





David Dennison,

Moonah, Tasmania

ome Australians call our leisure-

loving homeland “the land of the
long weekend.” The name self-
critically echoes the more romantic
Maori description of New Zealand as
“the land of the long white cloud.”
There must be some subconscious
need to identify with our cousins
across the Tasman because we Tas-
manians jokingly refer to our
southernmost state as “South Island
Australia”’

But whatever might be behind all
that, one thing’s for sure. You can’t be
an abalone diver off Tasmania’s
southern coast and be a subscriber to
Australia’s leisure philosophy at the
same time. The two don’t mix. In fact,
to go after abalone is to virtually be-
come a “workaholic.”

That has its rewards too. Financial
ones. As a consequence of the very
high prices Japanese gourmets are
prepared to pay for the shellfish, aba-
lone divers are now beginning to con-
stitute the new rich of our fair state.

You can tell the abalone divers’
homes. They stand out as show homes
in the many small coastal towns
which dot the countryside. And it
takes nothing less than a landcruiser
to haul the long trailers which sport
their fibreglass catamarans with twin
outboards mounted amidst all the
latest in marine gadgetry!

But even such rewards as these
can’t do you a scrap of good if you're
not around to enjoy them. And I near-
ly wasn't.

Danger down under

I was making my way in slow mo-
tion through the murky depths,
weighted with a heavy lead belt and"
linked to the surface by a thick regu-
lator hose which trailed off above my
head into the dark shadows of the cold
ocean. I was 130 feet down, searching
for the wreck of the S.S. Nord. Sud-
denly out of the gloom, there it was —
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lying prone on the sand bottom.

Without warning I began to feel diz-
zy. From my reading I knew I was ex-
periencing hypoxia — oxygen
starvation of the brain caused by div-
ing at the limit of my compressor’s
range. I knew that I had to get back
to the surface or I was done for.

The thought of blacking out on the
ocean floor filled me with horror and
with my last ounce of strength and
consciousness I fumbled to release the
lead belt around my middle. Succeed-
ing at that, I jettisoned the rest of my
gear and allowed myself to rise
towards the surface.

As I shot upwards I knew I was in
real danger from another source —
the bends. In desperation I sought for
something to break my rise. But there
was nothing. I cried out, “Please
Lord, save me!” There was nothing
else I could do.

Then, as I continued upwards, una-
ble to slow myself down, out of the
corner of my eye I caught the sun
reflecting off some object just a few
feet away. I grabbed for it and my
hand clasped round the anchor chain
of my boat. Prior to this expedition I
had had the chain freshly galvanised
so that it was now silver. That irration-
al and expensive piece of re-equipping
was responsible for saving my life. Or
was it God? Did he cause the sun to
reflect off the chain just at that
minute in response to my cry?

I hung on, ever so thankful for that
chain. I was 80 feet below the surface
and was able to stay there for some
minutes. Long enough to avoid the
danger of the bends. After that break
I continued on up to the surface where
I was met by another diver who had
an aqualung ready for me.

“Only God saved me,” I blurted out.
The other diver looked at me in sur-
prise; He hadn’t heard that sort of lan-
guage from me before. It was quite
out of character. But you don’t brush
death that close and not acknowledge
that something or someone must have

been watching over you. You begin to
think that maybe your Sunday school
teacher was right.

Diving party

That fateful expedition came about
as a result of a diving party wanting
to charter my boat and my services.
My normal work boat was a Haines
Hunter runabout but I also owned a
conventional fishing boat which had
been moored in Fisherman’s Dock on
the Hobart waterfront for two years.

I didn’t use it much, since most of
my time was taken up in diving for
abalone. But since you can’t take a
diving party out in a 17 footer I had
to bring the fishing boat up to scratch
so I could use it. Before I could legal-
ly take the party out I had to pass a
marine survey. That’s when I got the
two and a half tons of anchor chain re-
galvanised, much to the elec-
troplater’s disgust. He thought that
such “gilding of the lily” was a com-
plete waste of money.

Newly surveyed, I headed out with
the charter party towards Tasman Is-
land. There was a stiff force five
southwesterly wind blowing. Only five
of the 16 sea-sick passengers were
divers. The rest were along for the
ride. We made our way to Munro
Bight off the Tasman peninsula. We
were looking for the wreck of the
S.S.Nord.

Using a sounder I thought I had lo-
cated the Nord in about 130 feet of
water. The sea was calm with a slight
southeast roll, which meant that I
could have used just a light nylon an-
chor rope. But I didn’t. I unnecessar-
ily ran out the main anchor with it’s
heavy chain.

I donned my diving gear which, un-"

like the scuba equipment of my
amateur passengers, was not self-
contained. I was linked through a
regulator by hose to a compressor on
deck.

Air compressed above the surface
loses its volume as it is pumped down
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A happy Back Track tour group returns after a successful diving expedition. David’s son
Tod (right) holds up a fine specimen.

to depth. 100 pounds pressure at the
surface becomes about 60 pounds 100
feet under the water. So you have to
be careful not to go down so far that
you exceed the capacity of the com-
pressor to supply you with air.

It’s a whole new world under the
surface of the sea and even now it
never fails to fill me with a sense of
awe every time I go down. As I moved
along the bottom in the clear water
with the fish and other marine life
idling by, I was excited by the expec-
tation of discovering the wreck again.
It’s exciting to discover something in
a world where man infrequently in-
trudes.

