stayed for three months, six months or even

a year or more in one particular place where

we mainly related to one local church situa-

tion.

Uncle Willie and his wife Hannah, both of

whom are in heaven now, were always loving-

ly hospitable. I recall speaking at an FGBMFI

dinner that had been arranged by Uncle Willie,

the South African president. Before the dinner

started I had been told that they had booked



that lovely dining hall at the central railway

station for a certain time and had to vacate it

right after that.  Phil and Vicki Wassung were

there that night, as well as Phil’s brother and

sister-in-law.

After the dinner several committee mem-

bers and friends addressed the gathering, so

that when I was invited to bring the main

message of the evening it was almost time for

everyone to leave.  Accordingly, with respect

to what I had been told, I simply reminded

everyone that they had heard some lovely and

important things that evening, wished them

God’s blessing, and sat down.

A similar thing happened at a lunch meet-

ing I addressed some time later, after which

Uncle Willie told me that he had advised vari-

ous presidents around the country that I was

unpredictable, but very worthwhile having at

their chapters.  Of course I pointed out to him

that at this point I was totally predictable, and

would always honour whatever time restric-

tions were placed on me.
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I may add that at a Sunday morning

church service in New Zealand I was once allo-

cated fourteen minutes.  At a large Church of

England service in Britain I was allocated eigh-

teen minutes.  In other places I have been told

to finish at a very specific time.  None of this

has bothered me because I have realized that

I am only responsible for whatever time I am

given.  But I have always let the congregation

know the situation, such as starting a mes-

sage with, “In the eighteen minutes allocated

to me . . . ” I have sometimes wondered

whether a leader here or there has been given

a ‘bit of stick’ over having imposed such a

restriction.

The second time we came to South

Africa I had agreed to pastor a local church in

Johannesburg for six months, with that time

able to be extended if both the elders and I

agreed to do that.  The pastor and his wife

were going to be out of the country for six

months.  He told me that when he returned he

was going to take up traveling evangelistic

work.  
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In that fellowship our hearts and lives

became entwined with brothers and sisters

who are still precious to us today.  Among

these are Ron and Marcelle Saxby and Guy and

Jackie Dennison. I hasten to add to this list

Phil and Vicky Wassung. Even though they

were not members of that church they are

very precious friends.  Others we lovingly

remember are Guido [in heaven now] and

Irene Willems, Winton and Ingrid Van der

Merwe, Owen and Patsy Hughes, Sheila

Holdsworth and Cecil Ravenscroft.

On a later visit we made to South Africa

Ronnie arranged some combined special meet-

ings.  I was one of two speakers, and I liked

that kind of balance.  When the other speaker

and myself were chatting alone during the

midday break, he told me something of him-

self, including being involved with visits of

Derek Prince and such men to South Africa for

special conventions.  My co-speaker had been

declared an apostle at that time.  We dis-

cussed the servant role that is implicit and

essential in every ministry and function in the
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church.  

After considerable pleasant conversation

I asked, “What will you do when the people

want a king?”  “No, no brother,” he protested,

“I don’t want that.”  I told him that people

would, though, and left it at that.  Certain

involvement I had with that brother later on

gave indication to me that he had acquiesced

to the people’s wishes.  So many do, to every-

one’s detriment.

Things that seem very minor sometimes

get stuck in one’s memory somehow.  Mary

and I went to a restaurant in Johannesburg for

a meal one evening.  I asked the young wait-

ress if she was a student, and found that she

was.  When I tipped her I gave her more than

the meal cost.  She started to cry and hurried

back to the kitchen area.  

After a while she came back and asked,

“Was the money you gave me to pay for your

meals?”  We told her that we had once been

students and enjoyed the opportunity to give
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her that and to wish her God’s blessing on her

life.  She could scarcely contain her gratitude.

Responding to the Holy Spirit in simple and

ordinary events of daily living is fulfilling and

enjoyable, isn’t it?  

Sharing the lives of lovely families was a

special privilege for us in Johannesburg.  On

numerous occasions we enjoyed the cama-

raderie of relaxed barbecues [braai, they call

them] and from time to time went away with

these folk for a weekend together, or at times

longer.  The blending of enjoyable informality,

family life, and serious discussion, along with

a lovely awareness of the Lord in the midst

will long be remembered.  Precious memories

indeed!  

Over the years we have observed some

of these youngsters grow and develop from

infancy right through to young adulthood.

The Scriptures record that “Jesus increased in

wisdom and stature, and in favour with God

and man.”  We have shared a little of the par-

ents’ pride as their children have not only
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developed in their academic and social skills,

but even more importantly, have matured into

fine young Christians.  We love them all.

For one weekend away with a fellowship

Mary [mainly] and I took responsibility for

preparing meals for everyone and supervising

serving them.  It really is fun to serve, isn’t it?

When we first arrived at the retreat site the

manager of the place took us aside and

showed us a supply of anti-snake serum in the

refrigerator.  

A day or two before a deadly cobra had

been killed in a toilet block.  We learned that

it is normal for the mate of these snakes to

come looking for its partner.  We were shown

where the snake had come from, and took

good care to steer everyone away from that

area.  In New Zealand, as in Ireland we have no

snakes and this causes us to be particularly

cautious of them.

A believer in Johanesburg invited me to

have lunch with him at the Wanderers Sports
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Club.  It was pleasant to have this leisurely

one-on-one chat with the brother.  At the

start of the meal he said, “I drink wine.”  I

replied, “I see.’  A little later he told me, “I

drink whisky.”  Again I replied, “I see,” and left

i t  at that.

“You have nothing to say about it?” he

inquired.  I told him that he was answerable to

God, not to me, and mentioned that I was

going through a season of listening to the

Living Bible on tape for a while each night

when I went to bed.  The night before I had

heard from the Book of Proverbs, this state-

ment: “A king shall not drink wine nor whisky.”

Amazing timing wasn’t it?  My only other

comment was, “I gather that you may have

little desire to ‘reign in life by this one, Jesus

Christ.’

When we have stayed in an area for any

length of time Mary and I have often been pro-

vided with an apartment or some such accom-

modation.  This has always been deeply

appreciated.  I am the kind of person who
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needs plenty of time alone, and Mary loves

being a home-maker and having guests in for

a meal now and again.  

Over the years I became aware that when

a family invited us for a meal the adults would

be placed at one end of the dining table, and

children at the other – or even at a separate

table.  While the adults chatted about the

ways of the Lord, children tended to whisper

among themselves.  This makes one wonder

whether the impression being given is that our

kind of discussion is for adults only.  That

would be very unfortunate.

Accordingly we have encouraged placing

children among the adults and bringing them

into the conversation.  It doesn’t matter

whether they are South Africans, Irish,

Americans or New Zealanders, I have enjoyed

asking children, “What has God said to you

lately?”  Now that could easily embarrass an

adult, but Christian children love to share

something they have recently heard.  I love it

too!
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Bloemfontein

R
onnie, Guy, Winton Van der Merwe

and I drove from Johannesburg for

a weekend with ‘coloured’ folk in

Bloemfontein.  Coloured folk I had been

involved with in Cape Town had arranged it

with Willie Norris, in whose home we stayed.

When we stopped for refreshments along the

way one of the men commented that this was

a new step for him – to be staying in the home

of coloured people. I told them that I had no

idea what we were coming to and we could be

stepping back into the dark ages of church-

dom.  All I knew was that we were to be ser-

vants among them.

We were greeted warmly and provided

with gracious hospitality.  A sizable group of

men gathered on an open verandah and under

the shade of a nearby tree.  After introduc-

tions, Willie asked me, “Now John, tell us why

you have come here?”  I replied that he knew

why we had come – he had invited us because
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of what Cape Town brothers had told him.  He

was not to be put off, saying something like,

“Yes, but you didn’t have to accept the invi-

tation.  What is your purpose in coming?”

“Willie” I said, “all I can do is tell you what

I told these men as we drove here. We came

to be your servants.”  You should have heard

– and seen – all those men laughing almost

hilariously.  As the laughter died down a little

I asked why they had laughed that much.  I

know that the idea of whites serving

coloureds may be somewhat strange, but

Willie was bright enough to hold a high posi-

tion in an insurance company with workers of

different races under him.

Then we were told that various church

leaders had visited them from different parts

of the country.  Some wanted them to join

their group or denomination and others want-

ed them to come under their apostleship or

oversight, but nobody before had chosen to

serve them.  

They had been alert to sense the
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inevitable dangers of human control, the

demands for conformity and the domination

that are all inherent in denominationalism.

Willie told us how he had found the

Saviour through the sovereign grace of God.

He then thought that he should buy a Bible,

and did so.  Following that he thought he had

better try another new experience and go to

church.  He didn’t like it a bit, but thought he

must have hit on a ‘dud’ and tried another

church.  After attending several more church-

es he was a little perplexed.  Why did none of

these places feel right for him?

He visited a relative, brother-in-law I

think, and even though his relative didn’t

know the Lord Jesus he told him of his dilem-

ma. The brother-in-law’s neighbour was also

there.  He told of his conversion, and the won-

derful difference it had made for him to per-

sonally experience God’s love. What happened

next?  The two men yielded their lives to

Christ, trusting him for personal salvation.

Several others that he told also came to the
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Lord.  

Willie had a bright idea.  They had no

need to go to church now, they could be

church themselves.  The thrilling story is that

they considered themselves to be Gospel

messengers, telling other non-believers about

salvation in Christ.  

The next day we walked along the road

with Willie and his family towards a hall they

had hired for the occasion.  I doubt if I had

ever seen anything like it before. 

People came out to the front of their

properties to greet them.  Some called Willie

over for a moment or two’s chat, and others

joined in the cheerful stroll down the road.

Not only was the meeting room filled, but as

Willie told us, several other similar groups who

were meeting in different directions some

miles apart.  Several thousand in all, I believe,

all of them having received the word of the

Lord through these gospel messengers.

Wonderful!
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As a prelude to my speaking at any stage

of the weekend I had told the men with me

that if they knew they had the right word to

share at any precise moment while I was

speaking, then to step forward and I would

yield to them.  At Willie’s home the previous

afternoon it went well.  After a while Willie

enthusiastically said he would like to join in as

he felt led by the Holy Spirit.  It was all very

refreshing and really alive.

As we sat there that pleasant afternoon

I pointed to a garden hose that lay on the

grass close by.  “That’s what God wants you

to be,” I told them, “A hose pipe through

which the waters of life can flow.”  They saw

the importance of being firmly attached to

the main water supply, and having no ‘switch

off’ blockage mechanism at their end of it.

This simple picture seemed to catch their

imagination.

At the Sunday morning gathering the

things I shared were translated into Afrikaans,

the predominant language there. At the back,
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groups sat on the floor around several differ-

ent individuals who quietly translated into

other African languages.  As at the house the

previous day, there were several times when I

stood back as one or other of the guys carried

on with sharing the word of the Lord.  

Towards the end Winton Van der Merwe

began to share, and I suggested he speak in

Afrikaans, his first language.  I knew the peo-

ple would really appreciate that, and I had no

need to understand what was said.  

When he sat down I mentioned that there

was one other thing to briefly add, and so I

did.  Winton had been about to share ‘one

more thing’ but suddenly felt that he should

not, so the congregation knew that I was fol-

lowing on exactly from Winton, without know-

ing a thing he had said.  

This was seen as confirmation that our

message had been truly received from God

and we had simply been the conduits for it to

reach them. Everyone blessed the Lord for His
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goodness, and we returned to Johannesburg

confident that the brothers and sisters we

had met in those days had been encouraged

and blessed by the God of their salvation.
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Durban

W
e have been involved in numer-

ous gatherings around Natal,

mostly in the Durban and

Pinetown areas.  

I was scheduled to speak at a meeting of

combined churches one evening, with the

delightful arrangement that I would meet with

their leaders in the morning.  I have always

appreciated opportunities to speak to such

men, both individually and corporately.    

It is a privilege to get alongside such peo-

ple to encourage and bless them.  I recall

speaking at a ministers’ fraternal in

Invercargill, New Zealand, telling them that I

had a love-hate attitude to leadership groups.

“You all want to put on an air of godliness and

success,” I told them, “Whereas I have been

vice-president of the strugglers’ club.”  It was

my joking kind of way to challenge them to

honesty and reality.  Had some interesting



chats afterwards!  The subject that had been

allocated to me that day was, ‘Ministering in a

Generation Seeking Renewal.’

I asked the Natal leaders for forgiveness

since I was a bit weepy that morning, but I had

been on my face before the Lord that night,

with Gorbachev deeply impressed on my

heart.  From the other side of the room a pre-

cious Zulu brother, Emanuel, who was to be

my interpreter that night, jumped to his feet,

ran over and hugged me exclaiming, “Me too,

brother.” It was quite a moving moment.

This was at a time when Gorbachev was

to make an historic visit to America.

Perestroika and glasnost had not come to the

fore at that time.  One of the preachers,

probably kicking in with some doctrinal preju-

dice asked, “You don’t mean he is going to be

converted, do you?”  My reply was something

like, “No, but he is going to see a new way for-

ward for the leadership of his country.”

As I thought about this matter the next
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day, I realized the Holy Spirit may very well

have prompted pray-ers around the world to

intercede for that man at that time.  I mar-

veled at the way He can move in a realm

unseen by the natural eye to orchestrate a

spiritual activity in the body of Christ. It

seems to me that natural man in his religiosi-

ty feels a need to organize and structure

God’s people far more than is necessary,

healthy or right.

I recall another leadership group down in

that area that I joined for a day’s retreat.  The

morning session commenced with a delightful

period of praising and worshipping the Lord of

all, who alone is worthy.   It was sensitive, fra-

grant, and undoubtedly pleasing to the Lord.

As the leader that day stood up to introduce

me an elder called out, “Did you see all those

demons fly out of here as we worshipped the

Lord?”

When I stood to speak I addressed that

brother saying, “I have a question for you.

How did those demons get in here in the first
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place?” After all we were meeting in a leader’s

home!  People do say foolish things at times,

don’t they? The initial questioner asked me

how soon could I return to New Zealand!  Over

all I thoroughly enjoyed the day.

Over the years I have been asked

whether I belong to such-and-such a group,

organization or movement.  I may or may not

have at some stages in my life, but over many

years now my answer has been, “No, I am part

of the moving of God.”  Surely, as soon as

something is described as a movement, men

have set boundaries to the purposes of God.  

Reg Bendixon once told me of someone

translating the Bible into an African language.

