L. GOSPEL BUSINESS MEN'S FELL@WS!—H INT HN Ti’@filAL

Lt S

For further information, please contact the above address.
Don't let this magazine die... Pass it on to a friend.



The Blind See

The Lame Walk
Budapest, Hungary
Surviving

The Storm
Dr. John Sullivan,
Ohio

Order Voice

A True Gypsy
Sonnie Gibbard,
London, England

Contact Addresses

The Winner's Edge
Bill Ashpaugh,
Olympic Body Builder

Football Violence!
Stefan Driess,
Schiaitdorf, Germany

An Important Note

Domestic Violence

Gary Jackson,
Essex, England

Who are we?

10

13

13

14

18

19

The Blind See

The success of the our recent Outreach in Budapest
is just the beginning. God has plans to do some-
thing new in the Fellowship. One KEY in the
Outreach was a tabloid newspaper, which was dis-
tributed around the city. God had shown me that as
the truths and excitement about Him were spread
liberally in Budapest, He would draw people to
Himself. And that is exactly what happened.

We didn’t go there to preach or to condemn people.
The message of condemnation will never help any-
one. We told simple stories, like that of the woman
healed from her illness by simply reaching out to
Jesus in faith. We spoke of the blind beggar who
called out to Jesus and was healed by the Master.

Another KEY God had shown me was that we were
to focus on the power of prayer. This meant that we
were to pray for one type of need at a time. At one
point I told the crowd that God was going to heal
eyes, and then we reached out our hands toward
them and prayed. Blind people left that place with
their sight. Then we prayed for those with hearing
problems. They started hearing! There were also
those with breathing problems, or who were crip-
pled, who were healed. It was an exciting time!

SRichard Shakarian
International President

Budapest, Hungary

For seven years Zoltan Varadi was unable to
work due to a spinal defect. Leading up to a major
concert/outreach put on by the FGBMII in
Budapest, one of the teams distributing newspa-
pers about the event came across him lying on a
dirty rag in a metro station, where he was begging.
He held a sign, “I am handicapped and unable to
work.”

They gave him one of the newspapers and began
telling him about the Bible story in Acts where a
man begging at the temple gate was healed. Our
team member took the lame man’s hand and, just
like the case in the Bible, he said, “In the name of
Jesus Christ, get up and walk.” It was very hard for
him at first, but as he moved, it got easier and eas-
ier.

Arm in arm, the two men began running togeth-
er through the metro station. Zoltan said, “I don’t
know what happened, but when you touched me, 1
felt a warmth.”

“When I realized what had happened,” our team
member reports, “I let him go and he began run-
ning on his own.” The man ran to all the shop-
keepers in the station who knew him, shouting, “1
am healed! I am healed!” He threw away the sign
and cane, saying, “I don’t need these any more!”
We heard reports two days later that he was back
in the metro station walking around telling people
about Jesus.

A young woman joined the crowd at one of the
meetings. I noticed her because it was so obvious-
ly difficult for her to walk. While we were praying,
God healed her. For the first time in her life she

was able to stand up straight. Then
she started to walk, slowly at first,
until she was walking quickly and
normally.

One woman had come with two
small children. One of her chil-
dren had breathing problems and
she could barely see. After prayer,
both were healed. The woman
began to describe things she could
see across the field. But there was
more! She was holding both her
hearing aids. She had thought
there was something wrong with
them because they were making so
much noise, but it turned out she
no longer needed them. She could
hear normally! ®
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Dr. John Sullivan, Ohio

BOOM! The blast shook me awake. 1
looked around. Fear flickered in the eyes
of the other artillery division soldiers.
What had happened? “Sit tight!” barked
the highest-ranking officer in our crowd-
ed Saudi Arabia dormitory, which was
covered by a sea of sleeping bags. “Wait
until we get further orders!”

Those orders never came. Instead, a
minute later a military siren blared:
chemical warfare alert! It was our signal
to strap on full gear, including gas masks
and chemical protection suits. Intercepted
by a U.S. Patriot, an Iragi Scud missile
had exploded above the port city of
Damman. Not knowing whether it carried
poisonous gas, our superiors ordered us
to remain in gear while agents investigat-
ed.

The siren sounded at 1:30 a.m. A cou-
ple of hours later claustrophobia over-
whelmed me. It touched off uncontrol-
lable feclings of terror, although I had
been praying since the alert began. Soon
God made His presence known and 1

became aware that prayers for us were
ascending to heaven from around the
world.

Years after Operation Desert Storm,
much of the world has never heard about
the things God did during the Middle
East conflict. And, if you were one of
those interceding, I want to thank you.
Never doubt that your prayers were heard
and appreciated. As a baby doctor I never
expected to be called for overseas duty.