But this time I was disappointed.
The sounder had not located the
wreck, but rather a 30 foot high rock
to which a jungle of bull kelp was at-
tached. I explored some more, think-
ing maybe that the wreck was close
by. But it was a fruitless search and
after 15 minutes or so a tug on my air
hose told me that it was time to return
to the top. Any longer down and I
would have to go through a decom-

pression period before I could emerge.
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I also noticed that because of the
depth I was at there was a shortage
of air which was making it a little
difficult to breathe.

Back on deck it took the aero
starter-motor of the boat ten minutes
with flattening batteries to haul in the
clattering anchor chain, but that com-
pleted we continued our search for the
wreck using both sounders.

Half an hour later we got lucky. Not
120 yards away from our first an-
chorage the sounders located the
wreck. My party, still recovering from
sea sickness, wanted confirmation
that it was the Nord so I had to dive
again by myself to confirm that we
had located the wreck.

Despite the bother involved, and af-
ter some hesitation, I decided to have
the main anchor dropped again. While
it was clanking away over the side I"
increased the air pressure in order to
overcome the difficulty I experienced
on the first dive.

Once in the water I descended to the
bottom and made my way in the direc-
tion of the wreck through the now
murky water. And that’s when I had




my unexpected brush with hypoxia.
And it was no joke. It jolted me out of
my indifference as far as God was
concerned. He had used my newly-
galvanised anchor chain as a life line
to bring me to my senses, and for that
I was grateful.

I explored the old Sunday school sto-
ries and the Bible a little more and
soon discovered that Jesus Christ was
God himself and that he wanted con-
trol of my life. I never knew before
that anyone could know the Lord like
this, but as I handed my life over to
him and determined in my heart that
I was going to be a follower of Jesus
Christ, I began to experience a new
dimension to living. I stopped taking
things so much for granted and began
to appreciate the creation in which I
lived and earned my livelihood each
day: the beauty of Mt. Wellington, the
trees and clouds and colours of
animals and plants.

In 1981, after I had been away from
diving for a couple of years, running
a hotel and selling insurance, I met a
friend who told me about a group of
Christian men who called themselves
the Full Gospel Business Men'’s Fel-
lowship. It sounded interesting to me
and I went off to one of their meetings
with my friend to check it out. I was
rapt. I hecame a member and was in-
volved regularly with the chapter.

Heart attacks

A couple of years later I suffered a
series of major heart attacks and had
to be flown to Melbourne to undergo
a bypass operation. I was so grateful
for the support and prayers of the men
from my local chapter as well as those
of my wife, mother and church. They
helped to eradicate all fear and I was
able to simply place my future in
God’s hands. His peace stayed with
me throughout the ordeal.

When I was finally discharged, the
doctors could find no apparent sign of
heart damage. I was home in seven
days, a near record for the Alfred

Hospital, and within three months I
was back diving. I made it in time for
the beginning of the scallop season in
the re-opened D’Entrecasteaux Chan-
nel beds. The progress I had made as-
tounded the doctors and they even
recorded their surprise in writing,
just confirming that indeed I had
made a miraculous recovery.

I have a lot to thank God for. He
saved my life and opened up for me
a whole new dimension of existence.
God is there. And he is relevant to our
day to day living.

| began fo
pull in the crays
hand over fist.

I was diving not too long ago off the
south east coast of Tasmania, looking
for the large crays which normally
abound under these rough seas. I
wasn’t having much luck and began
to idly scratch in the sandstone of the
sea floor the words, *I love Jesus.” I
guess it was a variation on the theme
of John 21:6 where Jesus comes to his
disciples while they are fishing and
says, “Have you caught anything,
guys?

“No!” they reply.

“Then throw your net out on the
other side,” he tells them. They do and
catch a huge load of fish.

Anyway, as soon as I had finished
carving those words my fortunes
changed and I began to pull the crays
in hand over fist. It only happened the
once but it sure showed me that God
is concerned with the little things in
life, as well as the big things.

David Dennison is a member of the
Hobart Chapter of FGBMFI. He and his
wife Fay have two children: Ingrid and Tod.
David is presently fishing professionally for
crayfish and scallops out of Strahan on the
west coast of Tusmania. He owns a 65-foot
vessel, the Lady Nora. He also runs trout
fishing tours 1o the central highlands.
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David Dennison with the bell he
retrieved off the Australia, dated 1884.
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S ome of the best business deals I
ever made were worked out dur-
ing church on Sunday morning.

Maybe it was the rarified at-
mosphere or the light streaming in
the stained glass window. Whatever
the reason, it was one place I could re-
lax and think. '

I hadn’t always been so oblivious to
the ministrations of the Spirit. For
seven years I was an altar boy and
during that time developed a close-
ness to God and sensitivity to spiritu-
al things. But when I stopped actually
participating in the service and was
sitting in the pew instead of singing in
the choir I lost interest. Gradually I

‘became detached from what was hap-

pening around me in the service.

