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(A D ad, if ’'m an embarrassment
to you; if you’re too embar-
rassed to tell your mates at the pub,
or your mates in your lodge, that your
son’s going through a divorce, I'll go
and do it for you. I've made my stand,
dad, and that’s it. There’s no going
back.”
It took all the courage and strength
I could muster to front up to my
father. He was a proud man and from
the time he and my mother first heard
that I had separated from my wife,
they told me they didn’t want to see
me again. Divorce was an unmention-
able word in our family. We all had a
very straight, traditional church up-
bringing and to even suggest that such
a thing as divorce existed as a tragic
fact of life was unthinkable. Yet, here
I was, their son, bringing a stigma
upon the whole family. The very first
to let the side down.

But that was never my intention.
Raised in the church, I was deeply in-
volved up to the age of about 21 or so.
As a young man I had made a com-
mitment of my life to Jesus Christ. I
had taught Sunday School and helped
with Boys’ Brigade and then became
caught up in the youth department of
the church. I even served on the state
youth board for our denomination and
decided by the age of about 18 that a
life in the ministry was where I was
headed. I decided that I wanted to be
a pastor and follow in the footsteps of
my older brother who was already in
theological college. My qualifications
for such a calling were in order and
1 fronted up for the interview for ac-
ceptance into the college.

Second thoughts

There seemd to be something final
about such a move. To enter the minis-
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try was in my eyes a forever thing: it
was final. And that thought shook me
to my foundations. Was I ready for
such a move? I wasn't sure and I start-
ed to look around and take stock of
myself. The reality of committing my-
self to one thing for the rest of my life
started me thinking a little.

I looked at the people in the church
I was in. In the past I had been too
busy being involved to really notice
what they were like: but looking at
them now in church and then on Mon-
days. I began to see two different peo-
ple. What they were doing on Sunday
had no reality for them on Monday, or
for the rest of the week. A lot of them
were a bunch of charlie false faces;
they didn't live out their Christian ex-
perience; some were ineffectual and
weak: some were dishonest in the way
they conducted their business: others
compromised their so-called Christi-
an belief every step of the way.

“Good grief.” I thought. “if these
people represent what Christianity is
all about; if what I have been living
for is no more than what I can see in
the people of my church, then I want
nothing to do with it. I want out.”

And out I went. A slow drift towards
the church door and away from every-
thing I had lived for: turned off by
what I saw as a weak, insipid, un-
thinking and dishonest lifestyle which
people called Christianity.

I had married while still in the
church. It was the expected thing to
do. Everybody did. Traditional. Con-
sequently I never gave it too much
thought. My wife and I made our
home on the North Coast. I was
trained as an electrical fitter and
mechanic and landed a job as works
manager with a light engineering
company. I loved to socialise and it
wasn'’t too long before I was right into
the whole social trip. Parties, drink,
women. Out late; not coming home.
Drink got a real hold on me and be-
came a problem which I found in-
creasingly difficult to handle.

About two years in the job and I
branched out on my own, purchasing
an electrical contracting business. I
don’t really think I put the energy into
it that it really needed. I was too much
into the socialising and neglected not
only the business but my family too.
We had two children at this stage.
They suffered. My wife couldn’t hack
the pace I was living at; nor could she
handle being used and neglected:; be-
ing a convenience for me at home
when I decided I needed her. Around
1969 we separated.

Just prior to that my business col-
lapsed and I lost all the money I had.
Debts accumulated from both the bus-
iness and the socialising and drinking
hung heavy on my shoulders. In a
period of about one month I had lost
my business and my family. I was
devastated by the whole situation. It
seemed to me that I had allowed the
shortcomings of other people to in-
fluence my conception of what Chris-
tianity was all about. I looked at their
lives and was horribly disappointed in
what I saw and I let that disappoint-
ment become my excuse for giving
religion away.

Starting over

I returned to Brisbane broken and
broke: $10 in my pocket and a pile of
debts hanging over me. I had lost two
stone in one month since the separa-
tion from my wife began.

It doesn’t matter if you're in debt for
a thousand dollars or a million dol-
lars. If you can’t pay, you can't pay
and that’s all there is to it. On mov-
ing back to Brisbane it didn’t take me
long to get into work. In fact I had the
job arranged before I left the North
Coast and once I got some digs back
in the city I started as a sales engineer
for an electrical manufacturer. The
flow of cash again was good but I
didn’t channel any of it in the direc-
tion of my creditors; instead I used it
to continue the partying lifestyle I had
got myself into.
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Excessive drinking dominated my
life and I got further and further into
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the wild life. I was smoking four pack-
ets of cigarettes a day, too, and that
wasn’t too hot on my health. Eveéry

The fast life
was tricky, trendy
and fun

Sure enough, it was. But I never
remembered driving it.
My whole existence was a facade of
rlnkmg and partying. The bright
llghﬁsand the bottle of booze were

night at five o'clock I'dteave work and-—1= ~coversups-behind which I could hide.

head for the hotel — the best in town!
I'd sit myself down in the cocktail bar
and there I'd stay until closing. It
wasn’t too long before I became good
friends with the barman and we be-
gan to explore the night life together.
Once the bar had closed at midnight
we headed off to find a nightclub or
some other such entertainment, and
we took in the action there until two
or three or four o'clock. It was a blast.
But then came the drive home.
Being completely wasted and out of
my head was not the safest condition
to be in sitting behind the wheel of a
motorcar. I'd often wake up in the
morning at home and be unable to
work out how I got there. It used to
give me a fright and I'd rush outside
to see if my car was in the garage.
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Reality was somewhere else; it cer-
tainly wasn’t my companion. I im-
mersed myself in much socialising so
that I didn’t have to face responsibili-
ty or the issues of life. Maturity, I
learned later, doesn’t come with age;
only with accepting responsibility.
And that was something I didn’t want
to do.

