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Another Dimension

For quite some time now the Lord has been speaking
into my heart that the Fellowship is about to move
into a new dimension, one where we will see more
and more laymen begin to function in levels of min-
istry that we have not yet seen. As in a court of law,
where the sworn testimony of witnesses is recorded
and acted upon, testimonies such as those in Voice
continue to demand a response. For over forty years
men in the Fellowship have been testifying to the
actions of Jesus Christ in their lives. These experi-
ences are real and cannot be denied.

How do you explain the peace a man has in the midst
of impossible situations? Where does an impossibly
perfect answer to a specific problem come from? You
can't explain away a broken hip being healed
overnight, a bomb going off in an Army camp and no
one being injured, a person being well enough to
return to a singing career after a head wound which
made him tone deaf. Is it really possible to eject from
a plane just 15 seconds before hitting the ground and
live to tell about it? How do you refute the testimony
of the woman who has removed her "coke bottle"
glasses because she hasn't needed them since she was
prayed for?

More impressive than all of these is an obviously
changed life. When a man has been consumed with
himself all his life, using everyone to get what he
wanted, and then one day becomes gentle and full of
love, a miracle has taken place.

Richard Shakarian
International President

“Chief officer, please ensure that the
mooring ropes are ready,” rang out the
voice of Captain Boakye Wallace. I was
employed as a navigator cadet in March
1979 at the State Fishing Corporation,
Tema, Ghana. A seaman’s life was quite
different to that of other young men who
could barely afford three square meals
per day. At our home port I was a playboy
and would deplete my coffers during
boozing sprees.

Then I met a girl, who eventually
became my wife. Victoria introduced me
to some young men, one of whom was an
ex-schoolmate. They were committed
Christians and knew what it means to
have a living relationship with Jesus
Christ. We began an intensive Bible study
with them. This changed everything for

me. The Bible came alive in a new way,
and it was soon clear to me that God
cared for me and wanted to be the major
focus of my life. When I invited Him to
come into my life and take charge, my
bondage of drunkenness and moral deca-
dence gave way to the fruits of the Holy
Spirit.

On one occasion God kept me from dif-
ficulty when my ship came into problems
with the law. I was not on board at that
time because I was at the Maritime
Academy for an exam. During the past
years 1 have been stationed in Israel,
where I have witnessed the profound love
of God for my wife and myself. Without
a doubt God is real and is our Source for
help. ®




The telephone rang loudly in our coun-
cil flat. It was one of hundreds of calls
which took me to the streets for the UDA
(Ulster Defence Association). On this
occasion we were (o force our way into
the local football club as the last people
were leaving and steal the club’s money.
The fact that we were to rob a Protestant
establishment didn’t bother us. The guns
we would get with the money would
ensure that Ulster remained Protestant
and British and, in our minds, the ends
justified the means. Unfortunately, noth-
ing went as planned that night and we
were forced to flee with nothing, leaving
a wounded police officer behind us.

That night I was on my bed, nervously
smoking a cigarette, when my mind wan-
dered back over the years. In 1972 1 was
at home on leave from the army when we
learned of a cousin’s merciless murder by
the IRA. For the first time in my life I was
directly affected by the violence of
Northern Ireland. 1 realized that what had
happened to Jim could as easily have

been to my dad or me. The fact that the
police were doing nothing to find the
murderers also troubled me. I began then
to think that perhaps the Northern Irish
people themselves might have to take up
arms for their rights. Then an army
friend who was posted back to Northern
Ireland happened to buy a car from a con-
stable, who had been listed as a bombing
target with the IRA’s intelligence.
Unaware of the sale, they wired his car to
explode, killing Tom and his two com-
panions.

Not too long after these incidences 1
was called by the UDA (Ulster Defence
Association) and asked to join their ranks
for the Protestant cause in Northern
Ireland. Ironically, they thought I'd make
a good leader for their cause because of
my experience in the army. Little did they
know that I'd never been a disciplined or
committed soldier. My time in the army
had been filled with alcohol, wild friends,
and loose women. My thrill-secking
quickly expanded to smoking pot and

absorbing pornography, and I was soon
addicted to hard-core porn. At that time
pornography was virtually unobtainable in
Northern Treland and 1 soon discovered I
could sell my material there for five times
what I had paid for it.

While involved with the UDA I still need-
ed to earn a living, and I found myself drift-
ing from one job to another, including a job
as a guard with Securicor. Though I carried
around more money than my friends could
even imagine, I was never tempted to steal,
for fear of a jail term. Through that job I was
asked to become a security man — or bounc-
er — at local night-clubs. The money was
good and the work was easy. Slowly becom-
ing disillusioned with my UDA work, [ was
happy to have a legitimate excuse to cut back
on my work with them.

