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hter All
he Way

Bill Lowry,
( Nambour, QLD

s far as I was concerned there

was only one way to tackle a
challenge or an unfamiliar situation.
And that was with aggression. Physi-
cal. A crack-their-heads type of ap-
proach! I'd tell people what I thought
of them and if they didn’t think I was
serious then I'd follow through with a
bit of the old one two.

One of my responsibilities as per-
sonnel industrial officer with a large
Australian manufacturing firm was to
check that all facilities were up to
scratch in hygiene standards. In one
section that I used to check there was
a cleaner who always tried to intimi-
date me. He was an ex-pug and a bit
of a stirrer into the bargain and I don’t
know if he realised just how short my
wick was, but he certainly found out.

I was walking past him on my
rounds one time when he “accident-
ally” dragged his wet mop right
across my boots, filling them with
water. There was no time for the smug
look to settle on his face; no time
lapse between his challenge and my

«response. I whipped around, lunged
forﬁs coat lapels and rammed him

.against the wall with such force

th«‘Fhlsfl'ﬁfi\'ﬁ‘é Aflying.as he stared

able enough from a distance. Butil

could explode at very short notice. ™

Clean-up operation

I had worked as a personnel officer
in two large companies, after gradu-
ating in personnel administration and
industrial law at NSW and Sydney
universities. I had abit of an academ-

«ic bent and saw it as the pathway to

success.

Besides that, the Korean war was
on at the time and they were drafting
young men into the war. Students
were exempt. And so my academic

tion to any situation. T. looked peace- "




bent took a quick bend a little further!
I couldn’t see the point in being in-
volved in a foreign war. It seemed a
fruitless exercise to me.

It wasn’t that I was pro-communist
or anything like that. In fact quite the
opposite came tobe true. While I was
a personnel officer I came under the
influence of Douglas Hyde — a form-
er communist who had converted to
Catholicism. I had had a few suspi-
cions about the labour unions and the
influence of the communists among
them. Nothing concrete. I just didn’t
like the way they had infiltrated into
the movement. Afterlistening to Hyde
and looking further into some of the
things he was saying, the industrial
jigsaw fell into place and I began to
see some factual basis for my suspi-
cions. It became patently clear to me
just how the communist influence was
undermining the industrial structure
of the country.

There was only one thing for it as
far as I was concerned. I would do
what I could to clean up the union
where I worked. I would fight for a
communist-free union.

We were heading into an economic
recession and a retrenchment
programme was called for. In such in-
stances the accepted mode of opera-
tion was to lay off workers according
to the length of time they had held
their particular job. Last on, first off
was the rule. I outlined a plan to
management some months earlier
which would ensure that during this
programme the chief communist ac-
tivist in the plant’s union would be laid
off. The company agreed and I moved
this man from one section of the plant
to another. In a retrenchment
programme lay offs occur right
across the board in every section. It’s
not necessarily the length of time a
worker has been with the company
that counts, but the length of time he
has worked in a particular section.

As the months passed it became
clear that I had managed to

manoeuvre the chief agitator into a
position where I could legally drop
him. The retrenchment crept closer
and closer to him and as it did so the
management began to get cold feet
over dropping him. He was a power-
ful man in the union and if he was laid
off there was bound to be industrial
trouble. That didn’t worry me at all.
After all, there were principles at
stake here and I was not about to give
in to communist stirrers.

Cold feet

But the company was. I was called
in to the general manager’s office and
told to back down, to take the heat off
this guy. “Not on your life.” I told him.
I wasn’t motivated by any religious
convictions in my stand. It was just
that I could see how the whole indus-
trial structure was being threatened
and I wanted to do something about
it. And I wasn’t going to be pushed
around by any commy stirrer.

“You’ve got two alternatives,” was
the general manager’s reply to my de-
termination. “Either drop your clean-
up operation, or welll drop you.” Well,
that laid the cards on the table.

The consequence of my stand was
an unceremonious boot! At least
that’s what it amounted to. I resigned
rather than give in to the demands of
both the union and the company. But
the agitator whom we were working
to remove was retained. That’s justice
for you.

From that point an I was a hot pota-
to in the industrial field. No one want-
ed me. My ex-general manager saw
to that. He spread my reputation far
and wide. Too much tarred with the
metal trades brush, he said. Too in-
flexible when dealing with the moze
fanatical elements of the union (that
meant I wouldn’t pander to those dis-
ruptive elements). I was under a
black ban from a management point
of view and consequently couldn’t
crack another job in the industrial
scene.
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Money talks

If nothing else, Ilearned one thing
from that incident. Money talks. Even
more than principles. Even more than
concern for others. I had long ago
given away my nominal Catholic up-
bringing. It had no relevance to the
direction my life was headed — into
the business world. Besides, there was
developing a conflict of principles be-
tween what I had been taught and
what I wanted to do, or had to do, to
make a killing in the business
world.So I found it far more con-
venient to lay religious principles
aside and to get on with my life. My
first foray on leaving school was into
banking but I soon discovered that
was not what I wanted to do. So off to
university I went to prepare myself for
the rugged world of big business.

Leaving my job as personnel officer
under a black ban did nothing for my
ego, but it did plant within me a fierce
determination to gain control of
whatever it was I was doing. And I
realised that the only way to gain con-
tol was through controlling the purse
strings. I turned with a vengeance
from my self-imposed mission of play-
ing saviour on the industrial batt-
leground and took off, hell bent after
the dollar.

Life insurance was my lifeline to
self-confidence. In this field I had a
good deal of success as a salesman.
This led me into a management field
for which I seemed to have a natural
flair and soon I floated to the top of
that. By this stage I was feeling pret-
ty perky again and I was beginning to
make the dollars.

An industrial engineering partner-
ship was the next venture I got into,
and it was this that almost handed me
my goal of making a million dollars.
One particular venture held the key.
I was negotiating the sale of a
manufacturing concept to an Ameri-
can organisation and we were almost
ready to close the deal. My partner
was the brains behind the project but
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it was my idea to sell it to the Ameri-
cans so I was doing most of the mar-
keting.

My partner got a bit-jealous and
didn’t want to go along with the deal.
He got it into his head from other as-
sociates that if we sold to the Ameri-
cans they would rob us blind, and he
began to make these sorts of noises to
the organisation I'had set the deal up
with. I had the contracts drawn up. All
that remained to be done was the ac-
tual signing of the papers. But my
partner scared them off at the last
minute. They sensed that he was un-
stable and consequently were not pre-
pared to work with him. Bang went
two million dollars a year. Everything
folded up over night. I had put all I
possessed into the partnership and the
development of that latest concept
and I had been “done” just before the
payout. I was wild. I was also down
the tubes.

