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THE LOST SHEEP 

Testimony of Pippa Cheshire, a Surrey housewife. 

Driving to a prayer meeting I passed a young man, obviously homeless, 
leaning back on a bench, basking in the sunshine. As I drove past I had 
one of those inconvenient thoughts which often pop into my head when 
I see someone so utterly hopeless. 

‘Will you tell him about my Son, Jesus?’ 

As I drove on I argued that there was nowhere to turn or park and 
besides, ‘I am a woman and he is a man. I am not a Jackie Pullinger! 
Also, I will be late for my prayer meeting, Lord.’ I felt God’s reply was 
that this young man was the prayer meeting! Also the same God who 
lives in Jackie lives in me. 

Eventually I turned back to seek out the Father’s lost sheep. His name 
was Peter. He told me how his life had been full of disappointment, 
hurts and abuse. Then I was able to tell him of the One who would 
never let him down or desert him. I told him about Jesus and how God 
longed for him as a father longs for his son to come home. 

‘You are the second person to tell me about Jesus in two weeks,’ he 
beamed. He seemed genuinely happy to hear that God loved him. I also 
sensed his amazement that God would inconvenience someone so 
unlike himself to bring this message. 

I left Peter with a ‘Why Jesus’ booklet, quite sure that God was on his 
case and that one day he would be born again of the Spirit. I was sure 
that I had watered a seed  which was a step nearer to salvation. 
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THE  JERICHO  ROAD 

Introduction

As we read the parable of the Good Samaritan, and his compassion in 
caring for the one who had been left half-dead by robbers on the 
Jerusalem to Jericho Road, we cannot but be challenged by the Lord’s 
concluding command, ‘Go and do thou likewise!’ Luke 10:37.  After 
‘The Desert Road South of Jerusalem’, now in it’s fifth edition, we are 
again indebted to John Wright for sharing more of his encounters and 
his life of faith that has given rise to them. These stories challenge, 
inspire and cause our faith to rise. They are the signs that the Lord 
promised would follow those who believe. 

John walks with Jesus in a relationship of love, trust and obedience that 
enables GOD to use him as a channel for the refreshing, renewing, 
transforming work of the Holy Spirit to impact many lives. How 
greatly we need more ‘John Wrights’ as the battle for the souls of men 
intensifies in these days of multi-culturalism, political correctness and 
moral relativism. Thank you, John, for your testimony to the reality of 
Christ’s presence and power in the world today. May the Lord continue 
to use you to make disciples, bringing His life, restoration and healing 
to many. May your example inspire all of us to ‘go and do likewise.’ 

Michael Fenton-Jones FRICS 

President
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1.  MIRACLES  AT  MORRISONS 

It was Bank Holiday Monday. Morrisons were packed out. At the 
Check Out in front of me there was a middle aged lady with a trolley 
groaning with groceries. As the first rule of engagement is to speak 
before a wall of silence builds up, I said to her, 

‘Would you like me to help you unload your trolley?’ 
She seemed pleased to have some help. As we chatted I noticed she had 
a Lancashire accent. Sure enough she came from Blackburn. 
‘What brought you to Norfolk?’ I asked. 
‘I came with my husband’s job’ she said. 
At this point I asked the Holy Spirit what her husband did for a living. 
 Into my mind came the thought ‘Policeman.’ 
‘Is your husband a policeman?’ 
‘Yes, but how did you know?’ she exclaimed. 
‘God told me!’ I replied, jumping up and down with excitement. 
‘What do I do, then?’ she replied. This Lady was not going to be easily 
persuaded! 

I enquired again. I had a faint thought ‘Nurse’ followed immediately by 
a strong thought ‘Teacher.’ But I have learnt that it is always the first 
thought that comes from God. So I said, 
‘You are a nurse.’ This proved to be the case. We were both stunned!  

 Sue, the check out girl, looked perplexed so I explained what was 
going on. God was telling me things about this Lady as a sign to help 
her believe. This was too much for Sue who flopped forward, her head 
resting on her arms. I thought she had fainted!  
‘Are you all right?’ I asked 
‘Yes,’ she said, ‘but I was just wondering what you know about me!’ 

Then I sent the story to Sir Kenneth Morrison. I suggested that the 
presence of the Holy Spirit at his check outs might be a good sign in his 
battle for Safeways. I received a very nice letter in reply. Later he was 
indeed successful in buying Safeways! 

A  STRANGE  ENCOUNTER 
Testimony of the Reverend Jackie Sears 

I sat on the train from London to Stowmarket  deep in thought. I had 
been ordained three years earlier but now my three-year curacy had 
ended.  I was wondering what the Lord had in store for me.  Over the 
past years He had led me into serving Him as a Macmillan Nurse but 
now we seemed to have reached an impasse.

As I sat thinking a man came and introduced himself.  He told me his 
name  was John and that he was a member of the Full Gospel 
Businessmen’s  Fellowship.  Suddenly he said, ‘You are a Priest, aren’t 
you?’ This was extraordinary as I was in mufti. There was no way he 
could have known. I said I had been, but was not sure if I would be 
again.  John  said, ‘You will be’ and walked off! So I sat thinking  well, 
let’s see what happens then!  Had God sent this man to encourage me?

Later John returned with a gentleman – I will call him Charlie.  John 
said ‘Jackie, this is Charlie – tell him the Gospel’!  So we introduced 
ourselves. We then discussed the sacrifice of Jesus on the cross,  the 
resurrection  and His promise of eternal life.  At this point Charlie said 
his church leader’s wife was very ill. Would I pray for her? He said he 
did not go to church regularly but thought he believed in something.  
Soon after that he got out at Ipswich. 

Two weeks later I returned to work as a Macmillan Nurse in a Suffolk 
hospital. As I talked to a lady I was caring for I realised, with a sense of 
wonder, that she was the lady that Charlie had asked me to pray for.  I 
was stunned, then filled with the awareness of how the Lord has our 
lives mapped out and knows the plans He has for us.  He knows what 
He is doing! 

I never saw Charlie again, but was told that he had said ‘he had met 
someone on a train’ and it became clear that Jesus Christ had touched 
his life on that journey from Liverpool Street.  As for myself, God has 
led me into church leadership again, just as John said.

Praise be to God who lifts us up when we are down! 

49. RICHES  DO  NOT  PROFIT! 

He was standing in the main concourse of Liverpool Street Station. He 
had a camel hair coat worn off the shoulder, a dashing trilby hat, his 
moustache perfectly trimmed and an expression of benign self 
satisfaction on his face. Everything about him was expensive. 

As I looked at him I was filled with a sad awareness that his treasure 
was on earth. He had no idea of real riches. Then the Holy Spirit put 
into my mind a fearful scripture. 

I knew I had to give this to him so I went up to him and said, 

“Excuse me, my name is John Wright. I am a business man from 
Norwich but also a Lay Reader in the Church of England. Jesus said 
‘My sheep hear my voice’. I believe He has given me a word for you. 
Would you like to hear it? ” 

‘Yes, please tell me,’ he replied. 

‘Riches do not profit in the day of wrath’!

‘Thank you very much,’ he said. 

That was all. As I walked away there was no indication whether this 
had meant anything to him. But I hope that we shall meet in heaven 
when I will hear how this was just one of a chain of divine 
interventions that brought him to eternal life. 



‘Father, even though your son is walking down the street with two 
heavy suitcases in the pouring rain, I just want you to know that this is 
not going to affect our relationship one bit. I still think you are the most 
wonderful Father in all the world!’ 

As I spoke a cab came up behind me from Piccadilly Circus. As he 
passed me he did a U-turn in front of me and his ‘For Hire’ sign was 
suddenly switched on. I fell into the cab, shouting incoherently about 
the miracle God had just done. The driver probably thought I was mad 
but he did hear the Gospel! It was an impossible taxi! 

The final marvel was when a Christian cab driver picked me up. We 
had a great time together until I got out at Sloane Square. There he told 
me he always gave a free journey to someone each day as a tithe to the 
Lord and I was the one. So I had another impossible taxi!   

4. ENZO’S

It was my monthly visit to Enzo, the Italian hairdresser in Norwich. 
Enzo has a young militant Moroccan Muslim assistant called Wahid, so 
I make the most of my visits. There was an Indian ahead of me having 
his hair cut so I said to Enzo,

‘Have you heard the news? Last Sunday a lady crippled with arthritis 
was being prayed for at a healing service at Mulbarton Church. The 
Holy Spirit said that she had to forgive her first husband. When she did 
so and asked Jesus to bless him all the pain left her. She was set free!’ 

A few minutes later the Indian got up, his haircut finished. So I asked 
him what he did and where he came from. He said he was an Indian 
Hindu Doctor from South Africa now working as a General Practitioner 
in Norwich.  

At this point I asked the Holy Spirit his name. Into my mind came 
‘Ravi’. I knew this must be my imagination as I have known two Hindu 
Dr Ravis in the past, both of whom are now Christians. But then I 
remembered how I taught people they must trust God and have a go, 
however foolish it seemed. So I said to the Doctor, 

‘I hear your name is Ravi!’ 

‘Well,’ he said, ‘it is actually Ravindra but, Yes, people do call me 
Ravi. How did you know’? 

‘GOD told me’ I shouted, in delight at his amazement, as the barber’s 
shop shook with a Holy commotion. ‘Here is an invitation to a dinner 
of Christian business men when we have Professor Dr Sam Leinster, 
Dean of the University Medical School, as our main speaker!’ 

Then I turned  to Wahid. ‘Did you hear that, Wahid? Your Prophet Issa 
(Jesus) just told me the name of this gentleman as a sign to help him 
believe and a sign to help you to believe as well! 

47.  HARDNESS  OF  HEART 

We were staying at the Benedictine Monastery of  St Wandrille on the 
Seine arranged by my cousin Father Stephen Wright OSB.   

There I was asked to the monks' prayer meeting where they told me the 
story of an old monk who would have nothing to do with the 
Charismatic Renewal or speaking in tongues.  It was a deception of the 
devil, he thought, just as the Jews attributed Jesus’ ministry to the same 
source.  But friends urged him to come to a meeting before reaching a 
final conclusion and he had the courage and honesty to accept.  There a 
monk prayed in tongues but surprisingly there was no interpretation. 

After the meeting, however, the old monk went up to the one who had 
prayed in tongues and asked him, 'Did you know what you were saying 
when you spoke in tongues?' 'No', replied the other monk, 'I simply 
spoke out in the language the Spirit gave me.'  Now the old monk was a 
specialist in middle Eastern languages and his reply astonished 
everyone.' I can tell  you what you were saying. You were saying the 
Lord's Prayer in Coptic!' Then the old man got down on his knees and 
asked the Lord to forgive him for his unbelief and hardness of heart.  
As his brethren prayed the Spirit fell upon him and he too found 
himself rejoicing in a new language. 
.
When I asked the Lord about this, the answer came in a picture of three 
men sitting on a sofa. They all had gags over their mouths. The Lord  
explained, ‘These three men  don’t pray in tongues. The first gag is the 
gag of ignorance. No one told them they could.’ I remembered being 
confirmed without any teaching that I could and should pray in 
tongues. The Lord continued, ‘The second gag is the gag of pride’.
My lesson went on, ‘The third gag is the gag of fear’.  

So I learnt that the gift of speaking in tongues in a meeting, with 
interpretation, is given to some and not to others as the Spirit wills. 
 1 Corinthians 12:10.  The gift of praying in tongues in private, 
however, without interpretation for self edification and intercession, is 
given to all who ask. 1 Corinthians 14: 4-5. 

45.  HOLY  ANGER 

It was a lovely morning in early June as I walked up to Church. Our 
lane is narrow, with many sharp bends, so accidents are not uncommon. 

This particular morning was no exception. Two cars had collided on 
one of the bends. Two middle aged men, who had evidently been the 
drivers, were haranguing each other with red, angry faces. Their 
language was not edifying!  It seemed as if either could have had a 
stroke at any moment. A younger couple, and a lady I surmised to be 
the wife, were lined up behind each protagonist looking embarrassed. 

Suddenly, when I was about twenty yards away, I felt holy anger rising 
inside me that these men should be blaspheming on the Sabbath Day. 
At ten yards I could not contain myself and delivered a broadside, 

‘How dare you blaspheme on the Sabbath Day? Don’t you know that 
God calls us to bless those who persecute us, to forgive and to 
overcome evil with good. You are a shocking example, the pair of you, 
you ought to be ashamed of yourselves!’ 

The result of this rocket was beyond my wildest dreams. They both 
hung their heads and sheepishly shook hands. The passengers, probably 
out of relief, burst out laughing. I was then able to give both parties a 
Voice Magazine, with an admonition to seek God, before I continued 
on my way to Church! 



6.  THE ROMANY LADIES 

I was on my way from London to visit my old governess, Brooky, who 
lived at Chislehurst. At Gloucester Road tube station, feeling quite 
elegant in my velvet collared double breasted dark blue overcoat, a 
voice said, 'Have some luck, Sir!'