So, while on the one hand the life I
was leading was just a facade, a hid-
ing from myself, on the other it was
a real buzz. The fast life was tricky, .
trendy and fun. There’s no denying
that. I enjoyed it. The company had
its own chartered turbo-jet which
would fly us away for a weekend of
partying on Brampton Island and
then fly us back in time for a week’s
business. And at the end of that week
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we would all fly away to Brampton Is-
land for another weekend if we were
so inclined. It was great.

But even so, I was conscious of the
rot setting in. The whole scene be-
came a bit of a trap which was box-
ing me in more and more as I became
a slave to drink and the other vices of
“high society”. But I didn’t want to
change. I liked it too much.

All this, of course, cost money.
Money I didn’t really have. I had paid
back all my creditors with the aid of
a loan from the bank for which my
father had stood guarantor. But in-
stead of then chipping away at the
loan with my salary I blew it all on liv-
ing high; T had to support my wife and
children financially too. I had a com-
pany car so I guess from an onlook-
er’s point of view I was doing all right.
But I knew differently.

Yana

Yana knew real estate. I'd met up
with her in the course of my social life
and we seemed to hit it off. She told
me that if I could sell electrical ware
then I could sell real estate and make
10 times more money into the bargain.
What further incentive did I need? We
teamed up and joined a real estate
company (we teamed up marriage-
wise later on too!) just at the time of
a property boom on the Gold Coast.
In our first year of operation we made
in excess of $72,000 which for 1971 was
an awful lot of money, far more than
I had ever seen before.

From having nothing, through real
estate I now had plenty. It was great.
Yana and I never ate at home — al-
ways dined out at restaurants, seven
nights a week. If before I struggled to
keep up with the fast life, now I could
tackle it with ease. At least as far as
having the necessary finance was
concerned. The best cigars were a
necessity; so was the best wine. In
fact I made sure we had the best of
everything.

The following year we took a break

in S.E. Asia and blew $5000 spending
money in 10 days. At home we invest-
ed in a Merc sports car for Yana while
I drove a large American vehicle. In
a sense, though, the whole lifestyle
was still a facade behind which I could
escape from the issues and responsi-
bilities of life. I mean, once the trip-
ping around is over and you’re back
home ; once the novelty of all the ex-
pensive things your new-found wealth
can purchase wears off, what are you
left with? It’s finished. All you have
left are memories. There is nothing
there. Just a void.

In 1974 a change in Federal govern-
ment resulted in the bottom falling out
of the real estate business. Big de-
velopment deals we were working on
went down the tubes. Whereas prior
to that both Yana and myself were
needed seven days a week to handle
the work, in ’74 one of us could do it
alone. So I looked around for some-
thing else to get into while Yana con-
tinued with the real estate.

I met up with a guy and we decid-
ed to form a partnership manufactur-
ing photographic equipment. We
produced the equipment together and
I marketed it. Then I taught myself
photography and opened up three
small studios in Brisbane using the
equipment I had manufactured. The
studios were a fast photo service
specialising in child portraits. The de-
mand for the service was such that we
built up a very successful operation
over the next three-and-a-half years.
At that point we sold the studios and
established a similar business on the
Gold Coast. But not before a signifi-
cant change had occurred in my life.

Something’s happening

Running three studios meant that I
needed to employ staff. One time a
guy came round looking for a job. He
was rather persistent and not easily
put off. I didn’t know if I wanted to em-
ploy him or not and told him I'd think
about it. The following day he turned
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up at the shop and stated that he was
here to start work! Istood and looked
at him and scratched my head. Usual-
ly it’s the employer who tells the ap-
plicant that he’s got the job, not the
other way round'! But I admired his
initiative and put him to work right
away.

Yana had started work in the pho-
tographic studios by this time and she
arrived home one night not too long
after this fellow had started work. He
was in the studio that Yana ran. “A
strange thing happened today,” she
said when she got in. “That guy you
gave the job to is a Christian”.

“So what?” I replied. “So are a lot
of other people.”

“Well, I had a terrible headache this
afternoon and happened to tell him
about it,” she continued. “So he told
me to sit down, right in the middle of
the shop, and said he'd pray for me.
He put his hand on my head, not the
least bit concerned that other people
were watching, and prayed for the
headache to be cured. And it was. As
soon as he finished praying, the
headache was gone.”

“He probably frightened the hell out
of it!” I responded sarcastically. And
Ilet the whole incident pass out of my
mind.

A week later there was another “in-
cident”. Only this time I couldn’t pass
it off as a coincidence or anything
else. Yana rang me from the studio.
The machine which produces the
quick photographs had broken down
and there were 13 prints still to be
processed. The people wanting the
prints were waiting in the studio (we
guaranteed to have all work through
in three minutes, that was our serv-
ice). With the machine out we were
not going to be able to live up to our
three minute promise.