Down but not out

I found myself slapped a second
time. I was penniless. Everything I
owned was sold to pay the debts and
I was left once more to pick myself up
from the floor and try to start again.

We moved to escape the environ-
ment. It was too depressing. I even-
tually landed a job with a chemical
manufacturing company and eventu-
ally recovered from the second major
setback of my business career.

I started making my mark in the
company and began to regain my self-
confidence. My eyes also started look-
ing to my own horizons in search of
the illusive million dollars. I was on
the way up again, and I was feeling
cocky. My ego was running high, peo-
ple were flattering me; my market-
ing expertise was coming to the fore
and I was becoming an increasingly
efective marketing machine.

And then it happened. God inter-
rupted my life. Not in person, but
through my wife, Josephine. You can
understand that the pressures of




financial collapse had placed a great
deal of strain on our marriage. We
were still hanging in there but things
were pretty rough. Jo could see that
my drive for the top was ruining our
family. I could see it too but I never
used to let it affect my performance
or the number of hours I devoted to
the job. I was determined to make it
at all costs.

Now I was on the way up again I
desperately wanted to be successful.
I cried out to God to help me. I don’t
know what I expected to happen, but
I did know that most people ask for
God’s help when they are in the pits.
Yet here I was asking for his help
when I was on the way up. I guess in
a sense I didn’t really need his help
then. I was making it. But I didn’t
want a repeat performance of the last
two failings.

I arrived home one day to find Jo
out of her head with joy. I couldn’t un-
derstand it. A while back the realisa-
tion of what was happening to our
family and to our own relationship
had awakened in Jo a desire to see us
all put back together. She had a
desperate need to reconcile the fail-
ing family and she began to look once
more into our Catholic faith, so long
ago forgotten.

Enter God

A nun had given her a book on the
Holy Spirit. Jo read it and at the end
of it said, “God, I want what this Holy
Spirit is all about” She was in the
kitchen and God answered her on the
spot. There was an awakening in her.
Somehow she knew that God was
present with her. Something had
taken place inside her and in a mo-
ment she knew she was changed. And
then to cap it all off a warm sensation
began to envelope her whole body. She
didn’t know what it was but she knew
from reading the book that it was the
Holy Spirit. It was like what the Bi-
ble talked about in the book of Acts
when the same thing happened to the
believers on the day of Pentecost. Jo

was overjoyed. She knew she had met
with God.

Jo's next meeting was with me. She
was joyful but when I saw her and
learned from her what had happened,
I was livid. Here was something be-
yond my control — a challenge to me.
Ireacted, as per normal, with aggres-
sion. I had asked God to help me make
it but this was ridiculous. I thought I
was overcoming my problems and
here was my wife acting like she was
mentally disturbed. At least that was
what it seemed like to me. I even con-
sidered having her committed. She
smiled all the time and had Bibles
scattered throughout the house. Most
unusual.

I tried to convince her to let go of
these ridiculous beliefs and to act nor-
mal. I even locked her out of the house
a few times to try and bring her to her
senses. But she wouldn’t be brought.
She knew she had found something
that could give us what we needed and
she was determined for her man (that
fyfas me) to have the same thing in his

ife.

One time Jo invited a group of
Christians around to our house for a
Bible study. After she arranged it she
told me. Talk about Mount Vesuvius.
I erupted. But I couldn’t do anything
about it because Jo had arranged it
all and the people were coming
around that night. It was organised by
a group called Campus Crusade for
Christ and I was a little surprised to
find that the people who came that
night were professional types.

Ihad to stay in the room to save face
while the evening’s activities wore on
but I made sure I stayed aloof from
what was being said. I let my con-

tempt for what they were saying*

about religion and God show. And then
I was really put on the mat.

The woman who was leading the
whole thing was a one-time actress
and she was showing the group how
to explain the steps to becoming a
Christian to an interested enquirer.
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She needed a model. She chose me. I
couldn’t refuse because I wanted to be
seen in the best light by everyone in
the room. So I reluctantly agreed to
her request and played my part by an-
swering her questions in the affirma-
tive as she directed. She finally came
to a question, “Would you like to
receive Jesus Christ in your life?”
“Yes, ” I replied, playing my part as
I had been instructed, not meaning a
word of it and all the time thinking,
“If I can get my hands on this bird I'll
throttle her!”

It was strange. To me it was all an
act, but after that night I felt that the
hounds of heaven were after me. I
couldn’t shake the feeling that God
was waiting for me to acknowledge
him. I began to feel convicted about
the way I had lived my life, the goals
I had set and the neglect I had shown
my family. But it was going to take
more than that to move me.

Cracked heads

Two experiences brought the tur-
moil inside of me to a head. Jo want-
ed me to go to a Catholic charismatic
prayer meeting with her. My brother
was going with her and that irritated
me so I went too, just so that I
wouldn’t be left out. But I told her that
if she brought any more of these
strange people home to talk about God
I’d crack their heads.

There was a professor of applied
maths leading the group and th
pealed to my academic bent. Th
timers, me included, got i
with the professor todiscuss
ing and our feelings about it.

the greatest bunch of nuts T ever met.
You're cracked!” Typical me. Un-
familiar surroundings, threatening
situation, respond with some good oI’
aggression.

An “affirmation time” followed and
people were walking round telling
each other they loved them. One wom-
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a round robin and when it came to my 2
turn I told it like it was. “I think you’re -

ed the door open

;.on‘d there, sitting in front of

me, was q little old man.

an came up to me, looked me in the
eyes and said, ‘I love you.” What?
What in the world are these people up
to, I thought. Are they off the rails
completely? Or are they running a
racket?




That did it. I couldn’t get out of the
place fast enough. I'told Jo that if she
ever went back to a place like that I'd
give her something to think about too.
She didn’t go back. She made a pact
with herself that she wouldn’t go to
any more prayer meetings until I had
become a Christian too.

The second thing that happened in-
volved a Catholic monk called Gerald,
whom Jo always quoted. “Gerald says
this and Gerald says that.” I couldn’t
stand it and thought I'd fix this Ger-
ald’s wagon! I imagined him to be a
young guy and since aggression was
the name of the game I was going to
have it out with him.