Looking down I saw that a bunch of white heather had suddenly 
appeared in my lapel while a Romany lady, part disguised by a 
peroxide blond hairdo, gazed at me as she expertly weighed up her 
chances.  I'm afraid the shock revealed me at my most pompous  as I  
replied, 'I don't need  luck, I have  Jesus to look after me.'  Immediately 
another voice chimed in, this time from an older, also blond, Romany 
lady, 'Give the poor girl some money, Sir, so she can go home and feed 
the kids!’ 

 I took a Voice magazine of Christian testimonies from my pocket.  'I 
have something much better than money which will give you food for 
eternal life.'  It was here that God stepped in with his first rebuke as He 
spoke by the inner voice of the Spirit. 'I told you to give bread to those 
who were hungry, not just a blessing.' I protested. 'Lord they don't 
really need the money, it's all a con.'  His second rebuke was instant!
 'I told you to give to those who ask.' Repentant at last I felt for some 
change.

Meanwhile a crowd had gathered, rather as we watch a spider securing 
an unwary fly who has strayed into his web.  With a shock I realised I 
had no change but only four five pound notes for the return train and 
taxi fares to Brooky's home. Sensing an escape I murmured, 'I'm sorry 
Lord, I can't afford it.'  The third rebuke was instant 'If you will make 
yourself poor for the Gospel, your God will supply all your needs.' 

That did it.  Seeing there was no way out I gave one of my five pound 
notes to the girl.  Her eyes, which up to this time had been hard as iron, 
softened as she became vulnerable to what was happening.  Her whole 
attitude changed. She took the note and the Voice magazine and said 
sincerely, 'Thank you, Sir, and I'll read the magazine, I really will.' I 
believe one day I will meet her in the heavenly city. 

7.  DRENCHED WITH JOY! 

At the Living Water Bible Camp in Norfolk a young man spoke to me. 

“John, you may be interested in what happened after your talk on 
‘Speaking to Strangers’ last year. I was sitting on a bench in a park in 
Norwich when a man came and sat down nearby. I felt the Lord telling 
me to tell him that God loved him but I was glued to my seat with fear. 
Eventually the man got up and began to leave.  Then the Lord said, 
 ‘I am not going to condemn you for this but you have missed an 
opportunity.’

Ashamed of myself, I leapt to my feet and ran after the man. Very 
embarrassed, I stammered out that I was a Christian and God had told 
me to tell him that God loved him. He thanked me courteously and that 
was that. A non-event, you might say. 

But as I went back to my bench I was drenched with the joy!” 

           ~~~~~ 

After Jesus had spoken to the Samaritan woman at the well his 
disciples offered him some food. But Jesus said, ‘I have food to eat that 
you do not know about.  My food is to do the will of Him who sent me 
and to complete His work.’ John 4: 32-34. 

43.  SHAKE  YOURSELF  FREE ! 

On my way to Accra, Ghana for the Full Gospel National Convention I 
experienced all the symptoms of a bad bout of influenza. The next 
morning I was scheduled to speak at midday. However when I awoke at 
8am I could not even walk. The flu had infected my middle ear so that I 
had lost my sense of balance.  

I lay on my bed crying out to the Lord for healing. My spiritual pride 
was taking a good beating! But word had got out that I was sick. A kind 
American lady missionary knocked on my door and put one of her 
mission tracts on my bedside table. It was the sort of thing that had 
something spiritual on the front and an appeal  for money on the back!  
This was far from helpful. What I needed was a miracle, not a tract. 
Suddenly the voice of the Lord broke into my frustration, 
‘Read it!’
Grumbling, I picked up the tract.
All I could see on the front page were the words: 
‘Stand up now and shake yourself free!’

So I leapt to my feet shouting battle cries like ‘He that is in me is 
greater than he that is in the world’. Singing praises to God I crashed 
from wall to wall for several minutes feeling a complete fool, full of 
flu, and likely to have a broken leg at any moment to add to my 
misfortunes. I would have no one to blame but myself. 

Suddenly I realised that I was free. Every symptom had departed. An 
hour later I was on the platform with a fresh testimony of a prayer 
answering God. The whole room erupted in praise to the mighty God 
we serve! 

A few months later I was up early to have my normal quiet time with 
the Lord when I became conscious of a bad migraine headache. A 
sympathetic thought suggested that this was God’s way of showing me I 
was over tired and should go back to bed. I so nearly got up to go when 
the Holy Spirit reminded me to ‘ Stand up now and shake yourself free.’
I did and the headache left!

41.  I  HAVE  GIVEN  HIM  TO  YOU ! 

One morning in Norwich I was training a young Christian girl called 
Cathy to be an agent for the Forum of Private Business. This excellent 
organisation arranged a monthly referendum of private businesses and 
professions to advise the government about future legislation. 

There was a ‘talk’ one had to learn accompanied with text and 
illustrations that explained, in five minutes, the Forum’s vision and 
objectives. There were two key rules. Whatever happened the talk had 
to be completed. Then one had to say at the end ‘Well, Mr Smith, can 
we count on you for your support?’ After that one had to wait and say 
nothing until one got a response. 

We went in to a Computer Consultancy and spoke to the owner while 
his secretary sat in another corner of the room. It was a disaster. 
Everything I said he laughed to scorn with such unhelpful remarks as 
‘Rubbish’ or ‘No one would believe that!’ 

I could sense Cathy’s confidence evaporating. She would never sign up 
as an Agent for the Forum after such a bashing. I sensed the man was 
showing off a bit to his secretary. He seemed to enjoy playing the big 
tycoon.

I became so desperate that, despite the rules, I felt the interview should 
be aborted . There was no chance of this man signing up. Moreover it 
was not helping Cathy. Suddenly a thought came into my mind, 

‘I have given him to you!’ 

So I persevered to the end, even asking that silly question. ‘Can we 
count on you for your support?’ 

At this the man roared with laughter. ‘After giving you such a hard 
time I can hardly refuse!’ he said, and wrote out a cheque for £50. 

Nothing is impossible for God. 



9.  ‘COME  INTO  THE  DESERT’

One day, as I was praying, I received a vision or was it a dream?  I was 
sitting in a mud hut and sensed I was a Hebrew slave in the days of 
Moses.  Outside I could see through an opening in the wall a plot of 
vegetables while beyond flowed the River Nile.   
A thought came into my mind, 'Come into the desert!'
I recoiled at such an unattractive prospect. It was like being told to get 
up on a cold morning when warm and comfortable in bed.   
I began to reason with God. 

'But Lord, there aren't any vegetables in the desert.' 
'Locusts can destroy vegetables but with me you will lack nothing. 
Come into the desert.’
Again I argued.  'But Lord, there is no water in the desert.' 
'Wells can be polluted, even the river itself, but with me you
will have water from the Rock. Come into the desert!'
I was being driven to honesty in my excuses.  
'But Lord, it's comfortable here, cool and protected from sandstorms.' 
'Earthquakes can destroy houses, but under the shadow of my wing the 
sun shall not burn you by day nor the moon by night.
Come into the desert !'

Still I persisted.  'Lord, we do scratch a living, Pharaoh's not such a bad 
taskmaster.'
'Taskmasters can become tyrants but my service is perfect freedom.  
Come into the desert!'

I didn't immediately understand the full significance of what God was 
saying.  I could see that in the fleshpots of Egypt, with hard labour and 
visible security, there is little incentive to spend time with God, to get 
to know Him better.  This is one of the reasons why God led the 
Israelites through the desert on their way from Egypt to the Promised 
Land.  Because only  in the desert would they discover that God can be 
trusted to provide supernaturally food and water, guidance and even 
protection for their shoes which never wore out.  God is all sufficient, 
but we can only learn this from first hand experience. 

10.  THE  THREE  WAVES 

There are times in life when a catalogue of disasters, unexpected and 
seemingly undeserved, descend upon us. Job, in the old Testament, had 
this experience when he lost his seven children, his wealth and his 
health, all in the space of a few days. God amazingly took the 
responsibility when He remarked to Satan, ‘Have you noticed my 
servant Job, a blameless man, who retains his integrity even though 
you, Satan, moved me, Almighty God, against Job unfairly to destroy 
him without cause!’ Job 2:3 

My Job-like experience occurred when I lost the three things that a 
man’s ego depends upon. My health, wealth and reputation were all lost 
in three months! It started with cancer. Then my Film Company was 
attacked by the Unions who blacked all government film work. This 
was forty per cent of our order book so the company collapsed and I 
lost everything. Then an alcoholic, who had been staying with us to try 
to help him with his problem, suddenly got a root of bitterness. He 
invented a ridiculous story and got legal aid to take me to the High 
Court. At the end I was totally exonerated. The Judge was even kind 
enough to say ‘Mr Wright is a credit to his faith.’ But there had been 
headlines in the local paper. No smoke without fire. The damage had 
been done! 

My wife was very angry with God. ‘You have been too rough with my 
husband,’ she said. Was I not serving God with all my heart? Was this 
the best He could do for me? But God knows what he is doing. He says 
that when he winnows the wheat the grain is never bruised. To comfort 
me He gave me a picture one morning as I was praying. 

I was swimming in the sea. In front of me I saw an enormous thirty foot 
wave bearing down on me. As I am a poor swimmer I knew I was 
going to drown. But in front of me there was some drift wood lying on 
the water. I heard the Lord say ‘Take hold of the wood.’ As I lay 
spread-eagled on the wood I realised it was the Cross.

40.  PENSION  FUND  MANAGEMENT! 

In 1975, when I left a company, it was agreed that they would return 
my own and the Company’s pension contributions to date. When the 
time came they offered half what I believed was due to me. After six 
fruitless months of Solicitor’s letters I at last enquired of the Lord. ‘Do
not resist him who is evil……And if anyone wants to sue you, and take 
your shirt, let him have your coat also’.Mat5:39-40. These were deeply 
uncomfortable words, so I flipped over a few pages and started reading 
again. ‘Bless those who persecute you; bless and curse not’. Rom12:14. 
There was nothing for it. I had to write to say that the love of God had 
constrained me to give them the lot. I felt quite intoxicated by the 
audacity of it all. Had not St Francis returned his patrimony to his 
Father?  They were stunned. So was I! 

In 1982 we had a windfall of £15,000. I decided to put it into a pension 
fund. Since the only quality required of a Fund Manger is to know the 
future I asked the Holy Spirit to look after it. Normally a pension fund 
is never more than 5% in one market to minimise risk. But with God I 
found that we were 100% in cash or 100% in one market. It seemed to 
work. When  global stock markets crashed after the big wind in 1987 
and after 9/11 the fund was 100% in cash! 

Of course it was not always easy. God tests us! We were in cash in 
November 1988 when global markets began their recovery. But there 
was no word from the Lord. The market went up 10% and I was 
panicking. It was like King Saul waiting for the arrival of Samuel 
before he could offer a sacrifice. He was under such pressure to do 
something. So he did not wait and as a result he lost his kingdom. At 
last  on December 27th the Lord said ‘Japan.’ I was not keen on this 
idea as Japan was a famously overvalued market. So I asked for two 
headlines in the next day’s paper to confirm the guidance. The next day 
a headline and a cartoon both tipped Japan. So we went 100% into 
Japan, coming out six months later when Japan had gone up 40%! 

Just recently in July 2005 the Lord put me into Japan again and out 
again in February 2006 by which time the fund had gone up 40% again. 
Then on April 10th I felt I should go back into Japan which I arranged 

39.  ‘VENGEANCE  IS  MINE’ 

It is so hard to leave things to God, especially when one has been 
cheated out of a lot of money. This was something I had to learn when I 
was oppressed as a minority shareholder in an investment company. 

The key asset of the company was doubling in value every year. This 
was too big a temptation for the two controlling shareholders. They 
decided to buy the asset and to put it into their own pockets. This might 
have been justifiable if the price was right, but they bought it at half it’s 
market value. 

I arranged for another company to offer double what they were paying 
but they replied that it was not for sale. It was already sold! I was 
incensed, especially as I was losing £1million! I got legal advice from a 
top QC. There was no doubt that this was a flagrant case of oppression 
of minority shareholders. 

However, just before we got to court, I became very uncomfortable 
about what I was doing. Then I received a most unwelcome word. 
‘Vengeance is mine’, saith the Lord, ‘I will repay.’ I was particularly 
upset, as I had spent £10,000 on legal fees. But I knew I had to be 
obedient. The case was withdrawn.