Since I had manufactured the
machine I knew exactly, from Yana’s
description, what had happened. A
vacuum head had snapped off by
paper going into the machine out of
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line. There was nothing that Yana
could do. The part would need to be
replaced and we couldn’t do that un-
til tomorrow. “Tell the people we are
very sorry but they’'ll have to come
back tomorrow,” I said to Yana. She
hung up only to find this guy deter-
mined to get the 13 prints out for the
people waiting. He wasn't put off at all
by diagnosis of the situation. Instead,
Yana told me later, he walked over to
the machine, put his hands on it and
began to pray — with the people
watching! I don’t know what kind of
outfit they thought we were running.
Anyway, he said, “Lord, you've told
me to work in this place (I suddenly
had the feeling when I heard that, that
I hadn’t had all that much say in his
employment) and so I expect you to
bless me and this studio. Lord, I need
these 13 prints now. Thank you.” And
with that he pushed the start button
on the machine and out came the 13
prints. He then put another one
through, but the machine didn’t
produce the 14th print. He'd asked for
13, and 13 was what he got.

When Yana told me all this I didn’t
believe her. Then I thought I must
have diagnosed the problem wrongly
because there was absolutely no way
the machine could produce prints if
the vacuum head was broken. We both
went down to the studio the next day
to check it out. Sure enough, the vacu-
um head was broken. Yet, after the
prayer, the machine had produced the
prints. It couldn’t happen; but it did.

For the first time in my life I had
witnessed a physical phenomenon
that I couldn’t explain. I had a clini-
cal mind, especially when it came to
machines, so I knew when something
had happened that shouldn’t have*
taken place. This was one of those
times. Yet I still dismissed it.

Back to the hotel

We knew what was coming next and
both Yana and I tried to work out
when this bloke would invite us to




church. We composed a thousand rea-
sons why we wouldn’t accept his invi-
tation when it finally did come and
always looked at him sideways
whenever we saw him approaching
us. .
It happened a few months later. He
never hid his Christianity; he wasn’t
ashamed of it. And he did the same
things at work as I knew people did
at church — thinks like praying. I
knew that, because I had seen it.
Somehow he shattered all my precon-
ceived notions of what Christian peo-
ple were like. He was different. How
different, we were about to find out.

He came up to us. “Would you like,”
he began, (Here it comes, we thought,
and braced ourselves), “to come out
with me for dinner to the Park Royal
Hotel?” You could have knocked me
over. The Park Royal certainly wasn’t
church. In fact it was one of the best
hotels in the city and we frequented
it regularly. It turned out that the 1976
National Convention of some group he
belonged to was taking place there.
The Full Gospel Business Men'’s Fel-
lowship, he called it. They were hav-
ing a dinner followed by a meeting of
sorts. I was so taken aback that I ac-
cepted his invitation and we duly ac-
companied him to the hotel.

The place was packed full. The peo-
ple there were supposed to be Chris-
tian but they were nothing like the
Christianity I had known. “There’s no
way these people are Christians,” T
said to my host. “They look too hap-
py and ordinary. And they’ve got these
supercilious grins all over their
faces!” I had always called Christians
lemon-suckers because they looked a
pretty sour-faced lot. They were a be-
littling sort of people. Mousey.

But in that room my definitions and
assumptions took a nose dive. These
people were different. There was
something about them that I couldn’t
shake. There was a genuineness there
that I'd never seen too much in the
church I had been raised in. Both

Yana and I were deeply moved by the
whole experience.

Towards the end of the evening the
preacher started praying for sick peo-
ple. Wow! Is this real or is this real, I
thought to myself. Inside of me all
these years I had hoped that God
could do such things. In Sunday
School the teacher used to say to us
that Jesus Christ was the same
yesterday, today and forever. And I
used to bounce back with, “How come
we don’t see people getting healed now
then?”

But here it was happening in front
of my eyes. The preacher was putting
his hands on people’s heads, they were
falling down and after a while hopping
up saying they were healed.

I had had a car accident at 21 that
left the top two bones of my spine per-
manently damaged. From that time
headaches were a constant drain on
my energy. I woke every morning
with them and went to bed every night
the same. I'd been to doctors and
chiropractors for help and the only
thing they were able to do was put me
in hospital every six months for




manipulation of my spine. There was
no lasting relief, but at least this way
I started off every six months feeling
okay. ‘

I decided that I'd go up the front to
see if God would heal me. Lying be-
side me was a lady in a mobile bed.
I thought she needed it far more than
me so I told God to give all the power
to her because she needed it. I could
learn to live with my complaint.
Eventually they came and prayed for
me . . . and I didn’t get healed. I guess
I wasn't expecting to but it made me
sceptical of the whole thing.

Finally made it

A week after the convention the
FGBMFI had a visiting preacher
come through the city. He was a heal-
er too. My spine had been particular-
ly bad over the last week and I had
been feeling pretty crook with it, so I
decided to go.

At the appropriate time I went up
to the front of the meeting to be
prayed for. There were over 1000 peo-
ple present. They seemed to have

rather large gatherings, these Full
Gospel people! The preacher put his
finger on my forehead. I heard him
say, ‘‘Be healed in the name of Je-
sus.” And I went down flat on my
back. When I got up there was no pain
in my spine and I've not had the
problem to this day.