Around this time I met Christine and we
seemed to hit it off from the start. Within a
few months I knew that I wanted her to be
my wife. We were married in April of 1977.
Though I was twenty-seven, I can’t say
either of us were ready for marriage. My
work kept me out till late in the night and
then, instead of returning home to my wife,
I'd find myself getting drunk, playing cards,
or talking up the waitress for some quick sex.
When work took me to a different town
every week I developed a network of sleep-
ing partners. Even when Christine
announced we were o have a baby, I carried
on as badly as ever.

Though less involved, I continued working
with the UDA. To the outside world it may
appear that paramilitary groups are united,
but in reality there is inside feuding and
rivalry, which I experienced first-hand when
a bomb meant for me exploded. Fortunately
a heavy door prevented my Mum from being
seriously injured.

In June of 1980 I was ordered to follow &

Peace or Conflict

It's said that in N.Ireland the people
live with history in their pockets;

it's something we carry around

with us. N.Ireland has known hund-
reds of years of national and

sectarian strife. In the past, the

surest way to bring about peace

was by force, even if the peace

was nothing more than a mere
absence of outward conflict. To be per-
fectly honest, | couldn’t see any way
other than armed conflict to bring
about an end to the sea of problems
facing the Irish Protestants. We were in
an unsolvable stalemate. At the time
there were a few Christians talking
about reconciliation and the need to
“forgive and forget”, but | was con-
vinced that these people were the
least likely to solve Ulster's problems.
With time | came to realise that instead
of the brave freedom fighters we
claimed to be we had become more
like Chicago mobsters.




man I'll call Smith, a man who I
knew personally. I was so cold-
hearted in those days that it did
not even cross my mind what
Smith’s fate was going to be.
Would they rough him up, kill
him, or what? On the night of his
murder, [ got home after 3 a.m. [
never paused to consider how
Christine must feel being alone
night after night with our infant
son. During the three years we’d
been married 1 had refused to
settle down to the role of hus-
band, provider, and friend. I
lived from day to day like a
predator on the make for casy
sex, easy money, and easy tar-
gets. My wife was my property,
my slave. It amazes me that
Christine stayed with me. After
Christopher’s birth I somehow
became affected with some
latent paternal feelings and,
shortly afterwards, broke off my
terrorist career. Remarkably 1
felt no pressure put on me
because of this decision.

It was the morning of 17th
September 1980. As I lay in bed
next to Christine, I heard a
knock at the front door. It was
the police. Though I played it
cool, my mind raced as they
searched the apartment. Though
they found nothing, I was told to
get dressed. “You're under arrest
for murder, McFetridge.” At the
police station I discovered that
my arrest went back to when I'd
been stopped at a road block the
night of Smith’s death a few
months ecarlier. They had me
near the scene of Smith’s murder

and knew I had connections with the UDA. The
hours and days of interrogation gradually wore me
down until I was a nervous wreck. Though guilty
of most of their charges, I had not murdered Smith.
Finally, desperate to get away from my interroga-
tors and their endless questions, T signed a confes-
sion to all charges. Some days later, as I lay in my
10 feet by eight feet cell, I felt an overwhelming
sense of relief. For seven years I had lived with the
knowledge that one day I would be caught or
killed.

The only truly friendly person to speak to me
during my remand was the prison chaplain.
“Where are you from, Billy?” I had to think for a
moment in order to recall the answer to this per-
fectly ordinary question. Afterwards it occurred to
me that I was grateful for the time he had given me.
In my whole life I'd been too busy doing my own
thing to bother being grateful to anyone.

If I was a swine to my wife as a free man, I
became perhaps an even worse one behind bars,
expecting her to run back and forth to the prison,
bringing me whatever and listening to my endless
complaints. There was not a moment for her to get
a word in about her situation or the welfare of our

Somn.

One day when she left, the guard standing
nearby said to me, “Do you guys ever think
about what your wives have to go through
running up here week in, week out, for years
on end?’ I was ready to return a smart
remark, but became aware of the sincere tone
of his voice. I realised that indeed 1 stood
there as a twice condemned man. I had no
defence and resolved from then on to stop
thinking about myself. I began to speak with
Christine about her needs and those of our
son.

Then a prison officer invited me to a Bible
study. Glad for an extra opportunity to leave
my cell, I went. The man in charge made an
effort to get to know us prisoners. I could tell
he had our interests at heart and that he
respected us despite our being behind bars.
What was amazing was that he talked about
the Bible as if everything were true. Through
him, I came to learn that Jesus was a real
man’s man and that He is interested in the
affairs of modern Ulster. This was a radical
revelation to me. After a few months I found
that I was able to open up. We talked about
prayer and before long 1 can honestly say
that my prayers stopped being cries into the
darkness. For the first time ever, my prayers
became two-way conversations with God.

