





RIDING
SHOTGUN

Noel Spiers
Invercargill




A shot rang out! I swung round
to see Jamie leaning out the back
window of the car, .22 calibre rifle
in hand. He was grinning an old
cowboy grin as he lowered the rifle
with the wind blowing his hair all
over his face. He pulled his head
back inside, wound up the window
and muttered something like ‘“‘Just
missed the petrol tank but it ought
to slow ’em down a bit.”” Some rab-
bit shooting expedition this was tur-
ning out to be!

Murray was sitting in the passen-
ger seat next to me whooping and
hollering fit to bust. My knuckles
were white with excitement on the
wheel of my Mark II Zephyr as I
turned my attention back to the
road. We were all tanked to the hilt
with booze but that didn’t stop the
adrenalin pumping as we sped along
the roads around Lumsden in a
crazy car chase that ought to have
found a place on the bhig screen.
Jamie’s bold intervention had the
desired effect as the distance be-
tween us and our pursuers increas-
ed almost instantly. Copping a bit of
hot lead obviously wasn’t their idea
of having fun.

Rabbit shooting

We’d set out from Invercargill
earlier in the day for a bit of rabbit
shooting around my old home town
of Lumsden; and a whole lot of
drinking. Can’t remember if we
bagged any rabbits but there was
this party that we ended up at.
Things were going alright too, until
a bunch of locals decided that
Jamie, Murray and myself needed
taking down a peg or two.

The ensuing fight quickly deve-
loped into the car chase which left
us feeling like we’d taken a f{rip
back in time to the gangster shoot
‘em ups of the prohibition era. And
we were living and loving every
moment of it giving little thought to
the consequences of our actions. I

citement. Jamie was asleep in the

mean, at 18 you don’t worry about
such things, do you. At least not
when youre so chock full of booze
that life is just a mad Saturday
night blur.

It wasn’t till a little later when we
had sobered up a bit and were head-
ing back to Invercargill that it hit
us what we’d just done. This was
New zealand; not gangland USA.
You don’t go riding round in cars
here letting off shots at pursuers.
For sure the cops would be after us
and there would be hell to pay for
the shooting.

Drastic situations call for drastic
actions and we decided to do a bunk
for Australia. Right then. That
night. We got back into Invercargill
at some late hour, packed a few
belongings in a bag and headed
toward Christchurch to catch a
plane across the Tasman.

I piled into the back seat and was
sound asleep after a long day of ex-

front passenger’s seat. And as we
headed out north of Gore, Murray
was asleep behind the wheel, driv-
ing! With no one at the controls the
car did its own thing and flipped.
We rolled seven times they told me
when I came to in the Gore hospital.

I’d actually got thrown out the car
window and bounced along the
road... on my face so I never had
much skin left on that part of me!
I bhad stitches in my head and lip
and knee. Because I was so drunk I
was unable to have an anaesthetic
so they stitched me up without one.
To say the experience was a painful
one would be an under-statement, I
can tell you. And of course, with the
ensuing investigation of the accident
the cops found out that it was us in-
volved with the shooting earlier in
the night and we were all booked for
that.

Now if youre thinking that I was
maybe just a little fun-loving and

wild, you’d be right. I couldn’t help
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myself because as far as I was con-
cerned life was for living and there
was no time to waste. I wanted
everything I could get; I wanted to
feel like I was where I was meant to
be; that I was tasting the very
essence of life.

The Mark II was my very first
car and I was proud of it. I lived for
nothing else except sport and booze.
But it seemed to increase by
chances of getting into bother both
with the law and jealous peers. I
remember prior to the shoot 'em up
incident I was playing rugby some-
where and dad had come along with
me to watch. At the end of the_ game
it was into the pub for a drink or
two. That took from 230 in the
afternoon to closing time by which
stage both dad and myself were
rather drunk.

When it came time to drive home
the Zephyr let me down. The lights
wouldn’t go. But I recknoned I could
find my way in the dark and off we
set. Don’t know how far I got before
the cops stopped me and booked me
for not producing my licence (I
couldn’t show it to them because I
didn’t have one!) and driving with
a bald tyre. Fortunately for me it
was in the days before breath
testing was in and they didn’t get
me out of the car to walk the white
line or anything. Had they done so I
would have been booked fro drunk
driving as well.