One night I told my wife, Debra, “For a
paediatrician they sure are training me
well. They’re giving me extra emergency
room training, advanced cardiac life sup-
port, trauma life support, and combat and
chemical casualty care courses.” The rea-
son for this education became clear the
day the deputy commander of Fort Riley
hospital called an emergency meeting. He
quickly rattled off the names of medical
personnel assigned to the Persian Gulf
region.

I heard mine called to be surgeon of
HHB-Divarty, First Infantry Division,
known as “Big Red 1.)” That meant I

Spared by 5 Seconds

Flight Lieutenant Ian Ferguson

“It's out of control!” | screamed at my navigator. "I'm going to
gject." My head was down between my knees as | pulled

the handle. The rockets fired and my seat shot straight out, goi
from O to 60 miles per hour in a third of a second. Immediately,
my parachutes started to open up. | later learn-

ed that mine was one of the lowest and fastest survivable
ejections in the history of the Royal Air Force. My life was spared
by under five seconds!

It was a miracle that | was flying that fighter aircraft. How hard
and long | had worked to be permitted the privilege of sitting in
its cockpit! School was a struggle for me from the beginning, and
only through sheer determination was | able to finally get
through. When the Royal Air Force rejected my application to be
a pilot, it seemed my flying career was not to be. Eventually |
was accepted to officer training and pilot training, which took me
back to the academics and also to physical testing.

Eventually, | graduated as an officer and was sent through pilot
training on jets. Though initially considered not good enough, |
eventually ended up as a fighter pilot. It was during this time that
| met Elizabeth, and made the most important decision of my life.
Through her | started attending church, where | heard men
speak of God as if He was real. Their inner strength and the
answers they seemed to have impressed me. Eventually, after a
particularly difficult day, | told God that | was tired of the struggle
and asked Him to take charge of my life.

Some years later came the morning of the crash. With no choice
but to eject at a dangerously low altitude, | was in the air for only
15 seconds. My left arm and right leg were broken. Unfortunately,
my parachute never collapsed and | was dragged, face down,
across rocks and snow. Kicking myself over onto my back, |
called out to God for the physical strength needed to release the
fasteners with my one arm. He did just that, and | was free!
Jesus was right there with me in that terrible situation. The most
fantastic thing is that | was able to lay on the mountain top,
singing praises to God while awaiting my rescue.

"How did you get the emergency radio transmitted?" | was asked
by the Investigation Board. The fact was, | couldn't. Though | had
looked at it, | couldn't switch it on. Their next statement surprised
me, "How did the emergency frequency get transmitted? That's
why the helicopter came straight to you!" What | couldn't do, |
believe Jesus did on my behalf, bringing that rescue team
straight to me.
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would be responsible for the medical care of 2,000
young men and women. After a decade of military
service, suddenly I felt a new kind of pressure. We
were prepared, though. My wife and I had already
discussed the “remote”™ possibility of being sent to
a war zone.

When some well-meaning friends said, “We are
praying that you don’t have to go,” I answered, “I
am ready to go.” Besides, “Who better to go over
there?” Deb echoed. “Even if the worst possible
thing happened, he’s going to heaven.” I have to
admit I wasn't too thrilled the night our fleet of
jumbo 767’s touched down at the Damman airport
in mid-January of 1991.

The mood had turned grim during a refuelling
stop in Germany. After joking and cutting up the
first half of the 22-hour flight, everyone had now
turned sombre. Reality intensified in Saudi Arabia.
Soon we were camped out in the desert during the
rainy season. Rats slithered about, leaving ripples
in the mud puddles. My teeth chattered as I lay in
the damp, 40-degree night air, I was sure this was
the closest thing to hell on earth I would ever expe-

rience.

At that point I didn’t know of
the mental stress that later would
move one soldier to turn his gun
on his unit and threaten to kill
them, and cause others to mis-
takenly believe they had suffered
a stroke or poisonous snake
bites. Nevertheless, if T had had
a choice right then, I would have
taken the next flight back to
Kansas.

After the Scud explosion, the
Army moved our division a few
hundred miles north. For awhile
we stayed within 30 miles of
Iraq’s border, too close for their
missiles to inflict any damage.
Though our division suffered
few casualties during the war,
we lost a young private in an
auto accident. Though not war-
related, it reminded us that death
posed an ever-present reality.

Yet in the midst of unglam-
orous warfare we found many
reasons to praise God. The med-
ical tent was the largest in the
unit and that helped us become a
spiritual refuge. Several believ-
ers joined with me to hold night-
ly Bible studies. To set the
atmosphere, a group of musical-
ly-gifted soldiers provided some
of the most beautiful praise
music I've ever heard.