Although they searched dil igently there

seemed to be no word for ‘eternity’ until one

day a national rushed into the translator excit-

edly saying, “I have found it, I have found it.”

Eternity was translated into words literally

meaning, “Life without boundaries.”  

When we are alive in the Spirit, and con-
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trolled by Him, we are ‘people of the horizon’

aren’t we, where earth and heaven, time and

eternity merge to some degree or other?

Surely a fading out of man made boundaries

should ensue from such a walk.

A somewhat learned Presbyterian

Minister in Durban once told me, “I have sort-

ed out in my mind what you are.  You are an

evangelical mystic after the order of Tozer.”  I

have definitely been described in far worse

terms than that.  It was a nice ‘box’, but still

a box created from human reasoning.   I would

rather see myself as a servant of the Lord, a

worshipper, a learner and a beginner.
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Cape Town

W
e participated in a variety of

meetings in the Cape Province.

On one of our first visits to

Cape Town I had the privilege of speaking in

several combined Anglican services, and since

then have also spoken in Assemblies of God,

Presbyterian churches, a Methodist church,

house churches and the like.

One satisfying aspect of our visits to

Cape Town was a continuing involvement in

John Langford’s life and ministry.  Over the

years John and Jenny have been excellent

friends.  It has been very gratifying to observe

a brother, growing, maturing and developing

over the years.  He and I have chatted, prayed

and laughed together many a time as we have

traveled to services, leaders’ meetings and

special gatherings.  John had a lovely relation-

ship with quite a number of coloured folk and

I always enjoyed being involved in that.



The minister of a large Presbyterian

church invited me to speak to a Cape Town

Presbyterian ministers’ fraternal.  Naturally, I

arrived there quite early, wanting to ‘get the

lay of the land’.  As the minister and I chatted

together in his office he said, “You seem to be

a very radical man, Mr. Beaumont so let me

ask you, what do you think is the future of the

church.”  

I asked whether he meant the local

church he was involved with, his denomina-

tion, or the church worldwide.  He suggested

that I start with the local church right there.

How grateful I am that the Holy Spirit has

taught me over the years to be sensitive to

His promptings as a way of life, and especial-

ly at a time like that.  After a pause I told him

the future of that church was not important

since in was already irrelevant to the purpos-

es of God.  “Irrelevant,” he said, “God told me

that over a year ago.”  The fraternal gather-

ing was wonderfully anointed and blessed of

God.
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I am happy to be considered radical if, as

indicated in the word “radish” for example, it

means to want to get to the root and or go

back to the roots of Christianity.  There is

always a need to be challenged to “Return to

the simplicity that there is in Christ.”  

Let me make very clear however, that in

visiting any local ‘work’ all I wanted to receive

from the Lord, and pass on to the hearers,

was what God purposed to be the next step

forward for them, and to encourage them in

that.  Before that though, would be a desire

to encourage every believer to embark on a

walk in the fullness of God’s wonderful provi-

sion for them.  It is a magnificent quest to

seek to magnify the Lord in our thoughts,

attitudes and behaviour day by day until it

becomes a habit of daily life.
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A Similar Question

O
ne time in a leaders’ meeting in

America I was asked a similar

question about the future of the

church.  I sat silently for a minute or so,

prompting the questioner to ask whether I

could answer the question or not.  “Of course

I can” I replied,  “I was just waiting for the

answer so that I could pass it on to you.”  I

proceeded to say that to understand the

church of the future they should look back a

hundred and more years.  

In early America, which was much more

rural then than now, people worked strenu-

ously for long hours, day after day. They had

to get wood chopped for the winter, fields

ploughed and planted and then crops gath-

ered in.  They had often needed to tend cat-

tle and other animals as well, perhaps, also

hunting and shooting deer and the like to pro-

vide food for the bleak days of winter.  For

many it was normal to work from dawn to



dusk.  

In many situations a traveling preacher

came around occasionally – perhaps only two

or three times a year. There wasn’t the time

to attend prayer meetings, youth meetings,

women’s meetings and all the other meetings

in today’s church. However they could always

find time to help get in the crops of some

neighbour who had been injured, help pre-

serve the fruit and vegetables for a neighbour

whose wife had died, even if they lived some

miles away. 

For many this was a demonstration of

their living faith.  When they could gather

together for some kind of special service one

can imagine the freshness, joyful eagerness

and reality in such a gathering.  Americans can

view their past with sentimental attachment,

and so such a thought was relevant for them. 
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Back to Cape Town

J
ohn Langford drove me back to

Cape Town from the Eastern Cape.

Someone there had presented a

somewhat unusual and self-serving prayer

request to us.  It was from their dad who

owned a vineyard that wasn’t far off our

route.  Would we swing by his place and pray

for rain in that area, since another week or so

without would mean the loss of an entire

year’s harvest.  I made no promises.  As we

drove near I said to John something like, “I am

too tired to visit those people, so I’ll trust for

rain for them here and now.”

When we arrived back in Cape Town Mary

and I became involved in a series of meetings

with the Wynburg Presbyterian church.  The

minister, Angus Bain, was a long time friend of

Stan Firth.  I understand that they attended

college together in Scotland. One evening,

when we arrived someone told us that a pack-

age had arrived for us.  It was a carton con-



taining twelve large bottles of excellent grape

juice.  It must have rained!

One evening I became concerned about a

young woman in the service whose dad was

an elder, and passed on a word of encourage-

ment and gentle urging from the Lord.

Several years later l was invited back to speak

at the church, and also at a church camp.

There was a different minister there then.

That elder dad, a big Afrikaaner, came out to

greet me with a huge smile and a big hug.  He

was grateful for the day we had been involved

in his daughter turning a spiritual corner.

At the camp the daughter was part of

the music group involved with their worship

sessions.  I was unwell at the time and found

the vibration of instruments quite distressing.

Accordingly I asked forgiveness and walked

about outside for that part of the meetings.

However, that daughter talked about it with

Mary. With remarkable humility and in a gra-

cious spirit of love she and the other musi-

cians laid their instruments aside so that I
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could remain in the meetings.  I cannot

express just how much I appreciated this

thoughtfulness.  It was certainly ‘going the

second mile’.

At that camp a couple asked us to see

their two little children.  Although I cannot

remember the occasion, they told us that

when we had first come to the Wynburg

church they had asked me to pray about their

inability to have children.  There are times

when I know I must take a different approach,

but in that case I was able to pray with confi-

dence and assurance.  They were showing us

the answer to prayer.

There are times when believers fall into a

trap of thinking, “If only . . . then I could live

a triumphant God-glorifying Christian life.  The

‘if only’ includes such things as finding a mar-

riage partner, having children, having better

health, one’s spouse being more loving, hav-

ing sufficient funds to cover extra expenses,

and so on, and so on.  How blessed are those

who learn early in life [or perhaps learn at any
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stage of life] that fulfillment is not found in

altered circumstances and increased bless-

ings.  It is found in Christ alone so that we can

experientially know the reality of peace like a

river, and joy unspeakable and full of glory,

regardless of circumstances.  Amazing grace!

Before moving north from South Africa I

will make a couple of  observations and then

briefly share three strange questions that I

have been asked in various situations there.

South Africa is a very large country with

huge varieties of race, culture, scenery and

climate.  The major cities of Johannesburg,

Cape Town, Durban, Pretoria and

Bloemfontein are very different from each

other, as are other cities too.  Johannesburg

has an elevation of 5,800 feet [that is, over

1,780 metres].  Durban and Cape Town are

close to sea level.  

We were deeply appreciative of the

opportunity to visit South Africa the first

time. Our love for this nation of great poten-
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tial has increased and grown over the years.

It has a special place in our hearts.

The first question is “Can a woman be an

elder?”  My reply, “I thought women would be

too smart to want to be.”  I suspect that the

question is based on the officialdom placed

upon what is intended to be a servant role.

The next question is, “Can a Christian

have a demon?”  My reply, “Why?  How many

do you want?”  This was something of a hot

potato in many circles in South Africa when

we first went there.  Valueless theological

arguments do not appeal to me.  I have often

told people of my graduating from theological

studies, and “By the grace of God recovering

from it.”  Some never do.

The third question: “Are you an apostle?”

This came from a group of leaders who liked

to pigeonhole everyone.  More than that, once

such a ministry is recognized and accepted,

men are encouraged to act like what they are

declared to be.  My response was, “I have only
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come here to be God’s servant among you.

Sometimes when I leave a place people say,

‘he is a prophet’ at other places, ‘he is an

apostle’ or ‘he is a teacher’”.  I make no effort

to be one thing or another, but rather set my

heart to walk in an ongoing love relationship

with the Lord Jesus and respond to the Holy

Spirit whatever His prompting may be.   I am

glad that God has changed my role from time

to time over the years.

Although I understand and appreciate

these ministries which God has given to His

church, I suspect that many leaders suffer

from ‘hardening of the categories.’  I am con-

tent to be a worshipper and a servant.  For

what it is worth, my personal observation has

led me to believe that almost without excep-

tion the formal recognition of even God-given

ministries results in a sub-standard and

mediocre expression of them.  Jesus, build

your church!  

It amuses me somewhat to see the awe

in which Christians hold preachers who are
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described as “great Bible teachers” when that

statement itself is not a Bible term!  We are

called to teach life, to teach truth, to teach

Christ. 

When I told Ronnie and Marcelle Saxby of

my writing about the grace of God, including

our visits to South Africa, Ronnie sent back

these comments:

“The grace of God . . . the more you

experience, the greater the depth there is still

to plumb.

“Irrespective of one’s maturity in God,

new revelations of His grace are always fresh,

energising and inspirational. They are timely

interventions to encourage, sustain and infuse

life.

“I look back to my first meeting with

John and Mary some time in 1978. I did not

know it then but I was standing on the thresh-

old of a new experience . . . the Grace of God

that liberates from the law of suffocating
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Christian obligation. What an amazing vista . .

. what an amazing journey . . .

“I can remember taking months . . . many

months to assimilate and walk in the depth of

this grace ministered to us. Today I am still

challenged by John’s presence and the grace

of God that is imparted in heartfelt fellowship

and love. 

“There is so much more to see . . . ”
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Zimbabwe

W
e well remember the first time

we flew from Johannesburg to

Salisbury that is now named

Harare, the capital of Zimbabwe.  A short time

before a Viscount passenger plane had been

shot down over Zimbabwe with the loss of

everyone on board.  So our plane flew high

until it was time to descend rapidly to the air-

port.  

The pilot announced that the terminal

building was safe, but terrorists were in con-

trol at the end of the runway where the plane

would touch down.  Since it was evening we

were told to keep our blinds closed until the

plane reached the terminal.  It was important

not to let any light shine out.   We didn’t!

I have long since learned that not every-

body listens to announcements on planes.  I

don’t always, myself.  As soon as we touched

down the man at the window in the row in



front of us lifted his blind full up.  There is no

prize for guessing how quickly I reached right

over and pulled that blind right down again.

Otherwise it might have been “curtains” for

us.

Zimbabwe is a delightful country with

lovely scenery, superb climate and precious

people.  It has been a very wealthy nation but

today is virtually bankrupt.  They are in dan-

ger of serious human tragedy because of a

grave lack of life’s basic necessities.  It has

suffered through a common African idea of

democracy, which is “One man, one vote,

once.”  

Over the years since so-called indepen-

dence many thousands have suffered and died

at the hands cruel men; blacks at the hand of

blacks more than anyone else.  May God has-

ten a day of peace, plenty and true freedom

to these needy people, and may their present

anguish and suffering somehow bring them

into a vital, living relationship with the Lord

Jesus Christ, who is their one true Hope.   
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On that first visit we were taken to speak

at a church in a small town some distance

from Harare.  It was somewhat interesting to

see the men wearing side-arms, but quite riv-

eting to see a little old lady come into the row

in front of where we initially sat.  She noncha-

lantly stacked her machine gun against the

end of the pew!

The church service was followed by lunch

as often happens in rural areas anywhere.  A

farmer, whom we have come to know very

well since then, invited us to go with our hosts

to his farm afterwards.  When we piled into

our vehicles a fine looking young man came

across and said to John Lenton, “I will go

first.”  He wouldn’t have it otherwise and so it

was.  The road was interesting. For some

miles it was simply two narrow strips of con-

crete or tarmac that the wheels ran on.

Nowadays these sealed strips have become

very broken up along the edges making driv-

ing on them quite difficult.  A car has to move

off the side of the strips to pass another car.
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This causes a lot of damage to tyres because

of the broken edges that are quite deep.

Do you know why that young man insist-

ed on driving ahead?  It was because on more

than one occasion cars had been blown up by

terrorists who could easily dig into the clay

and insert a pressure bomb under the con-

crete.  He was risking his life to make sure

that we were safe.

The last time I was in Zimbabwe, some-

one told me that several of the folk who have

become good friends over the years since

that time were touched and transformed by

the grace of God at that service.

I have no recollection of it, but someone

told me that I had spoken to [or about, per-

haps] a brother on one of our visits who was

battling over being baptized.   My statement

had been, apparently, “If you won’t go to the

river, the river will come to you.”  It happened,

so I was told.  The river overflowed until his

house was awash with it.  My emphasis over
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many years now has been on the work of God

in man’s inner being rather than external

things, so it is a little surprising that I said

such a thing.  Mind you, I have baptized a

number of people in that country.

Nancy Fraser was one of the first

Zimbabweans we met because we went there

initially at the invitation of Intercessors for

Zimbabwe, and she, with Iris Wassung, Phil’s

mother who is in heaven now, was involved

with that group. On another occasion John

Langford and Phil came with me to an

Intercessors retreat.  The facilities were fine

and the fellowship great.  

I urged the locals to have the courage to

question, and if necessary or wise, to discard,

customs and procedures that had been

imparted by the western church and may not

now be suitable for their culture in indepen-

dent Zimbabwe.    We were thrilled with the

number of these beloved nationals who came

to chat with us in our chalet. 
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They had been delighted to hear the

things we had shared, even though one or two

foreign missionaries were a little shaken by it.

Surely, in any and every situation believers

need to be living out the reality of lives that

are “hid with Christ in God.”  It is His Lordship

that is vital in our lives rather than conformi-

ty to man-made procedures, customs and

rules.

The old saying, “In essentials unity, in

non-essentials liberty, in all things charity” is

great as long as we refuse to allow form and

structure to be considered essential.  As I told

a pastor in New Zealand, “Some hold on to

what should be let go, and let go what should

be held on to.”

On one of our visits we stayed out on the

farm John and Cicely Lenton were managing.