I located his office at the universi-
ty and pounded heavily on the door. I
thought a bit of aggro might soften
him up a bit. A quiet voice from wi-
thin called out, “Come in.” I kicked the
door open, making as much noise as
I could, and barged into his room. And
there sitting in front of me was a lit-
tle old man. Well, I wasn’t expecting
that. It knocked the stuffing right out
of me, as I didn’t exactly know what
to say. Gerald could see I was agitat-
ed and asked if he could talk to me.
The one thing about him that floored
me was the sense of peace there was
about him. It was completely the op-
posite to what I stood for.

I blurted out my grievances, how I
thought they were all a bunch of mani-
acs bent on wrecking my family
(something which I had been doing
for years) and running themselves off
the rails. Here was a place to put the
blame for all the things that weren’t
right in my life. I accused Gerald of
being a charlatan and leading Jo as-
tray. He just sat there listening and
then he asked, “What do you know
about Pentecost?” “About what?” I re-
plied. “Absolutely nothing. I've never
heard of the word!”

So Gerald started there and told me
the whole story of salvation. How
Christ died for me and had risen from
the dead. How he had told the disci-

ples to wait for the Holy Spirit to fill
them with power. It was this same
power that was at the prayer
meetings. .

As Gerald spoke I felt a sense of
peace creep over me. It was refresh-
ing, and a little uncanny. He invited
me to come back and natter some
more. I said I would but I was jolly
well sure that I would not. This guy
was rattling my cage and I didn’t like
it. My initial reaction was to get as far
away from him as I could.

But I couldn’t get the things Gerald
had been saying out of my mind and
two weeks later I fronted up to his
office again. I told him he had shaken
my life. “If I don’t do something about
all this I’'m going to come unstuck,” I
told him. I knew what I had to do.

Meeting the referee

In Gerald’s office I prayed. In full
awareness, I invited Jesus Christ to
take control of my life and to forgive
my sins. I was a person who never
cried. I considered it weak and only
for women and children. But as I
prayed I found myself battling tears.
Something dramatic was hapening in-
side of me. I was changing. I sensed
a total change going on. It’s hard to ex-
plain but I knew it was happening. I
had become a Christian; I was born
again and I couldn’t wait to tell Jo.

My whole attitude changed. I rea-
lised for the first time just what a
rogue I had been in the way I treated
my wife and children. Jo saw and ex-
perienced the change in me and we
began to get our whole life sorted out.

We went back to that charismatic
prayer meeting and the same “crack-
pot” who had been leading the first
time we went was atit again. But this
time he was overjoyed at my becom-
ing a Christian and wanted to pray for
me to receive the baptism in the Holy
Spirit. So he and some other men
laid their hands on me and prayed.

As they prayed for me I said, “Lord,
I don’t want to mimic these men. I
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don’t want to be a hypocrite” As I
prayed that I closed my eyes and
there before me, dressed in gold was
Jesus. “This is it,” I thought, “I've
really cracked.” Tthought I must have
been losing my mind but then the next
thing I remember is people saying
“He’s singing in tongues.” And I was.
I was singing in a new language. God
had really given me something differ-
ent. Not only did he have me singing
in public (something I'd never done
before) but he had me smgm%m alan-
guage I had never learned before.

I floated out of that meeting on a su-
per high and from that time on I be-
gan to gain my feet in terms of
growing in my understanding of God
and what it meant to be a Christian.
My millionaire aspirations were re-
allocated further down the priority
list. It took me a while to grasp the
idea of God’s forgiveness but I got
there. And as I began to see how I had
treated Jo and neglected the whole fa-
mily relationship things started to
change for the better. My self-centred
life-style (it was easy for me to work
100 hours per week) gave way to a
God-and family-centred one.

The insecurity that resulted from
my dismissal as personnel officer and
the financial crash of the partnership
was no match for the new security I
found in Christ. It went out the win-
dow and I didn’t need to crave after
success to feel that I was someone.
God had shown me that I was some-
one just because Jesus Christ had
died for me. The love of power gave
way to the power of love.

Bill Lowry is currently in his own Real
Estate Management Consultant Business.
He no longer fishes for the dollar but is in-
volved extensively in evangelistic work
“fishing for men”. He and Jo have used
their home to minister to young people
from many alternative lifestyles and have
seen God break through to give many of
them new lives for old.

On the following pages Bill explains some
of the Biblical principles he has adopted in
business.
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hen it comes to the busi-

ness world Australians and

New Zealanders often ex-
hibit the characteristic_of only
working for a boss until the day
they can set up in business for
themselves. Such is the preva-
lence of this practice that govern-
ment departments issue
information directed towards the
budding small businessman in an
effort on the one hand to en-
courage such initiative and on the
other to give instruction on good

business practice. By doing so
they are attempting o reduce the
incidence of failure in small busi-
nesses.

Bill Lowry operates a successful
management consultancy and real
estate business in Nambour,
Queensland. He has had ex-
perience in many facets of busi-
ness, including industrial relations,
insurance, business management,
industrial engineering.

A member of Full Gospel Busi-
ness Men’s Fellowship Internation-
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al, Bill believes that FGBMFI has
a role to play in advising
businessmen on sound business
practice, especially on the inter-
play between a man’s personal life
(marriage, family, spiritual life) and
his business commitments.

For Bill, being a Christian does
not negate the necessity for sound
business practice and planning; in
fact the two go hand in hand.

“There is a Biblical principle
which states that everything must
be done decently and in order,”
says Bill. “That applies equally to
business management as it does
to our personal lives. Just as it is
folly to have a thriving business
while letting your marriage fall
apart, it is crazy to think that pray-
er will cover up slackness in
business.

“|f God has a plan for this
universe, who are we not to have
a plan for our business ventures?
God does not support ill-
researched projects, sloppy busi-
ness practice or irrational de-
cisions.”

Going into pusiness? Then ac-
cording to Bill there are three
criteria you need to consider long
and hard before committing
yourself.

1. You have to have a product or
service for which there is a market
that can be readily tapped. This
means market research needs to
be carried out. A vague feeling is
not enough to go on. The costs of
marketing and production need to
be investigated and a market plan
drawn up to provide direction.

2. You need sufficient cash to
be able to meet operating ex-
penses and overheads in the ini-
tial stages of the business. “You
can't take a Rolls Royce trip on a
Holden budget,” says Bill. “If you

0000000000000000

AW A \ W AW W\ A '
-[‘-.L—-Liﬁiﬁ‘hdhahdﬂdhih"h-’ihﬂi'
G T TN

can’t be assured that you can
meet your initial overheads; if you
haven't done a feasibility study on
the whole venture; if you haven't
researched your market and its
potential, all the praying in the
world won’t get you through.”