Curious, every so often my
commander or a staff officer
asked, “Captain Sullivan, what
are you doing out there”’ When
I answered, “Well, we're having
Bible studies,” they gave me
funny looks, but never stopped

us. On Sundays we also held what we
called “Full Gospel” services. Still, the
greatest joy was watching God’s hand of
protection. I'll relate three specific exam-
ples.

Early in the war, the U.S. Air Force
began flying overhead en route to drop-
ping bombs and missiles on Iraq. One
day as a jet passed, an cerie whistle
echoed through the air. Suddenly a
Sidewinder missile plopped into our
midst, landing 50 yards from a soldier
walking through the compound. The det-
onator exploded. It frightened him badly
and drew a flurry of people from their
tents, but the main bomb never went off.

“Boy, that was lucky, wasn’'t it?” a
major remarked. “Sir, you can call it what
you want,” I replied, “but I know it was
God’s hand of protection. I believe we
have more people praying for us than in
any other war we’ve ever fought. If we
could just see God’s angels around us,
we’'d be amazed.” Looking at me like [
had just arrived from outer space, he spat,
“Aw, it was luck” and walked off.

The next day we heard another explo-
sion. Just moments later the radio phone
jangled. “Doc, get your medical supplies
and go forward! A British howitzer
caught on fire and shot into a couple of
neighbouring units.” We scrambled into
the yard and started flinging supplies into
the ambulance when the phone rang
again. “Stop what you’re doing, doc. We
don’t quite understand it, but nobody got
hurt.”

Equally miraculous was the incident
that followed a couple of weeks later
after we had advanced to Iraq’s border.
As one of our batteries fired a medium-
range rocket launching system, a young
soldier made a 180-degree mistake. He

swung his gun around and fired six
bombs back at us.

Shocked, some soldiers just stood
there. Others dived into fox holes. My
driver and I were on our way to pick up
medical supplies. When we heard the
bombs we quickly turned and headed
back to camp. These devices contained
“bomblets™ that bounce off the ground
and explode. When they do, they spew
out “metal rain,” shrapnel that injures and
kills. Yet there were no injuries. In human
terms, that can’t be explained.

Examples

One man had grown up in a Christian
home. Yet he had gradually drifted into
the things of the world, primarily partics
and sexual promiscuity. A couple of
weeks after we arrived — in the midst of
feverish activity — the Lord provided an
hour to sit and talk without interruption.
The man asked if he could come back to
God or if the Lord would frown on him as
a hypocrite. Quoting 1 John 1:9, I assured
him that if we confess our sins, God is
faithful to forgive us and cleanse us of
those sins.

A female medic, who had also grown
up in a Christian home and had even sung
in a choir during a tour of duty in South
Korea, had decided the Christian walk
was too tough. During one of our meet-
ings, she rededicated her life to Christ.

I myself was raised in a good Irish
Catholic home. I was an “average™ stu-
dent whose primary interests were sports
and girls. Church placed a distant third.
As a young teenager, I quit going to the
Catholic church after Dad (a very proud
man) had a falling out with the priest and
vowed to never set foot in his parish
again.
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Meanwhile, some church-going bud-
dies were telling me about a strange,
futuristic event called the “rapture,”
which sounded like science-fiction.
Between my friends and Mom, things
began to make sense. Then, the summer
after my 16th birthday, at a Fellowship of
Christian Athletes camp, though I was
never a drunk pulled from the gutter, 1
saw that I was just as desperately in need
of God.

A 300-pound lineman from the Green
Bay Packers led me to the Lord as he
spoke to a small group of teens about
what God had done in his life. He spoke
of the beauty of God’s grace and the sal-
vation work that Jesus completed on the
cross. Mom had already begun taking us
children to FGBMFI meetings. About a
year after accepting Christ I went forward
at one meeting to seck the Baptism of the
Holy Spirit, which I kept hearing about.
Through it my lingering doubts were
removed and I received an assurance that
I was indeed God’s child and felt a keen-
er awareness of Him,

However, I didn’t follow up with con-
sistent Bible study, an essential element
to every Christian’s growth. So, though
we attended church regularly, we weren’t
really what I would term “active in God’s
service.” Then one day Luke 9:62 seemed
to jump out of the Bible at me, *“No one
who puts his hand to the plough and
looks back is fit for service in the king-
dom of God.”

When [ read that, in my spirit I sensed
God saying, “I've forgotten all your sins.
Forgive yourself and 2o on with me.” I
had constantly felt guilty for things that
had taken place between my wife and |
before we were married. Once I obeyed,
doors opened. A year later I took my first
medical missions trip to Santiago, Chile.
[ spent nine days meeting the needs of
poverty-stricken people and sharing the
gospel. I'm convinced that the primary
purpose of that trip was to train me for
my mission in the Middle East.