No special gatherings had been arranged, but

friends had been told that we were there.  By

the numbers who came out to see us, our

being there must certainly have been ‘noised

abroad.’ We sat around sharing together the
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goodness of God and His present desires for

His people. At times we strolled around out-

side, and at times I sneaked away to our bed-

room for a rest.  Some nights people slept on

couches and even on the floor.  

One day a group of Pastors came out

from Harare to chat with me.  When John

Lenton got up to leave the room I urged him

to stay in and enjoy the afternoon with us.

The pastors fired some questions at me, and I

did my best to answer them.  I am well aware

of the weariness that pressures can bring to

such men, as well as the temptations they

face. In my years in pastoral ministry I came

to see that this is a man-made function in

which we are expected to perform according

to the church’s expectations.

Accordingly, such men need an enor-

mous supply of God’s grace and continual

encouragement from His people.  It was a glad

day of release for me when I told some of the

leaders in a church I pastored that I could no

longer be their traditional Baptist pastor.  I
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wanted to fulfill the unique ministry that God

had equipped me for, and to release them into

their unique ministries as well. For a season it

was great.

During that afternoon one of the pastors

said to me, “You must be a threatened man.”

I understood him to be speaking of the

provocative edge to my ministry and my will-

ingness to obey the Lord even when it went

against traditional norms.  I told him that the

opposite was true, and that they were the

threatened men.  I was a servant of the Lord

owning nothing, controll ing nothing, and

heading up nothing. I was under no pressure

to record, compare, tabulate and report visi-

ble and tangible success, or to obey men

rather than God. Then I was no longer required

there, and that was great too.

In contrast to that, they knew the com-

petitiveness that creeps into ministry and the

inward and external pressure for them to have

a ‘growing’ church so that budgets could be

met and salaries paid.  Of course these things
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are usually couched more carefully in high-

sounding spiritual terminology.  Pity the pas-

tors of sub-standard man-made churches.

Mind you, I have always shunned being a

‘loner’.  When I began ministering internation-

ally, a group of mature Christian leaders in

New Zealand, who were widely accepted and

well recognized, served as a board of refer-

ence for me.  I gladly sought their counsel and

advice and shared my life and ministry with

them, seeking their input.  Later on we found

it more effective to identify with groups in

countries that I visited.  Either way, there

were brothers who could assure me whether

or not I was hearing the Holy Spirit clearly and

correctly.

When I submitted what I have written

about Zimbabwe to Nancy Fraser she wrote

back:

“I would like to see something added

about the fruit of your visits to Zimbabwe.

The South Side Fellowship where you spoke,
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and which was quite close to where I lived at

the time, was going through a crisis.  Because

a large number of people had left this country,

the congregations of the Bible Temple church

and the Assembly of God came together, call-

ing themselves the South Side Fellowship.  

“A group of us caught hold of the truth

you had been preaching, but the rest of the

people were upset, wanting to remain exactly

as they were.  Rather than have contention

‘brother with brother,’ those of us who want-

ed to move on in our love walk with the Lord

Jesus began meeting in a double garage.  You

had preached about a shaking taking place

and we were eager to have the Holy Spirit

shake off from us all that hindered His free-

dom to be God among us.  Precious times at

the Master’s feet ensued for us.

At the Christian Life Centre you spoke

about ‘digging deep ditches of desire’ and

about seeking God for His revelation of ‘the

key’ for every situation.  These two messages

have often been brought to our remembrance
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over the years as the Lord has taken us on in

our walk with Him. We have come to see that

Christ is the key.  It is “Christ in you, the hope

of glory” that the Lord has shown us by reve-

lation of Himself.  This is to bring pleasure to

the Father and to restore the testimony of

Jesus to His people.

“That is the desire of our hearts.  On

your last visit you spoke of God’s desire to

settle down and feel completely ‘at home’ in

us.  We learnt a little song about that.  Having

laid hold of these truths, one is spoiled for

anything less.  We abandoned the man-made,

man-controlled church system in 1980, and

have never returned to it.  Delightfully, the

Lord continues to lead us on in our relation-

ship with Himself.

“On a personal note, your ministry came

to me when I was at the crossroads. Iris

Wassung had been taken home to heaven,

and I was burnt out.  Through your sharing the

Lord truly turned my life around.  I came to

recognize that I am accepted in the Beloved
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and that Father has a special place for me in

His divine purposes.  People described the

change in me as a 'miracle’ after my friend

Rita and I came back from our visit to the UK.

That was the grace of God working through

you.

“Zimbabwe is in deep crisis right now.

We do not know just what the future holds for

us, but we know that the Lord has been

preparing us for such a time as this so that we

may be seeking His face that His Spirit can be

free to restore the testimony of Jesus in this

land.”
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Malawi

W
hat a delightful memory!  It

involves a letter we received

from a man in Malawi.  We had

visited that African country many years

before.  It has a delightful national slogan,

“The warm heart of Africa.”

The letter was from a man who had been

imprisoned for years, and would be in prison

for years to come.  A copy of a book I had

written, which was published in America, had

found its way into the prison library. 

He had read it repeatedly, and wanted a

copy for himself, which I gladly sent him of

course.  It was simply wonderful to read that

this prisoner had had a change of heart and

was determined to please God and help peo-

ple for the rest of his life.  I have never lost

the joy of receiving letters like this one from

‘darkest Africa’.



Perhaps I shall add that when we had vis-

ited Malawi those years before I had agreed to

speak at a leaders retreat that was held at a

camp-site that seemed to be far from any

town.  The same native food was served up

continually.  For me, with my kind of stomach,

it was a challenge to eat it at all, let alone

thankfully.  

One day we were several times proudly

told that the next day we would be served a

European meal in our honour.  At noon the

next day the cook proudly marched in with it,

smiling widely.  What was the meal?  Cold,

greasy omelette!  But it was served with

beaming pride and generous love and we were

grateful.

When we received an invitation to speak

at that conference I had accepted it with a

proviso limiting the number of times I would

speak to twice a day.  This was solely that I

could ‘be at my best’ and share the word of

the Lord with the maximum anointing possi-

ble.  It was a shock to find that I had been
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scheduled to speak in six sessions each day.

Twice a day is actually too much for me. I

have no desire to be a robotic talking

machine!

On the second day I told the missionary

in charge of the retreat that I would stretch

myself to speaking three times a day for the

next few days, although I was not entirely

comfortable with that.  My suggestion was

that if I spoke in the first, third and fifth ses-

sion the other meetings could be taken up

with discussion and response. 

He still demanded that I speak six times

each day, saying, “You are insulting these

men.  Some of the village pastors have walked

many hours to get here.”  I replied that he was

insulting both the Lord and me, and asked if

he hadn’t noticed how many of those men

dozed off in the afternoon sessions.

At lunch time he told me that there was

now general agreement that the afternoon

sessions would be cancelled.  In later sessions

when I received questions from those gath-
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ered, there were probing questions that

inferred strong criticism of the missionaries.

When I met with some of the missionaries

alone later I told them, “I let you guys off the

hook today” but you know whether their crit-

ical questions are justified or not.”  There is

plenty of variety in a travelling ministry!
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Kenya

W
e have only stopped over in

Kenya once.  I flew there from

Johannesburg ahead of Mary

who followed me a day or two later.  We

stayed one further night in Nairobi and then

flew on to London.

The purpose for my going there was to

visit and encourage Chris Doust from the

Cheam Fellowship in England.  Who could but

admire a young woman like this leaving behind

family, friends and home comforts so that she

could serve her Lord in a distant land.  Chris

had come down to Nairobi to meet me and we

flew on a small missionary plane to the remote

area where she worked.

The equator runs through the middle of

Kenya and it certainly felt like it when we

stepped out of that plane at the mission sta-

tion.  To me the heat seemed fierce night and

day while I was there.  The only noticeable



indication of the airstrip was two lines of

stones painted white running along each side

of it. I didn’t see a blade of grass anywhere.

There were only two missionary women

living and working at the station now, Chris

and her fellow worker, a nurse I believe, who

came from Ireland.  That sister had a full set

of tapes from a conference I had spoken at in

Donegal, Ireland.  She spoke of the blessing

she had received through listening to them.

Small world!

In the late afternoon Chris and I strolled

out around the property chatt ing about

Cheam and also the challenges she felt here in

Kenya.  At one point I joked that I would

report her to the Cheam elders, but actually I

appreciated her dedication and efforts more

than ever.  Had a pipeline broken?  Chris fixed

it.  Did tyres need changing on the jeep, or

wouldn’t the vehicle start?  Chris attended to

things like that and much more besides.

As Chris and I strolled along a tribesman
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appeared over a sand dune with a spear in one

hand, a bone stuck through his nostrils and

only wearing a dirty loincloth. I inevitably lift-

ed my camera to take his photo.  Up came his

spear and out flowed a torrent of words that

were totally unintelligible to me.  Chris quick-

ly said, “Put the camera down now,” which I

did, and then she spoke mollifying words to

the man involved.  I had no idea that he would

imagine I could take his soul captive in my

camera by snapping his photograph.

I slept in an upstairs room in a separate

building from the young women.  Windows

were open on both sides of my room to catch

any breeze that might come that way.

Actually, even the breeze was hot.  I slept

under a mosquito net without clothes, just

lying on a sheet, and even that seemed

unpleasantly hot.  Several times through the

night I got up and splashed myself with water

to cool down a little.

The next morning I noticed a tap on

another building that was releasing a solitary
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drip of water every four or five seconds.

Under it a little bird squatted patiently with

open mouth, catching each drip as it fell.

After a while, when the bird flew off, another

bird immediately took its place, so that not

one drop of water was lost.  I found myself

thanking God for the water of life that He pro-

vides unstintingly to all who place their trust

in Him.

On more than one occasion in that prim-

itive area tribesmen have raided the place.

Chris felt that she hadn’t been brave enough

when bullets started coming through her bed-

room walls!  I suspect that many another per-

son wouldn’t have made it to the bathroom

that night, and would have headed for their

homeland the next day!  

When Chris had to drive some seriously

injured, bloodied, and perhaps dying, tribes-

person many miles over rough country to a

clinic or hospital, a journey many hours long,

she was a little ashamed of how her body

reacted to the situation.  Many an able bodied
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man wouldn’t have been willing to undertake

such a task at all.  In my book, such a person

needs to be highly honoured and respected. 

Time spent in situations such as I saw on

this visit, and had encountered in tribal areas

in southern African countries, as well as in

parts of India, brings a person to be exceed-

ingly grateful for the comparative wealth of

even the poorer people in the western world.

We should be continually thankful to God

because we are so very favoured and blessed.
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England

A
fter our first visit to Africa we

flew on up to England.  For a

month we moved around speak-

ing in Anglican churches, Baptist churches,

house church groups and, I think, an Elim

church.  Everyone was gracious and kind to us

and yet I didn’t really feel comfortable any-

where.  

Towards the end of the month I com-

mented to Mary, “If, twenty or thirty years

from now I tell you that I am going back to

England, please remind me how much I have

hated being here now.”  My difficulty was my

own and not with the land or the people.

Somehow, I just didn’t seem to fit in any-

where. 

I felt uncomfortable with what seemed to

be a mixture of apathy and self-satisfaction in

the groups I visited.  I saw the danger of

believers being proud of their past without



having any expectation of anything fresh and

new from God today.  

At one place where I was speaking at

gatherings in a Church of England, I received a

request from the elders of a nearby Strict

Baptist church.  In response, we visited them

for an hour or two.  I can still hear the pride in

their voices as they showed me a plaque com-

memorating the martyrdom of one of their

members several centuries before.

Why did they want to meet with me?

They were about to call a new minister.  The

one who had recently left had stayed with

them for years longer than they had wished.

They had nothing good to say about the poor

man.  One of the things he had preached

against strongly was the ‘Charismatic

Movement’.  I understand that he had

preached against other things they all felt

were fully acceptable.

Now they had the opportunity to call a

charismatic minister, and felt that must be a
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good idea since the other man had opposed it.

They knew nothing of this movement and felt

that, as a Baptist minister, I might be able to

give them some balanced information.  I gave

them a full description of what to expect,

feeling that if they were to proceed with call-

ing the man, they would not be surprised by

whatever he introduced.  I did hope that such

a man would minister with grace and wisdom.

This brings to mind a leaders’ conference

that I once attended in New Zealand, but did-

n’t really enjoy.  The announcement of the

topic the next speaker had selected caused a

fine Maori brother, Norman Tawhiao to ask

me, “John, what is balance?”  My reply was,

“Norman, every man there will tell you that it

was what they have!”  We all think that it is

the other person who lacks balance, don’t we?

I didn’t bother attending that session.

In the last week before we flew on to the

USA we spent a couple of days sharing in a

house church group in Blackheath.  At the

start of our time there I had mentioned to
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Mary that we only had Wednesday evening

free before leaving the country, and we

should not commit ourselves to anything for

that night.

On our first evening at Blackheath,

Robert and Heather Stockwell came from the

Cheam Fellowship.  The next evening they

brought several other folk.  They stayed and

chatted afterwards, and asked if we would

visit their fellowship the next Sunday.  Happily

I told them that we were going to America on

the Saturday.  When they asked if we could

come at all I said, “Only if it was suitable for

Wednesday night.”  Mary immediately said,

“No John,” thus reminding me of our discus-

sion.  I explained to the folk what Mary and I

had previously discussed.

I was also able to tell Mary that I now per-

ceived that the evening had been reserved for

this purpose.  As it happened, our Thursday

and Friday arrangements fell through, so I

phoned the Stockwells to ask if we could

come on the Wednesday and stay there until
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we flew out on the Saturday, to which they

happily agreed.  If we had not gone to Cheam

I doubt if I would have ever returned to that

part of the world again.  

We had enjoyed our conversation with

the Cheam leaders who had been able to

come over to Blackheath, and immediately

felt comfortable and ‘at home’ in the fellow-

ship.  Here were precious people who loved

the Lord very deeply, and who expressed their

devotion to Him in fragrant worship.  There

was delightful freedom from empty phrases

and valueless repetitiveness, and an earnest

desire to hear from the Lord. These pure-

hearted believers obviously had open hearts

to hear the ‘now’ word of the God.

Cheam made all the difference for us.

We readily agreed to return at some time in

the future, as the Holy Spirit might direct.

This subsequently enabled us to have consid-

erable input into the Cheam Fellowship, and

elsewhere besides, including a visit to the

Netherlands and several visits to Sweden.
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During those first few days in Cheam, we

were invited to meet Seymour and Marie Rice

from Dublin, Ireland.  I understand that their

daughter Eleanor, who lived in Cheam at that

time, had phoned over to them about us, say-

ing something like, “This is a man for Ireland.”