I got into the habit of procrastinat-
ing about God. When trouble struck
I'd take God down from the shelf, pray
real hard that he’d get me out of the
bind I was in, and then when things
came right back‘he’d go on the shelf

_again until needed. I'd take the credit

for solving the problem and God
would hardly warrant a passing men-
tion. A pretty inane way to live, when
you think about it, but lots of people
do it.

, Target practice
My life certainly had its share of
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trouble and drama. When I was about
16 I went shooting with a friend one
day. We couldn’t find much in the way
| of wildlife to hunt so we had some tar-

companion decided to give me a bit of
a fright. He stood behind me with his
rifle above my head, figuring that the
noise when he fired would scare the
living daylights out of me.

1t probably would have, except that
I stood up at the crucial moment. My

row down my skull.
_ Another time I was spearfishing
with a mate in a river when we got
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This photograph was taken during the pre-harvest
~ burning of the sugar cane. During the burn the

flames reached 50m high and created a wind
turbulence strong enough to pick up Vic’s (right)

~made it back to the river bank we

get practice at an old stone jar. My -

i : " ing about that question.
I | head hit the barrel of his gun just as
: it went off and I ended up with a fur-

‘R. (Vlc) De Meio,
Mossman, QLD

protective helmet and carry it 20m away!

caught in a vicious rip and were both
nearly drowned. When we finally

were so exhausted it was half an
hour before we could move.

I tended to shrug these experiences
off as part and parcel of the risks of,
life without really thinking about how
fragile the thread of life was and how
easily I could be ushered into eterni-
ty. And what then? I just put off think-

My wife Emi and I had our mo-
ments too, mainly in the raising of a
family. Our first child died in the
womb four weeks before it was due.
This was a terrible blow to us and we




were really cut up about it. To make
matters worse we had to sit and wait
for nature to take its course. All we
could do was pray that everything
would go okay with the delivery. It
could have been a disastrous situation
for Emi but things did go smoothly
and later on we were able to have
three daughters. Though we prayed
like crazy I don’t ever recall thanking
God for the outcome. But that was
me: always putting off coming to
terms with God.

One area where I never procrasti-
nated was business. I prided myself
on being pretty sharp when it came
to spotting a good deal. Of course, as
a sugar cane farmer I had to face the
various dilemmas that primary
producers always have to cope with.
Like the time when there was a slump
in the sugar industry and I was left
holding the bag. Then there was the
perennial problem of having a good
crop and a bad price or a bad crop and
a good price and “never the twain
shall meet.” When you’re on the land
there are a lot of things that happen
and which you can’t do a thing about.

Five years ago a friend invited me
to a Full Gospel Business Men’s con-
vention. I don’'t remember exactly
what was said there but I know it hit
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The De Meio family: Emi, Karen, Lesley, Cristine and Vic.

a nerve. Here were a bunch of men
who spoke about God as if they real-
ly knew him. And that was more than
I could say. But, as usual, I put off do-
ing anything about it.

Runaway mower

The straw that really broke the
camel’s back happened not long after-
wards. I was mowing the back section
one day, using a powerful rider-
mower. As I tried to turn on a slope
the mower took off on the wet grass
and went out of control. I was thrown
off and rolled down the hill. The next
thing I remember seeing was the base
plate of the mower coming down on
top of me, and believe me, those mow-
ers can slice you up like a kitchen
whizz. At that point I rolled into a
slight depression in the ground as the
mower hit me, then ended up on its
side against a paw-paw tree. When I
got to it it had cut three-quarters of
the way through the tree and the blade,
was still spinning. '

I was bleeding profusely and put my
hand up to my head, expecting a piece
of skull to be missing. But I ended up
only getting six stitches and didn’t
even have a headache!

I must have had a thick skull, but
finally the message sank in that T had
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better stop procrastinating about God.
That’s when I finally received the bap-
tism of the Holy Spirit — something
I had been skirting around for ages.

All T can say is I never touched
ground for a week! It felt like all the
cobwebs had been blown out of my
life. All the doors were open to God
and he was certainly making his
presence felt.

It won’t surprise anyone to know
that my continual message to other
businessmen is “don’t procrastinate!”
When I think of the colossal waste of
time I spent shying away from full
commitment to God it makes me
wonder how come he is so patient with
us. We certainly can’t gamble on his
grace, though. He holds the cards, not
us.

It’s a delight for me to pray and seek
God’s direction in my life now. Not as
a selfish thing if I'm in a jam, but sim-
ply as the only intelligent way to live
my life.

T’'ve had to come to grips with the
sin of greed in my life, a vice that a
lot of businessmen need to face. What
I've found is that even in the midst of
an economic downturn God can and
does provide for me, but that if I try
to make a fast buck through some
form of speculation and my motive is
pure greed, I find it doesn’t work out
— God just isn’t part of it.

It’s far better to be humble and hap-
py than a proud shark shark who
mortgages his own soul into the
bargain.

Vic is Regional Director for FGBMFI in
Far North Queensland.

Vic de Meio is a sugar cane farmer in
Mossman, Queensland. Of ltalian paren-
tage, he was a draper and mercer in the town
of Inghamn before turning has hand to farm-
ing. He and Emi have three children:
Cristine (19), Karen (17) and Lesley (10).