3. Fulfilment of the first two
criteria leads to the third: what
sort of arrangements need to be
made in order to finance the
project? Credit is generally easy to
come by and the ease with which
it can be obtained poses the
greatest danger to the prospective
business operator. For example,
some trading banks offer commer-
cial bills, which, on the face of it,
are an attractive source of finance.

Commercial bills are issued for
a set period of time and operate
on the repayment of interest only
until the expiry date of the bill,
when the principal must be
repaid. And that’s when many
people get caught out — they
don't have the ready cash, and
that can spell disaster for the
venture.

“An important Biblical principle
to be remembered here.’ explains
Bill, “is that found in the book of
Proverbs: the borrower is the
lender’s slave. One should never
get into a situation where there is
no hope of ever repaying the
principal.

“f, in order to keep the busi-
ness going, you have to borrow on
a continuing basis, you’re in trou-
ble. Especially if the growth of the
business is not keeping pace with
the borrowing.”

In matters of money, common
sense can be, and often is, bullied
by desire. Enthusiasm to establish
a business can often override bet-
ter judgement and the principles
of God.
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Multi-Level Selling and
the Get-Rich-Quick
Syndrome

Multi-level selling is one of the
most common examples of how
human desire can dominate com-
mon sense. “Suppose you are a
person who wants t0 be your own
boss, or you just want some extra
cash,’ says Bill. “You see an ad-
vertisement in the local paper
promising returns of $500 a week
for a little spare time work. This
immediately appeals to your
desire to get a better car or to
keep up with the Joneses. Sud-
denly you can picture a swimming
pool in the back yard and the dol-
lar signs start flashing in front of
your eyes. You respond to the ad
and find you can take over a ge-
ographical area in which to sell a
product — usually jewellery, toile-
tries or cleaning products.

“guch an arrangement is an in-
ducement for people who don’t
have the necessary finance to get
into a ‘business’ of their own. The
lure of easy money and the attrac-
tion of being their own boss draws
them in.

“After the membership fee
(usually high) has been paid for
the privilege of selling the product,
you then have to buy the product
from the supplier. Of course, the
price is structured so that the
more you buy the cheaper it is, sO
you stretch yourself to the limit.
Now you are ready to face the
market — a market you haven’t
analysed — with a product you
know little about. To your horror
you find that door-to-door selling
isn't all that easy, and after your
first pair of shoes and no sales
you are wondering whether you
are cut out for this sort of work.

“Then there is the high price of
the product. All multilevel systems
have a highly-priced product be-
causé so many people have to get
a cut along the way. In the sales
pitch the high price is offset by
the fact that the product is super-
concentrated and will last the pur-
chaser for six months or longer.
Now that may be a good thing for
the customer but it isn’t for the
salesman because he gets no
repeat business out of it. So to
make a good turnover he has to
work doubly hard.

“Thus, while the dollar beckons
you on, your family life and spiritu-
al life are starting to suffer. In the
end you decide to call it quits and
you're left with a bedroom full of
product you can't sell”

Of course the picture doesn’t al-
ways look like this. Many people
make a go of multi-level selling,
but Bill’s point remains: “When it
comes to business, don’t be bul-
lied by desire. Use your common
sense, apply sound business prac-
tice and live by the principles laid
out in the Bible.”
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Turning

s we sped into the corner I could

feel the sports car skidding side-
ways on the loose metal. There
were three of us inside the soft-top and
as we slid towards the ditch on the side
of the road confused thoughts tumbled
through my mind: “We’re out of con-
trol! This is it! Here comes the
crunch!”

It all happened so quickly. One
minute the two-and-a-half litre Riley
Sports was purring down Bleakhouse
Road; the next we were hurtling
through the air as the car rolled and
crashed upside down on the front lawn
of someone’s house.

There was no roll bar in the car so
the convertible hood was squashed
flatter than a pancake to the top of the
bonnet and boot. The wheels were
spinning in the air. The dirty belly of
the car was exposed with the gleam-
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Trevor Brayshaw,
Auckland, N.Z.

ing white and chrome body-work rest-
ing on the ground. The electric petrol
pump was frantically ticking as petrol
flowed out down the garden path. The
impact had burst a water main in the
low dirt bank on the side of the road
and this was now sending a fountain
of water twenty feet into the quiet
night sky. It was quite a scene.

Amazingly, two of us were thrown
from the car as the vehicle twisted
during the roll. The driver was still
trapped in the car but had been
thrown across the seat. The metal roof
supports had been thrust into the back
of the seat where he had been seconds
before. As I looked at the wreck I
knew for a fact that the road toll could
have risen by three that night.

Now the driver was shouting for
someone to turn off the ignition be-
cause of the risk of a fire or an explo-




sion, and to get him out of the car as
his foot was stuck. We scrambled
across to him and dragged him free.
We took stock of our injuries and
found we were all remarkably okay,
apart from a gash on my head which
was attended to by the local doctor
who was summoned from his bed.
The owners of the house on whose
garden path we had unceremonious-
ly landed were shocked when they saw
how lightly we had been hurt. So were
my friend’s sister and her boyfriend
when they came to pick us up.

Near miss

It was a real turning point in my
life. I was twenty years old at the time
and already had another “near miss”
to my name. It was when a cousin and
I were swimming in the Tamaki
River. We were having a great time
until T was sucked down into a deep
channel as the tide turned. I could see
the sunlight glinting on the surface of
the water far above my head, but was
powerless to reach it. At I struggled
with the current, my lungs nearly
bursting, a wave just at the right time
helped me to the surface and washed
me to the shore. Completely exhaust-
ed and half full of salt water I couldn’t
even drag myself out of the water un-
til my cousin came over to help. A few
years later I was to learn that one of
my friends had been dragged out to
sea from the same spot. His body was
never found.

After attending seven different
schools I had joined the workforce as
a Ford spare parts assistant, and
worked for seven years in this job at
four separate dealerships. After that
I decided it was time for a change and
went lawnmowing, pruning and tree
felling for another seven years on
Auckland’s North Shore.

In my teenage years I used to have
lots of questions about the purpose of
life and what happened to you when
you died. Was death the final cut-off?
Were we the only planet that had life

among millions of lifeless ones in the
universe? Were we put here by a cre-
ator or did we just evolve?

As I looked at the wrecked Riley I
wondered again what it would be like
to die.