I would not give an immediate answer to their

invitation to visit Dublin, but assured them

that I would pray about it.  By then I had

learned that I sometimes missed God’s high-

est purposes if I responded too quickly to

requests for ministry.  After all, I did have a

card on my desk, in the days of being a min-

ister, that read, “If I think that I can do every-

thing for everybody, then I think I am God.”

When I gave that “I will pray about it”

reply to a leader in Johannesburg at one time,

he was obviously displeased with me.  “All you

preachers are the same,” he told me, “When

you don’t have the courage to say no to our

face you hide behind that ‘I will pray about it’

term.”  Maybe some do, I don’t know.  All I

know is that I later accepted that particular

invitation.  A quality friendship soon built up
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between us.
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Return Visits

W
e have visited the Cheam folk

many times since then, at

times briefly, and on other

occasions for many months.  Of particular

blessing, as far as I am concerned, was the

precious spiritual and friendly companionship

we shared with the fellowship leaders.  They

were Michael and Jill Conrathe, Michael and

Pam Campbell, Robert and Heather Stockwell,

Bruce Dick and Eleanor whom he married in

between some of our visits. Pam is in heaven

now. I loved these elders at first meeting, and

still do today.  

Although Stan and Mavis Firth were not

involved in the fellowship at that time, they

have long since become good friends whom

we esteem highly. These delightful people

‘adorn the doctrine’ with refreshing godliness.

Once, when we were in South Africa

Robert and Heather Stockwell came and visit-



ed us.  They brought a request that we spend

six months with the Cheam folk, especially

helping the elders walk in the fullness of God’s

purposes for them.  After we agreed to go, I

jokingly asked Robert for a job description!

He sent one to us that had been prepared by

Pam Gathercole.  Most of it was simple fun,

and yet there was meaning in it too, as it was

expressed in the terminology of erecting a

building, starting with clearing the building

site.

The only thing I remember on that job

description was the injunction to rid the build-

ing site of all unwanted rubbish.  My reply was

that getting rid of that kind of junk wasn’t dif-

ficult.  It was any rubbish that they wanted to

keep that would be a challenge.  It always is!

Our proposed six months there actually

lasted considerably longer. Here is how Mary

described to folk in our retirement village why

our departure from Cheam was delayed back

then:
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“On one occasion when we were in

Cheam, Surrey, I suffered a sudden stroke.

Initially I lost consciousness, was scarcely able

to walk a few paces even with assistance, and

often felt that cobwebs were cloaking my

brain so that my speech was sheer gibberish.  

“I knew that I had to walk.  At first that

simply meant getting out of my bed and walk-

ing around to the other side. John helped me

with simple word games and patiently walking

with me even though the first time he drove

me to a park to walk he virtually had to carry

me back to the car after about 70 or 80

paces.  I knew that I had to persist with walk-

ing, and in retirement I still do, - as well as

enjoying swimming exercises at the

Christchurch QE2 aquatic centre two or three

mornings a week.”

One evening while Mary was almost

bedridden she suddenly spoke to me, “I am

thinking of going to heaven.”  I facetiously

told her that I planned to do the same some

time.  Of course I quickly put an arm around
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her and asked if she was worried in any way.

Her face was absolutely radiant as she replied,

“Oh no, it is so wonderful.”

At that time many of the Cheam folk

went for a week’s holiday convention at

Kinmell Hall in Wales, and we went with them.

It was a joy to share the word of the Lord

there.  In the evenings, the young folk espe-

cially, but all who wanted to, gathered in the

large library area.  I felt a bit like an old patri-

arch, sitting there, answering questions that

the young people had previous written out, or

which they asked there and then.  

I recall one of the morning gatherings

when an Irishman spoke out saying, “This

dying is so painful!”  It was dying to selfish-

ness and wilful sin he was talking about.  He

had told me the same thing months before, so

I said to him, “Michael, I hate slow, lingering

deaths.  Die now!  Take up your cross now,

and follow Christ.”  

How vitally important are Paul’s words, “I

England



have been crucified with Christ, and I no

longer live, but Christ lives in me.  The life I

live in the body, I live by faith in the Son of

God, who loved me and gave himself for me.”

Paul was writing about his daily ‘walk’ in the

midst of an ungodly world.

Multitudes of believers are only half-alive

spiritually, because they are neither really

dead to self, nor truly walking the Calvary

road.  Little wonder that relative powerless-

ness and ineffectiveness are so wide-spread in

the body of Christ.  Little wonder too, that

believers frequently lack the capacity to clear-

ly and consistently hear the inner voice of the

Holy Spirit – thus needing to rely on frequent-

ly garbled messages being passed on second-

hand to them. 

Mary was still ill while we were at Kinmell

Hall, necessitating her having to spend most

of the time in bed.  Timmy Bateson came to

visit us and enquire about Mary.  At the time

he was an elder in a house church somewhere

in the London area. We first met him when he
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was acting in some kind of play that was

showing in Johannesburg.  

As we talked together he mentioned a

fellow elder who was ill and unable to leave his

bed.  I asked him, “What percentage of him is

ill?”  Naturally, he replied, “John that is a

stupid question.  I have just told you he can

scarcely lift his head off his pillow.  Why do

you ask that?”

I agreed that it seemed to be a stupid

question, but, just maybe, it was the Lord.  I

had never thought in that kind of way before.

So I said to Timmy, “Perhaps the question

should be, how much of a man is physical?  Is

he spiritually ill?  Is he emotionally or mental-

ly ill?”  After a moment’s thought Timmy

smiled and said, “Actually, when I think about

it, only a small percentage of the man is ill!”

Over recent years when concerned

friends have inquired about my health I have

included in my reply that I am fully alive.

Sometimes I even joke that most parts of me
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work quite well!

This may be the right place to mention

that for many years now I have been able to

tell folk that one of the best things the Holy

Spirit ever did for me was to set me free to be

me.  What a great release! There is no need

for my life to be cloned out of the expecta-

tions, beliefs and life-patterns of other believ-

ers.  I refuse to accept pressure to ‘toe the

party line,’ follow some group’s predeter-

mined doctrinal position, or fit into any man-

made system or human ideal of the church. 

Having stated that, let me add that I

deeply appreciate and enjoy fellowship with

brothers and sisters in Christ.  If a person truly

has faith in Christ, that is my brother or my

sister, regardless of differences between us.  I

recall being asked at a service in the midst of

an inter-church convention I was sharing at in

New Zealand, “How can you accept

Catholics?”  My answer was, “I don’t.  I accept

whoever the Lord accepts, refusing to be

bothered with man-made labels.”
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I am very willing to hear the word of God

through anyone, and hopefully receive with all

humility whatever is truly of the Spirit.  At the

same time I refuse to deviate from a God-

given path because of what someone may

think of me, how they may rate me, or even if

they reject me.  It is enough for me to be

aware that I am answerable to God Himself.
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Reversion: An Ever

Present Danger

A
t one of the Cheam leaders’ gath-

erings I commented, “You men

are in danger of reversion.”  When

they asked me to speak on that at another

meeting I agreed too quickly to do it.  I had

not thought in those terms before, and saw it

as an interesting challenge.  I had to sort

myself out before the Lord over that hasty

response.  God is gracious!

Naturally I sought the Lord for under-

standing about reversion, and for clear revela-

tion on how to speak of it.  My desire was to

be able to share a way forward without being

critical or negative in any way.  I have some-

times told leaders that we have a building

function.  Any idiot can tear a building down,

but it takes a tradesman to erect one.

Carping criticism and repeated negativism are

tools of the devil.



During one night I was given insight on

the matter.  Reversion comes from walking in

yesterday’s revelation.  I was to show a way

to walk in what we are now hearing from the

Lord, not in what has previously been heard –

sometimes centuries earlier.  

This is not to call for all the past to be

ignored or carelessly discarded, but it is a call

to be continually sensitive to what God says

to us now.  We need to hold lightly enough to

what we have previously heard so that it

never becomes a hindrance to walking in fresh

revelation.  Much of what God tells us is only

for a season.  Do we hear too quickly, for

example, when we are instructed by the Lord

to set up a committee and start something

new?  Yet far too slowly when He wants us to

end it?

I saw that wherever the predictability

factor is too high, the revelatory factor is too

low.  How often the Holy Spirit prompts us to

speak or act in a certain way in church gath-

erings or elsewhere.  When a similar situation
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arises we act as if we don’t need to hear from

God again, we will just do it the same as pre-

viously.  How much we lose out on, when the

Lord may have purposed something fresh and

new for us.  

Christendom is dotted with a multitude

of groups who left one kind or other of church

structure, to move into something simpler or

freer or purer or different in some other way.

Before many years have passed, the same

kind of routine predictability, and the same

sort of human control, returns, sometimes

with renewed force even though in different

trappings.

Before sharing these things with those

men at that time, I earnestly sought grace

from the Lord to be consistently true and real

in my own life. I committed myself afresh to

be walking in what I am hearing from then on

out.  I have always liked the title of one of the

books I wrote, but that is now out of print.  It

is: “Revelatory Adventure.”  As long as we live

we should be able to maintain a spirit of

adventure, shouldn’t we?
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SCOTLAND

O
ur first visit to Scotland was in

response to an invitation from

Charlie and Chris Paterson, whom

we had met in Pittsburgh Pennsylvania.  I shall

mention that in a passage covering our first

visit to the USA. The Patersons met us in

Aberdeen and drove us to their home in a fish-

ing village named Cairnbulg. Their delightful

home is built of really large stones fitted

together to give exterior walls a couple of

feet thick, which is more than enough to cope

with both bitter cold and the fierce winds

coming off the North Sea.  Their friendly, car-

ing hospitality was deeply appreciated.

I read of revival in the fishing villages up

and down that coast, which took place in

about 1920 until about 1922.  In a two-week

period about 900 residents of this village of

1,500 people, were converted.  Out in fishing

vessels, and in homes ashore, sin hardened

and life hardened people were being convict-



ed of their sin.  In some cases they sponta-

neously cried to the Lord for salvation. Similar

things were happening in other villages.

I am not sure whether the church Charlie

and Chris attended came into existence then,

but it certainly sprang into life at that time.

To be honest, there was no evidence of pul-

sating and sparkling spiritual life when we

were there.  While we were eating our mid-day

meal an elder contacted the Patersons saying

that the elders had met after the morning ser-

vice.  They had agreed that my ministry was

orthodox, and they would allow me to speak in

the evening service as well.  I wasn’t sure if

that was complimentary or not!  The minister

was away at the time so had no part in this.

Over the years I have visited several

places where there is a record of revival bless-

ing somewhere in the past, and not always the

very distant past.  I have also chatted with

men who have come from places where there

had been recent reports of revival.  There is

no need to be pedantic about what ‘revival’
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means, of course, because it has meant dif-

ferent things in different situations.

Revival is a resurgence of spiritual life

resulting in the transformation of lives so that

God is wonderfully glorified.  It brings believ-

ers into a much deeper awareness of Christ’s

presence with them, introduces them to early

church lifestyles and radically affects their

daily lives.  Almost invariably the dramatic

change of believers’ lives, as well as the direct

sovereign work of the Holy Spirit, results in

unbelievers turning to the Lord.  

I have read that during the Welsh Revival

someone from England visited a town or vil-

lage where revival had been reported. He

approached the local policeman and asked,

“Excuse me, but can you tell me where the

revival is?”  The reply was classic, “Certainly

sir,” said the copper.  He pointed to the front

of his tunic, saying, “Right under this button.”

Is revival a sovereign act of divine grace,

or is it God’s response to earnest interces-
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sion?  I suspect both.  We know, for example,

something of the revival that swept England

under John Wesley, George Whitfield and oth-

ers.  Yes, it was a sovereign work of God, but

you cannot discount the value of the ‘holy

club’ of radical young believers that Wesley

was involved with.  Whether you think of the

moving of God in the Hebrides, the Congo, the

mid-century revivals in America, or other such

wonderful occasions, you will discover a deep

persistent heart cry in at least a few of God’s

people.

An elder of a church I pastored was not

totally happy with my ministry.  His wife told

him that ‘our’ local church was close to

revival, and to take care what he did to that

man – me.  He told us this at an elders’ meet-

ing, but demanded that I conform to what he

felt was seemly for a minister.  “After all,” he

said, “there have been many revivals in histo-

ry where people haven’t raised their hands.”

He also stated that it wasn’t revival preaching

to condemn avarice and crooked business

practice, as I had on occasion.  Perhaps it was
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‘too close to the bone.’

I declared that the price to that church

for revival in the city, was the laying down of

our lives and the death of that church. Such

language was not unanimously acceptable!

There is no doubt in my mind that in such

special times the Holy Spirit requires some-

what unusual things of those who are totally

yielded to Him.  Of themselves they are val-

ueless and should not become the focus of

attention or response.  As a test of our com-

mitment, they may be crucial as proof of our

personal cross bearing.  

I am thinking of a question that I was

once asked, “John, where will the stigma be

next?”  There has always been stigma

attached to radical Christian living, since such

a life-style makes plain that we are not of this

world, even as Christ was not of this world.

We are creatures of eternity.

Now the tragedy is that long after the
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fire has gone out, or at least died way down,

people will often place value on some kind of

external factor, while losing sight of what is

vital, internal and eternal. When everything is

boiled down, as we say, the heart of the mat-

ter is the matter of the heart.  That fact

needs underlining in all of our memories. 

Perhaps there is wisdom in the thought

that man can not initiate, engineer or bring

revival.  It is an activity of God, by divine

grace.  However, it is possible for man to

delay, hinder or quell revival blessings.

A year or two later those Cairnbulg elders

dismissed their pastor because he adopted an

external stance which was incompatible with

what God had done back in the 1920’s.  That

is tragic, not for the pastor, but for them-

selves and the witness of Christ in the area.

When we returned to stay with Charlie and

Chris several years later we were delighted to

share the word of the Lord in homes, and also

in well-attended meetings in a hired hall.

Once when we were in Cheam John
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Larkum introduced us to Jim and Anne Bell.

At the t ime Jim was minister of the

Congregational Church in Cumbernauld,

Scotland.  At the same time he was hungry for

reality in every aspect of his life.  It was a

pleasure for Mary and me to stay with them

after our visit to Cairnbulg. We were with

them for about a week I think, during which

time I preached in that church and also shared

in quite a number of various fellowship groups

around the area.  