Then the Lord said to me, ‘Write to every director of the two companies 
and tell them, if they don’t repent and repay the money, I will judge 
them.’ This was too much. I would be the laughing stock of the city. 
But that night I could not get to sleep. At midnight I put on the bedside 
light and said to God, ‘I am going to open the bible. If what I read tells 
me to write to these people, I will. If not, that is the end of the matter. I 
want to go to sleep!’ So I opened the bible and read, 

“In the fourth year of Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, king of Judah, this 
word came to Jeremiah from the Lord, saying, ‘ Take a scroll and write 
all the words which I have spoken to you concerning Israel and 
Judah......Perhaps the house of Judah will hear all the calamity which I 
plan to bring on them, in order that every man will turn from his evil 
way; then I will forgive their iniquity and their sin.’” Jeremiah 36:1-3. 



11.   JUBILEE 

We had been in the Desert for eighteen months. With no job and no 
income we watched with amazement as the bills were paid. While I was 
duly grateful for God’s miraculous provision, I still yearned for a job 
with a regular salary. It is strange that we prefer our own uncertain 
efforts to the certainty of God’s supply!

So I decided to go away to fast and pray. On the third day the Lord 
spoke to me. ‘I will restore you in your Jubilee Year.’ This was at the 
beginning of December, so I had only five months to wait until my 
fiftieth birthday the following April. In the Bible God restored all lost 
property every fifty years. Families that had fallen on hard times were 
given a new start. It was a time of great celebration. 

So I went leaping and dancing down the Suffolk lanes praising God. In 
my mind I was dishing out £5000 here and there to people in need. But 
when I thought of someone going out into the Mission Field after 
Christmas I was filled with the joy of a Father blessing a child. ‘Do it 
now!’ was undoubtedly God’s urgent word. 

This was not fair. The Jubilee deliverance had not happened yet. It 
should have been impossible anyhow as we never had any money. But 
providentially the week before we had received £10,000 from a family 
Trust.  I did not want to give away half our visible assets, but I also did 
not want to be disobedient. So I went home to ask Susan for her 
agreement, confident she would not countenance such folly. To my 
dismay she said, ‘Well, the Lord has kept us this far, you had better do 
what you are told!’ 

So we got Barclays in London to send an anonymous cheque for £5,000 
with a note that it came from God. The reply forwarded by the Bank 
brought us to tears. The payment of college fees, the cost of equipment 
and travel to Pakistan had come to exactly £5,000; they had no means 
of paying and had been praying to God for His provision. 

Jubilee starts on the tenth day of the seventh month. On the twelfth of 
July, (I still don’t know why God seems to have been two days late!), 

12.  DOUBLE  TIME 
As the new owners of a typesetting company we were determined to 
run the business under the covenant blessing of God. But this led us 
into some immediate difficulties. We announced that there would be no 
more Sunday working. Whatever happened, the Sabbath had to be kept 
holy. Employees needed a rest and time with their families. 

This caused an uproar. Sunday working paid double time. The Unions 
were up in arms. If we went ahead there would be a strike! So we cried 
out, ‘Lord, you have got us into this mess, please give us wisdom what 
we should do.’  The reply was the normal formula of being short, 
foolish and we did not want to do it. ‘Pay them the Sunday rate all 
week instead.’ As wages were half our costs this was crazy.

But we had to be obedient so we went ahead. The Unions thought we 
had gone mad. So did we! But from this moment things happened 
almost weekly to bless the business. We wanted more work so a 
publisher closed it’s typesetting department and gave us their journals. 
We needed more specialised keyboards so a competitor changed to 
another system and we bought their keyboards at scrap value. We 
needed more skilled labour so a competitor in the same town closed 
down and we got the pick of their keyboard operators. 

Our success led to a cash flow crisis. We asked God to help. So the 
National Westminster Bank in New York, which received payments 
from our American customers, sent us $130,000 by mistake! Then  they 
offered to make it an interest free loan until repaid by our receivables. 
Later, when preaching at their annual service at St Margaret’s, in the 
City of London, I suggested to their Chairman, Lord Boardman, that 
they should advertise as ‘The Miracle Bank!’ 

There were many other blessings. We had two managers who would 
not learn new ways. To dismiss them would have been expensive quite 
apart from comments in the trade on how these so called ‘Christians’ 
treated people. But as Jesus was Lord of the business we asked Him to 
move them if they were not going to change. Within three months they 
had both accepted jobs elsewhere and left with our blessing.

37. THE THREE CHEFS 

I was a regular guest at the Fifehead Manor Hotel at Middle Wallop  
while I had a type-setting business nearby at Salisbury. After meals I 
used to give the waitresses Voice magazines with Christian testimonies 
to pass on to the Chefs. 

One evening, as I was finishing my coffee after dinner, the waitress 
asked if I would mind speaking to the Chefs as they wanted to talk to 
me. So I went into the kitchen to find the three chefs clearing up. I 
asked them their names and was delighted to hear they were called 
Simon, Andrew and Luke after the Apostles. They asked somewhat 
diffidently about what I believed – was Jesus really alive today? So I 
said to them, 

‘If Jesus was standing here in front of you what would he do? He 
would heal the sick, wouldn’t He? Well, He is standing here because 
He lives in me. Is anyone sick?’ 

‘I have got a bad cold’, said Simon, with his nose all blocked up. 

‘Would you like to ask Jesus to heal you?,  I asked. 

‘Yeah, have a go’, said Simon adventurously. 

So I put my hand on Simon’s head and prayed, commanding the nasal 
passages to be unblocked in Jesus name. Then I asked him to try his 
nose again. To everyone’s amazement it was clear!

‘But I still have a sore throat’, complained Simon. 

So I prayed again and then asked Simon to try his throat. He went into 
the longest swallow ever before saying with incredulity, ‘It’s gone!’ 

‘You have now seen a demonstration of the love and the power of God. 
Who would like to receive Jesus as their Lord and Saviour’. It was too 
much for Luke who fled into the scullery.  

 Simon and Andrew bowed their heads and were born again. 

36.  START  A  BANK ! 

In November1971 I was in my office at Norwich just before lunch on a 
Friday morning. Two years earlier I had moved from Derbyshire to join 
Reckitt & Colman as Director of New Products, Acquisitions and 
Planning in their Food Division. I had also met the late Lord Rank who 
told me “In 1947 the Holy Ghost said to me ‘Start a Film Company!’” 

So I was not completely unprepared when a thought entered my mind. 
It was short, foolish, and I did not want to do it.
It was simply, ‘Start a Bank!’ 

I looked at the ceiling and said, ‘Lord, You don’t understand. No one 
has started a Bank outside London for 100 years. It is impossible.’ This 
logic did not silence the thought. My family had been Bankers in 
Nottingham in the 18th Century and I knew that in theory all things 
were possible with God . 

However I felt I should try again. ‘How about some money, Lord?’ I 
asked. The reply to this came a few days later at a cocktail party where 
I heard of a Scottish Investment Trust who had backed a successful 
Bank in Edinburgh. Really it seemed a bit foolish asking Scotsmen for 
money, but I was reminded it was no different to Moses being told to 
get water out of a rock! 

So a few days later I found myself in Charlotte Square, Edinburgh, at 
the offices of the Scottish American Investment Trust. I was asked 
some good questions by three granite faced Scotsmen. How long had I 
been in Banking? Did I know the money market? Was my family well 
known in Norfolk? Would people trust me with their Deposits? Did I 
have any money to invest and so be at risk with them? My answer to all 
these shrewd questions was ‘No!’  

It had to be a hopeless proposition. I kicked myself for wasting all that 
petrol on a hopeless mission. So I was amazed to hear them say that 
they would back me with one condition. I had to have a partner they 
approved of within three months or the Deal was off. I thanked God for 
the Bank and went off to get my partner. There would be no problem 



14.  A  WEEK’S  WAGES ! 

God is not reasonable! He delights to test us by telling us to do the most 
unreasonable things. This is to teach us to be obedient and to trust Him 
for the outcome. 

At one Full Gospel Dinner, when we came to the offering, Carol, our 
Baptist Home Help, felt God telling her to give her entire weeks wages. 
Carol was outraged! She had some necessary things she had to buy and 
needed those wages. 

But when the time came she flung her unopened wages into the basket 
with considerable ill will saying ‘There you are, Lord, but how on earth 
am I to make do now?’ All this, of course, was unknown to the rest of 
us.

The next morning I was saying goodbye to our speaker who was flying 
back to Ireland from Norwich Airport. As I handed him a cheque for 
£150 for his expenses he paused and said, ‘No, John. Give it to Carol.’ 

I remonstrated with him but he was adamant. When I got back home I 
gave the cheque to Carol in the kitchen. She broke down in floods of 
tears and then told us the story. 

It takes outrageous obedience to experience big miracles! 

16.  THE THREE FIREHOSES

One week I found myself committed to pay £1000 by the following 
Monday without any evident source of finance. I knew I should be 
trusting God, but found it difficult.  I tried to help by pursuing some 
fees that were owing to my Company.  However by Saturday I had to 
admit defeat. Later that morning a letter arrived. It said simply,
‘We have had separate confirmation from the Lord that we should send 
you the enclosed cheque for £1000.'  I was quite literally winded by 
shock as I sat in my study, head bowed, worshipping God and 
wondering, 'Lord, when will I ever learn to trust you? 

Having learnt to trust God to provide I still had  to learn to trust God in 
my giving. This second lesson occurred at the first Convention of the 
Full Gospel Business Men in Glasgow.  There were some three 
hundred men present at the Friday breakfast meeting when one of the 
International Directors from America announced that £20,000 was to 
be raised that morning for the work of the Fellowship in the British 
Isles and Ireland.  I can remember putting my hands over my eyes in 
embarrassment. This ridiculous American didn't seem to realise he was 
in Scotland! Some rapid mental arithmetic indicated that those present 
would have to give approximately £66 each. 'Lord,' I prayed, 'get me 
out of here!'. 

While the Offering was being taken up I received a picture. As I was 
quietly praying in the Spirit, with my eyes closed, I saw three canvas 
fire hoses with brass nozzles.  The first nozzle was blocked up with 
what seemed like Brasso powder.  The second was partly so, while the 
third was wide open.  Then God spoke to me, 'Which one are you going 
to use?'  The answer was obvious. 'The one with the open nozzle,' I 
replied, a bit puzzled as to what this was leading to. 'Which one do you 
think I am going to use?’ All of a sudden the penny dropped.  As 
firemen need an open nozzle through which the water will  put out the 
fire, so God needs people who are open to give through whom  He can 
distribute money  for His  work.   

34.  HALLELUJAHS  DOWN  THE  AUTOBAHN 

We had been at a Full Gospel Business Men’s Convention at 
Darmstadt. It was on the way home that we experienced  a problem.  
'You're going to have to pray for this car,' said Blair Scott, from the 
Brussels Office, who was driving me, with two friends, to Frankfurt 
airport 60 miles away.  The car certainly did seem to need something as 
it spluttered along the soft shoulder of the autobahn at 15mph.  We 
didn't look like catching any aeroplanes that day. 

But then we remembered how Paul and Silas in prison had, despite the 
crisis, spent their time praising God. As a result God had set them free.  
‘Well,’ we thought, ‘Jesus is the same today and He knows our 
problem.’  So the four of us started to sing and praise God, reminding 
Him of His mighty acts. All this had  no effect on the car which was, if 
anything, worse.  We felt very foolish. 

It was a long time, or so it seemed, before anything happened.  Then 
God spoke to me.

'I have heard your praises. Tell the driver there will be no more 
trouble with the engine.’

 I was immediately horrified at the thought of claiming to have heard 
God's voice in front of my  spiritual friends. What if nothing happened! 
'Lord, could you improve the note of the engine a little bit first and then 
I'll tell him?' It was then that I was taught something crucial to the 
fulfilment of prophecy.

'It is only by your speaking My Word that the engine will work.’

So, taking a deep breath, I plunged into foolishness.  As I spoke, to my 
great relief, the engine of the car burst into life and stayed that way to 
the airport and all the way back to Brussels. 

Hallelujahs echoed down the Autobahn! 

32.  WIVES - OBEY YOUR HUSBANDS 

We were driving south through Scotland. With only ten minutes to go before 
arriving at our destination I was already anticipating a large cup of Earl Grey 
tea and Dundee cake.  Suddenly Susan turned to me.   'I've forgotten Francis's 
woolly boots.  I promised I would get him some in Scotland.  Can we go to 
Crieff (a detour of at least ten miles) and try to find some?'   

It was a ridiculous request. 'You have had two whole weeks in which to 
get those wretched boots and we are not going now.  You can get them 
in Norwich. Anyway it's nearly five o'clock and the shops will be shut!'  
That I thought was that.  It was necessary now and then to put one's 
foot down.  If women couldn't organize themselves better they would 
have to learn the hard way!  I felt quite pleased with myself as a stern 
but fair husband as I pressed on for the Dundee cake.

Susan said nothing but continued her tapestry in silence.  In her 
submission to me and obedience to God she put the matter in His hands.  
So the conversation continued, but this time with a stern if sympathetic 
Father. 'Is this the way to love your wife?'  It was all He had to  say.  I had 
no defence.  With one minute to go to the Dundee cake we did a U-turn 
and shot off to Crieff where the woolly boots were duly purchased.  So 
Susan learned a vital lesson; she would never win a battle with me but 
equally that I would never win a battle with God! 