Blind date

Though I liked to muse about
philosophical questions it didn’t affect
the way I lived to any real degree. For
example, it was one thing to wonder
whether we got here by chance or by
design, but I refused to believe that
my life was ruled by chance. I think
there’s an intuitive knowledge inside
all of us that says there’s got to be a
purpose to the things we’re doing. Like
the blind date I went on at a Teachers’
College Ball. The young lady I part-
nered that night has become my life
partner and wife. She was from a
farming family in Hawkes Bay, 500km
away, and there’s no way in my mind
that it was chance that brought us
together.

Life cruised on for us. We were en-
joying married life with a baby son,
landscaping our section and making
a comfortable home. We weren’t reli-
gious people, so it was something of
a surprise when there was a knock on
our front door one day and it was the
local minister introducing himself to
new families in the area and inviting
them along to church. We decided this
was not for us, as we were too busy.
We were developing a large, sloping
section into garden, we had family to
visit and friends to see and the
weekends went quickly enough as it
was without church as well.

A few weeks later there was another
knock on the door and an invitation to
a home meeting. We declined this as
well, saying we didn’t have a babysit-
ter. One was promtly offered, along
with transport to the meeting. How
could we refuse?

It was at this meeting that we be-
gan to really think about God. There
were songs sung by people who sound-
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ed like they really meant them, a joy:
ful atmosphere, a young girl who
spoke about the reality of Jesus in her
life, and finally a man who read the
Bible and explained its meaning. The
more we heard the more disturbing
our neglect of spiritual things ap-
peared to us. We had completely ig-
nored the creator of life itself,
allowing our own self-interest to
dominate our lives.

Right there at that meeting
Elizabeth and I asked Jesus to be the
Lord of our lives and to forgive us for
our self-centredness. It was Septem-
ber 11, 1970.

The next day I woke up and knew
that I was a new man. The spiritual
dimension of me had awakened and
God’s Spirit was living inside me. It
was all so clear to me now. Why hadn’t
I seen it before? The living things all
around us were so clearly designed —
why had I not bothered to discover the
Designer? And now I had met Jesus
Christ — my introduction to the Lord
of the universe.

My eyes were now opened to the
world of the supernatural. Not things
that go bump in the night, but the real-
ity of a world where there is a battle
raging between the forces of evil and
the forces of good, Satan versus God.
Looking back to the night the car
somersaulted I realised that Satan
could easily have had three more peo-
ple to keep him company for eterni-
ty. Yet God had used the accident to
shake up my complacency and pre-
pare me for my later meeting with
him.

Though lawnmowing was a great
job, after seven years I felt it was time
for a change. We hadn’t had a decent
holiday in years so we decided to buy
a van and take our two boys for a trip
around the South Island. When we got
back to Auckland I was casting about
for a job, and thinking about the vast
number of people who go through life
without knowing about the love God
has for them.

VOICE

Book parties

We made ourselves available to God
and asked him to direct us into the
right occupation. And that is how we
came to be introduced to a retired
couple who were selling Christian
books to shops and holding book par-
ties in various people’s homes. They
had been praying for a younger cou-
ple with a van to take over from them
and here we were, fitting the descrip-
tion perfectly.

Nine years later we are still doing
the work. Though some people only
think about food for their stomachs,
we encourage as many as we can to
stock up with food for their souls. I
didn’t used to read much when I was
a boy, but now I realise the impor-
tance of learning the ways of God
through the Bible and other Christi-
an books.

For years I failed to make the con-
nection between the physical world
and the one who put it all together in
the first place. It took an upside-down
car to start me thinking how upside-
down my life had been. In Christ I
have truly found my feet, and my pur-
pose in life.

Trevor and Elizabeth live with their two
sons lan and Alan in Pakuranga. Trevor
travels around Auckland city and suburbs
servicing bookshops from his mobile book
“warehouse.” His wife helps him with book
parties in people’s homes. Trevor is a mem-
ber of the East Auckland chapter of
FGBMFIL.
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alk about George Orwell’s 1984. It

had nothing on Paul Jones’s 1974.
That was the year of a credit squeeze
that stripped me of all I possessed. A
year of destruction that instilled in me
a fear of failure and robbed me of the
luxuries of life that IThad come to rely
on.

As a young fellow I had done the
usual things most Aussie blokes get
into — surfing, yachting, football,
golf. I married Helen and we moved
north where I joined my brother in
real estate in Queensland. Together
we built up a company that ranked in
the top six development companies in
the state.

Coupled with success came a mag-
nificent lifestyle. One revolving
around expensive cars — Rolls and
Mercedes — yachts, parties and high
brow socialising. I had everything
anyone could wish for — on the
outside.

The way our company operated was
to buy up large tracts of land and then
borrow heavily from finance compa-
nies to develop them with roads and
other facilities. The system worked
well until 1974. That’s when the credit
squeeze set in and the finance compa-
nies recalled their money. It was a
bombshell if ever there was one. For-
tunately, the company didn’t go into
liquidation but in order to pay back
our loans we had to sell everything up
as quickly as we could. And that
meant not only the properties the
company owned but also the houses
we lived in, the cars we drove and the
yachts we partied on. Everything that
I had come to identify as the “real
me” was stripped from me. It was a
devastating experience and one that
turned me in on myself.

Trying to climb up

But you can’t stay down forever and
from the real estate business I moved
into running a hotel. Again the ven-

ture was successful and I began to ac-
quire the trappings of my former

VOICE

lifestyle. Even so, I couldn’t avoid a
persistent nail&ging that maybe there
was more to life that the things money
could buy. I guess it was a carryover
from my Catholic upbringing. From
childhood my mother had instilled the
belief that there was a purpose in life.
To date I hadn’t found it.

Anyway, I moved back into the so-
cial scene, loving every minute of it,
not realising that the tentacles of
drink and loneliness were reaching
out for me and beginning to drag me
down. I had a tremendous need to be
accepted by others and life in the hotel
world put me in touch with a large cir-
cle of friends. I used those people to
keep me from having to face the emp-
tiness and pointlessness of my ex-
istence.

All my life I'd had a fear of being
empty inside. I was afraid that if
someone tipped me upside down there
would be nothing there to fall out. So
to cover up I would entertain a lot,
throwing all night cruising parties on
Sydney Harbour; I would always
make sure I had thebest of everything
so I could feel important and impress
everyone. Drink and women figured
prominently in my life.

Needless to say, Helen didn’t share
my love of this existence. I don’t know
if she knew what drove me on but I did
know that she had had a gutsful of the
why I was living and the havoc it was
producing in the family. She didn’t
join me in the social whirl, perferring
instead to remain at home and look af-
ter the children. Their lot was pretty
rough and it got worse as I got further
into drink. I started to pay the price
of living in the fast lane.