Now we were really cooking. Yana
and I decided we would go to a Bible
study to find out more. Of course I
knew the Bible quite well from my
past but never in the way that these
people we had come into contact with
did. The first time we went the lead-
er was taking a study on the book of
Revelation, the last one in the Bible.
I'd been told years back that we were
never meant to understand this book.
It was secret and we’d have to wait
until the end of the world before God
would tell us what it was about. But
here was this leader expaining it in
terms that were easy enough to
grasp.

He was talking about Jesus coming
back and the fall of the economy
world wide and many other things
that were currently happening in the
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world. It blew me out to think that this
book actually had written between its
pages the things that were happening
in the world now. That gave the things
it said about the future credibility.
That meant that it was entirely feasi-
ble that Jesus Christ could return to
this earth — any time. And it got me
thinking how it'd be if I had to stand
before him and tell him how I'd lived
my life. At that point I didn’t have too
much to be proud of. I was 31. Figured
I had 40 more years to live at least.
The reality of it all hit me between the
eyes. I could live my life for myself,
never really finding what it was that
I needed to fill the gap in my life, and
finally end up in hell. Or, I could face
up to the return of Christ, live my life
for him now and experience the com-
pleteness that would make my exis-
tence count. I began to see that God
wasn’t interested in being relegated
to Sundays. He was to be relevant in
all areas of my life — at church, in my
home, in my business and in my so-
cial life. It was all or nothing. And I
chose all.

At that study I committed my life
to Christ. I asked his forgiveness for
the way I had lived my life over the
past ten years or so. I asked him to
control my life. Yana did too and
together we discovered what it meant
to be Christian; what it meant to
know God.

Brian Cameron-Smith is a Regional
Director with FGBMFI. He operates a
photographic business and a small printing
business in the Pacific Fair Shopping
Centre on the Gold Coast.

Brian is also Chairman of the Board of
the Gold Coast Christian Ministry Training
College.

On the following pages Brian outlines.
part of his philosophy in business and
explains why for him credibility is the name
of the game.
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"BUSINESS NOTEBOOK

Smith has learned one thing:
being a Christian doesn’t
guarantee success. “It takes a lot
of strength, guts and courage to

be a Christian,” he says.

In 1979, he and his wife Yana
took a break from their successful
photographic business and their
real estate concern and headed
overseas for six months. They
leased their interests out while
they were away and returned to
find that the budgets they had
calculated for were not being met.
Drastic changes were needed.

Following on the heels of this
shortfall a slump occurred in the
real estate market in 1981 and the
Cameron-Smiths found that they
were not able to service their
loans adequately.

Things were looking rather
embarrassing for Brian. The

In business Brian Cameron-

president of the local FGBMFI
chapter, he stood to lose his
businesses and his credibility.

He needed help. “Man is not an
island,’ Brian reflected,
remembering the words of John
Donne, “And | had to turn to the
men in the FGBMFI chapter for
help. This | found difficult. It is
easy to give help but it's not so
easy to receive it

An accountant and a business
consultant from the chapter
assessed Brian's business and
pointed out to him some principles
from the Bible which were
pertinent to his situation. :

“Proverbs 27, verses 23 and 24,
taught me a real lesson on
knowing the state of my business
all the time,” comments Brian.
“The results of such diligence are
outlined in verses 25 to 27 of that
chapter.
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“Be sure to know the condition
of your flocks, give careful
attention to your herds; for
riches do not endure for ever,
and a crown is not securé for
all generations. When the hay
is removed and new growth
appears and the grass from the
hills is gathered in, the lambs
will provide you with clothing,
and the goats with a price of a
field. You will have plenty of
goats milk to feed you and your
family...”

“My businesses had got into the
state they were in because of
mismanagement — just as the
Bible predicts. | couldn’t blame
anyone except myself.”

From that point, says Brian,
God started teaching him and
guiding him on the road to
recovery in his business. And the
word was work. Hard work.

Yana, too, was praying and the
Lord led her to a scripture in
|saiah chapter 30:

“Whether you turn to the right
or to the left, your ears will hear
a voice behind you, saying,
This is the way; walk in it

Confidence to tackle the
situation was what Brian needed
and this scripture certainly gave it
to him. “I knew that | could walk
forward in confidence,’ explained
Brian. “Even if | put a foot wrong,
God would show me. It was
obvious there was going to be no
miraculous short cuts. It was
going to be hard, steady, work.
One step at a time.”

Both Yana and Brian set about
the task with vigour. They worked
long hours, 12 to 14 a day for six
days a week. Within two years
they had put the business back
on its feet — all creditors were
paid back, including one company

to which they owed $15,000. The
bank loan in excess of $50,000
was paid back and they had paid
all taxes owed by their business.
Of the feat, their accountant
commented, ‘“Two years ago | had
written Brian and Yana's business
off. The fact that they got it back
on it's feet is proof of the power of
God working in their lives.”

“Even though God is blessing
us and guiding us,’ says Brian, “it
is still hard work. There is no easy
way to succeed in business.’

Competitors

How does a businessman cope
with competitors? According to
Brian Cameron-Smith you can do
one of three things. First, you can
worry about them 1o the point
where you become paranoid.
Second, you can resent them.
(But neither of these two
approaches achieves anything,
except perhaps giving you an
ulcer, says Brian.) Third, you can
pray for them and continue to
work hard and to be diligent in
applying the principles of God to
your own business.