Today many women are outraged at the thought of submitting to their 
husbands.  So I asked the Lord to explain.  As I prayed I saw a picture 
of a Norfolk barn roof with the oak beams covered by tiles.  The 
interpretation was beautiful. ' A roof is designed with the beams 
supporting the tiles.  If the tiles are not supported by the beams they fall 
to the ground. The beams and the grain, exposed to the weather, rot.  In 
the same way I have designed marriage so that the husband protects 
and provides for the wife while the wife supports her husband.  They 
are equal in my sight, but fit together in a special relationship. In this 
way the children, like the beams and the grain, are protected’.

Then came a flash of divine humour.  'Of course, my son, just as the 
strength of the roof is in the beams, so the strength of the marriage is in 
the wife!'



17. IT PAYS TO TALK TO PEOPLE 
(On earth and in Heaven!) 

The Diary of a normal journey to London and back 25.9.2006. 

At the platform office in Norwich there were three ladies and three 
men. It was pouring with rain outside so I sang,  ‘Ain’t you glad to be 
alive this sunny morning , ain’t you noticed that the sky above is blue.’ 
One of the ladies started dancing. I explained Jesus in me was the 
singer and gave them a ‘Voice’ magazine. The ladies loved it! 

On the train four nutritionists sat on my left across the corridor. I told 
them about Glycobiology, which was news to them, and then about the 
Creator of the Universe. One of them, a lady Professor, was about to 
work for the Dean of the Medical School, a Christian friend of mine 
called Dr Sam Leinster. I gave them ‘Desert Road’ to feed on. Then I 
felt prompted to talk to a  lady Lawyer a row in front. I thought I had 
plenty of time as she was going to London but she got out at Ipswich. 
Opportunity missed. Lesson: Obedience has to be instant!

At Ipswich a man sat opposite me. At the first whiff of God he threw 
up his Daily Mail, very angry, saying God was responsible for untold 
suffering etc. Like a big salmon I let him run down the pool!  It turned 
out that his children had been at the same schools as my children and 
that his son’s best friend was Bishop Sandy Millar’s son Samuel! 
Gradually he relaxed and accepted a Voice magazine. A seed sown! 

On the Tube platform I spoke to a BT Executive. As I know his 
Chairman Sir Christopher Bland we had a good talk and he took away 
my testimony ‘No Easy Ride’.  
Lesson: We all ought to print our testimonies to give to strangers. 

From Embankment to Waterloo I sat next to a man. I told him he was a 
Banker which he was. He had a black tie on en route to a funeral. I 
asked him if he knew what happened when he died. He didn’t. He does 
now. Gave him ‘No Easy Ride’ with the story of how God told me to start a 
Bank.

18. ANGELS  ON  THE  FINDHORN 

We were fishing for salmon on the river Findhorn in Scotland. Francis 
then aged fourteen was spinning with a minnow while I was fly fishing. 

At the end of the day Francis came down to join me while I fished the 
tail of the last pool. As I finished Francis said, 

 ‘Daddy, can I have a go with the minnow?’  

‘No’, I replied, ‘It is too shallow. The minnow will get stuck and you 
will lose it.’ 

I turned to go up the bank towards the car. Behind me I heard the swish 
of a cast from a spinning reel. Francis knew he was not allowed to cast 
from where he had been standing but five yards back up the pool where 
the water in theory might be deeper was another matter! 

The minnow sailed across the pool and landed ‘plop’ near the far bank 
where an Angel was waiting under the water to catch it like a deep 
fielder in cricket. 

Francis tugged at his rod which bent impressively. For a few moments 
he pretended to himself that he had caught a fish. I watched and waited. 
Eventually his shoulders sagged in defeat. 

‘Dad, I’m stuck. Can you ask God to help me get the minnow out?’ 

‘You can’t ask God to help you when you have been disobedient, can 
you?’

‘ All right, I am sorry Dad. I am sorry Lord I have been disobedient. 
Now could you help me get the minnow out!’ 

Francis lifted his rod and, miraculous to relate, the minnow came free. 

It was all a most marvellous illustration of the truth that ‘If our hearts 
do not condemn us we can approach the Throne of Grace with 
confidence!’  

30. THE  WATERFALL 

Before we were engaged Susan and I went with some friends on 
holiday in Iceland to fish for Salmon. Late one afternoon Susan rushed 
into the farmhouse where we were staying, wide-eyed with amazement. 
'Johnny, I think I've just had a spiritual experience!'  It sounded so 
funny that I burst out laughing, but the look on her face was so genuine 
that I became serious. 'What happened’?, I asked. 

 “Well, you know the waterfall behind the house? I went up there to be 
by myself, and said to the Lord, ‘If you are really there, stop the 
waterfall!’   The incredible thing was that the waterfall did stop, I saw 
the gap.  But then I couldn't believe that it had really happened, so I 
asked Him to do it again and He did!”    

What Susan couldn't tell me was that she had almost given up any hope 
of marrying me despite the Lord's frequent assurances that she would.  
During the holiday I was so furious that there were no salmon in the 
river that I hardly spoke a word to her and remained instead buried in 
the bloodthirsty Icelandic Sagas of Eric the Red. 

 Eventually, in desperation, she had asked God to do something 
impossible to confirm that our marriage was really His will.  The 
miracle that followed shows how much God loves us during tests of our 
faith when we are asked to believe, like Abraham, that God can do 
what he promises against all  evidence to the contrary. 

At the end of the holiday I decided that our relationship should end. 
That was that! For six months Susan heard nothing from me. Then we 
met ‘by chance’.

Within a week we were engaged!  

28.  KEEP  YOUR  WORD. 

We always got our motor insurance from a broker who had a computer 
programme that got the best offer on the market. I was therefore 
surprised when the best price he could get for Susan’s Volvo was £466. 
It seemed a lot for two elderly drivers with a full no claims bonus. But 
all insurance had gone through the roof so I paid up. 

A month later SAGA offered to cover the car for only £256. So I 
cancelled my policy to switch to SAGA. However when the refund 
came through it was only £266. We had been charged £200 for a 
month’s cover! 

I called the broker and said it was outrageous. He explained that there 
was a penalty for cancelling the policy.  I let him know that I knew the 
Chairman of the company that owned his firm. I wanted to talk to his 
manager. He said it would do no good. That was the company policy. I 
had broken a contract and this was the result. 

I put down the telephone even more upset. All that trouble for nothing. 
Then the Holy Spirit began to deal with me. How often had I taught 
business men from Psalm 15:4 ‘Blessed is the man who keeps his word 
on a contract even though it be to his own loss!’ How often had I 
condemned people who gazumped buyers when selling their house, 
breaking their word because they got a higher offer. 

I knew I had to call back and apologise to the broker. He knew I was a 
Christian and I was setting a terrible example. I had even threatened 
him with being reported to the Chairman.

The outcome was typical. His manager reduced the penalty because we 
had a household insurance policy with them. 



20.  IRON  SHARPENS  IRON 

We had all been praying for the appointment of a Man of God as our 
next parish priest. When the new incumbent arrived we were horrified. 
While he was undoubtedly a good talker there seemed to be little or no 
mention of God, Jesus, the Holy Spirit or the Bible in his sermons. 

For three months I complained to God who had clearly made an awful 
mistake. I had a long list of sins I was attributing to the Vicar, chief of 
which was that he did not appreciate me! Zeal for the House of God 
was consuming me. I was so upset I could not even go to Holy 
Communion. I hoped God was listening and would put the Vicar on His 
transfer list. 

At last, in the middle of one of my daily grumblings, the Lord broke in, 

‘I cannot touch your Vicar until you repent of your critical, bitter and 
judgmental spirit. Go and apologise to him!’

‘Why can’t he apologise to me, he is the Vicar and should know better.’ 
I complained. 

‘But my son, you keep telling me that you are the spiritual one. Why 
don’t you go and demonstrate it?’

There was nothing for it. I had to go and apologise. After that we 
started to pray positively for him, thanking God He had used the Vicar 
to teach us the important truth that criticism is deadly and all
grumbling is grumbling against God. Then we prayed for God to bless 
him and to help him to fulfil the ministry that God had given him. 

As we watched and prayed and waited we saw sovereign acts of God 
that astonished us. Over the next two years the Vicar was transformed 
after being baptised with the Holy Spirit. His preaching became 
inspired and we have been good friends ever since! 

22.  LAMENTATIONS 

There was a time when for two years I had no income with which to 
support a wife and five children in a rented house. Despite this we 
never lacked for anything as we watched God’s supernatural provision. 

But there were many nights when I would wake up at two in the 
morning and creep down to a little room we used as a Chapel to cry out 
to God for reassurance. Always lovely scriptures came to mind, usually 
from the Psalms or Isaiah,  and I was comforted. 

But at one of these early morning vigils I began to doubt even these 
signs of Grace. I wondered if these thoughts were coming from my 
subconscious which knew the good places in the Bile for encouraging 
words. So I asked the Lord to give me a word from somewhere absurd 
like Leviticus! Immediately into my mind came Lamentations 3. 
Despite doubt that any help could come from Lamentations I read: 

‘I am the man who has seen affliction because of the rod of His wrath 
He has driven me and made me walk in darkness and not in light 
‘Lord,’ I cried, ‘this is not helping me.’ But as I read on it got worse. 

‘He has filled me with bitterness, He has made me drunk with 
wormwood He has broken my teeth with gravel; He has made me 
cower in the dust.’ 

‘Lord, I cried again, ‘surely You can do better than this.’ But then I 
came to one of the most sublime passages in Scripture hidden like a 
beautiful pearl in an ugly oyster 

“But this I call to mind and therefore I have hope. 
The steadfast love of the Lord never ceases, His mercies never come to 
an end, They are new every morning, great is thy faithfulness. 
‘The Lord is my portion’ says my soul. Therefore I have hope in Him. 
The Lord is good to those who wait for Him, to the person who seeks 
Him. It is good that he waits silently for the salvation of the Lord.” 

This was too much for me. I had a good cry. 

27. TOKENS OF GODS LOVE 

Chris Woodcock, recently retired Pastor of the Vine Church at Holt, 
came to lunch. Chris, in his early sixties, is totally bald and was living 
with his wife Inger at  Wood  Dalling. He was concerned to hear from 
God about his future; where he was to live and what was to be his 
ministry. Even, did God have any more for him to do?  

After lunch, as we had a time of prayer, I asked the Lord for a page 
number of the Bible in which I would find a word of encouragement for 
Chris. Page 367 came into my mind. There my eye went straight to 
Judges 16:22 ‘Howbeit the hair of Samson’s head began to grow after 
he was shaven.’ We laughed so much. That would be a miracle indeed 
for Chris. But it was clear what the Lord was saying. Samson killed 
more Philistines in the last hour of his life than in the twenty years he 
judged Israel. The latter years of the ministry God has for Chris would 
be greater than the former! 

Chris told me he had visited a seriously ill retired Baptist Minister 
called Ron in hospital whom I had met a couple of times. I then made 
the mistake of remembering him as a great man of God but…!  My 
abiding sin is criticism. I knew I would have to visit him the next day to 
ask his forgiveness. At 11 am the next morning I arrived at the 
Hospital. Outside, on a cold January morning, I was surprised to see a 
man sitting on a bench with no coat reading a paper. 

 I sat beside him and remarked that he must like fresh air! He told me 
his name was Nelson Tubby and that he was waiting to be collected by 
his wife. Then he saw my Bible and said, ‘I am a Methodist Local 
Preacher!’ I asked him if he had had his heart warmed like Wesley in 
the upper room at Bishopsgate. He said he had not but would like to be 
baptised with the Holy Spirit as at Pentecost. I prayed for him and he 
began to speak in tongues with increasing volume and delight. 
Afterwards he said he felt wonderfully warm all over. When I took his 
address I should not have been surprised to discover he lived at Wood 
Dalling next door to Chris Woodcock! 

25.  LINDIS  VALLEY  MOTORS 

We were on a six week tour of in New Zealand. Driving down South 
Island on our way to Dunedin we came to the Lindis Pass. Suddenly, 
round a corner in the middle of nowhere, we came across a garage with 
the sign ‘Lindis Valley Motors’ emblazoned on the tin roof. 

We stopped for an ice cream. I went into the shop where a lady called 
Margaret came out to serve me. As I was paying something made me 
ask how she was. Her shoulders drooped as she said, 
‘I feel awful, really. I have this pain in my arms and shoulders.’ 
‘Would you like my wife to come in so we can pray for you?’ I asked. 
Margaret brightened up at once. ‘Yes, please do.’ 

So Susan joined me as we laid our hands on Margaret’s shoulders and 
prayed.. For some time Margaret seemed to sunbathe under the 
anointing with a serene smile, rocking gently to and fro on her heels. 
Eventually she opened her eyes and said, ‘That was wonderful!’ 