Not too long after that Jim resigned from

the church and took up school teaching while

being active in informal church situations.  Jim

and Anne visited us on our return trip to

Cairnbulg and again we went to stay with

them for a day or two.  Their pure hearts,

earnestness, spiritual freshness and sincere

desires for God’s glory blessed us anew.  Jim

commented to me that although we had never

spent much time with them, yet our visits had

always been during cross-road situations, and

very beneficial to them. 

Scotland



Sweden

W
e have visited Sweden on sev-

eral occasions, meeting

delightful people and speaking

in various gatherings.  Robert and Heather

Stockwell accompanied us on one of these

visits, and on another David and Nina Rice and

one or two others from Dublin were with us

for some days in a lovely Christian camp. 

In Stockholm, Lennart and Berit Rausch

provided caring hospitality on more than one

occasion.  I well remember a leaders’ day of

meetings in Cheam that Lennart attended.  I

always felt such gatherings were a privilege

and delight.  Lennart had recently undergone

a course of chemotherapy, and was not to live

much longer, but that day he was simply radi-

ant with the deep inner peace and joy that

only God can give.  What a blessing!  

We have enjoyed meeting Leif and Britt

Strömberg on a number of occasions, both in



Sweden and when they visited Ireland.  One of

the unique privileges in our kind of life style

has been to meet brothers and sisters in var-

ious parts of the world, and immediately feel

a close love tie with them in the Spirit.

Obviously, it is all a part of Jesus saying, “I will

build my church,” an extension of which must

surely be, “It will be My way, or no way!”

Without recalling the situation, I remem-

ber a time when I was the only ‘foreigner’

staying with the Rausch family.  Their daugh-

ter Elizabeth, who is a fine young woman now

and married to Andrew Langran, the son of

our dear Dublin friends Colin and Joyce, was a

little child then.  Berit told me she was asking

if I could speak Swedish.  My answer, “No.”

She persisted, asking, “Can’t he speak one

word of Swedish.”  I couldn’t, and Berit passed

it on. 

“Please tell her that I can love in

Swedish,” I requested.  As Berit did that I held

out my arms and she joyfully responded.

After that she would take me for walks in their
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garden, holding my hand and chatting away

cheerily in Swedish.  I talked to her in English.

Neither of us seemed to care about the lan-

guage barrier. More than once when we were

having a meal I may have been overlooked for

a minute or two, but Elizabeth would speak

out.  All I heard of it was “...Papa, John, Papa,

John...” Immediately adults would look in my

direction, and take care that I lacked nothing.

Berit interpreted with great skill for me

whenever I spoke in meetings.  I recall com-

menting once, as an aside really, that those

gathered should take care not to rely too

heavily on speakers from other countries to

the extent that local men were ignored. 

While we were all sitting down at the end

of my sharing, Sam Ekholm, [who has recent-

ly passed away] came forward and put his

hands around my neck quite firmly.  An inter-

esting moment!  Then he told me, “Foreigners

have had us like that for years.”  He pro-

nounced the ‘g’ of foreigners the same as in

the word messengers.  Sam told me that
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evening that he was involved with the

European Atomic Energy Commission.  He said

that there were sufficient atomic weapons in

the world at that time to destroy everyone on

the face of the earth, sixteen times over!

Isn’t it precious to rest in the fact that our

times are in God’s hands?

Sweden



Ireland

P
rior to one of our trips overseas,

we, with three other couples who

were close friends, drove out of

Hamilton towards Cambridge, and spent the

weekend together in a motel that overlooks

the Waikato river.  Apart from enjoying friend-

ly fellowship with Gordon and Margaret Pellow,

Brian and Alison White and Warren and Anna

Young, we were spending time waiting on the

Lord.  We all desired Father’s rich blessing to

be on the coming ministry journey, and were

seeking to be particularly sensitive to any-

thing the Holy Spirit may wish to impress on

us.

One afternoon as we were on our knees

before the Lord, Brian spoke to me. “I am see-

ing a picture,” he said.   “In Ireland there is a

large stone or cement walled house with a

painted green door, a high wrought-iron style

of front fence and a long path up to the

house.”  With real conviction he added that



my future ministry in Ireland would involve

relationship with those people.

Following that, we undertook our first

visit to the Emerald Isle, which quickly became

special and precious to us because of the

warm-hearted people that we soon came to

know there. We were met at the airport by

the kind of man one warms to immediately.

When he drove to his home, there was a

house exactly as Brian White had described. 

When we went to our bedroom Mary

asked me, “Did you recognise this house?”

“How on earth could I?” I replied, “We have

never been here before.” She reminded me of

Brian’s vision.  I hadn’t thought any more

about it, and was happy to just leave it with

the Lord.  All I wanted to do was honour Him

and be a blessing to His people. 

One time in Pennsylvania a man asked me

how to raise his son to be a prophet.  When I

enquired about this strange question, he told

me that a preacher who had visited their fel-

lowship had prophesied that one his boys
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would become a prophet. I cannot recall what

had been ‘prophesied’ about the other son.  I

am convinced that there is much, much less

pure prophetic expression in the church on

earth today, than many people believe.

I advised that man, as I have advised oth-

ers elsewhere who have asked a similar sort of

question, to forget the prophecy regardless

of whether it was genuinely a message from

God or not.  “Teach your son by example and

instruction,” I counselled, “To love the Lord

with all His heart, and to set a course in life in

which he wholeheartedly responds to whatev-

er God asks of him.”  The last thing the church

needs is another assembly-line clone-like

product of human engineering!

The day after we arrived in Dublin

Seymour and Marie Rice drove us up to

Donegal. The route took us across into

Northern Ireland, and then across back into

the Republic again.  We thoroughly enjoyed

the conference in which Catholics,

Protestants, and many other believers who
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made no claim to be in either of those groups,

mingled happily together.  It was a pleasant

privilege to be one of the two speakers.

After one gathering I chatted with a

Catholic nun.  Foolishly, I asked where she was

from, and then when she told me I had to

admit that I didn’t know where the place was.

In response to her surprised, “You don’t know

where it is?” I asked her forgiveness, men-

tioning that I had only been in Ireland a few

days.  Wasn’t it lovely that she had not

thought of me as a foreigner at all?

As Seymour drove us back to Dublin, a

considerable journey, we enjoyed times of

chatting together, and times of simply watch-

ing the countryside about us.  At one point as

we drove along a road that had trees by the

roadside a man jumped out onto the road and

waved out for us to stop.  Rather than that,

Seymour instantly accelerated.  

After we were well past the area I asked

Seymour why his instinctive response had
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been to speed up, whereas many of us would

have started to slow down.  I was soon

enlightened.  Why was the man there without

a vehicle when there was nobody else around,

as far as we could see?  Why did he want us

to stop?  In those days drivers who stopped in

a situation like that could at least have had

their car taken from them to be used as a

booby trap with dynamite hidden in it.  The

driver and their passengers could have literal-

ly been in mortal danger as well.
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Love Ties in the Spirit

F
or us, those days in Donegal were

the beginning of a deep-calls-unto-

deep kind of closeness with many

of the folk who had come up from Dublin and

other places as well.  Some who come to mind

are David and Nina Rice, Lionel and Susan

Hogan, John and Rose Ennis [Rose is in heav-

en now], Alan and Yvonne Walsh, Colm and

Cloida Morris, David and Joy Ebbs and Tom

and Barbara McDonagh. We later came to

know well and love deeply Colin and Joyce

Langran, Con and Olive Ryan and Tommy and

Anneli Hayes.

Then there are their families and others

who were young adults at that time.  We have

also observed the growth of those who were

children then.  To me it has been quite mov-

ing to have these who are young adults now,

invite me, an old man now, to spend an

evening with them sharing the word of the

Lord. 



There is no group on earth that we love

more dearly, nor with whom we feel such a

oneness as these I mention and many more

there beside. 

Mary, as others in New Zealand, has

sometimes commented on my whole-hearted

devotion to the Lord as a young man.  My one

desire, far above everything else, was to see

Him as glorified as He should be so that He

found deep satisfaction in His people, and so

that there could be an enormous in-gathering

of souls.  Now and again over the years I have

asked God if there couldn’t be at least one

generation in history where a large majority of

unbelievers in this wicked world would come

to the cross.  Could it not be this generation?

I have written that last paragraph so that

I can emphasise the deep joy we have through

coming to know brothers and sisters of a like

heart there in Ireland. We share a close one-

ness with these precious friends.  I feel so

comfortably one with fellow believers who set

their hearts to walk in clear and consistent
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spiritual hearing. 

There are many ways in which Christians

become joined with others, but the only link-

age I feel totally comfortable with in the body

of Christ is a love bond in the Spirit.  Other

joining seems to inevitably involve human

control which so easily results in bondage and

perpetual immaturity.

We have seen changes in lives and

changes in the way these Irish friends do

things.  Whenever some of them come

together, they know the reason for that spe-

cific meeting, [using ‘meeting’ in the broadest

sense]. We have noted a loving, caring, sup-

porting, accepting and encouraging attitude

being lived out in daily lives.  

Here are people who understand that

there is a season for everything under the

sun.  A season has a beginning and an ending.

Too often, I believe, church folk are possibly

far too quick to start something, and definite-

ly far too slow to even consider bringing it to
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an end.  That path leads to bondage and end-

less activity that can be largely futile.

John Ennis brought a friend to see us

when we on one of our visits to Dublin.  As

part of our conversation, the friend men-

tioned that I, with others, don’t have open-air

meetings, which he felt was most remiss.  My

reply?  “Of course we do, every time the Lord

directs us to.”  He asked about prayer meet-

ings, Gospel meetings, and I don’t remember

what else.  My answer was always the same.  

I have set my heart to respond to the

Holy Spirit in whatever he asks of me.  The

fact that it’s half a lifetime since I have

received any indication whatever from the

Lord to be involved in an ‘open-air meeting’ is

of no consequence.  He is Lord of my life, not

tradition, custom, or human expectation.

On some of our visits to Ireland Mary and

I were provided a home for ourselves, which is

quite important on longer stays, and deeply

appreciated. On our last visit together, John
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Ennis had freely and lovingly handed us his

home, spending those weeks with a son and

daughter-in-law.  He had gone to great

lengths to prepare the place for our coming. 

We frequently had ‘open home’ for

breakfast, with anything from one or two to

half a dozen or more joining in.  What choice

fellowship we enjoyed! There was a delightful

blend of friendly camaraderie and of sharing

at a spiritual level.  We were very aware of the

Lord’s presence, and so in a sense, without

any ritual, we were really breaking bread

together.

There are two things I recall sharing at

those breakfasts.  John was telling us about

the honey on the table, where it came from,

and why it was the best in the land – or was

it the best in the world?  After some time I

asked those present that morning, “Have you

had any honey from the Rock lately?”  There

was no lack of sharing at that point.

It must have been at our last such break-
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fast that I mentioned that during the night I

had been asking Father if there was anything

else He wanted to give me to share with these

good friends.  I believe His answer was for me

to tell them that I have passed on the baton,

so I did.  

Such a statement could be interpreted

variously, of course.  That is why I have often

told folk that if they receive some kind of rev-

elation from the Lord they will need further

revelation to understand it, rather than

depending on natural reason for interpreta-

tion.  God can give an unmistakable inner

‘knowing’.

Fellow ‘Kiwis’ Allan and Ruth Bell brought

Ed and Sheila to visit us in New Zealand.  Allan

asked about my health.  I asked them all a

question, “Would you prefer to talk about my

health, or to talk about Jesus.”  Everyone

chose the latter.  The fact that, unknown to

them, I had only come out of hospital a few

days before was of no lasting consequence. 

Sometimes Christians seem to feel a bit
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awkward in informal, everyday situations

about discussing spiritual things with another

believer.  One thing we encouraged in those

Dublin breakfasts is for everyone to be alert

for the right question to ask.  One evening,

eight or ten couples met at Con and Olive

Ryan’s for a meal.  It would also give me an

opportunity to share the word of the Lord

with them.   

Have you ever noticed at such gatherings

that a whole meal can go enjoyably by with-

out any discussion or comment at a spiritual

level? All the conversation is about work, fam-

ily, sport, or other such things, none of which

are wrong in themselves, of course.  After the

meal, we change gears and get into a differ-

ent mode in which we open up to the areas

that are really more vital and of more interest

to us than all the rest. 

There is always a danger, I suppose, of

having ‘water tight’ compartments in our lives

where spiritual thought and activity fit in.

Wouldn’t God’s purpose be for a delightful
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blend of natural and spiritual, social and devo-

tional aspects of life? 

That night at Ryan’s I simply asked a few

questions during the meal, requesting one

word answers.  The first was asking those fine

young women what was the most necessary

ingredient in being a godly wife. After discus-

sion and further eating I asked the men a sim-

ilar question.  A combination like that makes

for wonderful dining!
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Here and There

I
clearly remember a well attended

meeting that was called to celebrate

the coronation of Jesus as King of all

Ireland. We dressed for the occasion, with

lovely dresses, suits, and button-holes all

adding to the atmosphere.  We had in mind

the account of David being anointed King by

Samuel long before Israel recognized him as

such.  In very truth he was king, even though

not widely acknowledged at the start.  Those

who allowed him to be their king shared the

benefits of his reign. With joyful praise and

tender worship we lauded the King of kings

and Lord of lords, to whom be glory for ever

and ever.

In conjunction with one of our visits it

had been arranged to hold a week’s family hol-

iday at Portrush up in the North.  An unfor-

gettable part of this was that we all came

together only a few times, and yet there was

a delightful freedom and fullness in the infor-



mal chatting around the tables at meal times,

in twos and threes that sat here or there, or

went on walks and outings together.  To be

among people who maintain a vibrantly alive

love relation with our dear Lord Jesus virtual-

ly guarantees fragrant times of sharing our

lives and His together.  A beautiful blend!

There were folk who came over from

England, up from South Africa, and down from

Sweden for that week, and for the following

one in Dublin.  Allan and Ruth Bell from New

Zealand were also there.  Well before we

arrived in the country the Dublin folk decided

before the Lord that they wouldn’t set a

charge or fee for attendance.  Those who

wanted to voluntarily gave whatever they felt

was right towards the considerable costs

involved.  Because of their generosity, every

cost was met beforehand.

At the end of the week we traveled down

to Dublin, with the overseas visitors being the

guests of local families.  This provided for a

lovely blend of family life in conjunction with
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some joint pleasure activities during the day,

and on some evenings a public meeting which

was held in the Wesley College assembly hall.  