Instead of the newspapers or trashy novels,

I started to read the Bible. [ was amazed to
discover that it was not a long list of do’s and
don’ts, but rather contained a road map,
showing the best options for us in life, made
available to us by God through His Son,
Jesus Christ. Far from being disgusted by
me, Jesus actually loved me. The Bible says
that the wages of sin is death. That means
that if you break God’s laws you die, physi-
cally as well as spiritually. Jesus loved me so
much that He was willing to die in my place.
This T could relate to. What prisoner hasn’t
longed at one point or other for someone (o
trade places with him? This is what Jesus had
- 8

Change Required Help

My loss of freedom forced me to
rethink my whole value system.
Howevet, | found that | was still
ungrateful at heart. | did not appreciate
my mother and her unconditional love
or my father who had worked to pro-
vide me with a decent home. | could
feel no gratitude to my commanding
officer in the army. Even Christine, who
affirmed my masculinity, cooked my
meals and bore me a healthy son,
received no thanks from my selfish
heart. It's not that | didn’t want to be
grateful. | wanted to change my life
and be like a Hollywood prisoner who
learns his lesson and decides to
reform. | found that my behaviour dis-
gusted even me, but | wasn't free to
change my selfish ways. | needed
help...

7 =



Freedom in Prison

One thing about life in prison, it gives a
person plenty of time to think, to con-
template the meaning of life. As a young
man | chose hedonism — eat, drink and
be merry, for tomorrow you die. The self-
ish road is a lonely one, however, and
doesn’t meet the need for meaningful
human contact. Later | chose the
Loyalist cause in Northern Ireland, think-
ing that here was a cause greater than
myself, a cause rife with dignity, purpose
and self-sacrifice. In less than a decade,
however, | came to see nationalism of
any sort as a sham and a vile deception.
| had to ask myself, “Is anything real? Is
there anything worth living for? It was
then, at the lowest point in my life, that
God came in. After being in the Crumlin
Road Prison in Belfast for a few months,
| learned that Christianity is not merely a
religion. Rather it is a powerful way of
life and it exists inside prisons as well as
outside.

always wanted to do for me, only I’d been
too busy running my own affairs to
respond to God’s love.

Finally, one night in March 1981, quiet-
ly and alone, I knelt in my cell and invited
Jesus to come into my life. I placed my life
and future under his control. There were no
bells or rockets, but a quiet feeling of peace
crested over my being like a gentle wave of
the sea.

It was some months after this that T was
charged officially with my crimes. It was
then that my initial confession came back
to haunt me with a vengeance. “Why on
earth did I ever confess to a crime I didn’t
commit?” I moaned. Despite my anguish, I
slipped down on my knees and prayed, I
commit this whole mess into your hands,
Father. Your will be done”. Soon after this
I was visited by a woman named Agnes.
She listened as I confided my situation and
she shared my needs with her prayer part-
ners. One day as I was agonising over my
situation, Agnes arrived. “If you are inno-
cent of this particular charge, then God
will not allow you to be punished for it,”
she said. It was more like a prophecy than
a word of condolence. In spite of the good
fight of my defence lawyer, we all expect-
ed the worst. “Don’t be surprised if you go
down for life,” [ was told.

When my barrister met with me in a
downstairs room at the courtroom before
the day’s proceedings were to begin, I
dreaded what 1T was about to hear. “T've
been informed that they are prepared to
drop the murder charge,” he said. “The
deal is that you will have to plead guilty to
manslaughter.” I didn’t have to think twice.
“They’ve got a deal!” My total sentence
was 152 years. Due to my plea bargaining
and the fact that remaining counts would
be concurrent, I was to serve only 12 years.
Changes for the better began to come with

time, but they did not come fast, nor were
they easy.

Prison is a totally different society from
that of the outside. In prison everybody
minds his own business. You learn which
type of people it is safe to associate with
and which to avoid. Twice during my
imprisonment there were riots in my part
of the prison, once due to overcrowded
conditions at Crumlin and once at the
Maze Prison because of the practice of
placing Republicans and Loyalists togeth-
er, creating intense friction just as dan-
gerous as any outside the prison. In both
instances, with God’s help, I was able to
abstain from participation and the due
punishment.

One time [ got a new cell mate. Ed had
a pornographic magazine which was
being circulated from cell to cell. His first
words to me when he saw me glance at
the cover were, “Help yourself, mate!” At
these words 1 felt the old surge of lust
well up. To my horror, my first glance at
the pages caused me to flush with embar-
rassment. What was happening? I used to
push this stuff for fun and profit. Then it
dawned on me: the Holy Spirit was
telling me in no uncertain terms that I
needed to put the magazine down. 1
paused, wondering who would win the
battle raging in me: God or the devil.
Then I summoned all my will and put the
magazine back on the shelf.

For the rest of the day I managed to
keep busy enough not to think about it,
but when it came time to pray before bed
I found my mind kept straying back to
those sexy images. This was the worst
torture I'd ever known. My spirit wanted
to be pure and righteous, but my body
lusted after naked women. I'd never fully
broken my addiction to pornography, so
my struggle was like an alcoholic’s with
his bottle. As I'lay in bed, I literally began

to sweat. Not knowing what else to do, [
prayed, “Dear Jesus, [ know you were a
man, and so you understand my struggle.
I don’t want to look at that magazine.
Please show me what to do.”