Vic jokingly says he has forgotien what
he knew as a draper, and that his friends
don’t think he’s much of a farmer — “so
where does that leave me? I'll tell vou where:
a happy man who’s going to heaven. Beat
that!”
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T wo small boys can create a lot of
havoc, and my brother Bill and I
were masters of that art. From boot-
ing a visiting neighbour in the shins
to letting people’s hens out, smoking
and lighting fires — these were all
part of our repertoire. Even, on one
occasion, falling into a drum of forma-
lin. Our elderly aunts and uncles still
remember our escapades with disap-
proval.

When Bill was four and I was two
something happened that was to leave
a scar on my life for many years. We
had been playing together and got into
a battle over the possession of a little
cane chair which belonged to Bill, but
which I coveted deeply.

In the scuffle I pushed him and he
landed on the hearth, his jersey catch-
ing the spout of a heavy iron kettle
boiling on the hob. Scalding hot water
spilled all over his body, giving him
extensive burns. After considerable
time in hospital he recovered and
things seemed to be back to normal
— we were still the best of buddies.

However, after plastic surgery in his

teenage years Bill developed cancer
and died at the age of 21. My mother
was very close to Bill and nursed him
right through his final illness, and
although there was never any recrimi-
nation or rejection of me, from that
time I carried a sense of guilt for my
part in his untimely death.

We had always been a churchgoing
family, although my father’s involve-
ment was cut short after an un-
pleasant episode with some church
elders.

As a farmer he struggled through
the Depression and managed to bring
us out of it in one piece. I was sent to
boarding school to follow an academ-
ic career. It was an institution where
Christianity was preached but rarely
practised, and the compulsory Bible
class attendance cut little ice with me.

Fresh out of school I landed a job
with the Forest Service as a technical
trainee and it was in this environment
that I got my first taste of freedom —
and my first taste of the amber liquid.
It was a great working life in the bush
with a bunch of rough diamonds as
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mates and the pub never too far away.

After my brother’s death I reluc-
tantly agreed to give up my job with
the Forest Service to help my father
run the farm. Dad was active in the
community and in local government
affairs and was often away from the
farm, so it fell to me to keep up with
the demands of the work.

Dad had a strong sense of civic duty
and was a transparently honest man.
When others in high places were us-
ing their privileged positions to make
financial gains, he refused to do so, be-
lieving that a good name is to be
valued above riches.

Matched

When I was 21 an auntie who lived
next door to us arranged for me to
partner a local girl to a debutante
ball. I soon took up with the young
lady and when we married three
years later my aunt claimed it was
her most successful attempt at

" match-making. (I suspect it was her

only successful attempt!)
Tricia and I bought a small
property of 11 acres in Dipton, where

~we spent three happy years. Since

farm wages in those days were
meagre I supplemented my income
with shearing, fencing, contract hay
baling and bridge building.

After a further period of time as a
farm manager in Dipton I got a job
managing a Lands and Surveys block
in Te Anau. It was a rugged piece of
land, situated on the appropriately-
named Wilderness Road. There was
no power, no phone and no neighbours
when we first shifted there. The stark,
treeless landscape with the endless,
heavily-battened North Island-style
fences took some getting used to.
Again we had many happy times
there, working long hours for a basic
wage, but learning how to farm in the
process (at the government’s
expense).

Our only contact with the church
during this time was when a tem-

porary Presbyterian minister in
Mossburn found out we were Pressies
and asked if he could hold a house
meeting in our home. When you live
in the back of beyond you don’t tend
to turn people away, so we agreed to
have what turned out to be a series of
meetings. They were interesting and
we had some good discussions but it
was pretty much a head thing, with
little heart desire for getting close to
God.

Ballot

It was some time after that meet-
ing that we were given an opportuni-
ty to enter a ballot for a farm back in
our home district. For the first time
in a long while I prayed to God that
we would get this farm. I suppose
everyone uses God as a last resort, a
final hope. Unbeknown to me, Tricia
was doing the same thing and when
we discovered that we’d both prayed
for the block, a surge of hope went
through us. It was almost as if we
knew that the farm was already ours.

So in one sense we were not sur-
prised when we were notified that we
had won the ballot and were able to
purchase our own farm. It seemed as
if God was moving closer to us and I
had a growing sense that we couldn’t
deny our upbringing for too much
longer. We were truly thankful to God
for the farm. We did believe that it
was he who had allowed us to get it.
He had heard our prayers and, just to
thank him a little, we started going to
church on the odd occasion.

Some ministers don’t need too much
encouragement to come calling, and
seeing us gracing the pews of the
church it wasn’t too long before the
relieving parson came knocking at
our door. I didn’t mind, as we had
some excellent discussions over a
period of time, where I was able to dis-
cover what Christianity was all about.
Under the care and guidance of the
minister I decided I wanted to know
God personally. I wanted to ex-
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perience the sense of peace that I'd al-
ways felt was possible. And sure
enough, as I prayed and asked Jesus
Christ to forgive me of my sin and to
be the Lord of my life, I felt a change
taking place inside of me. It was clear
and distinct and I knew for the first
time in my life that God was real and
vitally interested in me as a person.

Changes

The changes in my life were evi-
dent. I felt a lifting of the pressure
that had been a constant shadow over
me for most of my life and I started
to learn how to relate to people and to
love them without expecting anything
in return. It didn’t all happen at once,
and even now changes are still going
on in my life.