Different men spoke in those gatherings,

including myself. The purpose agreed on

ahead of time was to make available to the

wider church whatever we were hearing from

the Lord during that fortnight.  All along it had

been our determination not to be involved to

gain anything for ourselves  - not pleasure,

nor experience, nor blessing – but for this to

be a season of bringing joyful pleasure to the

Lord Himself. Of course it is impossible to out-

give God, and many were deeply touched by

the Lord, mightily encouraged and given fur-

ther direction for the path ahead.

One of the things I love among our Irish

friends is that they don’t have a ‘them’ and

‘us’ mentality.  Boundary lines dividing believ-

ers from believers are out of place.

Altogether those weeks were superb.

From our first meeting with them, David
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and Nina Rice have held a special place in our

hearts.  We have stayed in their home a num-

ber of times, and have seen Joy and Anna

grow from litt le children with their first

skates, to fine, godly young women.  Here is

part of a letter Nina recently wrote to us:

“I find myself thinking of you very often

these days, and just thought it would be good

to say hello.  So very much of what you have

said seems to apply itself to our lives and we

continually thank the Lord that He led us to

find each other.  Every day I’m appreciating

more the song about the way of humility, and

it does have to be daily . . . the flesh always

wants to go the other way.

“We are so enjoying our life here [in our

new home]. I sometimes wonder if it can be

right to be so happy on earth!  This is such a

beautiful place, though it has suffered from

neglect and needs a lot of work to restore it.

To walk with God in a garden, and to be able

to do it every day, is an exquisite joy to me,

and I feel so privileged.  The best thing is to
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be able to entertain much more than we did

before, and it’s just lovely to let the Lord

arrange our schedule and see people relaxed

and blessed.  This does not come naturally to

me but truly His burden is light.

“Sometimes I long to be able to sit with

you and talk about all sorts of things, visible

and invisible.  So much that is going on is

quite perplexing, but I am reminded of a com-

ment you made about only needing to be con-

cerned with that which is of the light . . . sim-

ple, but a great safeguard.

“Well, really just wanted you to be

assured that the love, the sacrifices, the faith

you both invested in us is indeed bearing the

fruit of thanksgiving to the dear Father of us

all.  Please pray for us that we do not miss any

of the signposts on this new part of the road.

“Much, much love to both of you from

David and me.   Nina.”

David is a high school teacher.  I am glad
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that years ago he decided not to enter ‘full

time’ ministry.  I recall a businessman in

Johannesburg coming to me after a Full

Gospel Businessmen’s luncheon and saying,

“Guess what, brother Beaumont.  The Lord

has called me to be a fisher of men.  I have

just sold my business and am launching out.”

To his amazement I commented to that

fine, earnest man, “That is one of the

strangest things I have heard.”  When he

asked why, I replied that in the same breath

he had told me he was becoming a fisherman,

and then that he had just sunk his boat.

Surely our boat is whatever takes us to where

the fish are.

Now and again somebody has told me

that the Lord has called him into full time

work.  I have to say frankly that I don’t under-

stand what they are talking about.  It seems

plain to me that God calls us to various func-

tions and ministries [that is, servant roles].  If

at times that makes secular employment

impossible, then Father will supply our needs
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in a different way.  

This is well typified in the life of the

Apostle Paul.  I can testify that the seasons of

my life when I was temporarily involved in an

‘ordinary’ secular job were of as much value

to me, and to the Lord, as other times when

fully engaged in ministry, I believe.  It is very

carnal to look on ‘full time ministry’ as the

‘officer’ rank or class in the Lord’s army!

Even though I have not written about it,

Mary and I have been in other towns and cities

in Ireland to share the love and joy of Jesus.

Portadown and Coleraine in the North, and

Ferns, Cork, and Mullingar in the Republic, are

places that come to mind.

Several years ago I sent a message to

Dublin friends from New Zealand, which simply

said on the Lord’s behalf, “Keep your eyes on

Me, and drink from the river.”

I had long believed that in the Bible,

rivers typify a constant flow and a great abun-

dance.  At this time I realized that it also
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means living beside the river, and drinking

from the source.  How could Spirit filled

believers be totally contented with being

dished out a cupful of water now and again

[i.e. Sunday mornings] that somebody else

has brought from the river?
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One Other Thing

O
nce when I shared with a group of

believers in Kloof, Natal, South

Africa, someone asked me to talk

about our [then] recent visit to Ireland, which

I did.  Afterwards a man we knew quite well,

who had a Catholic connection, told us that he

had recently been to Ireland, sharing the

gospel quite widely.  Several times he

exclaimed, “I never saw anything remotely like

what you have spoken about!”  He did not

doubt my word, but was a little disappointed

that he had missed something precious. 

None of us see more than the minutest

fraction of what God is doing anywhere on

earth. Most of His activity is in human hearts.

Besides that, only God can open the eyes of

the blind.  There have been times when I have

earnestly asked Him to save me from selec-

tive blindness of any kind, and to open my

eyes to all that He would have me see.  There

is always more!



United States of America

W
e have met many wonderful

people on our quite numerous

visits to the USA and have

deeply appreciated the warm-hearted way in

which we have been accepted. Brothers and

sisters in cities and towns across twenty or

more States have opened their hearts and

homes to us, not a few becoming dear friends.  

We are grateful for the multitude of

opportunities given to us to share the life and

love of Jesus in a wide range of situations and

localities.  It is a pleasure to share some of our

experiences over the years.  Our visits to that

great country usually lasted from three to six

months

From time to time we have been asked,

“You travel a lot, so what do you see God

doing?”  No doubt this is a well-intentioned

question, but we are very deeply aware that

most of what God does is a hidden work in the

hearts of individual people.  None of us see



more than the smallest fraction of it.

The above statements are made simply

to mention that in a writing like this there

inevitably has to be mention of the little snip-

pets God has allowed us to see of the Holy

Spirit’s work. However it is well worth being

reminded that although we have seen public

response in many of the gatherings we have

addressed over the years, no one can know

how many have quietly responded to some

word from the Lord. We have no need to know

what the Lord has accomplished in such

cases, either at the time or in subsequent

years.  

The last time I was in Zimbabwe someone

mentioned several folk whose lives were

touched and transformed by the saving grace

of God when I had first spoken there many

years previously. I did not need to know, but

must say that it was encouraging to hear of it

years later. Some of those dear ones are good

friends today.  Let us never become ‘slaves to

the visible.’
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Our First Visit

A
lthough I will not attempt to put

everything in chronological order,

there are several things about our

first visit that are worth commenting on.  We

flew into New York’s JFK airport from England

on a Saturday night and spoke in several ser-

vices the next day.  A day or so later we flew

upstate to enjoy a few days at the well known

Elim Bible College.  Not only had friends of

ours in New Zealand attended that College,

but in my mind there was a link somehow with

Jonathan Edwards whose story I had read and

marveled at.  

To me he was a man with a burning heart

for God. How could a short-sighted preacher

read a sermon, “Sinners in the hands of an

angry God,” to his congregation and have

them gripping their seats in God-wrought

fear?  His earnest, self-sacrificial praying for a

spiritual outpouring had stirred my heart in

the past as I had read about the ‘mid-century



revivals.’  It is interesting to note that the ser-

mon mentioned above is readily available from

a number of web sites today.  There is obvi-

ously a lot of interest in it almost two hundred

and fifty years after Jonathan Edwards went

to heaven.

We were warmly welcomed and I was

given the opportunity to address the large

student body at a chapel service.  Our month

long itinerary was supposed to have been

arranged by a friend in N.Z. but not much had

happened.  A NZer there, with the College

President’s help, arranged for us to go to

Pittsburgh and also to a place in Florida.

In Pittsburgh we had been told that we

would be met by Mr. and Mrs. Smith.  After

our arrival at the airport we waited and wait-

ed, but no one came.  We asked for these

people to be paged, which was done, although

we were told that it was like looking for a nee-

dle in a haystack in that large, teeming air-

port.  Eventually Buzz and Doris Smith

approached us.  They were not there to meet
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us at all, but to meet a lovely couple from

Scotland, Charlie and Chris Patterson.  The

Smiths were surprised that we were there.

There had been a misunderstanding so that

they were not expecting us at all!  

With generous hearts they took us home

anyway, and we had lovely fellowship with

them and with the Pattersons from Scotland

who were there, it seems, on a once-in-a-life-

time visit.  On several later occasions we vis-

ited them in Scotland, enjoying lovely friend-

ship as well as sharing the word of the Lord up

in a fishing village named Cairnbulg, Grampian.

I spoke in several services in Pittsburgh at

that time, and returned on later visits to the

USA.
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Another Bible College

O
n that first visit we also went to

a very different kind of Bible

College, flying in to Charlotte,

North Carolina, and being taken for what

seemed to us to be a very long drive to

Walhalla in South Carolina.  We rode with the

driver, named Wayne, in the front of a very

dusty utility vehicle over unsealed roads, to a

very modest school.   I was a little surprised

to learn that he was actually the Principal of

the Faith Training Center. 

Our contact there had been through a

man who had spent some time in New

Zealand.  Everyone knew him as brother

Worley.  He had founded this Bible school, and

came and went, depending on whatever

preaching arrangements he may have had

elsewhere.  We knew before we arrived that

he was held in high esteem by many believers

in many places.  Some New Zealanders will

never forget his visits to our country.



Brother Worley, and everyone else were

very warm in their welcome.  We loved it

there. At one stage, when I was sharing the

word of the Lord with the students, Brother

Worley slipped out of the gathering.  He had

gone to tell a young woman working in the

kitchen that she must come quickly because I

was speaking exactly what was intended for

her.  She later confirmed that it had been.

When Brother Worley spoke in a meeting he

was very ‘folksy,’ every now and again chat-

ting with someone sitting in the congregation.

But the anointing of God was obviously on his

life and ministry.

While we were in Walhalla there was a

gathering of church leaders that we partici-

pated in.  I was part of a panel invited to

answer questions from students and visitors.

Another person there was DeVerne Fromke

from Indiana whom I had not met before, even

though he had visited New Zealand.  As a

result of sharing time with those leaders we

were invited to several other places to share
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the word of the Lord.
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Quite Unusual!

I
believe it was our first visit to a place

not far from Saratoga in upstate New

York. I had been invited to speak in a

number of services.  As I came to the end of

a message I was sharing in one of these gath-

erings I paused in silence, looking to the Holy

Spirit for instructions. I felt I knew what the

pastor would do if I simply sat down, and I did-

n’t feel that was what Father wanted.

Responding to an inner persuasion of the

Spirit I simply stood in silence.  The pastor half

stood to his feet but sat back again when he

saw that I was not moving away or sitting

down.

A man stood up near the back and slow-

ly made his way to the front, getting down on

his knees and then on his face before the

Lord.  Soon everyone seemed to be on their

knees or on their faces, either at the front or

among the seats.  It all seemed to happen in

slow motion, with a continuing hush seeming
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to have settled upon the place. A delightfully

fragrant time ensued with a precious aware-

ness of the Lord’s presence among us in grace

and power.  As would be expected, after some

considerable time sweet expressions of loving

worship and thanksgiving swelled up from

grateful hearts.  It was as though a gentle

breath of heaven had swept across every

heart.
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Wise Advice

O
ne Sunday night I spoke in the

Assembly of God in Bowie,

Maryland.  We had not been there

before, but returned on several occasions in

the future.  It was one of those services

where I felt especially ‘free’ and wonderfully

anointed as I shared the word of the Lord.

When I finished speaking, the pastor, who had

left the platform to sit beside his wife as I

spoke, stood to his feet and made his way for-

ward.  When he came to the stepped front of

the platform he quietly sank to his knees qui-

etly weeping and praying.  Without anything

being said, many others came forward also.

After moving among those who were

praying for some time, I slipped down to the

back of the sanctuary.  There was a beautiful

black brother there who hugged me.  I had

just noted the time and commented that I felt

ashamed for having spoken at such length.

The time must have just flown by, and it was
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late.  

That dear brother said something to me

that I have thought of from time to time over

the years.  It was, “Don’t you out-God God.”

In other words, I heard him saying that in my

natural mind I may be thinking I had spoken

too long, but if it had all been under God’s

control and direction, as I was confident it had

been, then I should not allow natural reason to

intrude.
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Watch the time

W
e ministered a number of times

in an assembly in Virginia.  On

my first visit there I was taken

by a delightful brother I was staying with,

Warren Weaver, the Richmond head of Full

Gospel Businessmen’s Fellowship.  

When we arrived at the church, Warren

introduced me to the pastor who took us to

his study.  After a word or two of greeting, he

told me two things.  The first was that he

wanted the service to conclude at 8 o’clock.

I am not sure of his exact words, but he also

said that he didn’t want to have to spend time

over the next month or two tidying up a mess

caused by a visiting speaker.  No doubt he had

had some bad experiences with such preach-

ers.

I was confident that no offense was

intended, and I took none.  However I did say,

“Brother why don’t you and I agree that you
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are not ready for my ministry.  I will gladly sit

in the congregation and bless you as you

speak.”  I would have been content with that.

However, Warren immediately said, “No,

John.”  He and the pastor both told me to go

ahead and speak and I somewhat hesitatingly

agreed to do so.

To me the service seemed to be fine

right from the start.  I thought that the pas-

tor had a good spirit and obviously loved his

people.  When introduced I proceeded to

share the things God had laid on my heart for

that hour.  In finishing I said something like, “I

am going to say something just once to you,

and this is it: If you have definite and specific

spiritual need and want the Lord to meet that

need now, please stand to your feet.”  

At that, for the first time since I had

started speaking I looked at my watch.  It was

exactly 8 o’clock so I turned to the pastor and

quietly said, “Your meeting, brother.”  He told

me to carry on, but I declined, pointing out

that it was 8 o’clock.  The dear man told me

United States of America



that he was only standing because he had def-

inite and specific need!  That being said I hap-

pily responded to his request.  We were invit-

ed back on a number of occasions after that.
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The Finger of God

B
efore we left New Zealand on one

of our journeys our friends  Gordon

and Margaret Pellow, Brian and

Alison White and Warren and Anna Young,

joined Mary and me for a weekend away where

we could wait on the Lord together.  On one

of the evenings as we were praying Brian

asked me, “John, do you know what the finger

of God is?”  I told him that I didn’t, meaning

not in a sense applicable to that moment.  He

lightly touched my finger and said, the Holy

Spirit says that this is the finger of God to you

as you visit the various countries on your

schedule.  