But I wasn’t always so lucky in
that respect. Just a few weeks
before setting out on the rabbit hunt
to Lumsden I overdid it again with
the booze. So rather than attempt to
drive I parked on the roadside and
went to sleep sitting behind the
wheel. The cops came by, stopped
to investigate, found I was paralytic
drunk and booked me for being
drunk in charge of a vehicle. I lost
my licence for two years. But since

I'd spent most of my driving life
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without one I wasn’t unduly wor-
ried.

I considered the old Mark II to be
a faithful car though. Many was the
time I couldn’t remember coming
home in it at night after being out
drinking. I'd be out up to five nights
a week playing cards and on the
booze. In the mornings I'd crawl out
from under a hangover frying to
recollect how I’d got home or where
I’d been the night before. Dragging
myself over to the window I'd peer
out and she’d be sitting in the
driveway. Somehow she’d got me
home safely again.

There was one time though I
remember looking out the window
and there was no car to be seen. I
wondered to myself how on earth
I'd ended up at home. I found the
old girl parked around the road
later on in the day and it came back
to me that I'd run out of petrol the
night before so had to complete the
journey on foot.

Looking for
trouble

My family moved to Bluff from
Lumsden when I was into my last
year at high school. We’d moved
around a bit because dad was in the
railways and we went wherever
postings came up. We used to get
bused up from Bluff to Invercargill
for school and because the buses
carried students from different
schools there were usually some
beaut dust ups between opposing
sides. I was big for my age so I
could handle myself.

And my size was an added advan-
tage when it came to sport too. I
loved playing games and got in-
volved with both cricket and rugby
from primary school. In fact I was
still in standard four when I began
playing senior cricket. And over the
years I played in most positions on
the rugby field. While at primary
school I was in the backs but from




the third form on I moved to the
forwards where my size came into
its own! I eventually ended up
playing as lock for Eastern South-
land in 7th Grade.

As early as I could remember
booze was a part of my life. I can
remember dad’s parties when I was
still a kid. My eight year old brother
would often be drunk at these af-
fairs and at one of them he and I
got hold of some -cigarettes and
were puffing away merrily when
dad caught us. He made us smoke a
cigar each to try and cure us. It put
me off pretty quick but my brother
puffed his way through two and
managed to keep everything in
place!

As kids we went regularly to the
local Presbyterian church but about
the only recollection I have of that
is the minister telling me not to sing
because I was too loud and always
out of tune! It didn’t take too long
after that for the appeal of church
attendance to wear off and we stop-
ped going altogether.

Lonely hearts

club

Once the skin had grown back on
my face and all the legal pro-
ceedings regarding the shooting had
been completed — I was very lucky
over that, receiving just a fine and
not imprisonment — I went flatting.
Still only 18, it felt like I’d packed a
whole lifetime into a few short
years. But there was still more to
come.

Flatting was not a bad existence
but there were times when, in spite
of the sports involvement and the

booze and the wild antics, I realised !

that I was pretty lonely. Whether it
was to try and shake me out of
these lonely times or not I don’t
know; but when I was about 21, my
flatmate Terry decided to have a bit
of fun at my expense. H wrote to
the personal column of the local

newspaper asking to meet some
girls. One girl phoned up and he ar-
ranged for her and a friend to come
round for a meal at the flat. He
didn’t tell me about it of course, and
I walked in one evening to find
myself with a blind date for the
night. Terry told me he had jacked
the dates up through a mate at
work.

Dianne was one girl’s name. She’d
told her friend that she wasn’t hav-
ing anything to do with personal
column dates and wouldn’t go along
with her. But in spite of that she
spent all day getting her hair done
and so on and in the end came any-

way.

Noel Spiers: currently employed as a payroll
officer and also serves as President of the
Invercargill Chapter of the Full Gospel
Business Men's Fellowship International.
He lives in Invercargill with his wife
Dianne, .
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I decided Dianne wasn’t too bad. I
spent half the night eyeing her up
and down in the strategically placed
mirror. We seemed to hit if off and
by the end of the night she had ask-
ed me around for tea later in the
week; an invitation I accepted.

Come the following Friday and
around to Dianne’s I headed.
There’s a few things I don’t like
eating — rice, curry, peppers and
yogurt for example. And what did
Dianne dish up? A chicken dish con-
taining rice, curry, green peppers
and yogurt! But since she had
spent a good part of her day prepar-
ing it I couldn’t not eat it and so,
like a perfect gentleman, I despat-
ched the meal with as little fuss as
possible, politely refusing a second
helping!

Dianne was a solo mother with a
daughter, Melissa. She would some-
times receive obscene phone calls
and have prowlers lurking around
the place. As our relationship deve-
loped I found such things were
reason enough to stay overnight; a
source of protection for her and
Melissa if you like! So it wasn’t too
long before I finally moved in full
time.