“| pelieve in having a fair price
for a fair product. | don’t undercut
my competitor’s price just to get
the business. My price is
determined by my profitability
margin; not by my competitor. |
haven't changed my prices for two
years NOw. They are not excessive
prices; neither are they cheap.”

Brian tells of the situation where
a store next to his quick print
photographic studio installed @'
quick print process worth a
quarter of a million dollars. It far
exceeded his operation in size.
One of his employees rang in
quite a state as she thought such
an operation right next door would
put the Cameron-Smiths out of
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business. “They'll send us broke,’
she said.

“Let’s get one thing straight,”
Brian informed her. “God is in
control of this business. He is my
supplier and | am not dictated to
by what my competitors do. If that
company wants 1o install that
machine then God bless them.
You can rest assured that your job
will in no way be threatened.”

Last Christmas that particular
company had to cut their prices in
half in order to attract business.
Their price was much lower than
what the Cameron-Smiths were
charging, yet Cameron-Smith had
to put on two shifts to cope with
the work.

“Providing we work in accord-
ance with the principles and
purposes of God,” says Brian,
“God is a God of blessing who is
able to transcend the prevailing
conditions.”

Faith versus expertise

How should faith and expertise
relate? For Brian there are two
main considerations. Firstly, God
is an integral part of a person’s
life. It is impossible to separate
out any part or area of life where
God is irrelevant. Secondly,
nothing is impossible to God.

That means that what is good
for Sunday must apply for the rest
of the week as well, and it means
that there is no situation that is
outside the control of God.

“God has voluntarily limited
himself to operate within
parameters that he instituted. That
is, the sun always rises and sets;
you reap what you SOW. All
knowledge comes from God and
no man has all knowledge. We all
have a little. Now,” continues
Brian, “I have certain knowledge
and expertise which are gifts from

God. If | don’t use that knowledge
and expertise, then | am a bad
steward of what God has given
me. My accountant has gifts which
are different from mine. | need his
gifts to complement mine; my staff
have different gifts and abilities to
mine and without them my
business would not be able to
operate. We all must do what we
know to do.

“As an employer | must follow
principles of faith outlined in
scripture. | must pay my staff
correct wages and pay them on
time. Personally | am not into
supposedly “super-spiritual” stuff
with a lot of froth and bubble. |
don't like fluffy Christians. | see
the principles in scripture; | have
gifts and abilities given by God; |
should obey the principles and
use my gifts.

“Faith and expertise are
inseparable. God isn't a magic
wand to cure our negligence or
laziness. The principles of God
demand | work hard with what I've
got and leave God to undertake
his end of the deal.”

“Each day | must pray for
wisdom. | just don't sit round and
do nothing in the face of
competition or adverse
circumstance. | ask for wisdom, |
believe | have what | ask for (if |
don'’t believe then I'm just a
hypocrite) and then | act within
the bounds of God’s principles
and the gifts he has given me.

“Apart from my personal life,”
concludes Brian, “my business
should attract other businessmen
to Christ. It should, through it's
stability and it’s non-dependence
on the economy, competitors,
circumstance or political situation,
pbecome a challenge to non-
Christians to investigate the basis
on which it is run.”




From my father I learned the im-
portance of hard work. What I
didn’t learn (and still hadn’t learned
30 years later) was that there’s more
to life than work. And that a worka-
holic can destroy his family just as
successfully as an alcoholic can.

To my dad achievement was every-
thing, and so that’s how I perceived
life and manliness. In our home fami-
ly activities centred around work. As
a young man achievement in work

and sport were the driving force, gain-
ing for me influence and acceptance
in my peer group. Life consisted of
making successful choices, but in a
detached sort of way so as not to be-
come dependent on others. Unfor-
tunately, such a philosophy doesn’t do
much to build relationships. On the
contrary, it produces a false world of
self-sufficiency.

Because my father had lost his job
as a carpenter through the Depres-
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sion, he was very conscious of the
need for me to have a protected trade.
He gave me the choice of becoming an
electrician or a plumber, and I chose
the latter. I worked hard at the trade
from the age of 15, eventually branch-
ing out into my own business.

I married Sandra at 22, and as we
had our family I continued to work
harder and harder to provide us with
a higher standard of living than the
one I had had as a child. Swimming
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pool, spacious home, immaculate
grounds, well-bred children — on the
outside, everything a person could
want. Lots of friends to bolster the
sense of identity as a successful
family.

Slow drift

But while the surface looked good,
there was nothing underneath to sus-
tain a real relationship. I didn’t have
the time to put into the kind of heart-
to-heart communication that would
have kept our love alive. So Sandra
and I began the slow drift apart.

Sport and service organisations be-
gan to eat up whatever time I had left
after work. I suppose the service or-
ganisations were an attempt to ease
my conscience over the neglect of my
own family. I became president of the
Lions Club, as well as being on numer-
ous other committees. I was also
president of the local squash club.

This whirlwind life left little time
for me to reflect on the role I was play-
ing in the life of my wife and children.
But it did give me plenty of time for
socialising outside the family. I was
smoking 40 cigarettes a day, no trou-
ble, and was drinking my way towards
alcoholism — all in the attempt to ex-
tract enjoyment out of life and to put
up a confident front.