If I remember aright, we were going to

the USA first and then to England and Ireland

before going down to South Africa and per-

haps Zimbabwe.  The trip would take at least

a year.  It was an interesting word that I

accepted but set aside for specific quickening

by the Holy Spirit whenever He selected the



appropriate time or times.  I had no desire to

naturally interpret what the brother had

passed on to me, or to take control of it and

fit it into any preconceived ideas of my own.

In several situations in Pittsburgh,

Pennsylvania, this had special meaning.  After

a God-blessed service on a Sunday night our

hosts took us out for coffee and pizza with

some of their friends, one of whom had not

been in the service.  He was told about the

events of the evening as many folk had

responded publicly to the Lord’s tug at their

hearts. 

That person was involved with a local

Christian TV station.  An outcome of this was

an invitation for me to be interviewed on the

channel, the next evening, I think.  I was very

tired and could only remember that I hadn’t

particularly enjoyed being interviewed on a TV

station in the South.  Accordingly, I did not

agree to it until the next morning.

The interview started off with the usual
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kind of questioning until a person behind the

cameras held up a board saying, “Ask him

about the finger of God.”  The interviewer said

to me, “My producer has told me to ask you

about the finger of God.  I don’t know what

that means, but tell me about the finger of

God.”  

I spoke of the mature and godly brother

in New Zealand who had first spoken to me

about it, and then mentioned some interest-

ing incidents, probably mostly from the previ-

ous evening – I don’t remember.  Following

that I said,  “Even as we sit here now, in my

heart I can see some of the people viewing

this [live] programme, but of course I cannot

point to them.

“Yes you can,” several voices spoke at

once, with my interviewer adding, “Point over

there.” He was indicating one of the cameras.

So I shared what I saw.  I remember that I saw

a woman with two sons, she had no idea

where one of them was and ached to see him

again.  She knew where the other one was,
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and almost wished she didn’t, because of the

unsavoury situation he was in.  

Among the others I spoke to there is only

one I remember.  “I see a boy who is ten or

eleven years old,” I said.  I told him he was sit-

ting there thinking tearfully that I was only

pointing and speaking to adults.  “Your loving

heavenly Father knows the cry of your heart,”

I said.  “You have lost your daddy and your

mother is heart-broken, but the Lord Jesus

knows and cares.”  Naturally I expanded what

was said to each one.

The air seemed electric!  A hum of whis-

pered prayer came from production staff,

cameramen and others.  There was a line of

telephonists sitting at the back of the studio.

They were all rapidly engaged as calls started

coming back in.  In between my sharing with

another person I could ‘see’ in my spirit, notes

were handed to my interviewer who would

read out that one person mentioned after

another was calling in, sharing their joy and

requesting prayer. 
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I have always been very conscious that

such gifts are not given to embarrass and hurt

anyone, but to demonstrate God’s wonderful

mercy and love and thus draw them to Him in

a new and fresh way.  As an aside I remember

a pastor in New Zealand asking my co-pastor

and myself, “What gifts do you guys minister

with?”  

My reply wasn’t what was expected, and

not fully accepted either!  I said that I trusted

Father for whatever gifts were necessary for

effective ministry at any particular point of

time.  For example, what good would it be if a

dear believer came to me needing revelation

in a difficult situation when all I could say was,

“I am sorry, but I only minister with a gift of

healing.”  

I don’t believe I have ever been given

gifts of the Spirit to carry around with me.

Rather, I have frequently been able to reach

out and receive a gift from the Lord to pass

on to the intended recipient.  It was from Him

for them.  I was only passing it on, so how

could I say that it was mine?
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A Good Outcome

I
n Florida, I was speaking in a series of

meetings at some church or other – an

independent kind of place I think.  The

pastor and a few others took us to Denny’s

for a snack after an evening meeting.  We had

enjoyed the day and their conversation was

enjoyable and interspersed with a bit of

humour now and again.  

From across the restaurant a man who

had been sitting alone stood up and slowly

walked over asking, “Are you from a club or

church or something?”  One of the guys

answered him and invited him to sit with us.  It

turned out that he was a fisherman who had

missed his boat and was hitch hiking to catch

up with it at another port.  He wasn’t dressed

well, and had no money, so the guys provided

a meal for him.

And then, I could not believe my ears!

One of the men asked Bill a religious question



that was a bit like asking a toddler whether he

had ever swum the Atlantic. It had no rele-

vance and seemed to be the last question the

poor guy should be asked.  His reply was hilar-

ious!  He said, “Well, I used to go to a Baptist

Sunday-School when I was young.”  We all

roared with laughter.  One of them pointed at

me saying,  “You should talk with him.  He has

been a Baptist minister.”

Well, some time later we all went our

happy ways, some of the men still laughing

and asking each other that weird question.

The next day I learnt that the man who had

asked the question had provided the fisher-

man with motel accommodation and meals –

probably some clothing as well.  

All I know is that the next evening among

the seekers that crowded the altar of prayer,

was Bill with that initial questioner beside him.

Bill’s life was touched as he experienced sal-

vation in Christ.  He was given a Greyhound

ticket to the port he was headed for.  Don’t

you love the unpredictability that adds a
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sparkle to the ways of the Lord?
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Canadian Geese

W
e drove from Maryland down

through Virginia, and, after

some meetings there, on to

Tennessee, eventually to drive via Kentucky

to Indiana.  Our purpose in going to Tennessee

was simply to spend a few days with an air-

force officer and his wife who had moved from

Maryland to a base there.  We had an enjoy-

able time together and as a side issue we

were given an interesting story about the

nature of Canadian geese.

The base had a man-made lake on it, to

which Canadian geese had made their way and

settled in.  Apparently the Base Commander

had wanted the geese to be a permanent fea-

ture and so ordered that their wings should be

clipped so that these migratory birds could

not fly away at the change of season.  It

worked well and the geese stayed there for

years.

United States of America



Here is the punch line: Those birds

became so accustomed to being restricted to

that base that they no longer needed their

wings clipped, and neither did their offspring.

Now, we believers are intended to soar.  We

are meant to be seated with Jesus in the

heavenly realms.  We are equipped to be more

than conquerors through Christ who loves us.

God’s purpose is that we be changed from

one degree of glory to another.  Peace like a

river and joy unspeakable and full of glory are

not simply whimsical ideals for a few idyllic

high points in our lives.  We are wonderfully

favoured, blessed and fully provided for by

our glorious heavenly Father of love.  

What goes wrong?  Do circumstances

clip our wings, or does discouragement?

Perhaps the bondage of man-made church

dogma and practice dims our vision, drains

away our freshness and locks us into medi-

ocrity.  There can be a new day for every one

of us.  

There is a way forward into God’s best
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for our lives.  He is the answer and He has the

key.  The story of the geese tells me that it is

only too easy to become comfortable with far

less than God intends for us.  Please, please

refuse to accept that, for God’s sake as well

as your own.  

Psalm 84 teaches that, if it is in your

heart, you reach the city of divine fullness

where a vital and continuing intimate love

relationship with our precious Lord Jesus

becomes the norm.  That Psalm also shows

that the path may lead through a valley of

tears, but even that can turn to a place of

blessing and refreshing.   Glory!
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Sacramento

W
e went to Sacramento,

California for two reasons at

the natural level.  It was more

or less on our route home from Europe, and

we had received an intriguing phone call when

we were somewhere in Maryland or Virginia.

The call was from a woman who knew of us

because she and her husband had been mis-

sionaries in South Africa.  We had not met

them, but had enjoyed contacts with her dad

who was still in South Africa at that time.

During the call we were told, “We only have

the best speakers in the world come to our

church – but we would be happy to have you

speak in some of our smaller meetings.”

The first time I spoke was in an adult

Sunday-School class with as many folk in

attendance as some smaller church groups

have in their services. That morning I smiling-

ly asked them a provocative question, simply

to have them focus on an area I had felt to



challenge them about. 

“You people say that you are baptized in

the Holy Spirit, don’t you?” I inquired.    They

agreed with that, so then came this out-

landish question, “When you were baptized in

the Spirit, did you get the big baptism or the

little one?” 

That certainly gained their somewhat

bewildered attention!  “No” I explained, “This

isn’t some new teaching or doctrine.”  I simply

wanted to observe that people have all kinds

of experiences with only a temporary and

passing effect, when surely the Lord wants to

develop an increasingly Christ-like character in

every one of us.  Some believers are baptized

in the Spirit but, like coming out of a pool,

soon dry off and are much the same as they

were before.  For others life is never the same

again because it is lived on a higher plane

from that day forward.

From then on I was approached by one

person after another, each one asking how

they could experience that life on a higher
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plane.    I might also add as an aside that the

pastor did actually ask me to share in a main

church service before I left. 

I sometimes wonder if it would make a

difference to people’s perceptions and under-

standing if we talked about being immersed in

God rather than baptized in the Holy Spirit.

Would it make a difference if we spoke of

being filled with Christ, so that we are able to

testify in very truth, “I live, but I don’t live any

longer. Christ lives in me.”  Although the other

terminology is fully biblical, yet some inter-

pretations, false emphases, and spurious

experiences have given a wrong impression to

many believers.  Surely there can be no doubt

that our wonderful heavenly Father has seen

to it that full provision is made for each one

of us to live triumphant, God-glorifying lives.

God only gives good gifts.
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Standing Tall

D
uring our stay in Sacramento we

were taken to see some of

California’s giant redwood trees.

Some of these trees live up to 2,000 years

though their average age is 500 – 700 years.

Our friends drove us on a road that went right

through a giant redwood tree.  Yes, that’s

right.  I understand that there are three such

drive-through trees.  Redwoods grow to over

120 metres [over 360 feet] so they really do

stand tall!   They are huge and quite majestic. 

We came to a place where there was a

large circle of these giant trees, and were

given an explanation for them being like that.

They were the ‘offspring’ of a tree that had

been in the centre, but had long since died so

that there was scarcely any sign of it remain-

ing.

Seeing those trees, and thinking about

them later, brought me to an interesting deci-



sion.  I was audacious enough to choose to

trust God, that by the grace of God, I could so

live in Christ that over the coming years other

believers would grow straight and true and

‘stand tall.’  This could result in their being a

positive influence ‘for good and for God’ even

when I was long since gone and forgotten.  

Some of the things that can be passed

on from one generation to another cannot be

imparted in a short span of time.  Seeing a

younger generation walking steadfastly in the

true humility of an intimate love relationship

with the Lord Jesus is tremendously worth-

while.
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Kingston, New York

W
e have visited several fellow-

ships in the Kingston, New York

area on numerous occasions

and have enjoyed ready acceptance and

sweet fellowship. Initially we went at the invi-

tation of Don Rumble whom we had met in

both Durban and Cape Town.  On our first visit

to Kingston we stayed in the home of his par-

ents, Dale and Bertha Rumble, and immediate-

ly felt a kinship in the Lord.  I thoroughly

enjoyed the opportunity of input into the

leadership, as well as of ministering to the

entire body there. On other visits when we

were more involved with their sister group in

Saugerties we enjoyed the warm hospitality of

John and Betty Whritenor.  

Twice while we were in Kingston-

Saugerties we were given the opportunity of

sharing on “My Father’s Table,” a programme

aired on a local Christian radio station.  I found

the second time particularly enjoyable as I



was able to share from the freshness of new

things Father was showing me, and also some

of the good things that were being experi-

enced in our home fellowship in New Zealand.

Resulting from that we had worthwhile chats

with people who attended meetings I was

speaking at in the area.

I remember the day when someone asked

me if I had been home for the weekend.  I sim-

ply replied that I was from New Zealand, but

they repeated their question.  It would have

taken us about 20 hours flying time each way

to do that!  

It reminds me of a day we were having

lunch at a small restaurant in Boston, Mass.

The waitress misheard what Mary ordered,

and brought something else.  After a while the

waitress said very slowly and distinctly, “You

– are – doing - good.  You - -speak- English –

very – good.”  Since we were older than she

was, we had been speaking the language

longer, though of course with a different

accent! 
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In my retirement in New Zealand I ride a

mobility scooter.  Once or twice someone has

spoken like that to me here!  I rode the scoot-

er into a bakery and bought a couple of

scones [translation: biscuits, in America].  The

price tag said $1.10, so I gave the lady $2.20.

She said, “Very – good! You – have – done –

well.  You – must – have – done – this –

before.”  A bit pathetic I suppose, but quite

laughable!
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Bristol, Connecticut

W
e first came to Bristol from

New York where I had spoken

to a group in Manhattan.  It was

agreed that we would drive up there after an

evening service in Manhattan, obviously arriv-

ing very late.  However, we were so late get-

ting away from New York that our host there

agreed to phone the Bristol folk and tell them

we would arrive in the morning.  We set out,

but stopped at a motel on the way.  When we

reached there the next morning we discov-

ered that they had not received a phone call

and so had waited up for us until very late.

Not a good way to be introduced to new peo-

ple!

However, Gary and Linda Mears and Joe

and Marion Dietrich were gracious and friend-

ly.  We came to love these folk and enjoy their

company so much that there was a real tug at

our hearts when it was suggested that we

consider moving there permanently.



However, we knew that such a thing was not

for us.  It was a privilege to have some

involvement in their lives and in the develop-

ing life of the group of believers there.  

One evening the elders met together and

I was with them.  Initially I simply sat back lis-

tening to them discussing matters of local

concern.  After some time I felt that they

were getting ‘bogged down’ a bit, so asked

and received permission to put a question to

them.  “What would happen to the fellowship

you feel such heavy responsibility for,” I

asked, “If God in His wisdom were to take all

of you to heaven right now?”

After a few moments one of them caught

my point, said so, and then joined the others

in laughing at themselves.  After all, the Lord

Jesus said that He would build His church, and

build it His way.  I can almost hear Him saying,

“It will be My way, or no way!”  He is the Head.
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Odessa, Texas

T
he flight from New Zealand to the

West Coast of the USA takes

about twelve hours.  It used to

taken several hours longer when there were

no direct flights and we flew into Hawaii first,

usually having to go through immigration and

custom checks there in the middle of the

night.  When we arrived in Los Angeles after

such a flight I tried to phone Juan Carlos Ortiz.

His wife told me that he was in Odessa, Texas

and so we tried to arrange flights so that we

could meet him there.  There were very long

queues at the airport and very long delays

because DC 10 planes had been grounded all

around the world.

Eventually we arrived in Odessa where I

discussed with brother Ortiz details of his

coming visit to New Zealand, for which I had

undertaken to handle the arrangements.  We

enjoyed getting to know a number of pastors

and other Christians in Odessa – Midland,

resulting in our return to share in further

meetings.