Alcoholism got me in it’s soul-
destroying grip. And I couldn’t break
out of it. It wrecked the business, or
rather I did, and destroyed what was
left of our family life. Everything col-
lapsed around my ears. Despite my
efforts to put the business back
together, the more I tried the more I
failed. Helen wanted out, and I
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couldn’t blame her. She had put up
with a hell of a life. Divorce was the
only option open to us and we started
moving in that direction.

Timeshares

In the meantime money was still
needed, so I got back into real estate.
It was about the time when the
timeshare concept was being deve-
loped and I began selling the idea.

Six of us were manning a promo-
tional stand for timeshares at at a K-
Mart Shopping Centre. It was a Fri-
day, the centre’s busiest day and we
were expecting a good response from
the many shoppers who were out and
about. We were getting into the swing
of things when a group of people came
along and began to set up speakers
and a PA. systemright in front of our
stand.

I immediately complained to the
manageress. We'd paid for the spot
and I wasn’t about to have anyone
crowding us out. She explained that
the group would only be there for an
hour and requested that we allow
them the time. For some reason I
agreed to the request, though for the
life of me I don’t know why. They were
a religious group, too, which made my
attitude even harder to rationalise.
Four of the guys on the stall weren’t
staying around to listen to what was
going down. They said they’d be back
when the religious outfit had packed
up and gone.

It was a music group who started
playing some Christian songs. And
suddenly it seemed as if every person
in the centre converged on them just
to stand around and listen. I didn’t
know why people were attracted to
them so much. Something different,
I suppose. But whatever, a large
crowd gathered and kept coming and
going throughout the hour, presenting
me with a ready-made audience to
which I could hand out the brochures
on the timesharing scheme. I
managed to distribute more materi-

al that day than on any other. And all
in the space of an hour.

As I distributed the brochures and
talked to some people I couldn’t help
hearing bits and pieces of what the
group was on about. I picked up they
were Christians and born again ones
at that. Not that I knew too much
about what that meant. Being a
Catholic I just naturally assumed that
heaven would be my destination when
Idied. I didn’t see too much relevance
in the whole Mass bit but I figured I'd
probably stored up a few points for my
meeting with my maker, whenever
that should happen. But these people
seemed to be more definite about who
they were and who God was. It was
pretty obvious that they were into
something they were really keen
about.

While I was giving out my materi-
al I remarked to a guy standing next
to me, “They’re pretty good, aren’t
they,” referring to the band.

“Yes they are,” he replied. “Would
you like to come along to church and
hear them?”

Now hang on a minute, I thought,
who’s doing the selling here, this guy
or me? But something was stirring in-
side me and I reckoned there couldn’t
be any harm in going along to have a
listen.

Hypocrite

So I went home at the end of the day
and told Helen that I was going to
church. We were living in separate
bedrooms at this stage and didn’t have
too much to do with each other. And
we never went to church. “What do
you want to do that for?” Helen
scoffed. “You’re nothing but a hypo-
crite”” As you can imagine we didn’t
discuss the issue too much further!
But come Sunday, 4pm, as we passed
in the hall Helen said to me, “I'm com-
ing too.”

Sunday evening we were at church.
We arrived to find the place packed
out, with people even standing out-
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side. The aisles were full and there ap-
peared to be not a spare square foot
of space anywhere Until I spotted two
seats in the front row, right in front of
the pulpit. We made our way to them
in time to catch the band — “The Car-
penter’s Tools” — and the rest of the
church service that followed.

At the end of it all the preacher
asked for those who wanted to give
over control of their lives to the Lord
and become Christians, to put up their
hand. My hands were in my pockets
and I couldn’t figure out why Helen
was trying to pull one of them out. My
arm was shaking and I looked across
to her to tell her to stop pulling on my
arm. “I’'m not doing anything,” she
whispered. “I’m not touching you.”
And she wasn't. But my arm was jerk-
ing and the next thing I realised, it
was up in the air and I couldn’t pull
it down. It was like a rope was hold-
ing it there.

The pastor and others came and
prayed for me although I didn’t have
much of a clue what it was all about.
The next day a chap from the church
came around to explain it all and went
over with me what it meant to be
Christian. It can’t have hit home be-
cause I didn’t make the connection be-
tween my new beliefs and my
lifestyle. I did feel a certain peace in-
side me though, so I'suppose that was
something. I continued going to the
hotel; people continued trying to tell
me I was a alcoholic, and I kept tell-
ing them I wasn't.

If you’re really there...

Three weeks went by and I had had
a bit of time to think over what was
happening in my life. I knew I was in
amess. A slave to drink, family on the
verge of breaking up, children bat-
tered and bruised, wife not happy and
me sadly lacking confidence to mount
any business venture of my own. Fi-
nally I let it all out. “Jesus,’ I said,
“they tell me you’re alive. If that’s true
I want you to come into my life and I

VOICE

want tyou to prove it by freeing me
from the curse of alcoholism, smok-
ing and womanising. I want you to put
my family back together again, the
children, Helen and I.” Finally I was
putting my life on the line.

Well God took me at my word.
Almost immediately I sensed a
change come over me and I began to
see things hapFening. From that time
on I've never touched drink, smokes
or other women. The desire left me
immediately. That was the first thing
that became obvious. People were
rather cautious in accepting the new
me. At first they all thought it was
only a fad as alcoholics are well
known for their seven day wonder re-
forms. They all reckoned I'd be back
in the bar before long. My family were
sceptical too. They’d put up with too
much to believe I could change so sud-
denly. They wondered how long I
could stick it out.

It was hard. Especially the first
three months. Helen became a Chris-
tian too about three weeks after me
but it still took some work and effort
for us to make it together. She had
more of a background in it than me,
having been introduced to Christiani-
ty as a young girl.

During that three months I even
decided I couldn’t make it myself and
was skipping out headed north for
Townsville. I was going to take up the
offer of a job there and leave my past
behind. Make a fresh start. I was a
mile from home, heading out, when as
clear as a bell a voice said, “Paul, you
love the girl you married. It’s going to
work,” Man, I thought, this is crazy.
I drove on for another half mile but
the compulsion to turn around and

head for home won out and I did just .

that. As I drove back in through the
gateway of our rented house I knew I
had done the right thing.