I managed to fool myself, but not
my family. One day my son said to
me, “Dad, I would rather have you at
home to play footy with me than have
all the fancy toys and games you’ve
bought me.” What an indictment: be-
ing told by your own children to stop
buying their love.

Shattering

It is a shattering thing to realise
that you are a failure inside. It doesn’t
matter what sort of front you put up,
sooner or later you find out the truth -
about yourself; and from then on you
try to avoid facing up to it.

We planned a family Christmas at
Waitarere in 1979, which was going to
be followed by a sea cruise in the Pa-
cific. I decided that I was too busy to
be able to take the cruise and even




opted out of accompanying Sandra
and the kids on the Christmas break.
I stayed at home, working. I didn’t
want to face spending time with my
own family! What would I say to
them? Superficial chit-chat would
soon show how shallow I really was
and would no doubt reveal to them
just how untogether things were with
me.

So I stayed home, working. The first
night I got in after a day at the job and
had a strange sense as I entered the
house that there was a presence there.
Not scary, but peaceful. I had never
sensed it before. In fact, for some rea-
son, I decided against going to the pub
and eating out like I’d always done
whenever I'd been on my own before.
1 opted for staying in and knocking
myself up a meal. It was the first time
T’d ever cooked!

I sat down with my bottle or two of
beer and my cigs and ate my meal. As
I sat there I reflected a little on my
life. I intended not to get too involved
in analysing myself but somehow my
thoughts ran away with me and I was
soon delving into my life and what I
had made of it. I thought about work
and all the pressure that it exerted. I
thought about Sandra and the way I
related to her and the children. I knew
the sort of person I was and I also
knew that I'd been running from hav-
ing to face up to the real me for quite
some time. But that night, sitting
alone in my own house, it was differ-
ent. There was nowhere to run and I
sat and looked at myself; a pretty sor-
ry picture of a man.

Out of character

We hadn’t been a churchgoing fami-
ly. Sandra took a bit of Sunday School
at the Presbyterian Church but I
never bothered with such things — too
busy! But for some unexplained rea-
son, right there and then, I had a
desire to read the Bible. It was a
desire that was completely out of
character, and it took me by surprise.
I almost looked around to make sure
no one was reading what was going
through my mind. I got up and start-

ed looking for a Bible, eventually find-
ing an old King James version hidden
away on a forgotten bookshelf. I dust-
ed it down and started reading.

I can’t remember what part I start-
ed in but it was all about Egypt and
how it was a picture of the world with
all its sham and bright lights and false
promises. I read and read till late into
the night, astonished at how up-to-
date it all was. As I read I found my-
self being enveloped in a warmth that
was so peaceful.

Coming home from work the next
day the same feeling of peace came
upon me again. I couldn’t shake the
desire to read the Bible some more,
so I cooked myself up another meal
and started reading. I began to dis-
cover in those pages some definitions
of life I had never considered before.
It talked about knowing God and how
that Jesus Christ was the way to God;
in fact it said he was life itself —
without him one merely existed. That
painted a picture of my own life —
merely existing — and I got this deep
sense that the Bible was talking to me.
I knew that inside I was nothing, I was
dead. I had nothing positive or loving
or decisive to offer my family. I wasn’t
a firm anchor that they could hold on
to.

I read late into the night before I
dropped off to sleep. Work the follow-
ing day was dominated by the
thoughts of the night before and this
impatient urge to get back home and
read some more. I had a sense that I
was close to something that could
change my life somehow.

The third night I repeated the rou-
tine (I was getting to know my way
round the kitchen by the third night!)
and got back into reading the Bible.
As I read the same peace enveloped
me and the words I read cut deep into
my heart. In order to experience the
life I had been reading about, the Bi-
ble said that I needed to surrender my
life to God and ask Jesus to be Boss.
I knew what these pages were saying
was right — I had to do something
otherwise I was doomed to drift along
in my present state and there was no
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The words | régd_‘
-cut deep into
my heart »

telling what the outcome would be.
Right there in my own lounge room
I prayed and asked Jesus Christ to
come into my life and make me the
sort of man he intended. And it hap-
pened. Instantly there was a deep,
penetrating sense of peace that
seemed to radiate from right inside
me out through my whole body. A
whole new sense of being alive
gripped me and I was almost dumb-
founded at what was happening.

Compelling

After that night I wanted to go to
church. But I had not met too many
people whom I considered, in all my
self-righteousness, to be good exam-
ples of a Christian so I didn’t exactly
know which church to go to. Until I
remembered a lady I had done a
plumbing job for. She said she was a
Christian and there was something
about her, I remembered, that was
certainly compelling and true. So I
rang her and asked what church she
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went to. And that’s where I went on
my first Sunday. And what a good
time it was. The people seemed to
radiate joy and the music was noth-
ing like I ever imagined they had in
church. It was exhilarating and the
whole service was a beautiful ex-
perience. It was as if I had found my
real home, and I just wept.

Irang Sandra at Waitarere and told
her of the experience I'd had. But she
showed little reaction. So I told her I
had started going to church, but there
was still little comment from her. It
was almost as if she knew something
that I didn’t. When Sandra and the
kids came home I took them all off to
church with me and they seemed to

enjoy it. I think the music was attrac-

tive to the kids, but whatever it was,
it wasn’t long before they gave their
own lives over to Jesus Christ and be-
came Christians too.