The Persian Gulf War showed me
beyond a doubt that God is faithful. I
oreeted each day there with gratitude. 1

A general paediatrician, Dr. Sullivan earned
his medical degree from the Wright State
University School of Medicine. He and his
wife, Debra, have two sons, Daniel and Sam.
The Sullivans take regular medical mission
trips to Haiti. He is a life-time member of the &
FGBMFI. -
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heard many griping and complaining, *
wish this was over. I wish I was home’
How sad to wish your life away. No mat-
ter where we are or what we're doing, we
must be good stewards of the time that
God has given each of us. °

Budapest

Johann Canton, Honduras: The Budapest
Outreach was very impressive. As a
business man I am not used to meet-
ings in parks, but now I would not
trade that time for anything. The pres-
ence of the Holy Spirit was so clear
that you could "almost touch it".
Watching the miracles taking place
before my eyes, |1 did not know what to
do. I wanted to cry, laugh, and jump
for joy all at the same time. This was
the first time I had seen such things in
person.
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As a “Tetchina Romani Chail”, I am a
true Gypsy. Born in the New Forest on a
bed of straw on a cold January night,
according to Romani custom, I was lifted
up and offered back to God. Circus per-
formers start young. When I was three 1
could walk the tightrope. I learned about
horses from my grandfather, and by the
time I was eleven years old I was an
accomplished bareback rider.

Tragedy Strikes

During the war, my father was taken
prisoner in Burma and died in the Changi
Prison in Singapore. My mother died of
cancer when [ was fourteen and I was left
to take care of my brothers and sisters.
There were six of us and my youngest
sister was only three. It was a big respon-
sibility for me as we had no social securi-
ty, national health care, ration cards or
fixed abode. 'To preserve the family unity
and avoid being put into a home, we took

to the road in our horse-drawn Bardo
(caravan).

About this time I responded to the
Gospel message my grandfather, Gypsy
Smith, had preached, and committed my
life to Jesus, though I did not want to be
like him, always travelling and rarely
around when we needed him. Soon after
this he died at sea on the way to America
for a preaching tour. Times were hard and
I had to resort to stealing to survive.
Since I was a Christian, it bothered me
greatly, but we had to eat.

We often came through Abridge Essex
early in the morning, The children sat up
in the caravan while I walked, leading the
horse. The local policeman, Copper
Kelly, would ride by on his push-bike and
as he went passed would wallop me
round the ear with his rolled-up cape. I
wondered why he did this since it really
hurt. Soon I would see a free-range chick-

en crossing the road and would catch it for
our Sunday lunch. Then I would jump over
the fence and steal six eggs for our breakfast
or take some vegetables that were growing in
the field. In this way we managed to stay alive
until I got a job as a trapeze artist in the cir-
cus.

Since I became very good, 1 was soon in
demand for film stunt work and could name
my own price. | worked with famous film
stars like Burt Lancaster in “The Greatest
Show on Earth”, Tony Curtis and Gina
Lollobrigida in “Trapeze”, Raj Kapoor in
“The Joker” and also with Pi Ramli, the
Malyan star. It was a good life and I became
a millionaire.

I had never been to school and could nei-
ther read nor write. Slowly my Christian
commitment faded, but the Lord still kept His
protective hand on me,

By then my brothers and sisters were pro-
vided for and, since I was eighteen, [ decided
to join the army. We had a camp site at
Aldershot in Surrey, close to the Parachute
Regiment training ground. 1 enjoyed watch-
ing them and one day I went across to the bar-
racks and asked if I could join up
They thought they would _
have a bit of fun with the
Gypsy lad and agreed to
test me. [ was sent up the
30-foot gantry with a con-
crete floor below. “Just
jump,” I was told, “and do
a forward roll.” They did
not know that I was a
trapeze artist and in spite
of the fact that they put no
harness on me, I jumped and @
landed safely. There was not a mark on
me! “You must be mad.” they said, but
I was given the opportunity I wanted.
Once again God had protected me!

My wife, Rosemary, who is not a Gypsy,

Stealing for Food

Before getting into the circus | had to
steal to put food on the table. Years
later, after | got right with God, | went
back to that Essex farmer and apolo-
gised for stealing his chickens. He told
me that they had known of our cir-
cumstances and when informed by
Copper Kelly that we were on the way,
had deliberately put out the eggs and
let a chicken cross our path. He was a
Christian, too, converted under the
ministry of Gypsy Smith. Through him
and other faithful people, God had
taken care of us. | was willing to pay
back my debt, but they did not want
money.

There are other important things
going on in my life. Not long ago we
went to visit the Gypsies in Romania.
Above all things they wanted us to tell
them about the love of Jesus. Money,
food, and clothes were of secondary
importance.




Full of Holes!