Two weeks later, on our way north, we called in again to see how she 
was. She was thrilled to see us and said our earlier visit had been a 
godsend. There  had no pain since our prayer. Then she surprised us, 

‘You know, I was asked to one of your Business Men’s Dinners a 
couple of years ago. I would never have gone except I had to give a 
friend a lift. As a Presbyterian I was very suspicious of all the goings 
on but enjoyed the testimonies in spite of myself. Then the speaker 
started calling out symptoms and people went forward for prayer. 
Suddenly he mentioned hay fever. I had it very badly at the time but I 
held on to my chair. Then, before I knew it, I was getting prayed for! 

When I got home my husband was in the kitchen. I opened the fridge 
door and there was a nasty smell. 
‘Oh!’ I said, ‘something has gone bad.’ 
‘How do you know?’, he said, ‘you can’t smell’. 

Then I had to confess where I had been! 



I dedicate this little book to Father David Broome, formerly at Mirfield 
and most recently Vicar of Stoke Holy Cross in the County of Norfolk, 

whose wisdom, prayers, glorious humour and unfailing support over 
many years have meant so much.  

Also to his wife Monica whose patient love and acceptance of  one of 
her  husband’s more unusual friends has been exemplary! 

PERSONAL  EVANGELISM

      from ‘In Pursuit of His Glory’ pages 226-27  by 

      Rev Dr R.T.Kendall 

     Published by Hodder and Stoughton 
    Reproduced with permission 

‘If God had not brought Arthur Blessit to us in 1982 I wonder if the 
matter of my becoming a personal soul-winner to strangers would have 
entered my mind. But....Arthur was used by the Lord to change all that. 
From then until the present time I have almost always carried a 
selection of pamphlets in several languages to give to those who cross 
my path. Sometimes I will try to engage others in conversation and, if 
possible, present the gospel and lead them to Christ right on the spot. 
Until Arthur came I assumed that I had done my job as an evangelist 
(2Tim 4:5) by preaching the gospel from the pulpit on Sunday nights in 
Westminster Chapel..... 

Far more can do this kind of evangelism than most imagine. After all 
we are all called to be soul winners....  One of our members, Derek 
Temple, a very quiet, laid back Englishman who had been a member 
since Dr Lloyd Jones’ day, came out with us one Saturday. I was 
amazed but thrilled to see him. He returned the following week and 
actually led a person to Christ. He kept coming and now never 
misses a Saturday. He has had dozens and dozens of people from all 
over the world to pray to receive the Lord. He is now a Deacon. 

Our emphasis on personal evangelism is what really changed the 
Chapel. I will believe until I die that God has honoured us to the 
degree we have been blessed because we made evangelism a 
priority. It is what led to the freedom we now enjoy and also is the 
main reason we have begun to see people of all races and class 
distinction feel welcome in our services.’ 

A PROPHETIC  WORD 

My dear children, I love you all very greatly. 

Do not fear the increasing turbulence of the world around you for you 
are not part of this kingdom. I have caused this turbulence so that many 
children of this kingdom should look to me. I gave them life and 
created the world in which they live. I am the only means by which 
they, like you, may be saved from eternal destruction. 

You are in my Kingdom of Light. You have eternal life in me and your 
future is entirely in my hand. You have nothing to fear from the 
turbulence since you are no longer in the kingdom of this world. 
You do, however, find yourselves in intimate contact with the children 
of this kingdom. Every day, if you look carefully, you will see children 
of this world floating past you. In many cases they are looking to me 
for relief from their suffering, for re-assurance about their future and 
for an opportunity to start a new life with me. 

I have empowered each one of you with the Holy Spirit who lives 
within you. He is the agent who performs my will. You are the vessels 
through whom I have chosen to speak. You are now my light in the 
world and your words are my words to this world. Do not allow any 
opportunities to pass. I have purposely created great turbulence in this 
world, which will only increase, expressly for the purpose of opening 
the spiritual eyes of the children of this kingdom who come into contact 
with those who know me. 

My Spirit lives within each one of you. He is empowered to speak my 
words and to reveal my Kingdom in this present world.  
I am the Lord and I change not. 

LIFE’S  PRIORITY 

‘When I was a young man I pitied my father for being a poor man 
and a preacher of the Word. Now that I am older, I envy him his 
life and career. For the evangelist is the man who has the greatest 
capacity for doing good. If I was in a position to influence the life of 
a sincere young man today, I would say to him: ‘Chose rather to be  
an evangelist than a cabinet minister or a millionaire!’ 
Lord Beaverbrook     Cabinet Minister and Millionaire 

‘He is not the wise man who makes a million pounds; 
He is not the wise man who discovers a new continent; 
He is not the wise man who makes a new invention; 
He IS the wise man who sows the seed of the Gospel.’ 
Prebendary Henry Wright 
General Secretary of the Church Missionary Society 
Great Grandfather of John Wright 

‘I’m just myself. But it’s like when you’re in love, and you want  
to tell everyone.’ 
Pablo Greco, young Catholic evangelist from Uruguay, 
explaining there was no method to his witnessing. 

‘It is unthinkable that having received Christ, you in turn will not 
go and proclaim Him to others.’ 
Pope Paul VI 

‘And thou, who hast been blessed and hast tasted the sweetness of 
the grace of God, why dost thou bury it in thine heart? Why dost 
thou not proclaim it openly and speak of it? But thou art ashamed. 
Dost thou despise Him who has honoured thee with it?
Be not ashamed and fear not forever.’ 

A prophetic word from the Lord during the outpouring of 
the Holy Spirit in the Amman, Jordan Revival of 1931. 



THE  JERICHO  ROAD 

Foreword

My wife Susan and I were on a tour of South Africa speaking at Full 
Gospel Business Men’s Chapters and Churches. It was in Port Elisabeth 
one Sunday morning when I was to speak on witnessing to a 
Pentecostal Church that the Lord woke me up with a thought. “Every
street in Port Elisabeth has only one name - ‘The Jericho Road.’”

It made me realise that every bus queue, every train, every office, every place is  
‘The Jericho Road.’ We pass people daily who are bleeding and dying and 
we don’t notice them. If we do notice them, it is so easy to justify passing by. 
We haven’t got the time; it might be embarrassing; it might be dangerous; it 
might be expensive! Often I have given in to such thoughts and walked on. 

We feel inadequate and of course we are! But the one thing that strikes 
me when reading The Acts of the Apostles is that ordinary people were 
doing extraordinary things. Their lives were full of the ‘Snap, crackle, 
and pop of the supernatural.’ There was an openness, an expectation, a 
dependence on the power of the Holy Spirit,  
‘whom God has given to those who obey Him.’ Acts 5:32.

I once had a picture of a Fort in the Wild West. There was a Parade going on. 
The men were marching, the Band was playing, the General was taking the 
salute, the ladies nicely dressed with fine hats. Then the Lord said to me, 
‘This is the Church, but they seldom go to war!’ 

I realised with a shock how true this often is. We have a fine old time in Church 
but we seldom engage the enemy to set the captives free. We have forgotten the 
words of Jesus to Pilate, ‘For this cause I was born and for this cause I came 
into the World, that I should bear witness to the Truth.’ John 18:37 

So I hope this book will help Christians to ‘die daily’ and to experience 
the joy of witnessing as they walk with Jesus down the Jericho Road. 

John Wright 

2.  THE  IMPOSSIBLE  TAXIS. 

Some twenty five years ago God spoke to me in the back of a London 
Cab, ‘I want you to tell every cab driver that I love them and I will 
choose the cab driver!’ 

Since then I can hardly remember a journey when I have not spoken to 
the driver, often with spectacular results. On one Friday in London I 
had my Mother with me in the cab.  When I paid the fare I apologised 
to the driver for not having been able to speak to him about Jesus but 
gave him a tract to make up for it. The following Monday I returned to 
London and the same driver picked me up at Liverpool Street. It was 
one chance in 28,000 which is the number of London Cabs. He must 
have felt the hound of heaven close behind him as I made up for lost 
time!

Another time, going to the station in Norwich, I had a cocky young 
driver with smoked glasses. He drove as if he was at Brands Hatch and 
confided that he was only driving cabs to earn enough money to open a 
pornographic video shop. But towards the end of the journey he 
suddenly turned to me and asked, 
‘What do you do?’ 
‘I am an evangelist,’ I replied, thinking that would impress him. 
‘What’s that?’ he asked. 
‘Someone who tells people that Jesus loves them.’ 
As the car came to a halt at our destination he turned to me and took off 
his glasses. Behind the confidant facade I looked into the eyes of a lost 
child. It was not long before I was able to lead him to Christ and 
introduce him to his local church.  

Once I came out of White’s Club at 5pm on a wet February evening 
with two heavy suitcases. I asked the Lord for a cab but after five 
minutes not one had appeared. Eventually, thoroughly vexed, I walked 
in the rain up to Piccadilly, crossing over to the north side and heading 
west to try to get a cab coming back into the city centre. As I walked 
along the pavement I thought I would do a little arm twisting, so I said, 

50.  DRIP!  DRIP!  DRIP! 

At a Living Water Conference at Norwich, just before I gave a workshop 
on ‘Prophetic Evangelism’, heavy rain fell on the roof. There was a leak 
just next to our Stand so a bucket was found into which the water fell 
drip by drip. I sensed God was wanting to say something. When I asked 
this came to me: ‘I have poured out the Gospel on the Church in all it’s 
abundance but only a few drips get through to a thirsty world .’ Then I 
had a picture of a cullender, with water pouring through. Each hole a 
Christian who has repented  and become a witness like Jesus who said to 
Pilate, ‘For this reason I was born, and for this reason I came into the 
world, to bear witness to the truth.’John18:37

A second word came as I was looking at pictures of the famine in the 
Sudan. I was crying out to God, feeling helpless. What could one do? 
Then this word came to me, ‘You may be upset at ten per cent of the 
world’s population dying from lack of food and water; but what do 
you think it is like for me, Almighty God, when ninety per cent of the 
world’s population is perishing for want of the Bread of Life and the 
Living Water which I have given freely to my Church but which they 
seldom give away.’

A third deeply shocking picture was of demons walking Poodles to Church. 
The poodles were Christians, muzzled and on leads. The demons had 
names, ‘Respectability’, ‘Pride’, ‘Fear’, ‘Religion’. When they got to the 
Church the demons let their charges go. They scampered into the Church 
yapping, ‘Praise the Lord, Hallelujah, Glory to God.’ The demons, like 
nannies, chatted amongst themselves. ‘They do love their time in Church 
each week; it makes them feel good.’ When the poodles came out they were 
muzzled, put on the lead and led away to another fruitless week passing 
people bleeding and dying on the Jericho Road but not seeing them. 

A fourth word came as I was reading the obituaries in my daily paper. 
Marvellous lives were portrayed of soldiers, statesmen, scientists etc 
who had made a difference. Then the thought came, ‘What do you 
think their obituary is in heaven?’  ‘I don’t know, Lord,’ I replied. 
‘Perished, perished, perished! ’ came the answer. Only then did I 
realise that in none of the obituaries had there been any mention of  
faith in God.

48.  ONLOOKERS 

My sermon preparation was in trouble. The readings for that Sunday 
were such that I could not escape talking about repentance. I knew this 
would be a switch off. The congregation had been exhorted to repent 
for years and by now were bored stiff with the whole subject. 

So I asked the Holy Spirit to show me something new about 
repentance. As I prayed I saw Jesus on the Cross. Beneath Him were a 
crowd of onlookers. Then the thought came 

‘Many people in Church never go further than being onlookers. They 
attend Church faithfully and help in any way required of them. But to 
repent they have to join me on the Cross and die to their carnal nature. 
Only then can they be filled with my resurrection life.’ 

When the time came for my sermon I explained this to the 
congregation. At the end of the service a seventy two year old lady said 
to me, 

‘John, I have been an onlooker all my life.’ 

‘Would you like to repent this morning and join Jesus on the Cross?’ I 
asked her. 

She turned back to her pew. There she knelt down and committed her 
life to Christ. 



3.  REGINA 

Returning from a mission to Senegal I caught the BA Flight back from 
Milan to London. There had been long delays due to fog at Heathrow. 
As I arrived in the cabin I was welcomed by a pretty blond Air Hostess 
with her name R.Morell on her lapel. 

So I asked the Holy Spirit what her name was and received the thought 
Regina, the Latin name for Queen. This seemed a bit weird. I had never 
heard of a girl called Regina. Ruth, Rachel, Rosemary all seemed more 
likely. But knowing the need to trust the Holy Spirit at all times I said 
to her, 

‘I hear your name is Regina.’  She looked amazed. 

‘How on earth did you know that’? she asked. 