Tricia had also recommitted her life
to God at that time and we both be-
came involved with the local church.
I eventually became an elder and I
had a great desire to work for God. I
mixed with a strong evangelistic ele-
ment in the church and I grew quite

a bit in my faith. I got baptised in .

water because I wanted everything
that God had for me. I wanted to be
close to him; I wanted him to be so
real in my life.

Eventually a new minister arrived
to pastor the parish and this man
talked about the baptism in the Holy
Spirit. He had received it and seemed
to have an edge, a vitality to his Chris-
tianity that was still lacking in my
own life. I started reading books about
this experience and soon discovered,
through reading and through talking
to the minister, that the Holy Spirit
was more than an experience; it was
the power of God imparted into the
lives of believers to assist them in liv-
ing for him. I knew I needed that.

A little time later some people from
Gore were speaking at our church and
talked about this baptism in the Holy
Spirit. I was dead keen and as they
prayed for me I began to speak in a
strange language — a prayer lan-
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guage that God gave. It was not a very
emotional happening for me but I not-
ed from that time on the changes
which had started with my conversion
received a fresh momentum. Pretty
soon prejudices which I had deve-
loped towards other denominations
were wiped out. I had even begun to
look down on people who were down
and out, so taken up was I with my
new lease on life. But the Lord soon
pulled me up on that score and began
to develop in me a love and a compas-
sion for others.

Back pain

As a result of an old football injury
I had experienced back trouble for
many years. Not long after receiving
the baptism in the Holy Spirit I was
at a camp playing a friendly game of
softball. As I went high for the ball I
put my back out and wound up on the
ground in excruciating pain. Back
home the doctor prescribed tran-
quilisers but they were ineffective. I
tried sauna baths and massage but
couldn’t get any relief. A chiropractor
X-rayed my back and declared it
would be too risky to treat me because
of collapsed discs. One of my legs was
starting to shrink and I was getting
desperate.

Then I remembered a little sign I
had seen in the chiropractor’s waiting
room: “Have faith in your Healer”. I
realized it was time I stopped muck-
ing around and put my faith on the
line. I prayed, believing God wanted
me well and he healed me. It was a
classic example of trying everything
else first and leaving the most impor-
tant thing until last.

Since that time I've been putting

prayer in its rightful place — at the -

top of the list.

John Baird lives and farms in the Dip-
ton district of Southland. He is happily
married to Tricia and their four adult chil-
dren have nearly all flown the nest. John
is the president of the FGBMFI Chapter in
Winton.




i Kenneth Lee Grey, I find you

guilty on each of the four
charges and fine you $100 for each
charge.”

“Phew!” I thought to myself.
“That’s lucky, and I still come out
ahead” I had been caught stealing
cartons of biscuits from the factory
where I had been working and this
was the outcome. Still, it wasn’t too
bad — I had made at least double
what I had been fined selling the bis-
cuits and by putting on a sob story the
judge had been lenient.

It was just typical of my whole 30
years of life. Take what you can
whenever you can. Every man for
himself.

I was adopted three days before my
sixth birthday and became the black
sheep of the family. At 14 I ran away
from home, thinking I had been hard

Kenneth Grey
Wee Waa, NSW

done by. Even when I returned home
at 18 I still had trouble with my par-
ents. Marriage did little to settle me
down either.

I was a drifter, going from town to
town, job to job, dragging my wife and
four children with me. Not that I never
had the opportunity to put down roots,
just that I wouldn’t accept the chance
when it came along. If someone was
nice to me I wanted to know why. The
way I saw it was that no one offered
you anything unless there was some-
thing in it for them. %

After the court hearing we moved
around doing seasonal work and
wound up in a town called Wee Waa
in north-west NSW where I worked in
the cotton industry.

My son started attending a youth
club run by the local Presbyterian
church. One afternoon there was a
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knock on the door and there was the
youth director. He said that Nigel
wanted to attend Sunday School class-
es and would we give permission.
Well, that rocked me a bit. What was
a son of mine doing getting interest-
ed in God? What a load of rubbish. I
mean to say, where did he get crazy
ideas like that from? Certainly not
from his mother or me. We didn’t be-
lieve in any of that stuff. As far as we
were concerned when you died, you
died. Nothing else. Finish. Goodbye
Charlie. Religion was only for people
who were scared to die and had to
have something else to hang on to. I
believed in God but I knew he wouldn’t
be interested in me and I wasn’t los-
ing any sleep over him.

Anyway, the upshot was that I told
this youth leader that if Nigel wanted
to go then it was fair enough with us.
Then he said to me, “What about you
and your wife — are you Christ-
ians?” That was enough to get me go-
ing and I gave him the benefit of my
knowledge of the subject. You see,
when I was 16 I used to work on a
dairy farm owned by Jehovah’s Wit-
nesses and I got to know about the
Bible and what was what and so I told
him. I really told him, and to top it off
I added some curly questions of my
own.

“When you can answer those I
might be interested,” I remarked as
I shut the door.

A few days later he was back with
the answers to my questions! That
really threw me. And shortly after
that my son came up to me and said,
“Dad, I want to go to church next Sun-
day. Will you take me?” That threw
me again. I didn’t know what to say
but he kept pestering me until in the
end I agreed to take him for a few
weeks. After all, I thought it was a
fairly heavy thing for a 12-year-old to
go on his own.