Life settled down into some sort
of routine. That in itself was
unusual for me. But I found I really
liked Dianne and our living ar-
rangement was real cosy. I was still
heavily involved in rugby and
cricket and was drinking just as
much as ever. I had this philosophy
that if you started drinking you
might as well carry on until you
were stone drunk! But I began to
discover that not even such a phi-
losophy, or my relationship with
Dianne, could block out the sense of
emptiness that at times threatened
to engulf me in its deep black void.
Getting drunk didn’t leave anything
lasting. Drugs for some reason
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didn’t interest me. But I felt there
was something missing in my life.

Filling the gap

I desperately wanted fo fill the
gap. Dianne-and I decided to get
married but we had to wait for a
whole lot of red tape to be sorted
out over her divorce from her first
husband. In the meantime I decided
I wanted to go to church to see if
there was anything there that could
fill this void inside. I found a Pres-
byterian church close by, and since
that’s the type I’d been to as a kid, I
thought I'd give it a try. Dianne
came with me and on the first Sun-
day we walked straight into a ser-
mon on morals. In fact it turned out
to be a six week series. That first

morning though it felt like a big.

light was shining on us in the back
row as our whole relationship was
exposed. In spite of my free and
easy attitude to living with Dianne,
it somehow seemed, listening to
those words, that there was a better
way to live our lives.

We went back the next Sunday;
and the next and eventually we
went regularly every week. There
seemed to be something there that
attracted us. I couldn’t grasp it but
I wanted to stay close to it,
whatever it was.

Dianne and I finally got married
about 12 months later. And when
Melissa was five, Trinity was born
after Dianne had six weeks in hospi-
tal. I was left to run the house and
look after Melissa and hold down a
job. At this time I was a salaries
clerk with the hospital board.

For the next three years we lived
our lives like most young married
couples, struggling to make ends
meet. I held down a couple of sec-
ondary jobs at a motor garage and
a hamburger bar. And then we
moved across town to Waikiwi. Our
second child was soon on the way
and this time round Dianne was




confined to bed rest for six months.
We no longer went to church be-
cause there was none around and
besides, life seemed to have enough
battles of its own which crowded out
any extra activities.

When the going
gets tough...

Life was pretty tough but we got
through it in spite of a series of
minor cirses. We’d just come
through a seven month period with
Rebecca suffering from colic. That
was ftrying to say the least. We used
to have to walk her to sleep every |
night. I must have walked miles
with her inmy arms.

Then just as she was settling
down we got three months notice on
our rented house at Waikiwi and at
the same time our car packed it
in! Great, I thought. Where to
next? Even though we didn’t go to
church, in desperation I cried out

Dianne. God must have heard our
simple prayer because the very
next day, without a shadow of exag-
geration, a friend phoned to say we
could get into a house back in town
if we could come up with $500!

This is for us, I thought, and we
got our packed-in car to the garage
and they gave us $400 for it as it
was. And we had $100 in the bank
for a rainy day. As far as I was
concerned it was raining! So we
put down the money and moved.
And we moved back to church too.
There had to be something more to
God than what we knew if he could
L_answer simple prayers so fast!

\\Life seemed to be on the up! I
gaye rughy away — Dianne wanted
to( see a little more of me around
the-house so it had to go. My drink-
ing flared up now and then but for
the most part it was pretty much
under control. And I was being the
respectable citizen by going to

inside for God to help. So too did
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having a study group in my home
during the week! But in spite of
appearances I still wasn’t convinced
that I'd tapped into the source of
life. I lived six days of the week how
I wanted to live and on the seventh I
pretended to be something I wasn’t.
In my heart I harked back to the
wild times — to the sport and the
booze and my old Mark II Zephyr.
But on the outside I played the
game of respectability hoping to fill
this - persistent emptiness that had
haunted me for far too long.

... the tough
get going

A new minister arrived at our
church and from day one I could tell
there was something different- about

.| him. Couldn’t put my finger on it

but there was definitely a sense of
completeness about him. There was
a new sense of purpose abouf the
services at church too. They
became more vital and introduced a
whole lot more variety.

One Sunday the minister had two

| gentlemen from a group called Full

Gospel Business Men’s Fellowship
International in to speak. I thought
the name sounded a bit of a
mouthful at first but what they had
to say sounded interesting. They
were announcing a dinner meeting
at which radio personality Colin
Lehiman would be speaking and
telling of his encounter with God.
I'd never really heard of anyone
meeting with God so I made up my
mind to attend.