‘GOD told me,’ I said very loudly, so that the whole cabin would hear. 
‘You have got God on board, which is a good thing as we are going to 
be landing in fog. Send for the Captain!’ 

Regina immediately went to the cockpit and returned with the Captain. 

‘What’s going on?’ he asked. 

‘God just told me the Christian name of your Chief Stewardess,’ I said, 
‘as a sign to help her believe.’ 

‘Come into the cockpit,’ he said, ‘ my Second Officer needs to hear this.’ 

He led the way, despite security regulations, so that I could bless the 
co-pilot, a rather arrogant young man, with the knowledge of his 
ultimate destination if he did not repent! 

The remarkable outcome of this strange adventure was that I had 
lunch in London a few weeks later with Lord Marshall, the Chairman 
of British Airways! 

5. THE  HAPPY  ENDING 

The cabin of the Ryanair flight from Stockholm was freezing while 
passengers came on board. The lady sitting on my left across the 
gangway shivered as she had taken her coat off. I turned to her with a 
sympathetic smile, ‘I’m frozen too!’ 

So we began to talk. She told me her name was Sara Razavi. She was 
an Iranian who had trained as an Orthodontist (Dentist) in Sweden 
where she now lived. Each month she came to England to do her 
specialist work for a dental practice in Chelmsford.

I asked her if she came from a Muslim background but she said she had 
no religious beliefs. So I told her some stories about people who had 
looked for God and found Him. I also explained why Jesus had to die. 
Finally I said to her, ‘Sara, all I can do is to offer eternal life to you on 
the palm of my hand.  You have to reach out and accept it.’  I then 
offered her my hand half way across the gangway. 

By this time we were well on our way to Stansted. Sara looked at me 
with a smile, reached out and placed her hand in mine saying, ‘I accept 
it!’ So I gave her ‘Four steps to new life’ which she read carefully, 
going back several times over what she had read. Then I gave her ‘The 
Desert Road South of Jerusalem’. She read the stories of miraculous 
encounters on planes and trains avidly for the rest of the journey home.  

At Stansted we bumped into Sara again in the queue at the Immigration 
Control. She said, ‘John, my right arm is very painful and I need to use 
it for my work. Could you please pray for me?’ So Susan and I put our 
arms around her and called out to God for a special miracle for His new 
baby. He could hardly refuse. When we had finished praying I told Sara 
to raise her right arm in the air. She did so as I asked how it was. 

‘The pain has gone, it is fine now!’ 
Back in Stockholm Sara will find a warm welcome from the Full 
Gospel Business Men who will introduce her to a Church.
It was all a very happy ending! 

46. THE DAFFODIL BULB 

A letter came from a Charity enclosing a Daffodil bulb as a gift. It sat 
on my desk until one morning the Lord began to speak to me. 

‘Consider this Daffodil Bulb. It is brown, wizened, covered in mud and 
ugly. As it is it serves no useful purpose. If it stays like this one day it 
will be thrown into the bin. 

But should the Daffodil Bulb come into contact with water something 
wonderful begins to happen. Shoots  appear thrusting deep into the 
earth. Then, in its season, a flower unfolds, beautiful and fragrant. The 
Daffodil has achieved the purpose for which it was created.’ 

I understood at once what the Lord was saying. We, too, are like 
Daffodil bulbs. If we stay in this state we become increasingly dried up 
with selfishness, and sad as we approach the end of  an empty life. Oh, 
yes, we may have achieved riches and worldly success, but there has 
been no flower, no fragrance, in the sight of heaven. 

But if we search earnestly for the Living Water to be found in Christ 
alone something wonderful occurs. The dirt of pride, lust, and 
selfishness is gradually washed away and shoots of love, joy, peace, 
gentleness and self control appear. This flower portrays  the beauty of 
Jesus in us. Its fragrance tells people we have been with Him.  

A great film star said at the end of his life, ‘I always felt I was created 
for some  purpose in this life but I never found it, I missed it.’ 

What will you say at the end of your life?

44.  MIRACLES  OF HEALING 

We were on a Mission to Kakinada, Andra Pradesh in India. The 
Mission had been arranged by Dr Paparao Yeluchuri, a Pastor and 
Medical Doctor, who ran an Orphanage there.

Each evening we showed the film of Jesus, made in India, in the local 
Telugu language, to the Hindu tribal villages. Half way through the 
film we had an interval to explain who Jesus is. We told them that He is 
the Creator God who loves them and continues to heal because He lives 
in those who know Him. We were then mobbed by the crowd, as it 
must have been in Jesus’ day, with people grabbing my hand to put it 
on their heads. The Lord healed everyone. We were stunned.  
Dr Paparao said it was normal! 

On the last night we asked the Lord to do something we could verify in 
front of our eyes. A young girl stood in front of me with her right leg  
withered from Polio. So I anointed her with oil and prayed for healing. 
Nothing happened! So I asked the Lord what to do. ‘Tell her to stand 
on it.’ was the divine foolishness. So I spoke to the interpreter and he 
said to her,  ‘Stand on it!’  We all looked down and saw the withered 
leg straighten out before our eyes. Only later I remembered that Jesus 
had said to the man with the withered arm, ‘Stretch out your arm!’
Later I received a letter from Dr Paparao confirming all the healings. 
He had found the girl who had had the withered leg out in the fields 
working. She gave him some sweet water. 

A similar situation occurred in New Zealand where I was speaking at a 
Full Gospel Dinner. The Holy Spirit told me that someone had a bad 
throat. Out came a young farmer but, despite prayer, his throat was no 
better. The faith in the room was going through the floorboards! Again 
I asked the Lord what to do. Into my mind came the picture of the ten 
lepers leaving Jesus’ presence full of leprosy but on their way to the 
Chief Priest they were healed. So I said, ‘Go back to your seat and on 
your way you will be healed.’ He went back to his seat and then tried 
his throat again. He gave a long, long swallow. He was healed! 

The whole room leapt to their feet praising God. 
 I have to say I was somewhat relieved!  



Nor was this the end of the adventure.  When I got to Chislehurst 
station there were no taxis.  A single car, which had picked up another 
passenger, drove slowly past.  I felt prompted to knock on the window 
as the car passed, causing it to stop.  Playing the part of a poor stranger, 
I said, 'Excuse me, could you give me a lift to the town centre?' 'Of 
course, hop in.' said the driver.  As I got in the back seat I commented,   
'Isn't it wonderful the way the Lord looks after his own.'   

The reaction to this rather odd remark was all I could have wished.   
The man in the front passenger seat turned round and said, 'Brother, if 
only you knew how true that is, we're Christians!'  'Who are you?' I 
asked cautiously. 'We're from the YMCA,' was the reply.  Not to be 
outdone I thought I'd better run up my own colours.  
 'Well, I'm from the FGBMFI. Have you heard of them?'  

The driver looked round. 'Yes, my father goes every month to the 
Norfolk Chapter dinner.' 'But I'm the President of the Norfolk Chapter!' 
I cried, bouncing up and down with excitement as they took me, after 
much rejoicing, to my destination.

8.  THE  LOST  ENGAGEMENT  RING 

On our way back from a family skiing holiday Susan lost her 
engagement ring. She was naturally upset. She last remembered seeing 
it when we stayed overnight in Strasbourg. She had put it in her bag but 
remembered the bag being on the floor a few times on the Hovercraft as 
she reached out to grab one of the six year old twins.  

So after a thorough search of the car and luggage on our return home 
we decided to pray. We reminded the Lord that He had appointed the 
Holy Angels as ‘ministering spirits sent to serve those who are to 
obtain salvation.’ Hebrews 1:14. So we asked Him to send an Angel to 
recover Susan’s ring. 

Three weeks later we were having luncheon in the kitchen with the 
children all away at school. Suddenly Susan said, ‘Don’t you think you 
ought to do something about my ring?  Couldn’t you ring Hovercraft to 
see if it has been found?  Although it’s funny, I have complete peace 
about it.’ 

A moment later she jumped up to get something out of the kitchen 
drawer where we put anything lying about to see it doesn’t get lost. It is 
an Aladdin’s Cave of sealing wax, sellotape, keys, scissors, recipes etc. 
As she did so she gave a cry of astonishment. Sitting on top of the pile 
was her ring, neatly put in a place where she would find it! 

There was no possible explanation except as an answer to prayer. The 
ring was on the top of the pile and so must have been just put there. 
Susan was in that drawer many times each day. It was a wonder! 

42.  THE  CINDER  TRACK 
We had been visiting a house three miles to the north west of Inverness.  
We were late for lunch twenty miles to the south but I knew it could 
take us at least half an hour in August to get through Inverness. 

As we approached the drive gates a thought came to me, ‘Turn right 
and trust me!’ I turned to Susan, ‘I think the Lord wants us to turn right 
(the opposite way to Inverness) and trust Him.’ Susan, as ever, was not 
helpful. ‘You had better do what you are told!’ 

So we turned right. After a quarter of a mile another instruction came, 
‘Turn left’. We followed this road for a short distance then, ‘Turn left’. 
These directions continued as we began to realise that God was taking 
us through the back streets of Inverness! But then a right turn took us 
into a housing estate. I began to panic. I knew through roads didn’t go 
through housing estates.

My worst fears were confirmed when the road became a cinder track
going across a field to farm buildings. Susan turned to me. ‘Are you 
sure Almighty God is leading you through the back streets of 
Inverness?’ ‘I am worried too’, I said, “‘but every time I ask He says, 
‘Trust me! Trust me! Trust me!’”

Perhaps, I thought, God is taking us to the farm where someone has 
died and we will raise them from the dead! But soon we came to 
another track going off to the left. ‘Turn left,’ said my faithful Guide. 

Soon we came to a metalled road. To the right we saw the traffic on the 
main road going south. God had taken us through the back streets of 
Inverness in ten minutes. So we arrived for lunch in good time! 

It struck me afterwards how often walks of faith hit a ‘cinder track’
where there seems to be no possibility of achieving one’s goal. 
Abraham and Sarah hit one when they were too old to have children.  

That is the final test before God steps in. He smiles as He says,

‘Is anything too difficult for me! 

in the usual way with a telephone call confirmed by a fax. Japan then 
crashed 20%! So I had a conversation with the Lord. 
‘Lord, I have to continue to give you praise and thanks as even if you 
remove all my Pension Fund you will remain as my rock and my 
source. However I am a little hurt as I do like to boast about your 
Pension Fund Management and at the moment if anyone should enquire 
I would be a little embarrassed!’

A few weeks later I got a letter from Sun Life saying that the fund was 
100% in cash. I called them to ask about me telephone instruction of 
10th April confirmed by my fax to move 100% into Japan. ‘We have no 
record of any such instruction,’ they replied! 

 I then noticed, when I switched 100% into Japan on 13 July, that they 
had not debited  a £6,000 draw down  from the fund in April. In the 
next two days Japan dropped 5%. When I called the following 
Wednesday to let them know about the £6,000 (I was of course tempted 
to say nothing but the commandment is, ‘Thou shall not steal!)  I 
discovered that they had inadvertently switched two days late getting 
me in at the bottom of the Japanese market which has since risen 5%! 
The benefit was £6,000!  

God is no man’s debtor. When we are obedient in foolishness He will 
never let us down. He will even over rule when we get it wrong out of 
his loving kindness! 



Later a more sombre interpretation came to me.  It might take a desert 
experience, in which one has proved God's faithfulness, to stand up to 
pressures to conform to an order of a secular government contrary to 
the Word of God.  In the book of Revelation I had read of the time, just 
before Jesus' return, when everyone will have an electronic chip 
inserted into the back of their hands or foreheads.  Anyone who refuses 
might be excluded from buying and selling in a cashless society.

 It would be very hard to refuse such an order unless one knew from 
experience that God can provide supernaturally for the needs of his 
children.  The manna from heaven and the meat brought by ravens to 
Elijah are all right in theory, but it will be hard to trust God when a 
family depends on you, unless you have proved God's ability to supply 
in providential ways from your own experience. 

Not long afterwards the Lord removed my business and for two years I 
was unemployed. We lived in a rented house with no income but never 
lacked for anything. It was Desert Training! 

Therefore, I will now allure her, and bring her into the wilderness and 
speak tenderly to her. From there I will give her vineyards and make the 
Valley of Achor (trouble!) a door of hope.  Hosea 2:14-15. 

The wave hit me but I floated over the top! Then came a second and 
third wave. Each time I floated over the top. Then the Lord spoke 
again, ‘I am your buoyancy’.  I began to see that the three waves 
represented the cancer, the business collapse and the court case. I saw 
how God allows Satan to roll down waves of hard circumstances in our 
lives. But, if we keep our eyes on Jesus and cling to the cross, we will 
have the victory. Then the Lord spoke again, ‘Look behind you.’ I 
looked back and saw the three waves hit the beach. They lost all their 
power as they subsided into bubbles on the sand. 