After my training | was shipped out to
Korea on active service. | had been in
many fights, but never in a war. | served

for eleven months on the 38th Parallel, the

boundary between North and South
Korea, where | was severely wounded.
The first three fingers on my left hand
were blown off, but the surgeons were
able to sew them back on. Today | am

able to play the guitar and suffer no pain. |

have a metal plate in the back of my
head. | was blinded, but the L.ord God
gave me back my sight. | had a bayonet

wound through my right wrist and a bullet
went through my left kneecap, but again, |

now suffer no pain from these wounds.

There is a two-inch hole in my stomach--
a bayonet wound which won't close up.
The last time | went to the hospital and
the doctors looked at my X-ray they called
me the "Tetley Teabag" because | am full
of holes!

spent ten years of her life looking after
me; I thank God for her. She was the one
who told me about the Baptism of the
Holy Spirit and prayed with me. God gra-
ciously filled me with His Spirit.

After 1 recovered from the wounds I
had received in Korea, I was given further
training and sent to Borneo. Sir Gerald
Templar was in command of the Far East
Land Forces and I served under him for 2
years and 3 months. I had the honour of
being personal bodyguard to the Duke of
Kent and Princess Alexandra’s mother
when they visited Singapore at the time
of the Queen’s coronation. By that time [
was a Staff Sergeant Instructor, swam,
played water-polo, and boxed for the
army.

While on patrol in the Borneo jungle
we were surrounded. They fired on us
and left us for dead. I only survived
because my mate, Andy, stepped in front
of me and died in my place. This helped
me to understand more vividly what
Jesus had done for me. I cried out to God
for help, and then somehow managed to
crawl out of the jungle. The next thing I
knew, [ was in hospital in Singapore.

Although I am now 63, I am still fit and
swim two miles whenever [ get the
opportunity. I have been through good
times and bad times, highs and lows —
Jesus has been faithful to His promise, “I
am with you always.” Today I serve as
chairman of the Gypsies for Christ. There
is a great revival going on among the
Gypsies in France, Spain, and Eastern
Europe. There are over 40 million
Gypsies spread all over the globe and my
desire is to see every one of them hear
about Jesus Christ, the Saviour of the
world. @
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01842-814433 « NEWMARKET: 01638-507662 =« NORTH
WALSHAM: 01263-720164 « NORWICH: 01508-484366
SAFFRON WALDEN: 01799-523035 » SOCUTHEND-CN-SEA:
01702-585100 « STAMFORD: 01572-8313415 « WAVENEY
VALLEY: 01493-393686

ENGLAND (GREATER LONDON)

BRIXTON & CLAPHAM: 0181-244-8923 = CITY OF LONDON:
0171-548-7207 (DAYTIME) » CROYDON: 0181-660-9172 =
EAST DULWICH & FOREST HILL: 0181-599-3663 «
EPSOM/EWELL: 0181-224-8399 « FINCHLEY: 0181-445-0611
« GERRARDS CROSS: 01923-449402 « HAVERING: 01708-
700294 » HITCHIN & LETCHWORTH: 01462-432749 »
KENSINGTON & CHELSEA: 0181-519-4355 « LUTOM: 01582-
22818 = 0181-693-2561 « PECKHAM/BERMONDSEY: 0181-
6832591 « POTTERS BAR: 01707-644735 « READING: 0118-
947-7018 « RUISLIP: 01895-474526 « STEVENAGE: 01438-
224669 » SUTTON: 0181-668-6761 » WALTHAM FOREST:
0181-884-4579 « WESTMINSTER: 01832-262485

ENGLAND (SOUTH EAST)

ASHFCORD (KENT): 01233-626581 « BRIGHTON & HOVE: =
CANTERBURY: 01227-457003 » CRAWLEY: 01293-882411 «
FOLKESTONE: 01303-891276 » GRAVESEND: 01474-832710
« GUILDFORD: 01932-840869 » HORSHAM: 01403-250407 «
MAIDSTONE: 01622-743134 » MEDWAY: 01634-377965
NEW ASH GREEN: 01474-872817 « RAINHAM &
GILLINGHAM: 01634-370721 » SEVENOAKS: 01732-353049 «
SITTINGBOURNE: 01634-233419 « UCKFIELD: 01825-840510
« WORTHING: 01903-820435

ENGLAND (SOUTH — WESSEX)

BCURNEMOUTH: 01202-421192 » CHICHESTER: 01243-
788228 » CHRISTCHURCH: 01202-283662 » DORCHESTER:
01305-266779 « FAREHAM: 01329-833704 « GUERNSEY:
01481-55566 » ISLE OF WIGHT, MEDINA: 01983-624432 »
ISLE OF WIGHT, SCUTH: 01983-840313 « JERSEY: 01534-
8611615 + PETERSFIELD/MIDHURST: 01428-741250 =
PCRTSMOUTH: 01705-215330 « PURBECK: 01305-852900 «
SHAFTESBURY: 01747-826749 » SOUTHAMPTON: 01703-
266906 « SWINDON: 01793-490238 « WEYMOUTH: 01305-
826864 + WIMBORNE MINSTER: 01202-827647 «
WINCHESTER: 01703-610553 »