“You all right, man?” Ed asked. “Yeah,
I'm okay,” I lied. Then I decided to be
truthful. “Actually, I'm not okay, Ed. [
have a problem and you can help me. I'm
a Christian... I haven’t been one very
long. And, well...” “Yeah?” said Ed, wait-
ing. “So what’s that got to do with me,
man?” “It’s your porno book, Ed. It’s dri-
ving me crazy, but I don’t want to look at
it. Being a Christian doesn’t mean I'm
brain dead, if you know what [ mean. I
wonder if you could get rid of it. It’s not
really any good anyway. It gets to you
after a while.”

I fully expected him to laugh in my
face. Instead he said, “T'11 think about that
man,” and rolled over. In the morning the
magazine was gone. I don’t know what
Ed did with it, and I didn’t ask him. The
best thing was that the agony I'd felt the
night before had gone just as mysterious-

ly. - 10
During my time behind bars 1 had

Of Value

If there is one segment of our society
which is branded “loser” it is people

behind bars. Yet Jesus willingly identified
himself with prisoners for all time when he
said, “Come, you who are blessed by my
Father; take your inheritance, the kingdom
prepared for you since the creation of the
world. For... | was in prison and you came

to visit me.” Then the righteous will

answer him, “Lord, when did we... see you

in prison and go to visit you?” The King
will reply, “l tell you the truth, whatever

you did for one of the least of these broth-
ers of mine, you did for me”. (Excerpt from

Matthew 25:34-40)
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many opportunities to spend time with
other men who had become Christians at
the Maze. Here was the only place in
Ulster where ex-IRA and ex-UDA men
could experience communion together as
brothers in Christ. It was in this setting, I
realised that I could love my former ene-
mies, with that I felt I had indeed received
a FULL PARDON, Better still, I was able
to grant full pardon to others.

Through my involvement with the
Christian community in the Maze, I met
James Mcllroy, then Director of Prison
Fellowship Northern Ireland in Belfast.
Following my time in prison, where I
studied the Bible through correspondence,
at James’ suggestion, [ attended Belfast
Bible College. That was a big step of faith.
God has shown Himself faithful to me,
giving me opportunities to share His love
with the prisoners who Jesus came to set
free. L

Alberta

Recently in Alberta, Canada, a woman
came into a laundromat to do her
wash. While waiting she saw a small
box. On it were the words, "Take one,
it's free!" The display carton contained
copies of Voice. Life had not been good
to her and as she read in Voice how
God had transformed the lives of oth-
ers, hope welled up within her. She
committed her life to Jesus Christ right
there in the laundromat. She left with
dean wash and a new spring in her
step.

To Order VOICE

Get copies sent to you and your friends. The
subscription rates are as follows:

COPIES PER YEAR
EEAE oo, £ 450
EFhE e £ 15.00
B0 o £ 29.00
Bl 255, £ 71.00
ERS0E £ 140.00

*number of coples in one package — sent ot six Himes a year.

For (number) subscriptions or gift
subscriptions, [ enclose addresses and a
Cheque/Postal Order made out to the value
of £ :

UK: Bab Boler, 1 Woodside, Knutsford, Cheshire,
WA16 8BX. Tel: 01565-634848. Others: FGBMFI
Voice, P.O. Box 49, B-3000 Leuven 3, Belgium.
Tel:(016)20.79.44 Fax:(016)20.79.31

INTERNET: 100444 .1300@compuserve.com

A PERSONAL
RELATIONSHIP

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 i,

the following steps.

B 1 ) oY "
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. 322,

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 15:3.

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
316.

Confess that you 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.
10.2.

If, after careful thought you wish to make this important step, then pray the following out
loud: “Dear God, I am convinced that I am a sinner and as such I am destined to perish.
[ believe in my heart that Jesus, your Son, died for all sinners, including me, and shed
His blood to wash away my sins. I confess Jesus to be Saviour and Lord of my life and
| thank you 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
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.

-] TO CONTACT THE VOICE TEAM (-]

UK Field Office: PO. Box 11, Knutsford, Cheshire WAIS 60F Tel:01565-632667. Outside UK: PO. Box 49,
B-3000 Lewven 3, Belgium. Tel:(016)20.79.44 Fax:(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 FGBMFIL
Name and address (print clearly):
No.982
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 Peter Tompsett, br&g‘_ﬁq’d England

(

Looking out the window of a crowded
ex-Russian helicopter at the snow tipped
mountains passing at eye level, 1 asked,
“Why are we flying so low?” One of the
English-speaking passengers returning to
his home in Nagorno Karabakh replied
casually, “This is to stay below the Azeri
radar. Otherwise they send fighters to
shoot us down.” 1 found myself paying
much more attention to the blue horizon
and focusing on just why I was making
this trip into a little known ethnic war
zone.

My mind went back to a summer camp
when I was just thirteen and hearing for
the first time that T was very special in
God’s sight and that Jesus Christ had

i

come to earth to die as my redeemer. I
remember being so moved by this evi-
dence of His love that I gave my life over
to Him.