Talk about a wild night! The
dinner meeting was nothing like I'd
ever experienced before. Lehiman
spoke and then I saw people being
prayed for and getting cured of
sickness and problems. It was all
rather confusing but it left me im-
pressed with the fact that if this was
God showing Himself, then there
was far more of Him for me to

discover than I realised.
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After that some friends took
Dianne and I along to what was
called a pentecostal church and for
someone who was only used to
Presbyterian churches it was really
strange. They had the words of the
songs on an overhead projector but
I had trouble seeing them because
some guy in front of me kept shov-
ing his hands up in the air all the
time! I had always thought church
was a pretty serious business but
these people looked pretty happy
about the whole thing. I was beginn-
ing to feel that if I was ever going to
get rid of the empty feeling inside, I
would need to experience God in the
way these people were obviously
experiencing Him.

I went to another Full Gospel
Business Men’s (FGB) meeting and
this time I was more prepared for
what was going down. At this one
people were falling over when they
were prayed for! I was told they
were being “slain in the Holy
Spirit”; that is the Holy Spirit was
giving them a first hand, personal
encounter with God. They called it
being baptised in the Holy Spirit.
This was the God of experience at
work and the more I saw the more I
wanted it too.

Regular attendance at FGB meet-
ings followed. They were a great
learning time for me. I discovered
that my own minister had been, as
they say, baptised in the Holy
Spirit. That’s what made him stand
vout from the other ministers I knew.
After talking with him about it all
Dianne and I prayed together for
the very first time ever. We both
wanted to know God in the way we
had seen others know Him. But
while we were praying together
Dianne noticed, or felt, a strange
presence about me; it was- some-
thing frightening in my face she
said.

I felt I was too close to opening
the door on this emptiness in my




life to turn back so I talked to some
church friends who were born again
Christians. They prayed for me and
an incredible warm feeling flooded
over me. Whatever the strange
presence was left me and with it the
lingering, empty feeling that had
been my constant companion for so
long. I handed my life over to God
and committed myself to following
Jesus Christ from that point. Our
friends prayed for me to be baptised
in the Holy Spirit and I encountered
God in the same way I'd seen others
before me. The sense of being full of
God was overwhelming. It seemed
like at last I was a complete human
being.

That was a few years ago now.
But the amazing thing about it all is
that I am still a human being, sub-
ject to the same pressures and
temptations as any other. The dif-
ference is that I don’t face them in
my own strength. I am not plagued
by an emptiness any more. I know I
was meant to be in a relationship
with God and having discovered it,
it’s made me complete. It’s also
cemented by relationship with
Dianne so that we truly enjoy each
other a whole lot more than we used
to. And together we have been able
to pray for sickness in our children
and see God cure them.

I have a responsibility now to
keep the lines of communication be-
tween myself and God open, and to
ensure I live my life in a way that
enables me to bring His provision
and justice and salvation to the
people I meet and learn about in my
everyday life.

Life is a whole new bhall game.
And of course God being God, I can
never come to the end of learning
about Him or knowing Him; there’s
a sense of being satisfied, yet know-
ing there is still more of God I can
experience. And it’s that sense that
keeg;s life wild and free; fresh and
vital.
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IF TOMOF

Keith Goulstone Auckland

We weren’t even allowed to buy
an ice cream on a Sunday! Our
whole life was centred around a set
of strict rules and regulations
presided over by the church my
parents were members of. In our
family no one ever went to" the
movies because the theatre was
considered evil; never mind what
sort of movies were being shown.
Sunday was a day of rest, at least
as far as doing anything us kids
wanted to do was concerned. We
couldn’t run around or make a lot of
noise or go anywhere. Except to
church. And then we had to go
twice, once in the morning and once
at night. And by the time you’d got
up in the morning, rushed off to
Sunday School and the morning ser-
vice, then rushed back home for
lunch, cleaned up, entertained
church visitors all dressed prim and
proper in their Sunday best, had an
evening meal and then rushed back
for the night service, you were any-
thing but rested!

There was nothing I could do
about it though. Sunday School and
church were compulsory and there
was no way my parents would listen
to any excuse, be ‘it reasonable or
otherwise. Back then parents ruled i
with a rod of iron. But the unrelen-
ting religious demands my parents
enforced served only to breed
discontent and rebellion in me. I
resented having to go. I resented
not being allowed to go out and mix
with other kids and do the sort of
things they did. Blaming my
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