ENGLAND (SOUTHWEST)

BARNSTAPLE: 01288-331640 « BATH: 01225-833767 =
BRISTOL: 0117-968-3592 « CALLINGTON/LAUNCESTON:
01679-383547 « CHIPPENHAM: 01248-850870 » EXETER:
01392-432024 » KEYNSHAM: 01272-869315 » MELKSHAM:
01225-702174 « NEWQUAY: 01637-875145 » NEWTON
ABBCT/TORBAY: 01803-211001 « PLYMOUTH: 01822-862218
« ST AUSTELL: 01726-824006 = TAUNTON DEANE: 01278-
652184 » TROWBRIDGE: 01380-830981 « TRURO: 01872-
277744 « WEST CORNWALL: 01326-315298

PO. Box 48, B-3000 Leuven 3, Belgium.
Tel(016)20.79.44 Fax(016)20.79.31
E-Mail: 100444.1300 @ compuserve.com
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Hooligans, unlike other fans, take every
opportunity to fight with rowdies sup-
porting the opposing team. We went
wherever our football (soccer) team
played and I hoped for a good fight. To be
honest, this interested me far more than
the game. During that time we formed a
gang called the “Red-Devils”.

There were a number of gangs: the
“Hell’s Devils”, known for their hard-
core members, the “Mighty Devils”, the
“Red-White-Army”, and the “Red
Front”. Our main goal was to conquer the
other gangs.

Our first contact with the spiritual
world was through “Gliiserriikken” —
similar to a Ouija board. One day I asked
a spirit who claimed to be my guardian
angel, “Can I see you?” “Of course,” he
answered, “You only have to allow me to
come to you.” “Come this evening then,” I
responded.

That night I waited alone in my room,

but nothing happened. “Idiot”, I mur-
mured, “How could you have believed
such things?” Suddenly a figure appeared
at the end of my bed. The body was com-
pletely white. I rubbed my eyes, but it
was still there. As a sort of test, I waved
at it; it waved back. In shock, T pulled
back and tried to hide.

Another side to my life was less philo-
sophical. That included parties, alcohol,
and women. This had been my life since
I was fourteen-years-old.

My “career” as a hooligan began when
some friends took me with them to a foot-
ball game in Kaiserslautern. The mass
hysteria was fascinating — fans chanted
challenges at the other team and their
fans returned the provocation. More and
more I gained acceptance. Soon I learned
that there were normal fans and then
there were hooligans.

Though not particularly brave, I wanted
respect, and discovered that the best way

to get it was to be radically brutal. I found
that alcohol and drugs helped me over-
come my natural fear. Soon people knew
about “Stefan Driess and the Red-
Devils”. When we showed up, it did not
take long before a brawl was stirred up.

The Occult World

After my experience with the figure at
the end of my bed, I could not sleep well.
“T only left because you were afraid,” the
being told me the next time I made con-
tact with him, “But if you want, T will
come often.” “Yes, come,” I answered,
thinking I’d done something smart. It also
seemed interesting to learn about the
“other” world. I thought I must be some-
one pretty special.

Almost daily I was making contact. 1
hardly noticed that I was being used to
bring other people under a negative spiri-
tual influence. Soon that spirit had such a
grip on me that T had lost all control —
something that almost cost the life of
another gang member. I lost my job and
my girl-friend left me. T was facing a

court case, and several times I narrowly
escaped death. That was when the
thought hit me, “Why not kill yourself?”

Suicide

At my first attempt, I was so drunk that
I couldn’t remember where to slice my
wrist in order to sever the vain. The sec-
ond time, I was sober. The plan was to go
out into a vineyard with a bottle of
cognac, thinking that when I fell asleep
the cold temperature would take care of
the rest.

As 1 sat there on the icy hillside, medi-
tating on what I was about to do, I sud-
denly saw a pair of penetrating eyes star-
ing at me out of a scarred and grotesque
face. It laughed, “Did we not say we
would get you?” In anger, I threw back,
“I believe in God, and He is stronger than

LR

you.

If God Exists

This insincere comment brought a
thought to mind, “If the devil is so real,
God must also exist.”” With that, T raised

On the Highway to Hell

“Highway to Hell” by AC/DC was my
favourite song. The title described my life to
a tee. | found myself racing down that road
as fast as possible. On more than one
occasion | tried to find an off-ramp, but to
no avail. My speed only increased.