At sixteen I joined a small local church
and life became full of activities centred
on finding out more about God’s plans
for me and the world, and then telling
other people at various evangelistic
events. I was so excited to know that each
of us has a destiny to fulfil and that life
was about discovering that destiny one
step at a time. At twenty-one it was time
to leave home and [ was tired of the drab-
ness of London. I fell in love with a won-
derful Christian girl from Sussex and
decided to apply to join the Sussex
Police. 1T was successful and suddenly
found myself in a world of blue uniforms

and law books at the Police Training
school near Folkestone in Kent. I was
posted to a small market town in West
Sussex and quickly found that villains
didn’t play by the rules. God used me to
meet people’s needs when they were in
desperate situations. When disaster
strikes I have found that people naturally
turn toward God and are more ready to
hear about His plan for their lives.

After eight years, during which time [
had married and started a family, T felt
that God was calling me out of the police
force. At first I did not want to leave as 1
had enjoyed a highly successful carcer
with a number of commendations, all my
promotion exams and specialist qualifica-
tions on traffic including a much prized
Instructor’s Certificate.

South London

We settled into a very lively Baptist
Church in Walton-on-Thames and quick-
ly became involved in youth work and
Sunday School leadership. At work
things went well. I was regularly promot-
ed and head hunted for exciting jobs, but
in my spiritual life [ began to feel a need
for something more of God. A number of
my church friends seemed to have
changed and were talking about the
“Baptism of the Spirit”. Accepting an
invitation to an FGBMFI breakfast meet-
ing at “The Cafe Royal’” in London, I was
very impressed by the speakers. Going
forward at the end for prayer, I felt a great
sense of God’s love and peace, but noth-
ing else seemed to happen.

Over the next months, though, some-
thing changed. When sharing my faith
with other people I seemed to have exact-

w14

| grew up in South London in a street of small terraced houses backing onto a shunt-
ing yard. My earliest memories are of air raids and my dad coming home in uniform
and carrying his rifle and a toy he had made for me! When the war ended he
became a garage mechanic and | went to school. At the age of twelve | passed the
examination to enter the local Grammar School and entered in a new world of activi-
ties and information | never knew existed. The Prime Minister, John Major, was in the
same House but a year behind me so | did not get to know him. It was while | was in
my second year that a Stockbroker customer of my father’s offered to pay the fee to
send me to the camp where | became a Christian.
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ly the words they needed to hear. Even
more amazing, I had friends coming and
asking me what made me different. This
power seemed to come from a source
inside me, without conscious thought.

Then, my company re-structured un-
expectedly, and I found myself in limbo.
In the midst of the confusion I was
offered an exciting new senior job based
in North Wales! After a lot of prayer I
decided to accept it and we moved to a
rambling old house in a beautiful arca on
the Welsh Border. The house had more
problems than my Surveyor had found,
but amazingly insurance paid for all the
extra work. We felt this confirmed that we
had indeed followed God’s leading.

Just as we were settling in disaster
struck! At this time I was UK sales
Manager for a subsidiary of a famous
Drug Company, having helped to build a
thriving business. Out of the blue came
the news that the parent company was in
trouble and thirty senior jobs were to be
cut. At times like this we discover how
real our faith is. Day by day I was given
encouragement in different ways. 1 dis-
covered how much my friends cared.

I did all the right things to find a new
job. I wrote several hundred letters,
applied for numerous positions, and went
for many interviews, but all to no avail. It
became obvious that at over 45, you were
considered finished. With all avenues
exhausted, T was asked to open an office
for a Relief and Development Agency. 1
knew this was God’s timing and accept-
ed. I found all my previous skills of team
building, motivation, negotiation, public
relations, advertising and marketing were
being put to use. I was able to build

church-based teams of well-motivated
fund raisers and feed them ideas.

A large regional newspaper heard of
our efforts and ran a campaign to raise
cash for Bosnian children. I was able to
gain support from famous people in the
armed forces and famous pop stars. It
often involved getting soaked to the skin
whilst collecting outside football
grounds, and personally leading expedi-
tions with quantities of aid to Bosnia,
which included getting horribly seasick,
breaking down in blizzards, sleeping in
the vehicles on the move and battling
with border bureaucrats. It also meant
visiting Romania to help with a project
for little children infected with AIDS, and
seeing their suffering, and taking medical
aid into Armenia and Nagorno Karabakh.

Seeing the misery inflicted on whole
countries by greed and political ambition
changed my perspective on my own life.
Witnessing the bravery of the Karabakhis
and being woken at dawn by exploding
bombs draws you close to people. It was
a privilege to be able to help them and to
have been able to use my contacts in the
Pharmaceutical Industry to obtain sup-
plies of medicines to take to places such
as these. Once again I was aware of God
working out my destiny as we flew in to
the landing strip.