Full of love

Now we have a beautiful marriage
and a strong faith. Probably the
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greatest thing — the greatest success
in my whole life — has been getting
to know myself and the worth I have
in God’s sight. Nothing can do more
for one’s confidence and security than
that. When I had material things I had
nothing. I was a wreck inside. In Je-
sus I gained a new internal strength
and a new ability to be a loving hus-
band and a loving father.

God restored the children, all
teenagers by this stage. He healed the
hurts and the bruising my life had put
them through. I didn’t push my new
faith on them. I let my life and it’s ac-
companying actions speak for them-
selves. We went through a three
month period when I wasn’t working
and that enabled me to spend a lot of
time with the kids. One day during
this time I received a message from
our 15-year-old’s teacher asking if I
would come down and read over a
paper Kirstin had written. I went
down and there read her reflections
of her childhood. I wept inside. It let
me see what I had done and how
much I had hurt everyone. The
teacher was too overcome to mark it
but she rightly thought that I'd be in-
terested to read it. The paper was
about life in an alcoholic family.
About the fighting and the screaming;;
the arguments and the heart ache.
Kirstin talked about the ways the chil-
dren had tried to keep the family
together and the tremendous pressure
they all felt in the situation.

Home for the kids used to be just a
roof over their heads and a place to
sleep. Now it is a place of love. Each
of them: Michelle, Kirstin and Adri-
an, have learned how to love and have
melted my heart in telling me how
much they love me. And I have
learned how to love them. And Helen.
Helen has opportunities now to talk at
meetings and shares about the trials
and testings of living with alcoholism
and adultery. We have all come
through it to begin again in an at-
mosphere of love and acceptance.

One thing 'm adamant about is that
Christianity is a 365-days-a-year con-
tract — not a once-a-week gesture.
And for me that means being real
about my faith in the cut and thrust
of the business world. I've known
some nominally Christian business-
men who look well on Sundays but
who look very dangerous on Mondays.
To be successful in the world’s eyes
you have to flower the truth and tell
it like it’s not. When the Spirit of truth
comes to live in you that way of liv-
ing becomes unacceptable. The Lord
has had to deal with me in this area
by saying, “Paul, let your yes be yes
and your no be no.”

Another godly principle on which I
have tried to build my business is that
of giving: going the extra mile,
providing more than what the con-
tract spells out. In this the Christian
just lives out what Jesus himself set
as our example. Because he gave his
life, we can give our time, money and
resources and know God’s blessing in
the process.

At times it’s hard. Christians aren’t
immune from cashflow problems. But
there comes a time when you're either
in with both feet into what you know
is right or you’re just playing around.
Jesus said, “Whoever believes in me
shall not be put to shame.” Now you
either believe that or you don’t. When
you do come to the place or trusting
in Jesus as the ultimate provider, the
source, then you can really start to ex-
perience the fulness of life.

Why settle for less?

Paul became a Christian four years ago.
God blessed him and provided new business
opportunities for him so that today he has
a family company called Queensland
Country Developments. Paul has been
involved with Full Gospel Business Men’s
Fellowship International and has helped set
up FGBMFI chapters in Papua New
Guinea, the Solomon Islands and in eastern
Australia. He lives with Helen and their
three children in Sunnybank Hills, Brisbane.
Michelle is now 21, Kirstin 19 and Adrian
4.
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1 | want a VOICE!

Please send me a year’s subscription
of South Pacific Voice (11 issues).
I 1 enclose $NZ10.00/$A10.00.

l Name

I Address

Clip and post to: FGBMFI, P.O. Box 33-424

Takapuna, Auckland, New Zealand.




RECTOR

NORTHLAND

HIKURANGI

KAIKOHE

KAWAKAWA-MOEREWA

OTAMATEA

WHANGAREI

REGIONAL DIRECTOR  (0884) 38 117

AUCKLAND
AUCKLAND CENTRAL
AUCKLAND EAST
AUCKLAND SOUTH
AUCKLAND WEST
EAST COAST BAYS
HIBISCUS COAST
MOUNT ALBERT
PAREMOREMO
ROYAL OAK
WHANGAPARAOA
REGIONAL DIRECTOR  (0942) 65 170

WAIKATO

CAMBRIDGE

HAMILTON

MARAMARUA

OTOROHANGA

TE AWAMUTU

THAMES

REGIONAL DIRECTOR (071) & 626

BAY OF PLENTY

FORESTLAND

OPQTIKI

ROTORUA

TAUPO

TAURANGA

TE PUKE

WHAKATANE

REGIONAL DIRECTOR  (075) 25 438

HAWKES BAY/POVERTY BAY
HASTINGS

NAPIER

TAKATIMU GISBORNE

REGIONAL DIRECTOR  (070) 436 302

CENTRAL NORTH ISLAND

BUSH

FEILDING

LEVIN

MASTERTON

PALMERSTON NORTH

ROSE CITY

SANSON

SOUTH WAIRARAPA

REGIONAL DIRECTOR (063) 69 593

TARANAKI

HAWERA

NEW PLYMOUTH

OPUNAKE

STRATFORD

REGIONAL DIRECTOR (067) 33 693

WELLINGTON
LOWER HUTT
UPPER HUTT
WAINUIOMATA

President

(08925) 649
KHO'181X
KV-729-S
(PAP) 37 086
(089) 81 312

(09) 579 889
(09) 534 7746
(09) 278 6869
(09) 836 2553
(09) 478 3782
(0942) 64 627
(09) 864 162

(09) 667 749
(0942) 45 419

(07127) 3000
(071) 59 338
(08525) 650
(08133) 8416

(MIH) 858

(0843) 86 709

(08022) 700

0OP-522-K
(073) 84 897
(074) 84 569
(075) 25 982
(075) 37 144
(076) 88 554

(070) 67 826
(070) 444 805
(079) 74606

(06505) 4233
(063) 37 529
(069) 84 365
(059) 83 763
(063) 89 035
(063) 71 168
(063293) 724
(0553) 69 294

(062) 87 723
(067) 512 332
(06613) 554
(0663) 5982

(04) 671 472
(04) 267 046
(04) 647 870

Secretary

(08939) 411
KHO-850
(0885) 27 392
(PAP) 37 190
(689) 60 928

(09) 734 886
(09) 567 087

(09) 814 9320
(09) 478 9221
(0942) 48 796

(09) 866 619

(09) 600 861
(0942) 45 865

(07127) 8228
(071) 56 046

(08226) 654

(073) 56 498
(075) 84 960

(076) 84 187

(070) 67 216
(070) 54 615
(079) 28 827

(0650) 8579
(063) 34 159
(069) 89 953

(063) 62 647
(063335) 789
(0593) 8517

(0661) 8390
(066328) 825

(04) 699 472
(04) 286 450
(04) 643 601

WESTERN COASTAL
WELLINGTON
REGIONAL DIRECTOR (04) 662 647

TOP OF THE SOUTH

BLENHEIM

GOLDEN BAY

GREYMOUTH

KAIKOURA

NELSON

REDWOOD/BLENHEIM

REGIONAL DIRECTOR (05422) 846

CHRISTCHURCH/NORTH CANTERBURY
CHRISTCHURCH CENTRAL
CHRISTCHURCH N.E.