I couldn’t get over Sandra. She just
seemed to fit into the church like a
hand in a glove. I was different. There
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was a decisiveness about me now and
a new sense of purpose and responsi-
bility that hadn’t been in my life previ-
ously.  Of course, it hadn’t just
happened overnight. It was a growing
thing that had begun in my lounge
room when I asked Jesus Christ to
take over my life. I guess the change
in me was evident to both my children
and to my wife and I was beginning
to feel rather pleased that I was able
to lead Sandra to God through the evi-
dence in my life.

But I was in for a bit of a surprise
on that score. Three months later I
was asked to address the inaugural
meeting of the Masterton chapter of
the Full Gospel Business Men’s Fel-
lowship International. The night be-
fore that meeting both Sandra and I
stood up at church and told the story
of how we had become Christians. You
can imagine my amazement when I
heard Sandra say that she had be-
come a Christian three years before
I finally got round to it.

Sandra had a similar experience to
my own and had talked about it with
a friend who was able to explain what
it all meant and lead her to ask Jesus
Christ to be the Lord of her life. San-
dra did this, but she never told me.
She didn’t go to church, either, be-
cause, as she explained, she felt God
was telling her to pray quietly for me.
Had she come out with being a Chris-
tian and wanting to go to church, I
would have been most antagonistic
and probably tried to stop her. So in-
stead of doing anything rash, Sandra
stayed home and prayed that I too
would become a Christian. And it
worked. Rather than me leading my
wife to God, she led me.

Insipid

It’s a strange thing that in New
Zealand society it’s not considered
manly to take the lead in matters of
faith and family. It’s almost as if men
have left those areas to the women.
They have tossed over their responsi-
bility to their families and to God and
have become weak and insipid crea-
tures looking out only for themselves.

Or, on the other extreme, they main-
tain some rigid, macho image which
sets them up as little dictators over
the wives and children God has given
them responsibility for. It’s hard to
find the middle ground where a man
is able to communicate lovingly and
decisively with his family in the way
that God intended.

One thing that I have learned since
becoming a Christian is that if I do
nothing else except be a good husband
and father I will have done what is
most pleasing to God. To see my fa-
mily growing together with each of us
taking our rightful responsibility is
the one thing that can begin to rebuild
the society in which we live. When
men take their responsibility to their
families, when they learn how to love
and communicate and how to
represent God to their wives and chil-
dren, then can they hold their heads
up; then will they be men.

John had a lot of learning to do in the
area of communication with his wife San-
dra, and his two children, Nicola and David,
when he became a Christian. But learn he
did. Over the time since handing his life over
to God he has seen the Lord restore his fa-
mily and perform miracles of healing in the
lives of his children. From the principles
they themselves have learned from God’s
Word, John and Sandra hope to be an ex-
ample and encouragement to other fami-
lies. Together they run the family plumbing
and heating business in Masterton.
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BEYOND CHANCE

Bob Aghan, Vermont, VIC.

e were flying along the Gipps-

land Coast — me and about
twenty other Air Training Corps
cadets — when I heard one of the
DC-3’s engines sputter and then cut
out.

Promptly the pilot’s voice came
over the loudspeaker: “Don’t worry,
lads, this thing can go just as well on
one engine.”

Then the other engine cut out.

The pilot’s voice was urgent this
time.

“Buckle up; we're going down!”

The ground raced up to meet us at
a sickening speed and white eyes
stared at other white eyes across the
cabin as we waited for impact.

Crunch! The undercarriage
snapped off as we hit and the plane
skidded across a paddock, stopping
just short of a rock wall.

No one was hurt, but it could just as
easily have been curtains for all of us.
The strange thing was that on the way
down I had a deep sense of calm — the
feeling that everything was going to
be all right. I knew it was God. Don’t

ask me how — it was just one of those
times when you intuitively know that
God is right there. To me, it meant
more than just my life was spared. I
felt that God was saying to me that he
had something special for me to do
with my life and it was about time I
got my act together and started doing
ith

I mentioned these thoughts to my
girlfriend after the drama was over
but all she had to say was, “Well, if
you think you are going to be a
minister or something then you'd bet-
ter get yourself another girl.”

Well, I didn’t become a minister (at
least not a professional one) and
Francine did marry me. We tried hard
to be good Christians in our own way,
but as the children started to grow it
became more of an effort to keep it up.

We were going to a small church
and I felt an obligation to help out
where I could. My name was on the
preaching roster and every so often it
would come around to my turn. I
didn’t enjoy it very much. I had bet-
ter things to do with my time than pre-




pare sermons. One Sunday I was
behind the pulpit preaching about the
Holy Spirit. It seemed to be coming
across all right (probably because I
got most of what I was saying out of
the scriptures listed in a pamphlet I
had found). I was preaching that
Jesus is alive and that he gives the
Holy Spirit to those who ask him, to
empower them to live a victorious
Christian life.

After it was all over some of the peo-
ple came up to me and told me it was
the best sermon they had ever heard
me preach. Maybe it was, but I went
home feeling miserable. God was tell-
ing me loud and clear that I was the
biggest hypocrite in the church. And
I had no answer. I knew that what I
had talked about wasn’t real to me. It
was just a lot of words.