As I look back over the years I can see
how He has led me and used me to fulfil
His plans. I have seen how He uses secem-
ing disasters to move us where He wants
us, and so I face the future with excite-
ment. Wouldn't you? °

IRELAND

ATHLONE: 00-353-902-83706 « BELFAST: 01232-863673 »
DONEGAL TOWN: 00-353-73-35136 » DOWNPATRICK: 01396-
615321 « DUBLIN: 00-353-404-40271 « DUELIN WEST: 00-
353-1-8212341 « DUNDALK: 016837-38453 « ENNISKILLEN:
01365-388288 + KILLARNEY: 00-353-66-64337 « LIMERICK:
00-353-61-452926 « NEWRY: 016837-736828 « PORT LACISE:
00-353-502-24434 « TRALEE: 00-353-66-47315
WATERFORD CITY: 00-353-51-871248 « WEXFORD: 00-353-
53-35346

ENGLAND (NORTH WEST)

ASHTON-IN-MAKERFIELD: 01942-711626 » BLACKBURN:
01706-874639 » BLACKPOOL: 01772-635491 « BOLTON:
01204-417804 « BUTT LANE (STAFFS): 01782-785235 «
BUXTON: 01663-745690 « CHORLEY: 01257-475013 « EDEN
VALLEY: 01768-866738 « FURNESS: 01229-588494
(HESWALL) WIRRAL: 0151-648-4355 » KENDAL: 01539-
720622 » LANCASTER: 015242-41954 « LEEK: 01782-502315
* MANCHESTER: 0161-481-3727 « MANCHESTER MOSS-
SIDE: 0161-226-6829 « NORTH CHESHIRE: 01565-634848 «
ORMSKIRKMWEST LANCS.: 01695-728647 « ROCHDALE:
01706-39326 « SALFORD: 0161-784-4427 « SOUTHPORT:
0151-474-3501  » STOCKPORT. 0161-484-8020
WARRINGTON: 01825-480731 « ISLE OF MAN-DOUGLAS:
01624-674090

ENGLAND (NORTH EAST) NORTH

DARLINGTON: 01388-767898 « EAST CLEVELAND: 01287-
635382 » HARTLEPOOL: 01429-260760 » NEWCASTLE
UPON TYNE: 0191-253-0284 « NORTHALLERTON: 01609-
775134 . RIPON: 01765-603783 .
SCARBOROUGH/RYEDALE: 01723-361775 « TEESSIDE
NORTH: 01642-679302 « TYNEDALE: 01434-674316 «
WETHERBY: 01423-880573 » YORK: 01904-764825

ENGLAND (NORTH EAST) SOUTH

DONCASTER: 01302-780182 » DRIFFIELD: 01964-543621
GRIMSEY: 01472-345428 « HALIFAX: 01422-843577 « HOPE
VALLEY: 01433-650549 « HULL AND DISTRICT: 01482-
448058 « LEEDS: 0113-225-4578 « PONTEFRACT: 01877-
514133 « RETFORD: D1777-704313 » ROTHERHAM: 01708-
702882 « SCUNTHORPE: 01724-733903 » SELBY &
DISTRICT: 01757-638789 » SHEFFIELD (DORE & TOTLEY):
01246-583057 « WOODHALL SPA: 01507-522553

ENGLAND (MIDLANDS)

AYLESBURY WVALE: 01844-352294 « BANBURY: 01285-
261806 + 01234-824112 « BEDFORD: 01234-824112 »
BIRMINGHAM NORTH: 0121-360-3680 » CHELTENHAM:
01242-602686 « CORBY/MKETTERING: 01833-359463 «
COVENTRY: 01203-456501 « DERBY: 01332-726271 «
DIDCOT: 01285-211730 « FOREST & WYE: 01584-823500 «
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341929 » NORTH COTSWOLD: 01608-651633 » OXFORD:
01993-775353 » SHREWSBURY: 01694 722307 « STAFFORD:
01785-248088 « TAMWORTH: 01530-811628 « WORCESTER:
01905-619818

WALES & BORDERS

ABERGAVENNY: 01873-830711 » ANGLESEY: 01407-832117
+ BRECON: 01874-638868 « CHESTER: 01928-731163 «
CONWY VALLEY: 01492-572624 « HAVERFORDWEST:
01437-731436 « HEREFORD: 01432-840254 » LLANELLI:
01554-757889 « MERTHYR TYDFIL: 01685-377971
NEWTCWN  (POWYS): 01686-626438 +  PORT
TALBOT/BRIDGEND: 01639 837993 » PRESTEIGNE: 01544-
267378 » SWANSEA: 01639-830734

ENGLAND (EAST ANGLIA)

BURY ST EDMUNDS: 01359-241885 « CAMERIDGE: 01223-
233063 » CHELMSFORD: 01245-250802 « COLCHESTER:

01206-262583 « GREAT YARMOUTH: 01493-393686 «
HARLOW: 01279-428367 « MARCH:01354-51911
MILDENHALL/ LAKENHEATH: 01842-814433 « NEWMARKET:
01638-507662 « NORTH WALSHAM: 01263-720164 -«
NORWICH: 01508-484366 « SAFFRON WALDEN: 01789-
523035 « SOUTHEND-ON-SEA: 01702-585100 « STAMFORD:
01572-813415 « WAVENEY VALLEY: 01502-667917

ENGLAND (GREATER LONDON)
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FINCHLEY: 0181-445-0611 » GERRARDS CROSS: 01923-
449402 « HAVERING: 01708-700284 + HITCHIN &
LETCHWORTH: 01462-432749 « KENSINGTON & CHELSEA:
0181-519-4355 « LUTCON: 01582-22818 » 0181-693-2591 «
PECKHAM/BERMONDSEY: 0181-6932561 « POTTERS BAR:
01707-544735 « READING: 0118-947-7018 » RUISLIP: 01895-
474526 » STEVENAGE: 01438-224669 » SUTTON: 0181-668-
6761 » WALTHAM  FOREST. 0181-884-4578 «
WESTMINSTER: 01932-262485

ENGLAND (SOUTH EAST)

ASHFORD (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: 01435-864040
« WORTHING: 01903-820435

ENGLAND (SOUTH - WESSEX)

BCURNEMOUTH: 01202-421192 » CHICHESTER: 01428-
741250 « CHRISTCHURCH: 01428-741250 « DORCHESTER:
01305-266779 « FAREHAM: 01329-833704 « GUERNSEY:
01481-55666 « ISLE OF WIGHT, MEDINA: 01983-524432 «
ISLE OF WIGHT, SCUTH: 01983-840313 « JERSEY: 01534-
8611515 « PETERSFIELD/MIDHURST: 01705-413996 «
PORTSMOUTH: 01705-215330 « PURBECK: 01305-852900 «
SHAFTESBURY: 01747-826749 » SOUTHAMPTON: 017894-
368088 « SWINDON: 01793-490238 « WEYMOUTH: 013056-
826864 + WIMBORNE MINSTER: 01202-827647 -«
WINCHESTER: 01703-610563 «

ENGLAND (SOUTHWEST)

BARNSTAPLE: 01288-331640 » BATH: 01225-833767 «
BRISTOL: 0117-968-3592 « CALLINGTON/LAUNCESTON:
01579-383547 » CHIPPENHAM: 01249-650870 » EXETER:
01392-432024 « KEYNSHAM: 01272-869315 » MELKSHAM:
01225-702174 « NEWQUAY: 01637-875145 « NEWTON
ABBCT/TORBAY: 01803-211001 » PLYMOUTH: 01822-862218
« 8T AUSTELL: 01726-824006 « TAUNTON DEANE: 01278-
652184 » TROWBRIDGE: 01380-830991 « TRURO: 01872-
277744 « WEST CORMNWALL: 01326-315298
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Belgium (Brussels Chapter) 02/380-49-54

Rhine/Main, German

PO. Box 48, B-3000 Leuven 3, Belgium.
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It became clear to me from a
young age that coming from a
Godly family was not enough. The
faith of my parents and grandpar-
ents could only point me in the
right direction. I had to have my
own relationship with the living
God.

While working in Sweden as a
teenager | attended a Christian
meeting where 1 made a personal
decision to give Jesus Christ first
place in my life. This was by far
the most important and the most
wonderful day of my life. God has
been so good to me over the years.
The Christian life is interesting
and challenging, and though I do
not stand in a preacher’s pulpit, I
feel like 1 have a mission for God
in my business.

Frequently I pick up hitch-hik-
ers and share my faith with them.
Over the years | have met some
very interesting people and have
been able to pray for many of
them. As a business man, I try to
use what God has given me for
His kingdom. Anything [ have
given, God has returned to me
several times over.

Once we had some customers
come from Minsk to Saint Peters-
burg to meet us. I felt strongly that
I should give each of them a
Russian Bible. When I did, they
accepted the Bibles and stated,
“You are representing a firm that
honours God’s Word. We want to
do business with such a company
as yours.”

We send a Voice magazine to
each of our customers, and have

had good results. We are now very active
in the Baltic States, and have had a lot of
interesting discussions with these cus-
tomers. Many have come to know the
Lord Jesus as a result.

In one joint venture with a Russian
company, we decided we wanted them to
know, right from the beginning, what we
stood for. So when they sent a business
man to Finland to meet us, we took him
to a Christian meeting in Helsinki. We
tried to find the best possible translator.
She faithfully interpreted every single
word that was spoken. Afterwards he said
that he’d never heard the gospel message
expressed so clearly and understandably.

Not long after this, the man did not
appear at his office one morning. People
went to find out whether there was a
problem. He was found in a car, having
been shot to death. We don’t know any-
thing about the reason. God only knows
where our friend is now, but we were
happy that we had used the opportunity
to share the good news about Jesus Christ
before it was too late.