The next thing that happened was
that I was offered a job on a cotton
farm and . . . YEP! . . . you guessed

it: the foreman was a Christian. I
hadn’t been there three days before he
started talking to me about Jesus. I
needed the job so I just shut up and
listened. The casual job turned into a
permanent job and I found out that
the manager and the owner were
Christians, as well as half the work-
ers. When people are constantly talk-
ing about something sooner or later
you have to start listening or go mad,
so I started listening and asking ques-
tions and found to my surprise that I
couldn’t argue with the answers.

I started attending church fairly
regularly because I realised that I
couldn’t deny that God was for real.
Then I managed to get Veda, my wife,
along a few times and thought that
was great — until she told me that she
only went along because it was eas-
ier to say yes and go than to say no
and have an argument.

We moved into a house on the pro-
perty, but were forced to move out
suddenly when the place flooded three
months later. We moved in with the
foreman and his family for five days
until the flood receded. With four
adults and eight kids under the one
roof you can imagine it was quite a
crush.

Two days after the peak of the flood
Veda and I were able to get a boat ride
across the floodway by a neighbour,
expecting to be able to start mopping
out and cleaning up our home.

Our neighbour dropped us off as
close as he could (about 50 yards from
the house) and took off again as we
were expecting to stay five or six
hours.

However, when we walked inside we
found that there was still two inches
of water sloshing around, so could do
nothing at all.

We drove a tractor down to the
floodway and attracted someone’s at-
tention, thinking that they would be
able to drive a four wheel-drive trac-
tor over to get us.

Peter Kessell (who is the foreman)




he level was too high. He asked if we
ould swim across and although both
Veda and I are poor swimmers, we
_ said that if that’s the .only Wway across,

However Peter told us to wait an
he tried to contact our neighbour with
the boat; when he couldn’t he got hold
of some hfe-Jackets and brought
eldest son, James, back with him.

I asked him how he was going to get
the life-jackets over to us and he re-

- plied that James would as he was a

good, strong swimmer.
T looked at the swollen ﬂoodway and

© across to James (aged 16) and said
- |“~we felt knowing that at least now we

“No, we’ll swim across by ourselves
without the jackets in case James
doesn’t make it.”

Peter told me not to be stupid as we
weren’t strong swimmers and might
need the jackets.

James went about 50 yards up-

: stream and got ready to swim ac
Again I ealled across to Peter that I

didn’t hk the idea of James trying to

| feel the cur-

rent trying to drag us down stream.

As James jumped in I prayed for him

and for-Veda and I. James had judged

the current well and he helped us put
on the hfe-Jackets

It was amazing how much comfort

could float and not-sink if the worst
came to the worst.

My wife and I started swimming
and immediately felt the current try-
ing to drag us downstream. James
stayed beside us.
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__I can remember Peter calling out
- from the other side (boy it seemed a
long way away) “Don’t rush it! You're
trylng too hard!” I ca

Al looked ahead =

| ing quickly. Ilooked ¢

were startmg to feel like lead and my
chest was on fire. I was getting no-
where and the current was starting to
drag me further away.

Then, to put it quite simply, I just
stopped. I had had enough — I could
not swim another stroke.

I looked for Veda and at first I
couldn’t see her. Panic! Then I saw
her safely on the bank. “Thank you,
Lord,” T thought.

 thirds of the way across but I was tir-

“Turn on your

; ‘,back” he called and grabbed hold of

James had pulled her to shore too.
‘Neither of us could possibly have
made it across on our own and there
is no doubt at all that had we tried to
swim across the floodway without the
life-jackets, we would have drowned.
We had to stay at their place
another three days before we could
move back to our own home. During
that time the foreman’s wife fed us,
washed our clothes and in general
looked after us as if we were part of
her own family.
‘She would hardly let Veda do any-




thing at all to help. And yet, not once
did she get into a flap.

The day after we moved back to our
own house, we called back to see them
to thank them and work out how much
we owed them for all the food we ate.
But they wouldn’t accept a darn thing
for anything!

All they said was, “We enjoyed your
company.”

They took us in, fed us, lifted our
morale, saved Veda’s and my life and
all they could say was, “We enjoyed
your company.”

This attitude really impressed me.
If this was what it meant to be a Chris-
tian then I was certainly a starter.

The other thing that happened
round this time was that I broke a car-
tilage in my knee and had to have it
removed, which put me off work for
six weeks. While I was recuperating
someome asked me if I wanted to go
to the FGBMFTI National Convention
on the Gold Coast. At first I turned it
down as I thought I had enough prob-
lems without getting involved in some
organisation I didn’t know much about
anyway. Besides which I was broke.

“That’s all right,” I was told. “It
won’t cost you anything”

“What!” I thought. Why would any-
one want to do that for me? Instantly
the old suspicions rose up: what was
in it for them?

“You’ve been asking a lot of ques-
tions,” he continued, “and we thought
that this would be a good time for you
to find out for yourself”

“That’s fine,” I replied, “but what if
I don't like the answers?”

“That’s fair enough; you’re not un-
der any obligation to us,” they said,
“but we think you'd like the answers.”

Veda said straight out NO WAY!
There was no way she was going to sit
down for four days listening to that
stuff.