Clammed up

It was one thing to talk about God
inside the four walls of a Church but
I knew that when I was outside that
protected environment I clammed up
about religion. I was afraid of being
branded as a nut.

That day Francine and I had a long
talk. We admitted to each other that
we were only playing church. “Lord,
we want reality,” we prayed. “Every
door of our lives is open to you. Come
in, change us and lead us into your
plan for our lives.”

And he came. Right then and there
we knew a transaction with eternal
consequences had been made. But
that wasn’t all there was to it. Short-
ly afterwards Francine and I found a
dynamic that filled us to overflowing
with the reality of God’s presence and
power. Every time we opened the Bi-
ble it seemed that passages would
leap out at us. “How did that get in
there?” I would exclaim. “I’ve never
noticed that before.” It all became so
relevant. We began to believe God’s
promises and see them fulfilled in our
lives.

I'd been a fiend for study and
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knowledge. With degrees in metal-
lurgy and physics, a master’s degree
in engineering and a PhD from the
University of Leeds in England, I
knew all about academic study. The
trouble is, mental prowess alone can-
not lead you into the kingdom of God.
You can have degrees coming out your
ears, but without Jesus and the
knowledge of God’s word your educa-
tion hasn’t even started. I wouldn’t ex-
change what I now know from the
Bible for all the degrees in the world.

Deduction

Since returning from the UK to
Australia in 1978 I have worked with
many highly educated research scien-
tists. Because the scientific method is
one of analysis and deduction they
often try the same approach with
spiritual things. I often say to my col-
leagues, “If you could completely un-
derstand God with your mind then he
would be no bigger than your mind
and therefore not worth believing in.”

The Bible says that a humble rever-
ence for God is the foundation of
knowledge. It is little wonder that
even the most highly educated people
can still lead tragic lives because they
refuse to acknowledge the one who is
the source of all truth. Without God
there is no answer to the circum-
stances of life — we seem to be at the
mercy of fate. As a Christian I have,
through relationship with my crea-
tor, the privilege, through prayer, of
seeing circumstances change.

For example, one of the many mira-
cles we have seen in our own family
was the healing of our eldest son An-
drew when doctors had said he could
be in a wheelchair for the rest of his
life. No amount of education can do
that!

Bob Aghan is a senior research scientist
with the Australian Department of Defence,
working in the field of metallurgy. He is a
Regional Director of FGBMFI in Victoria.
Francine and Bob have three teenage
children.
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REDWOOD/BLENHEIM

(057) 27 490
(0524) 59 960

(057) 28 336
(0542) 59 635
(027) 4051
(KK) 706
(054) 6363
(057) 87838

(KK) 330
(054) 5316
(057) 87 571

REGIONAL DIRECTOR  (05422) 846
CHRISTCHURCH/NORTH CANTERBURY

CHRISTCHURCH CENTRAL
CHRISTCHURCH N.E.
CHRISTCHURCH NW.
CHRISTCHURCH SOUTH

HURUNUI
RICCARTON

(03) 524 021
(03) 831 420
(03) 238 170
(03) 885 708

(0504) 48 474
(03) 484 432

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

(0504) 48 327

REGIONAL DIRECTOR (03) 481 850
SOUTH CANTERBURY/NORTH OTAGO

ASHBURTON
MACKENZIE

NORTH OTAGO/OAMARU

TIMARU
WAIMATE

(053) 7954

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

(053) 83 487
(0505) 8688
(0297) 45 459
(056) 83 667
((051927) 733

REGIONAL DIRECTOR  (056) 83 667

OTAGO/SOUTHLAND
ALEXANDRA
BALCLUTHA
DUNEDIN

GORE
INVERCARGILL
LAWRENCE

TAIERI

WINTON

(0294) 6562
(0299) 82 549
(024) 876 333

MT 8566
(021) 88 426
WNA 402
(02420) 519
WO 692

(0294) 6421
CO 167-R
(024) 43 668
(0203) 6707
(021) 330 536
L 128-D
(02489) 4788
DIP 5052

REGIONAL DIRECTOR (CENTRE BUSH) 544

SOUTH PACIFIC
APIA
NUKU'ALOFA TONGA

PRISON MINISTRIES

AUCKLAND

CHRISTCHURCH
INVERCARGILL
MANAWATU YOUTH
INST.

NEW PLYMOUTH

WAIKERIA YOUTH
CENTRE
WELLINGTON

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”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”saiah 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”John 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
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.”

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.

8. 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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When you have made this greatest of all
decisions, please let us know so that we may
send you further information. Mail the
adjacent coupon now. 3
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Plan now to attend the 1986 ingredients that make an FGBMFI
National Convention of Full Gospel convention a must for you and your
Business Men’s Fellowship friends.

International to be held in Sydney. Enquiries and registrations to:

Speakers include former USAF 1986 National Convention
General Richard Shaefer and Bill Pyatt P.O. Box 236
of Phoenix, Arizona. St Leonards 2065

Anointed ministry, dynamic NSW

teaching, refreshing fellowship — AUSTRALIA

A

1986
National
Convention
SYDNEY, MARCH 11-15

FROM: FGBMFI, P.O. Box 33-424, Takapuna, Auckland;

|
i P.O. Box 67, Stones Corner, 4120, Brisbane.