This was the start of two years of ‘Desert Training’.  We learnt that the 
God of Moses, who kept the Children of Israel for forty years in the 
Desert, is our God today. We experienced the divine discipline of 
helpless dependence upon God. 

God, who is faithful, eventually restored Job twofold. Only then did 
Job understand what had been going on. Before he knew God by 
reputation, with the ear. But at the end Job said to God ‘Now my eye 
sees you.’ At last he spoke to God face to face. 

It was the same for us. A miraculous deliverance left us older, wiser 
and full of praise! 

I was all goose flesh with awe at this prophetic word from the Creator 
of the Universe. I wrote the next day but received no reply except an 
acknowledgement from their solicitors. They were given three months 
grace to repent but they did not take it. Then judgement fell, not only in 
the company, which inexplicably lost a fortune, but also as individuals. 
One man was divorced. Another fell down dead. The key man, who 
was a personal friend, who could have stopped it, but who had ducked 
the issue when I had confronted him with the facts in his office, had a 
stroke and was an invalid for the rest of his life. 

Looking back, I have been attacked by four major companies during 
my business life. Not one of them exists today. When you attack a son 
of God, you are touching the apple of His eye. It is an awesome thing to 
fall into the hands of the Living God. 

38.  THE  LAST  PENNY ! 

Susan and I were at an evening service at Holy Trinity, Brompton.  I 
had Susan on my right and a girl called Rose on my left. When the 
offering came round I was surprised to see Rose pass the bag. ‘She 
hasn’t learnt to give away her last penny,’ I thought to myself. I felt 
quite superior, coming from a small country Church. 
 Then the Lord broke in, ‘Give her £10!’ 

This was not fair. Susan and I were without any income at the time and 
every penny counted. But I was clearly hoist with my own petard, such 
is the divine humour. So I put my last precious £10 note into my hand, 
nudged Rose and said, ‘God told me to give you this.’ 

When she saw what was in my hand Rose burst into tears. After the 
service she told us her story. On her way to the church she had visited 
an old friend who was destitute. So Rose and given her the contents of 
her purse. She then had a dilemma. She did not have the price of the 
bus fare home. She had given away her last penny! 

Later that year I was at a Conference in Belgium. I just had enough 
money for my travel expenses. When an offering was taken I thought I 
would just ask God, as a matter of politeness, if I was tio give anything. 
Immediately ‘£1,000’ came into my mind! This made no sense as we 
had no money. Confident this could not be God I said , 

‘Lord, if the Speaker mentions £1,000 I will know it is You. Otherwise 
I will of course give nothing.’ Then I heard the Speaker saying, 

‘I believe God is showing me that someone here will give £1,000!’ 

There was nothing for it. I wrote out a cheque for £1,000 knowing it 
would bounce. That was God’s problem! 

When I got home on the Monday morning I found a cheque in the post 
for £3,000. It was for an old debt.  We had given up hope that it would 
ever be paid. 



we bought a Type Setting Company in Salisbury. It was thought to be 
making a profit of some £30,000 in the year to 31 August. It had net 
current Assets of £220,000 and was certainly worth at least this. But we 
bought it for just £5,000! 

How was this possible? After the deal was done they explained. They 
had thought that the dollar exchange rate would go against us. We 
would then lose all our American business which was 40% of sales. 
This meant we would have to close the Company with costs of at least 
£500,000 to pay for redundancies and the long lease of the factory. 
They thought they were handing us a time bomb! This was how God 
won battles in the Old Testament. He put such fear into the enemy that 
they fled!

After the acquisition we stopped Sunday working and gave ten per cent 
of the profits to God. In our first year we made a profit before tax of 
£168,000!

13.  O  YE  OF  LITTLE  FAITH...! 

A Baptist girl from Thetford called Carol came to give Susan a hand 
with the children. One Friday she told us a marvellous story about her 
baptism at the age of fourteen. It was a great moment for her but the 
Minister seemed to be rattling through the Service with no sense of the 
presence of God.

So Carol went down into the waters of baptism very steamed up and 
angry that the day was being ruined by the Minister’s attitude. 
However, as she came up out of the water, she was amazed to see Jesus 
standing at the top of the steps. He gave her a brilliant smile and said, 

‘Carol, I know just how you are feeling, but I am here 
 so does that make it all right?’ 

As I heard this story I was immediately assailed with doubts. I began to 
rationalise as one can so easily do when hearing stories of the 
supernatural. She was an emotional girl; she had water in her eyes; no 
doubt the sun was shining through a window through someone’s white 
dress. In no time I had explained it all away! 

The next Monday I was taking the manager of St Benedict’s Branch of 
the National Westminster Bank out to lunch. He happened to be a 
Baptist too. As I walked into his office he leapt to his feet and said, 
‘John, I must tell you what happened in our Church on Sunday. A 
young girl was being baptised. When she came up out of the water her 
face suddenly became radiant. Afterwards we asked her why and she 
said

‘But didn’t you see Him? Jesus was standing  there
as I came out of the water!’ 

If I have ever heard God speak loud and clear it was then! Into my 
mind came the words at the end of St Mark’s Gospel when ‘The Lord 
rebuked them for their unbelief and hardness of heart because they had 
not believed those who had seen Him after He had risen.’ Mark 16:14 

now that the capital had been raised. But after ten weeks there was no 
sign of a partner and I knew that the Bank was about to fail without 
some divine intervention. 

This duly occurred as I drove to London from Cirencester with a 
Christian friend. We were talking away and suddenly realised we were 
in a country lane. This was extraordinary as it was south of the main 
road. To get there we would have had to have crossed the oncoming 
traffic. However, we both had a strong impression that God was taking 
us somewhere. Then a sign post saying ‘Reading 8 miles’ reminded me 
that my old rector from Derbyshire was chaplain at a girl’s school 
nearby. We called in for coffee and as we left his wife said, 
‘Christopher is doing very well at the Ionian Bank.’ I had forgotten 
they had a son who was a banker. 

On the last day of my three months grace I had a Partner! 

In the Bible God does some extraordinary things. So we read in the 
Acts of the Apostles that Philip was ‘snatched away’ by the Spirit of 
the Lord after baptising the Ethiopian Eunuch and then ‘found
himself at Azotus.’ Acts 8:39-40. 

 It would seem, in the above story, as if God did the same thing, 
moving us in the car about forty miles, so as to lead me to the 
partner He had chosen for me. Recently He has done it again, this 
time for only a couple of miles, but for no apparent reason except 
to demonstrate His almighty power. I know of at least one other 
mature Christian who has had the same experience. 

It may well be, when the persecuted Bride of Christ goes 
underground just before the Lord’s return, that this is how God 
will move his servants across national borders which might 
otherwise be closed to them. 

35. THE CAR DEAL

If there is one thing that delights God's heart I am sure it is generosity, 
just as human parents are also thrilled when they see their children 
sharing their possessions.  Well, we were soon to learn how this 
principle of generosity applies to business deals, though it also meant 
trusting God at the same time. 

The time had come to trade in Susan's Volkswagen Polo L. Naturally 
we went to Graham Dacre, a fellow Full Gospel Business Man, who 
had a car dealership.  In no time we were locked in gladiatorial combat 
as I rather fancied myself as a hard bargainer.   After an hour of huge 
enjoyment for both of us, with Graham voicing such superlatives as, 
'John, isn't this really the most wholesome car you have ever driven' 
there was still £50 between us, with neither of us prepared to give in.  
At the same time we both felt a little uneasy and so decided to sleep on 
it.

It was a wise course to follow. It allowed God to speak to me the 
following morning through a Proverb which said we should aim to 
bless others in business. If we would refresh our suppliers, God would 
refresh us in other ways.  The next morning I amazed Graham by 
paying the price he wanted.  In return he gave us a 10 per cent discount, 
worth £300, a free loan of a car every time Susan wanted a service, and 
suggested we sell the Polo L ourselves as he could only offer £1700.  A 
single advertisement produced a single purchaser at £2150.  The buyer 
was happy because the same day a similar Polo L was advertised for 
£2400, we benefited by £750 and Graham got the price he wanted!   



15.  GLORY! 

There are times when I feel I have to point out to God some of the 
failings of His Church. One morning I was complaining about jargon. 
There are so many words like ‘Glory’ that people use continually 
without any idea of what they mean. 

It amazes me that God does listen to even our silliest thoughts rather as 
we listen to the babble of children. So, in reply, He put a thought in my 
mind,

‘Ask me what the letters G L O R Y  stand for.’ 

So I asked, ‘All right, Lord, what do they stand for?’ 

Immediately came the words: 
‘God’s Love Outpoured Revealed in You!’

The truth of this hit me immediately. How often had I seen people with 
the glory on their faces. It was a key sign of the indwelling Holy Spirit. 
Then the Lord began to tease me. 

“Of course, my son, if you were not an Anglican, but a Pentecostal, you 
could not say ‘Glory’ without getting excited. Then you would shout 
Glor-ee-ee with two ‘Ys’ at the end. Then it would be 
God’s Love Outpoured Revealed by Yeshua in You.” 

Of course, there are other well known acronyms. Faith is 
‘Full Assurance In the Heart’ while Grace is 

‘God’s Riches at Christ’s Expense

I have also received the words for HOLY.
‘Hear and Obey out of Love for Yeshua!’
Finally when we say ‘WOW!’at some miracle story it is 
‘Wonder Of Wonders’ or, as someone said to me,
‘Worthy Of Worship.’

My lesson continued, 'You have seen me multiply thousands into 
millions in Sodastream.  You have seen me provide £1000 when you 
were in need.  Do you yet doubt that you can give away even half your 
possessions and see me multiply what remains several times over.’

Sodastream was a company we had bought for fifteen thousand pounds 
but sold for £20 million. I knew I was being challenged to give 
whatever was necessary to make up the amount.  As all this sunk in I 
became conscious of a new freedom, a release from the fear of poverty, 
and a great joy and excitement filled my soul.  I rushed round for the 
rest of the day telling everyone who would listen, 'I've been healed, I've 
been healed!' 'We didn't notice you were very ill,' was the not surprising 
response.  Yet something so profound had happened to me it seemed as 
dramatic as seeing after being blind.  Spiritually, I suppose, this was 
true.

Finding the £12,000 I needed was not a problem as I was expecting 
fees of £25,000 for a deal I had arranged for an English company in 
Kuwait. The next week the deal fell through! But strangely I had a deep 
peace about it. Three weeks later the deal was done and my fees paid.

33.  LET  NOT  THE  SUN  GO  DOWN

As Susan and I read the Bible we found that God’s rules about marriage 
made good sense. As He invented marriage this was not surprising. The 
Bible is, after all, the manufacturer’s handbook. But disregarding it 
could be costly, as we were to discover. 

One hot Saturday in August I had to go to a meeting in London. After a 
three hour drive each way I arrived back in time for supper in a bad 
state. I was hot, tired and had a headache. At home everything seemed 
to irritate me. The children were screaming, the dog had gone hunting, 
everything seemed to be untidy. The final straw came when the chicken 
for supper was undercooked. 

That did it! I fell into a well of self pity and went to bed early in a sulk. 
When Susan followed later I was not going to speak to her. I pretended 
to be asleep, simulating deep breathing with my eyes closed. Men can 
be quite childish sometimes! 

That night, for the first and last time in our marriage, we went to sleep 
unreconciled, without asking God to protect the house. As a result that 
night a brand new Honda motor mower was stolen and we never saw it 
again. The police made enquiries and a neighbour wrongly thought I 
had suggested him as the culprit. 

His solicitor sent me a fearsome letter accusing me of defamation with 
huge damages pending. Suddenly all hell was let loose in a village in 
which nothing much had happened since Doomsday! 

I got  a well earned rebuke. ‘My son, you know you are in the front line 
in evangelism. I have put a hedge around you, but if you move outside 
my will you must expect to be hurt.’

31. HUSBANDS - LOVE YOUR WIVES 
My Business was going through a rough patch. As a result I was more 
than usually untalkative when I got home, usually pretty late.   I 
thought, wrongly, that I should not worry Susan with my business 
problems. This was a big mistake. She knew something was wrong and 
suspected it must be much worse than it really was. At the same time I 
was in no mood to listen to her domestic problems.

 This broke the first rule of marriage which is ‘husbands love your 
wives as Jesus loved the Church’, that is, with the love of self sacrifice.  
It is this love which causes the wife to blossom and respond with love 
expressed as obedience. As I got less communicative, Susan, not 
unnaturally, resented my retreat into a world of  my  own. She became 
less co-operative. This hurt my ego and seemed to compound the 
burden I was carrying, with the result that irritation too often broke out. 
As I got less loving Susan lost her looks. Finally her cooking went off. 
It was terrible. I had married a pretty, obedient cook.  Now I had the 
reverse!  Lack of communication is often at the root of marriage 
problems and certainly this was the case with us. 