CHRISTCHURCH N.W.
CHRISTCHURCH SOUTH

HORNBY

HURUNUI

RICCARTON

REGIONAL DIRECTOR  (03) 429 028

SOUTH CANTERBURY/NORTH OTAGO
ASHBURTON

MACKENZIE

NORTH OTAGO/OAMARU

TIMARU

WAIMATE

REGIONAL DIRECTOR  (0505) 8222

OTAGO/SOUTHLAND
BALCLUTHA
CROMWELL
DUNEDIN

GORE
INVERCARGILL
LAWRENCE
QUEENSTOWN
TAIERI

WINTON

REGIONAL DIRECTOR (CENTRE BUSH) 544

SOUTH PACIFIC

(04) 399 648
(04) 766 429

(057) 27 490
(0524) 59 960
(027) 7777
(KK) 330
(054) 5316
(057) 87 571 -

(03) 524 021
(03) 831°420
(03) 599 698
(03) 885 708
(03) 498 591

(0504) 48 474
(03) 484 432

(053) 83 487

(0505) 8688
(0297) 45 459
(056) 83 667
((051927) 733

CO 167R
(TARRAS) 805
(024) 43 668
(0203) 6707
(021) 330 536
L 128-D

AW 634
(02489) 4788
DIP 5052

APIA
NUKU'ALOFA TONGA 31 140

PRISON MINISTRI

Mt Eden — PO Box 38-355,
Howick

Paremoremo — PO Box
10-103, Balmord 3.

Paparoa — 4 Whelan Place,
Christchurch.

Borstal — 45 Thompson Street,
Invercargill.

Linton — 49 Haydon Street,
Palmerston Notth.

29 Clawton Street,

New Plymouth.

2/218 East Coast Road,
AucKand 9.

AUCKLAND

CHRISTCHURCH
INVERCARGILL

MANAWATU YOUTH

INST.
NEW PLYMOUTH

PAREMOREMO

WAIKERIA YOUTH
CENTRE
WELLINGTON

PO Box 46, Otorohanga.
Mt Crawford, 34 Monorgan

(09) 359 628
(04) 674 907

(057) 28 336
(0542) 59 635
(027) 4051
(KK) 706
(054) 6368
(057) 87838

(03) 481 097
(03) 853 839
(03) 554 595
(03) 585320

(0504) 48 327
(03) 481 850

(053) 7954
(0505) 8426
(0297) 47 572
(056) 45 934
(051924) 828

(0299) 82 549

(024) 876 333
MT 8566
(021) 88 426
WNA 402
AW 639
(02420) 519
WO 692

ES

Road, Strathmore WELLINGTON.

Trentham — 43 Sladden Street,
Naenae, WELLINGTON.

WITAKO




SIX SCRIPTURAL STEPS TO
SALVATION

- Menstill cry, “What must | do to be saved?”
The Bible provides a clear answer.

1. ACKNOWLEDGE: “For all have sinned
and fall short of the glory of God” Romans 3:23.
“God, have mercy on me, a sinner”Luke 18:13.
2. REPENT: “Unless you repent, you too will
all perish”Luke 13:3. “Repent, then, and turn to
God, so that your sins may be wiped out”Acts
3:19.
3. CONFESS: “If we confess our sins, He is
faithful and just and will forgive us our sins
and purify us from all unrighteousness’1 John
1:9. “If you confess with your mouth, ‘Jesus is
Lord’, and believe in your heart that God
raised Him from the dead, you will be saved”
Romans 10:9.
4. FORSAKE: “Let the wicked forsake his
way and the evil man his thoughts. Let him
turn to the Lord, and He will have mercy on
him ... for He will freely pardon”isaiah 55:7.
5. BELIEVE: “For God so loved the world that
He gave his one and only Son, that whoever
believes in Him shall not perish but have
eternal life"Jonn 3:16. “Whoever believes and is
baptised will be saved, but whoever does not
believe will be condemned”Mark 16:16
6. RECEIVE: “To all who received Him, to
those who believed in His name, He gave the |
right to become children of God”John 1:12.
Why not make your eternal decision right
now?
“l am convinced by God's Word that | am a |

The Threefold Purpose
of the Full Gospel
Business Men’s Fellowship

1. To witness to God's presence and power
in the world today through the message of the
total Gospel for the total man, and by this to
reach men for Jesus Christ, especially those
having the same social, cultural or business
interests as the person doing the witnessing.

2. To provide a basis of Christian fellowship
among all men everywhere through an
organism not directly associated with any
specific church but cooperating with all those
of like mind, and to inspire its members to be
active in their respective churches.

The Full Gospel Business Men'’s Fellowship
International does not start churches. Rather,
we desire solely to be aservice arm to existing
ones.

3. To bring about a greater measure of unity

| and spirit of harmony in the body of Christ,

where members are united in a common
effort for the good of the whole body 4
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Have you ever had one of
those days?

Everything’s going great guns.
The carfbusiness deal/
relationship/holiday is really
cooking. Then it happens.
Complete and utter disaster.
Murphy’s Law with a vengeance.

You scrape yourself up off the
floor wondering what hit you.
“Why me?” You know how it is.

What do you do? Put it down to
the universal cussedness of life?
Or look for a more satisfying
answer? Like whether there is a
way out of the tyranny of
circumstances. Or whether we
can out-manoeuvre the wheel of

fortune. Or does Murphy really
hold all the cards?

The good news is that Jesus is
the way out of the maze. He's the
door to a new way of life where
providence and purpose really
mean something. Where chance
no longer reigns supreme. Where
“all things work fogether for good
for those who love God and are
called according to his purpose’”
(Romans 8:28)

By comparison, those who
ignore God are simply building
castles in the air, for “there’s a
way of life that seems right to a
man but in the end it leads to
death.” (Proverbs 16:25).

Choose life. Choose Christ,

FROM: FGBMFI, P.O. Box 33-424, Takapuna, Auckland;
P.O. Box 67, Stones Corner, 4120, Brisbane.