Maryland

W
e met Larry and Peggy Smith

soon after our first arrival in

Maryland.  We have spent many

happy days in their home at various times,

and have often spoken at the Grace of God

Fellowship in Glen Burnie, where Larry is the

pastor.  We have always been warmly wel-

comed and accepted.  I recall a younger man

in his congregation telling me that my preach-

ing didn’t do much for him, but he knew that

Larry gained wonderful encouragement from

my visits, and that was enough for him.

Delightful honesty!

We have often stayed with Ed and Nancy

Savich, and continue to maintain contact with

them. We’ve shared many a conversation and

many a laugh with these kind and hospitable

friends, and with their sons Michael and Jeff

as well.  They took us to speak at the New

Hope Baptist Church not far from their home.



It may have become the “old hope”

because a few years later it ceased to exist!

Once when I spoke there I couldn’t help notic-

ing a tall man sitting well to the back.  He

seemed to be so alive, and warmly responsive

to what was shared.  We had a nice chat

together afterwards.

Much later, the elder of a Fellowship in

New York State spoke to me about that man.

I was told that he had missed the track, failed

morally and been put under discipline by a

trans-local group of church leaders.  He was

put out of ministry and told to go and submit

to some brothers down in Florida, I think,

which he apparently did.  Those with oversight

had instructed church people to have no con-

tact with him.

That was all.  Nothing else!  I gave my

observations to the elder, who had shared in

the leadership group action.  Any kind of dis-

cipline, no matter how justified, needs to have

a redemptive factor to it.  Surely every effort

needs to be made to restore a man to a prop-
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er relationship with God, remembering ‘There

but for the grace of God, go I.’ 

Secondly, there surely must be some

kind of plan to restore such a person to fel-

lowship with other believers.  No doubt a man

like that needs to go through a new appren-

ticeship at the Lord’s hands if he is ever to be

restored to ministry – which is the sovereign

choice of God, and may never happen.  Twice,

much later on, I spoke in a thriving gathering

of believers in the Washington DC area that

had been begun and was being led by that

pastor.

On one occasion Ed and Nancy took me

to a Restaurant in a Washington DC suburb

where I was booked to speak at a Full Gospel

Businessmen’s Fellowship meeting.  People

facing the front didn’t notice, but at one

stage several sheriff’s cars swooped up to the

entrance of the meeting venue.  Everyone had

been singing songs of loving worship, with

many raising their hands to the Lord.  A pass-

er-by had reported a hold up!
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We met many delightful people at an

Assembly in Clinton, Maryland.  One Sunday

morning I spoke to an old man I hadn’t seen

before.  It was a simple word that I felt to

pass on to him from the Lord, “Nothing is

wasted.  In spite of what may seem to have

been wasted years, Father can use it all for

His purposes.”  

The dear man wept and rejoiced.  I had

not known that he had been a preacher in his

younger days, but had slipped away from

God’s best for his life.  Doesn’t the Lord

promise to make up for the years the locusts

have eaten?
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Virginia

W
e have delightful memories of

our many visits to Richmond,

Virginia.  We have met a lot of

lovely believers there being more involved

with Bill Angus and Warren Weaver than any-

one else.  Four or five years ago I spent a lit-

tle time in the USA on my way to Ireland,

England, Zimbabwe and South Africa.  

My only desire was to see Bill Angus for

a few days, and go up to Charlottesville VA

for a couple of days with Rudy and Pat

Ramsey.  Pat is in heaven now.  While I was in

Richmond John and Carol Milhous drove down

from Amherst so that we could share a little

time together.  Over the years we have met

these beloved friends in meetings and

retreats, as well as been in their home.

I also had opportunity to have a meal at

my motel near the Baltimore Washington

International Airport with Larry and Peggy



Smith and Ed and Nancy Savich.  I believe that

without exception all of us in that week or two

were deeply aware of the Lord’s presence

with us as we shared spiritual things together.

I briefly shared with all these good friends a

message in word and song that I had received

from the Lord to take to the saints in Dublin.

Some years back when I had to undergo

surgery in Richmond.  Rudy and Pat told us

later that we went through that entire experi-

ence for their sakes.  It meant that we had

opportunity through our rearranged schedule

to spend a little time with them, which turned

out to be of life-changing value.  How good

God is!  Here is a copy of a letter Rudy wrote

to us in February 2000:

“Pat and I both like to share with others

that the Lord intervened in your life in

Richmond, Virginia, and literally altered your

agenda – itinerary – to bring you into our lives

and to alter our course.  The Lord has been

faithful to keep us on track and has been kind

enough to uproot some folks and bring them
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into our area to speed us on the way.  Praise

God!   He used you to pretty much derail us

[from our stifling old routine] and, through

several of your books, to give us further direc-

tion.

“Truly, as you both well know, “All things

do work together for our good” when we

“love the Lord.”  I know it was no pleasure

being sick and hospitalized, but the Lord used

that in your life to bring you more fully across

my path when I was floundering and in need of

direction.  

“Your life ministered to us directly in

answer to a prayer I prayed in January of

1990, “Lord, show me the church in your

heart.”  In answer to that prayer, which I know

came from Him, my life was turned upside

down.  In the midst of the upheaval he sent

you and ministered through you to our needs

at that t ime.

“Pat and I both want you to know how

greatly we praise God for allowing you into our
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lives, and that we love you and greatly cher-

ish that all too brief time we were allowed to

fellowship with the two of you.”

While referring to my illness in Richmond

VA I must mention that Bill Angus was kind-

ness itself to Mary and me during that testing

time.  We love Bill dearly.  He has always

shown a deep heart of love for the Lord as

well as being loving and kind to us.

Here is something Bill Angus has shared

about our involvement in his life:

“I remember meeting John Beaumont for

the first time at a Full Gospel Businessmen’s

Meeting in Richmond, Virginia.  John was dif-

ferent from most speakers we had heard.  I

had the impression that he was a man who

could hear God clearly and who ministered by

direction from the Spirit of God in a new and

fresh way.  After that meeting I felt God

prompting me to get to know John.  He was

very gracious to spend so much time with me.

I had such a thirst for the things of God which
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he so freely ministered.  This was the start of

many years of friendship.

“I always felt like John was my spiritual

mentor, giving me life long principles in fol-

lowing and listening to God to direct my life.

John has written about his trip to California

where he saw the redwood forest.  There is a

circle of offspring redwood trees around

where the parent tree had been.  I am one of

those offspring redwood trees with a desire to

follow the Lord in whatever way God directs.

I want to say with all sincerity and love that

by the grace of God this good friend of mine

has been  a great blessing and strength to

me.”
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Destiny Image

M
eeting Don and Kathy Nori of

Destiny Image was very mean-

ingful to us.  Without Don’s

encouragement and assistance I well may

have never written one book. Realizing that so

many books are published these days, one has

to wonder about it sometimes, yet I am grate-

ful for many folk who have let us know that

our writing has been meaningful to them, one

way or another.  

I am convinced that a ministry of encour-

agement is vitally necessary everywhere, and

feel it is a privilege to encourage believers to

see their walk with the Lord Jesus as an

adventure of exploration into continuing

freshness and newness.



America the Beautiful

W
e have seen some beautiful

scenery in the USA.  To see the

changing colour of trees in var-

ious States in the fall [autumn to us] has been

very special. A day in Disney World in Florida

was refreshing, although tiring at the same

time.  We have never seen ourselves as

tourists and yet feel very privileged to have

received the many  ‘extras’ Father has provid-

ed.  We thoroughly enjoyed our visits to

Natural Bridge in Virginia.

I have been a traveler by the Lord’s

choice alone and yet I look back over the

years with gratitude and praise for all the

ways He has blessed and used us.  The credit

is all His for whatever has been accomplished.



Retirement

O
n our last visit together to the

United States of America, there

were three occasions when some-

one approached me to share something they

believed they were hearing from God, that

affected me.  At times I have felt that this

kind of thing is one of the hazards of a trav-

eling ministry!  

Mary enjoys telling people of a man in

South Africa prophesying [so he thought!]

that God urgently wanted me to visit Namibia.

My reply was  “Father and I do not have a

communication problem, so I will be sensitive

to Him on the matter and respond to the Holy

Spirit whenever He passes on further instruc-

tions.”  I never went to Namibia!

Now three different people unknown to

each other, and in three different cities, had

spoken to me, virtually with one voice.  At

least one of those men I had never met



before, and the others I cannot remember

anyway.  Their message was that I could now

return to enjoy the leisure of retirement at

home in New Zealand.  God had in hand the

continuation of the things He had given me to

share around the world, and assured me of a

full harvest from the seed that had been

sown.  A great delight indeed!

After considering these matters before

the Lord I came to an assurance that this was

the revelation of Father’s present purpose for

me.  Because I was far from well at the time,

I was especially grateful that I wasn’t being

set aside because of that, but rather because

of a God appointed end to that phase of my

life.

We were able to enjoy several years in a

home Father provided for us at Diamond

Harbour, where Mary’s life-long wish to live

overlooking a body of water was fulfilled.

From there we moved into a flat [apartment]

in the city of Christchurch where we obtained

a delightful Cavalier King Charles spaniel.
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“Bolger” became an inseparable companion

until dying of cancer at five years of age.

The neighbour in the adjoining flat decid-

ed to install a security system, and sent the

salesperson in to see us.  I had no interest in

having such a system, and neither did Mary.

However, I asked her, “If I went to heaven

next week, would you be glad that it had been

installed?”  She replied, “No.  I would immedi-

ately make plans to move into a retirement

village.”

Some weeks later I asked Mary if she was

settled in her mind about the retirement vil-

lage idea, and when she told me she was, I

suggested we might as well look for such a

place there and then, rather than leaving her

to cope with it alone later.  

We asked a Christian Realtor to give us a

realistic appraisal of the value of our unit,

because that would show us the limit available

for purchasing a retirement village unit.  I

made clear that we were not putting the
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house on the market immediately, but would

give him a sole agency if and when we did.  

A week or two later Mary was swimming

in a heated pool at a nearby indoor facility and

the realtor swam over to her.  She had never

seen him swimming there before.  He told her

that he had no desire to pressure us, but

wanted us to know that he had a cash buyer

for our place if we were interested.  

After Mary and I discussed this we decid-

ed to proceed.  I set the price we would

accept, although the agent thought it was on

the high side.  It was sold in a matter of days

for our asking price.  By then we had checked

out quite a number of retirement villages, nar-

rowing our choice down to three before mak-

ing a final decision.  

That night, without my knowledge, Mary

prayed [in a way I would not!] that the Lord

would close the door to two of the three

places.  Next morning she rang the three, and

only one had a unit available.  And so we came
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to the Linrose Retirement Village, and are

enjoyably satisfied and totally contented

here.

After being here a year I wrote a leaflet

about the lifestyle available in a place like this.

Mary had urged me to do so because there

was too much adverse publicity and inaccu-

rate information about retirement villages

being spread around the city.

By then I had started going to the Friday

night ‘Happy Hours’ in the village community

centre, even though I do not drink alcohol.  I

detest it!  I had felt by the persuasion of the

Holy Spirit that a Pharisee wouldn’t go, but

Jesus would.  Oops! 

One night about half a dozen men at the

table where I sat asked about the brochure

and inquired whether I had written anything

else.  I told them I had and answered, “This

and that” when they wanted to know what I

wrote about.  One of the men asked, “You

write spiritual?”  I told them that my writing
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centered on the Lord Jesus.  For the rest of

the hour those guys fired questions at me.

Discussion centred on salvation through faith

in the Lord Jesus and the reality of heaven.

One of the men asked several times, “But we

have to make a choice, don’t we John?” 

Because quite a number of us were hard

of hearing we were all speaking quite loudly.

Mary heard us at her table and told me that

others were also listening.  At the end I told

the guys that I believed in God, believed in

prayer and believed in salvation.  I would

always be available for personal conversation.

Prior to a village dinner and social

evening in the Retirement Village we all talked

about ‘standing tall’.  Mary and I interviewed

everyone who wished to participate, asking

them about special memories, remarkable

events, things they were proud of, weird,

wonderful or hilarious incidents, major deci-

sions, and so forth.  

Quite a number told us of their disillu-
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sionment with ‘the church’. I told them that

God and the church are very different, since

the church they spoke of is man-made and

man-controlled.  None of them denied that.

My cousin Roy Simons, who lived here,

shared a glowing testimony of the difference

Christ had made in his life. A week or two later

he died suddenly at the ripe old age of eighty-

five.  I printed out the things he had shared

with us, which included comments about fam-

ily life and his receiving an award for bravery

in the second world war, and provided a copy

to each resident in the village.

To my surprise, one of the things Mary

wrote for distribution in the village was that

she was proud of my ordination. There is a line

to a hymn in the Keswick hymnbook that was

used when we were young, “Mine the mighty

ordination of the nail-pierced hands.”   That is

the only ordination I feel comfortable with.

I jokingly asked Mary, “Is that all you are

proud about in my life?”  Her reply is quite
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humbling to me except that it obviously mag-

nifies the grace of God.  Because of that it is

fitting to end this narrative with what she

wrote.  Here it is:

“Things I am proud of in my husband

John 

1. His undivided devotion to God even in

the midst of weakness and personal suffering,

truly denying self, taking up his cross daily

and gladly, to serve his Master.

2. His giving spirit to all in need – a gen-

erosity of heart.

3. His ability to relate to leaders of all

races. His dealing with problems and failure,

where necessary, without fear or favour and

with a redemptive quality.  His lovingly coming

alongside a brother in ministry.

4. Finding the ‘mind of God’ when minis-

tering rather than dishing out ‘old hat’.
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5. Doing his utmost to be a good father.

Having time for his boys to take them on pic-

nics and outings when they were little.  To

this day he is available to them and willing to

give time, interest and support whenever he

can assist them.

6. Overcoming natural desires, e.g. to be

a hermit, to relate to others and be an avail-

able man.

7. To love me unconditionally in spite of

many annoying traits, and be willing to help

and comfort me when really needing this more

himself.”

In all honesty I must point out that

Mary’s pure heart of love for her Lord, and her

sweet caring spirit, results in far fewer ‘annoy-

ing traits’ than her husband has!

Let me conclude with a restatement of a

Bible verse that was vital to me in my youth,

that has been a principle in my life over the

years, and still means a great deal to me
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today.  Here it is paraphrased:

“Not by human strength or ability, nor

by the supportive power of an army of men,

but by my Spirit says the Lord of heaven’s

armies.”

Farewell. 

John Beaumont      – In Christ, where

grace ALWAYS abounds!
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