This life-style was not cheap — | had to
steal and sell drugs to support my own
habit. The things | had to do to maintain my
position as a hooligan cost me my self-
esteem. In fact, | began to hate myself as
well as those around me. Finally, | became
so violent that they had to hold me back to
keep me from killing people in our fights.
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my eyes from the demonic being in front
of me and said, “God, if you really exist,
help me. Do something! T cannot go on;
help me!”

Suddenly a presence came around me
and the demon vanished. A power and a
warmth flowed through my body in a way
I'd never felt before. I had no idea what
was happening, but it was wonderful and
filled my very being. Today I know that it
was the presence of God. That night
before bed, I prayed again, “God, if that
was You, show me the way to Yourself”

A couple of weeks later I returned
home to find my sister waiting for me.
“Mother is in the hospital,” she said. “She
had a serious heart attack and is on
breathing machines.” At that moment I
saw my guilt: she must have been so con-
cerned for me; she was paying the price
for my sins! She truly loved me. “Who
will care about me when she is gone?” [
thought.

Coming back to my sister’s from the
hospital, I noticed a Bible on the shelf. I
took it and opened it at random. I began
reading, “The number of the beast is
666.” (Rev. 13:10). “Wow,” I thought. It
especially interested me because another
one of my favourite songs was ‘The
Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden.

Some days after this my sister and

some of her friends told me about Jesus —
that He is not dead, and that He is the
only way to God. When they talked to me
about it, their eyes shone. They told me to
put my life in His hands and trust Him
fully. They suggested [ pray simply,
“Jesus, I need You, take over my life and
guide me from now on” A few weeks
after this my mother passed away.
However, I no longer felt that I had to
face this loss alone. I had finally found a
new and better way — one with Jesus
Christ.

[t was in January 1991 that I became a
radical Christian. This means to love
Jesus and seek to follow Him in all things
— to do what He wants. He wants us to
show the world God’s love — to bring
hope where there is hopelessness and
comfort where there is sorrow.

Now, instead of hate, I have hope and
love, and I no longer needed alcohol or
drugs to find the courage to face life. 1
find myself wanting to help, to build up
instead of destroying. No longer a hooli-
gan, I have since gone (o India to bring
help to the slums of Bombay in Christian
love. I told them the truth -- there is an
off-ramp to the ‘Highway’ of suffering.
Through the love of Jesus, there is a better
way, and it is not far off. @

A PERSONAL JERRCs =
RELATIONSHIP L- L g ,." y

While reading VOICE Magazine you may have won- [#
dered if you, too, could have the kind of relationship
with God shared about here. For this to occur, take
the following steps. { A e | o

Acknowledge to God you have lived selfishly and that, in not honouring
Him as Lord of your life, you have sinned and are separated from Him. "For
all have sinned and come short of the glory of God" Rom. 2:23.

Repent by turning to God and asking for His forgiveness of your past
sins and for His help to live as He desires. "Except you repent, you shall
all likewise perish” Luke 13:3.

Believe that Jesus is the Son of God and that, as He died on the

cross, He took your sins upon Himself that you may obtain God's
forgiveness. "For God so loved the world that He gave His only Son, that
whosoever believes in Him should not perish, but have everlasting life” John
31e.

4 Confess that yvou wish to invite Jesus to be Saviour and Lord of your

life. “If you confess with your mouth the Lord Jesus, and shall believe in
your heart that God has raised Him from the dead, you shall be saved” Rom.
10:9.

§ If, after careful thought you wish to make this important step, then pray the following out &_: -
8 loud: “Dear God, I am convinced that I am a sinner and as such I am destined 1o perish. Rl

| I believe in my heart that Jesus, your Son, died for all sinners, including me, and shed
o His blood 1o wash away my sins. I confess Jesus to be Saviour and Lord of my life and 8§
S thank vou for your gift of eternal life. I now trust You to help me to live as You desire.” |

Do not depend on feelings as proof of your acceptance by God. Feelings are change-
able, but your new relationship with God is based on His promises (Rom. 10:13). Do
not be ashamed to tell others about Jesus (Mat. 10:32). Take time daily for prayer
4 and Bible reading (1 Pet. 2:2, Psalms 37:4, Rom. 8:14). When you have made this
| greatest of all decisions, please let us know.