I suddenly realised how easily divorces occur.  The pressures of life 
isolate husband and wife who soon listen to that sympathetic voice, 'You 
never were compatible, the first marriage doesn't usually work. You are 
on a learning curve. Try a blonde next time!'  But God, not Satan, was 
Lord of our marriage and His solution was to give me a sharp rocket.  'Go 
and apologise to Susan for treating her like a housekeeper and tell her 
you love her!'  Of course this was all that was necessary.  After I had 
asked Susan to forgive me I was at a loss for words. What could I say 
next? But if we are obedient God will never let us down. Into my mind 
came a thought, ‘Tell her what a beautiful profile she has!’

So I turned to her and said, ‘I have just been reminded what a beautiful profile 
you have.’ She said, ‘Don’t be silly.’ But her cheeks went pink and her eyes 
began to sparkle. It was just what she wanted to hear, a gift of divine wisdom! 

As I became daily more appreciative, so she became less tired and more 
beautiful.  As I became more loving, so she became more obedient, and 
of course the cooking improved!   



Outside Waterloo was a big bunch of Police. I introduced myself as the 
Founder and President of the Stop a Copper Society. They were 
charmed. Then I told them about the ex Mafia Boss of Newcastle on 
Tyne called Davey Falcus. Jesus appeared to him as he was about to 
commit suicide and he is now a Vicar. One Policeman said, ‘My Father 
is a Lay Reader in the Church of England.’ Seeds sown! 

Took the wrong turn out of Waterloo only to meet a charming Catholic 
barrow boy who redirected me. Told him he was an Angel. We had a 
great time of fellowship and gave him a Voice. 

My Cab driver en route to lunch with my son Francis was of Spanish 
descent and called Emmanuel! His mother prayed to St Anthony every 
five minutes, he said. He had been watching Christian TV and loved it. 
He was born again outside the Salvation Army HQ and so filled with 
joy that he gave me my £6.80 cab ride free! 
Lesson: Always talk to Cab drivers – you have a captive audience! 

Walking with Francis a young man passed with an Old Wykehamist tie. 
I stopped him and found he was job hunting. Told him to put his trust 
in God who would guide him and gave him‘ No Easy Ride.’ 

Another talk to a policeman walking to Liverpool Street Station where 
the door boy at the Hotel was a Christian Argentinean called Xavier. 
Great time of mutual encouragement.
Lesson: Talk to the cleaners, door boys, waiters, asking their names

Talked to two lady police officers at the Station, one black one white, 
both Christians but one backsliding. Gales of laughter and mutual 
delight in the Lord.  Spoke to Jocelyn, a fat black Mamma Platform 
Manager who loves  the Lord. Again we shared our mutual joy in Jesus. 

 On the journey back I sat opposite Clare, a Personnel Manager, who 
was very monosyllabic but opened up dramatically after prayer.
Lesson: Pray first!

Glory to God! 

19.  THE  POTATO  CHIP  ADDICT 

We were at a Dinner of the Spalding Chapter of the Full Gospel 
Business Men. Beforehand I was sitting in the car asking the Holy 
Spirit to give me ‘words of knowledge’ of the sickness that would be in 
the room that He was going to heal.

These gifts of supernatural knowledge followed by gifts of healing are 
in fulfilment of Jesus’ words when He said ‘Believe because of what I 
say or believe because of the signs you see my Father do.’ 

Into my mind came the word Chips!  ‘Lord,’ I remonstrated, 
‘I don’t know of a disease called Chips’

‘There is someone coming who is addicted to potato chips!’ 
was the reply. 

So at the end of the Dinner, feeling very foolish, I asked if anyone 
suffered from addiction to potato chips. Immediately a hand went up. It 
was Enzo, a fork lift truck driver of Italian origin, with a very 
pronounced tummy! He said he couldn’t go past a fish and chip shop 
without getting a bag of chips.

Enzo came out and was prayed for. Three months later I heard that the 
contours of his stomach were remarkably reduced! 

A number who responded to words of knowledge that night were 
healed , including a man who was lame with a leg shortened  from a car 
crash. The leg just grew out as we prayed. 

Just like in the Bible, nothing has changed! 

In the hospital I had a lovely time making my peace with Ron, singing 
songs and anointing him with oil in the name of the Lord. Outside his 
room I found a Hindu and a Muslim Doctor. As I talked to them about 
Jesus in the Bhagavad Gita and the Quran I noticed that the Muslim 
Doctor had a skin disease on his nose and hands. I asked him if he 
would like me to ask Jesus to heal him and he immediately agreed, 
saying a firm ‘Amen’ after the prayer. No doubt revival will break out 
when he is healed!

On the way home, as I passed a man washing a new Volvo, a thought 
came to me. So I stopped and after congratulating him on his choice of 
car, (I have a Volvo too), I asked him, ‘You may be able to wash your 
car but how are you going to wash away your sins?’ It turned out he 
had just divorced his wife who is a Christian! I am praying this will be 
the first step for him on the road to salvation. 

At times of sickness, unresolved difficulties and seemingly immovable 
mountains  moments like these are a wonderful comfort that God is still 
with us. David did not ask God to take him out of the wilderness, but he 
did ask for tokens of God’s love to keep him going. 

29.  NATIONAL  PRUNE  WEEK

While praying one day I had a mental picture. I saw the Lord walking 
in an orchard full of big, ripe, dark blue plums. I saw Him stop to chose 
and pick a plum from the tree.   It was me (and you!)   I was so proud.   
Chosen by God out of all those other plums.   What a future was in 
store for me.   I lay in the Lord's hands, experiencing His great love and 
delight in His creation. 

But then I was left out in the sun.   I began to dehydrate.   Then came 
many dark nights and hot days.   I was uncomfortable and didn't like 
what was happening to me.   I cried to the Lord.   I felt deserted. 

At last my Lord made me aware of his presence again. He had never 
left me but had watched over my transformation with loving care. 

I had not realised that a plum was no use to him.   He wanted a prune! 

Then I saw that we start our Christian life like plums, full of juice that 
allows bacteria to breed so that they go rotten. But, when dried out, 
they are preserved because the moisture needed by bacteria has 
evaporated. In the same way Christians have to be dried out too. Our 
flesh, so easily seduced by the world and the devil, has to have the 
pride, the ambition, the lust, the self confidence driven out. Then we 
become strong to resist temptation. Then God can use us and trust us 
with His glory. 

Then came an afterthought. As a prune is soaked in water before being 
eaten, so we are soaked in the Holy Spirit and empowered for service! 
Blessed by being chosen, then broken, then filled! 

The next Sunday I should not have been surprised to read that it was 
National Prune Week! 



21.  THE  ROYAL  MINT 

Just before the Civil War erupted in Lebanon I was asked by a 
Lebanese business man to arrange for the minting of £10 million in 
new specially designed 1oz gold ‘Cedars’. The idea was that they 
would compete with the Gold Rands and Gold Sovereigns as currency 
in the Middle East. I was going to make my fortune but the war put a 
stop to it and I never heard from my friend again. 

As I was praying about this one day the Lord used the minting process 
to show me something about the process of our sanctification. We are 
like gold blanks that are put onto the base plate of the press. A ram then 
comes down with great force with a die of the sovereign’s head. If the 
base plate remains firm then the sovereign’s head is imprinted on the 
blank. If it doesn’t the ram has to come down time and time again until 
the sovereign’s head is imprinted. 

In the same way we start our Christian life as gold blanks. God then 
puts us onto His minting press and brings down the ram of 
circumstances upon us. If we stand up to the pressure and endure we 
will be marked with the image of Christ. If we run away from the trial 
it will have been in vain. God will have to put us through the same 
process all over again. Some blanks never get more than a faint 
impression of Jesus in their character because they will not take the 
pressure.

It reminded me of all the times God has humbled me. I had the choice 
to run away or to grin and bear it. Only when I did the latter was there 
any lasting transformation. 

23.  PICK  IT UP ! 

One of the home helps who came to stay was an eighteen year old Swiss girl 
called Ruth pronounced ‘Root’! When she arrived she was very rebellious. 
Her face was covered in spots and she wore her hair over her face. She spoke 
very little English and  I wondered if we had got the right girl! 

But at a Full Gospel Business Men’s Convention at Blackpool she was 
overwhelmed by God’s love for her. As she said afterwards, she had 
thought she was a Christian because she had been baptised and 
confirmed. However, at Blackpool, as she asked Jesus to be her Lord 
and Saviour, I was given a prophetic word for her. ‘I will take away 
your condemnation before men!’ I asked Ruth if she knew what God 
meant. ‘O yes,’ she said, ‘He is going to take away my spots!’  

Which is precisely what happened over the next few weeks. There was 
an outer sign of an inner cleansing. Now Ruth brushed her hair back to 
reveal a very pretty face. She became an extrovert evangelist, learnt to 
play the guitar, and was a joy to have in the house. But she still had to 
be tested so that she could experience God’s love for her.  

One sunny September afternoon we were all picking apples in the 
orchard. Suddenly Ruth gave a shriek. She had lost the gold cross she 
wore round her neck on a chain which we had given her when she 
became a Christian. We all looked everywhere, praying hard, but with 
long grass it was clearly going to need a miracle. 

Ruth was very upset with God. She climbed back up the ladder to 
continue picking the apples, still fuming! Suddenly the Lord spoke to 
her ‘Pick it up!’ ‘How can I Lord?’ she replied angrily, ‘it is lost.’ ‘In 
front of you’ came the amused, if long suffering, voice of Almighty 
God. There, in front of her, caught in a crevice of the bark, was her 
cross and chain! 

Screams of joy followed with great rejoicing with the children. It was 
moments like this, they told us when they grew up, that made them 
strong believers - not the family Bible Studies and Prayer Meetings 
which were boring!

24. THE GOSSAMER THREAD 

I was having a quiet time at 7am on a beautiful July morning.  Suddenly I 
began to feel uncomfortable which is often a sign that God wants to say 
something. Then a thought came to me 

‘Go for a walk!’ 

I protested that I was at prayer and this must take precedence over a walk. 
But I had no peace and could not get the thought out of my head. So I got 
up and set off on my usual three mile circuit . 

As I was walking along a path with  the river Yare on my right and  
bungalows on my left a man came out to take a photograph of a house. A 
car in the driveway was being loaded and I surmised that they had been 
on holiday and were setting off early for home.

So I paused to speak to the man and asked if he was a Churchgoer.  He 
said that he wasn’t but I should speak to his son who was loading the car. 
The son, whose name was Cullum, surprised me by saying that he didn’t 
go to Church either. So I asked him if he  was interested in what happens 
when we die  This question  got an immediate re-action. 

‘I sure am’, he said. ‘I am  joining the Army and expect to be in 
Afghanistan before long!’ 

I explained the choice we have to make between Hell and Heaven and 
gave him a Voice magazine of Christian testimonies. I also gave him my 
card and invited him to contact me if he wanted any help.  

That evening I got an email from Cullum saying that he believed our 
meeting had been providential and that he was keenly interested in 
discovering more about eternal life. I should not have been surprised to 
discover that he lived a few hundred yards away from the President of the 
Dorchester Chapter of the Full Gospel Business Men.  

Afterwards I reflected with awe at God’s perfect timing. If the father had 
come out  two minutes earlier or later I would have missed him. It had all 
hung on the gossamer thread of providence.

26.  THE HEAVENLY TWINS 

In January 1981 Susan suspected she might be pregnant again. When 
we prayed about it the answer gave us both a bit of a shock. 'I have 
given you twins and you are to take out an insurance policy to prove to 
an unbelieving world that God is alive and speaks to his children!' 

There was no earthly reason to expect twins.  There were none in 
Susan's immediate family, or in mine, and we had not insured for such 
an unlikely event with our first three children.  Nevertheless we took 
out a policy with Guardian Royal Exchange; sadly they had a 
maximum of £1000!  It was not a moment too soon.  In March the 
doctors confirmed we were having twins and in September James and 
John were born, perfectly balanced, with an easy delivery. 

So I wrote to the Chief Executive of the Guardian Royal Exchange to 
claim our £1000.  But as there is a principle of all Insurance Contracts 
called 'uberrima fides' (with the utmost good faith), I felt I should 
reveal our source of information.  As a postscript, I couldn't resist 
adding, ‘perhaps on your future Multiple Birth Proposal forms you 
might add the question, ‘Has God told you?’  

His reply was charming.  He was delighted that faith was being 
rewarded in these days of unbelief.  Of course the company would pay.  
They were, however, grateful that not more of their clients had the 
same source of information or they would have had to drastically revise 
their terms of business! 

God’s power to open the womb did not end there. A few years later a 
Romany girl called to sell us a table cloth. Over a cup of tea we learnt 
that she was a Christian but that she could not have a baby.  
‘But you know it is God who opens the womb,’ I said, 
‘Would you like us to pray?’ 
‘Yes, please do,’ she said.
So Susan and I asked the Lord to open her womb. 

A year later we got a letter with a photograph of a beautiful baby boy!  