One time a friend, who owned a
Finnish competitor of MacDonald’s and
Carol’s Restaurants, came for a visit. We
shared about Jesus with him one evening.
The next morning he said, T have had the
worst night’s sleep, lying there thinking,
thinking and re-thinking what you said.”
Today that man, who is multimillionaire
and successful busingss man, is a very
strong believer. He and his wife share
Jesus with others wherever they go, and
many of their staff have committed their
lives to Jesus Christ. If we are prepared to
honour God in our businesses, we will
never be sorry. ]

A Good Reminder

Eugene Schuler, Cleebourg, France

While in Strasbourg recently, I parked
my car and took the tram system into the
city centre. As I left my car, an inner
voice seemed to say that this was not a
good place to park. Unfortunately, 1 did-
n't heed the warning. Returning that
evening, to my horror, the car had been
broken into. This experience taught me a
valuable lesson. As a committed Christian
for more than 13 years, I believe that God
wants to help me even in the simplest
things. [ may not always understand why
He tells me to do something, but I do
know that He always has a good reason.
This situation with the car reminded me
of His faithfulness.

It is important for Christians to be sen-
sitive to the leading of God’s Spirit.
Despite my disobedience, God did pro-
tect me, as only insignificant little things
were stolen. There was even a bag with
quite a bit of money in it left untouched
under the seat. They had opened my boot,
which was full of Bibles, but had taken
nothing.

When I reported the break-in, the
policeman sighed, “This happens every-
day. But it is very unusual that they did
not find the money.” 1 had no difficulty
having the car repaired. The insurance
company looked after that. I'm grateful
for this reminder that God is interested in
every part of our lives. °
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A Second

Chance

“Please don’t let me die!” I cried as |
sat bleeding to death from a gunshot
wound, “Give me a second chance.” That
was around Christmas 1987. Years
before, I had made a commitment to
Jesus Christ, but had turned my back on
Him. The music scene as a pianist had
consumed my attention. Nevertheless,
God was there when I needed Him.,

After dropping off a friend on my way
to play at a blues and jazz club, I was hit
by a “drive by shooting”. It was dark, wet
and misty. Witnesses later said that sever-
al men had fired at my car from different
angles at close range. Nearby houses
were also hit. My car was riddled with
bullets. The first shot had hit me in the
head and knocked me out. When I came
to, I was partially paralysed, and there
was blood everywhere. A 45 calibre bul-
let was lodged in the side of my head.

Then I experienced the biggest miracle
of my life as I whispered to Jesus, asking
Him to preserve my life. The power of the
Holy Spirit came upon me, and I rose
from that car like 1.azarus from the tomb.

I managed to make it to a nearby house
and sat on their porch while they phoned
for help. To my surprise, they were
Christians and immediately started to
pray for my survival and recovery. [ was
losing a lot of blood and thought I would
die at any moment. Suddenly it hit me
how far 1 had fallen away from God.
“Please, Jesus, forgive me!” I prayed. A
still small voice answered back, “Keep

calm, Bob, you won’t die.”

An ambulance arrived and took me to
hospital, where they removed the bullet.
The police later stated that very few peo-
ple survive such a dangerous gunshot
wound to the head. Early one morning
some days later the Lord spoke to my
heart, “T did a miracle and saved your life.
Now I want the rest of it.”” I didn’t argue.

[ had been a professional musician for
years, having started to play the piano
while still a kid. In the 60s the Beatles
really got me going. I forgot all about
other things and focused my energy on a
music career. Several concerned friends
had warned me about my life-style just a
year or more before the shooting. One
had declared, “God has a powerful call-
ing on your life. If you continue to shun
Him, something horrible is likely to hap-
pen to you.” Though I had felt empty
inside, I found it was not easy to with-
draw from that world.

When I left the hospital, to my dismay,
I discovered that my injury had damaged
my sense of hearing, making me tone
deaf, so my music career was over and 1
had to cancel all my “gigs” and concen-
trate on my recovery.

I studied the Bible and books on divine
healing. This drove me to my knees and |
started praying the Bible verses 1'd read.
I believed God would answer my prayer.
He had just saved my life in a miracle, so
I could surely trust Him for further heal-
ing. Tears rolled down my cheeks as what
Jesus had done for me in His death on the
cross became vividly real to me.
Eventually He did answer my prayer, and
I now spend much of my time witnessing
about the wonderful love of Jesus Christ.

The music business can lead into many
sins and temptations. You may think you
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can dip into worldly pleasures for a while and it

will not affect you, but that’s just an illusion.

Don’t be fooled, it’s serious business!

When God generously restored my musical
hearing, I started playing keyboard for the church
I was attending. I am now working on an album of
Christian songs I have written about God’s love
and miracle-working power in our lives. My situ-
ation has afforded me some unique opportunities,
such as sharing my faith with movie star, Clint
Eastwood, and others on the set while working as

an extra on a new movie he was filming.

I am so thankful that God gave me a second

chance! ®

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.

# 2To 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
s 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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