[=1TO CONTACT THE VOICE TEAM [

UK Field Office: PO. Box 11, Knutsford, Cheshire WAIS 60F Tel:01565-632667. Outside UK: PO. Box 49,
B-3000 Leuven 3, Belgium. Tel:(016)20.79.44 Fux:(016)20.79.31 INTERNET: 100444, 1300@compuserve.com

>¢

O I wish to inform you of my decision to follow Jesus Christ. Please send me the
booklet ‘Now You've Received Christ’.
O Please send me information about the FGBMFIL.
O Please send me details on membership in the FGBMFL
Name and address (print clearly):

No.9EL
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violence

Images of “Flower Power” fill my ear-
liest memories. Against a background of
drink, drugs and pop music, my mother
and father had increasingly violent quar-
rels until they eventually split up. This
was to be the start of the most frightening
time of my life. My brother, my mother
and I became trapped in a web of terrify-
ing domestic violence. My mother’s new
boyfriend was a violent man, who regu-
larly beat her. He often stubbed out his
cigarettes on her arms or thighs. Mother
locked our bedroom door and hid the key
to stop him from harming us as well.

Then, one time while I was on holiday
with my natural father, he attempted to
sexually abuse me. By the time I reached
manhood I had learned that the only way
not to be hurt was not to trust or love any-
one. With time I married a beautiful
young girl and was blessed by the birth of
our son. In spite of this and my steady
job, something was missing from my life.

My twenty-ninth birthday found me in
hospital, suffering from Rheumatoid
Arthritis and needing an operation on my
right knee. As I lay in bed waiting for the
nursing staff to take me to the operating
theatre, the hospital chaplain came to
visit me. I was not very happy to see him,
but, just to get rid of him, I allowed him
to pray for me. He asked that I would be
“filled with the Holy Spirit”, that the
operation would go well, and that my
healing would be swift. As he prayed 1
felt a warmth pass through my body. The

=18

experience caught me off guard, and 1
found myself unable to respond as this
kindly man told me he would come to see
me again.

The operation did go well and I was
sent home two days later. Somehow 1
knew that I had to see that man again. 1
phoned the hospital and he came to visit
me at home. Before I told him what I had
experienced, he already knew. He talked
to me about the Lord Jesus Christ, telling
me how much He loved me. As he left he
gave me a Bible and an invitation to his
church.

Taking up the chaplain’s offer, I experi-
enced something I had never known
before — a sense of calm and peace. A few
weeks later I attended a healing service,
where 1 responded to an invitation to
those wishing to commit their lives to
Jesus Christ. As I knelt at the church altar,
my tears flowed like a river. I felt a huge
burden lift from my shoulders.
Afterwards one of the men invited me to
a dinner arranged by the FGBMFI
Southend Chapter.

The dinner was first class and was fol-
lowed by a Christian testimony from a
man called Don Latham. Don was a good
and humorous speaker, who told of the
amazing things the Lord was doing in his
life. When he had finished speaking he
invited people to come forward for
prayer. I went forward and was asked if I
had received the Baptism of the Holy
Spirit. When I said no, he began to pray
for me. Slowly the room seemed to fade
and I found myself in the presence of the
brightest light I have ever seen, and yet it
was so peaceful and gentle! As [ watched,
the light came nearer and nearer, bathing
me, filling me with its pure, warm glow.
Slowly the room came back into focus,
and I found myself flat on my back in the

middle of the restaurant.

From that moment on I was filled with a burn-
ing desire to share the gospel and serve Christ. I
became a church warden and started a two-year
course in Christian studies. Over the years God
has continued to uphold and bless me. A couple of
years ago an event brought back the hurts of my
childhood. I knew it was time to open my wound-
ed heart and surrender to Jesus all the pain and
bitterness I felt.

God is gracious. In an atmosphere of calm and
love, the pain, hurt, and anguish poured from my
lips. Encouraged by the words of scripture and
assured of God’s love, a Christian counsellor led
me into a time of prayer. It was not easy. As [
brought my life before God, I discovered that I
had to walk into the darkest places of my being,
places inhabited by fear, places and memories 1
could not find the strength to face.

At that point I had a vision of beautiful mead-
ows and a lazy river. I could hear birds singing,
and a rich reassuring voice soothed my fear and
poured healing love onto my wounded and weep-
ing spirit. As [ faced the past, remembering the
screams in the darkness, I knew I was not alone.
One by one my memories were recalled, and one
by one I was released from their binding fear.

Today I am amazed by God’s love. As a lay
reader I have the privilege of preaching and teach-
ing in church. God is truly wonderful. He literally
healed my life! °

WHO ARE WE?

The Full Gospel Business Men's
Fellowship International is an inter-
national fellowship of Christian
business men whose purpose is:

To call men to God and into the

church by witnessing to God's
presence and power in the world
today through the message of the
total Gospel for the total man.

To provide a basis for Christian

fellowship among men
everywhere under the single
banner of their experiences in
Jesus Christ and to strengthen
them so that they can go back to
their respective churches refreshed
and renewed. The FGBMFI is not a
church nor a sect. It has no priests
nor pastors, and does not start
churches.

To bring about a greater
measure of unity among all
Christians.
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