“I go to church with you. Isn’t that
enough tor you? Besides, what’s the
use of going there with no money?”

I thought about it for a couple of

weeks and decided that I would go to
find out once and for all whether all
this spiritual stuff was real or not.

I insisted that Veda come too, but
she made it clear that the only reason
she was going was to have peace in the
family.

We decided that we wanted to take
our own car up rather than go in
someone else’s. That way if we decid-
ed to pack up and come home we
wouldn’t be dependent on what anyone
else wanted to do. Trouble was, we
couldn’t afford the petrol — until a
friend asked whether he could come
with us as his car had broken down.
He offered to pay for the petrol.

The foreman offered to look after
our four children. The night before we
left someone else knocked on our door
and handed us an envelope with $200
in it and said that was our spending
money, he also was going to pay for
our accommodation while we were up
there. Some accommodation — 32
floors up right on Surfer’s Paradise —
magnificent!

At the convention I found out that I
wasn’t a Christian, just religious. So
I gave my heart to Jesus and was bap-
tized in the Holy Spirit. Veda was ex-
tremely sceptical for the first day. The
second day she walked out of a lecture
saying “Enough is enough, I just can’t
accept that.” That night and next she
couldn’t sleep properly — tossing and
turning all night. The last night they
had a banquet and at the end the
speaker said, “I wasn’t going to, but
the Lord has told me that there are
people here that want to declare Jesus
as their saviour” Hands went up. He
said, “I know there is another person.
Please put your hand in the air” My
wife put her hand up. I was so happy,
I just couldn’t have described my feel-
ings if I'd tried.

Ken and Veda thank God that their en-
tire family is following Jesus. They still live
in Wee Waa and Ken is a member of the
Narrabri chapter of FGBMFI.

SOUTH PACIFIC




S

RECTORY

M) D |

AUSTRALIA

AUSTRALIAN CAPITAL TERRITORY

BELCONNEN (062) 58 7909
CANBERRA (062) 88 5341
NEW SOUTH WALES
ARMIDALE (067) 72 3239
BANKSTOWN CITY (02) 644 2009
BLUE MOUNTAINS (02) 439 8173
CENTRAL COAST (043) 32 3125
COFFS HARBOUR (066) 55 1473
COONABARABRAN (068) 42 7817
DENILIQUIN (058) 81 2581
DUBBO (068) 82 9648
GILGANDRA (068) 47 2696
GOULBURN/CROOKWELL (062) 38 1397
GRIFFITH (069) 62 1103
GUNNEDAH (067) 42 2696
INVERELL (067) 22 4103
LEETON (069) 59 1194
LITHGOW (063) 55 5518
LIVERPOOL (02) 606 0204
MANNING/GREAT LAKES (065) 53 5204
NARRABRI (067) 93 2156
NEWCASTLE (049) 58 2645
ST GEORGE/BRIGHTON LE SANDS ~ (02) 522 6912
SYDNEY CITY (02) 848 0661
SYDNEY HILLS (02) 652 1602
SYDKIEY MARTIN PLACE (02) 33 5850
SYDNEY NORTH SHORE (02) 498 4209
SYDNEY PARRAMATTA (02) 636 7769
SYDNEY SUTHERLAND (02) 523 1952
SYDNEY WARRINGAH (02) 997 5649
TUGGERAH LAKES (043) 33 1036
WAGGA WAGGA (069) 25 3783
WAUCHOPE/PORT MACQUARIE (065) 83 5249
WELLINGTON
WOLLONGONG (042) 61 2522
NORTHERN TERRITORY
ALICE SPRINGS (089) 52 2106
DARWIN (089) 32 1276
GOVE (089) 87 1033
QUEENSLAND
ASPLEY (07) 269 9579
BRISBANE (07) 30 4233
BUNDABERG (071) 26 6140
CAIRNS (070) 67 6252
CENTRAL HIGHLANDS (079) 84 9285
CHINCHILLA (074) 62 7266
CLERMONT (079) 83 1784
GOLD COAST (075) 33 8159
INGHAM (077) 77 8806
INNISFAIL (070) 61 1326
IPSWICH (07) 282 2790
i KINGAROY (071) 62 3265
MACKAY (079) 57 7166
MAROOCHYDORE (071) 48 5244
MARYBOROUGH/HERVEY BAY (071) 29 7212
MOSSMAN (070) 98 1399
= MT ISA (077) 43 7535
NOOSA DISTRICT (071) 47 8240
SOUTH EAST MORETON (07) 349 8187
SPRINGWOOD (07) 349 0546
SUNSHINE COAST (071) 42 1652
TOOWOOMBA (076) 32 6679
TOWNSVILLE (077) 79 3139

. President Secretary

(062) 46 6492

(067) 72 7647

(066) 52 8666
(068) 42 7853
(058) 812 695
(068) 82 6768
(068) 48 5228

(069) 62 1266
(067) 44 1328

(069) 53 3894
(063) 52 1626
(046) 27 1266
(065) 53 4934
(067) 95 7147
(049) 48 8361
(02) 570 5484
(02) 389 8892

(02) 86 3617

(02) 623 6157
(02) 242 3104
(02) 997 7287
(043) 32 3286

(065) 83 2951
(068) 45 1332
(042) 61 3335

(089) 85 5283

(07) 284 5983
(07) 848 5647
(071) 72 5796
(070) 53 1570
(079) 82 8224

(079) 831 783
(075) 30 5730

(070) 61 3838
(07) 281 1010

(071) 45 3968

(070) 98 1503
(077) 43 7664
(071) 478 309
(07) 200 2022
(07) 200 8831
(071) 45 1256
(076) 34 4620
(077) 79 5777

SOUTH AUSTRALIA
ADELAIDE REGENCY
ADELAIDE SOUTH
EYRE PENINSULA
PORT LINCOLN

TASMANIA
BEACONSFIELD
GLENHORCHY
HOBART
LAUNCESTON

VICTORIA

BENDIGO

CITY OF MELBOURNE
DANDENONG
DONCASTER/TEMPLESTOWE
EAST GIPPSLAND
ECHUCA
FRANKSTON
GOULBURN VALLEY
HEIDELBERG

KNOX

LATROBE VALLEY
MARIBYRNONG
MAROONDAH
MELBOURNE ITALIAN
MOORABBIN
OAKLEIGH
SEYMOUR
SHEPPARTON
SUNBURY
TRARALGON
WANGARATTA
WARRNAMBOOL
WAVERLEY

WESTERN AUSTRALIA
ALBANY

BUNBURY
GERALDTON
KALGOORLIE

PERTH

AUSTRALIA OFFICE
PO. Box 67, 34 Old Cleveland Road,
Stones Corner 4120, Brisbane

NEW ZEALAND OFFICE
PO. Box 33-424, Takapuna,
Auckland

WORLD HEADQUARTERS
PO Box 5050 Costa Mesa
CA 92628 USA

(08) 264 4222
(08) 270 1036

(086) 82 1207

(033) 94 7255
(022) 72 7229
(002) 27 8756
(003) 27 2481

(03) 700 1388
(03) 844 3994
(051) 44 1382
(054) 87 1368
(03) 787 8354
(058) 55 2425
(03) 469 2519
(03) 723 2542
(051) 27 4074
(03) 391 2323
(03) 722 1577
(02) 337 6056
(03) 592 3310
(03) 568 8197
(057) 92 2891
(058) 23 1652
(03) 744 3294
(051) 74 5291
(057) 21 4406
(055) 62 4415
(03) 277 6171

(098) 41 2703
(097) 21 7972
(099) 21 1039
(090) 21 5548
(09) 457 7229

(07) 397 3557

(09) 444 9478

(08) 261 2196
(08) 391 0220
(086) 20 7048

(033) 944 639
(002) 72 3043
(002) 28 011617
(003) 34 0645

(054) 39 5402
(054) 22 2426
(03) 795 3619
(03) 878 5869
(051) 47 1766
(054) 82 1493
(059) 79 1235
(058) 52 1136
(03) 848 2774
(03) 754 6760
(051) 27 6426
(03) 306 1228
(03) 876 2858
(03) 850 7912
(03) 557 1298
(03) 572 2329

(058) 21 9280
(03) 744 2363
(051) 74 7676

(055) 62 6704
(03) 277 1802

(097) 251 950

(090) 21 1115

(07) 397 3130

(714) 754 1400 V

r
1 | want a VOICE!

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

Address

[
|
l Name
|
i

Clip and post to: FGBMFI, P.O. Box 33-424
Takapuna, Auckland, New Zealand.
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(09) 579 889
(09) 534 7746
(09) 278 6869
(09) 836 2553
(09) 478 3782
(0942) 64 627

(09) 864 162

(09) 466 276
(09) 478 5292

(09) 667 749
(0942) 45 419

(07127) 3000
(071) 59 338
(08525) 650
(08133) 8416
(MIH) 858
(0843) 86 709

(08022) 700

OP-522-K
(073) 56 281
(074) 84 569
(075) 25 982
(075) 37 144
(076) 88 554

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

(06505) 4233
(063) 37 321
(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

(058) 88 924
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(02420) 519
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AUCKLAND

CHRISTCHURCH
INVERCARGILL
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Mt Eden — 2A Crescent Ave,

Parnell, Auckland 1.

Paremoremo Maximum — 2/218 East Coast Rd.
Paremoremo Medium — PO Box 65-060,
Mairangi Bay, Auckland 10. *
Paparoa — PO Box 22-383, Christchurch.
Borstal — 45 Thompson Street, Invercargill.
Linton — 49 Haydon Street,

Palmerston North.

29 Clawton Street,

New Plymouth.

PO Box 46, Otorohanga.

Mt Crawford — 34 Monorghan Road,
Strathmore, Wellington.

Wi Tako — 43 Sladden Street, Naenae,
WELLINGTON.




SIX SCRIPTURAL STEPS TO
SALVATION

Men still 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”1John
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”"John3:16. “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
lostsinner. | believe that Jesus Christ died for
sinners and shed His blood to take away my
sins. | now receive Him as Lord and Saviour of
my life and will, by His help, announce that
fact to others.”

When you have made this greatest of all

decisions, please let us know so that we may '
send you further information. Mail the ' P.0. Box 83424 Takg,

adjacent coupon now.
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The Threefold Purpose
of the Full Gospel
Business Men’s Fellowship

1. To witness to God’s presence and power
inthe 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 ,j
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