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    Introduction




    When Jim eventually responded to the call of God on his life, he first trained as a Missionary, serving the Home Board of the Church of Scotland. That took him to places such as Easterhouse in Glasgow and later to Culloden, Inverness to establish a congregation in the Church which is now known as The Barn Church, Culloden. From there he went on to train for the ministry of Word and Sacrament. Having qualified, he had a probationary period in the Presbytery of Lanark before being called to be minister of Melness and Tongue Church in Sutherland. There he was led into the ministry of Divine Healing and after retirement this took him to places like Malawi, South Africa, India and the Congo, (DRC). This book tells of God’s love, His grace and His mercy through fulfilled prophecy and answered dreams.




    




    The reader of this book will be reminded of how God is faithful to fulfil His prophecies, keeps His promises and guides our dreams. In this book, the author, Jim, with illustrations from his own experiences reveals something of the mysterious and miraculous working of God in people’s lives. It gives hope to any who may think that they cannot achieve anything in life or could never be used by God in any great way. It is a testimony to the power of God’s Word to bless, to deliver and to heal people. The Bible is filled with stories of little people, limited people, and in some cases low-life people, who penetrated the barriers beyond which they thought that they dare not go, yet God used them to do amazing things. And in a way, this book is about someone like that. If you feel ill equipped, uneducated, or too old or too young, then you may be exactly the one who needs to read this book. The purpose of writing this book is to encourage people to trust in God’s plan for their lives.




    




    The author




    Reverend Jim Rettie




    Leader of the Christian Fellowship, Highlands, Scotland.




    




    


  




  

    FROM CHEST TO CHANCEL




    The word ‘Chest’ can mean many things, but here it refers to a ‘Chest of drawers’. The ‘Chancel’ is the part of a Church containing the Altar or Communion Table and baptismal font in other words, the Sacramental area.




    


  




  

    The ‘Chest’




    I was born in Aberdeenshire, at a place called Leochel-Cushnie, where my parents were part of the hill farming community. It was in the month of April and I am told that there was a severe snow storm at the time. We were very poor and there was no ‘crib’ for this babe. My bed was the bottom drawer of a chest of drawers. My mother used to often tell of how one day an old shepherd came in from tending his sheep on the hill, to see the new born ‘bairn’.




    Looking down at me in the bottom drawer of that chest of drawers he said in the local dialect, “Aye Jimmy Rettie one day ye’ll be a minister.”




    




    Like another mother many years before, Mary, my mother nursed that prophecy in her heart, sometimes with love and hope, but at other times in rebuke. Too often, in the wild stage of my life, I would hear her say, “And to think Jimmy Rettie (she always called me Jimmy when angry with me) that old shepherd said that one day you would be a minister.” So often I must have broken her heart, but she never forgot the words of that shepherd.




    




    At an early age we moved to a farm at Dyce, on the edge of the Dyce Airfield. It was called ‘Sleepy Hillock’. I don’t know why it got that name as with my father around there was not much time for sleeping. My brother and I as lads were involved in grooming horses, mucking out byres, and carrying milk pails, as my mother milked the cows. No milking machines in those days. Neither were there any of the modern harvester machines of today. Hay and corn was cut by horse drawn blades or binders, with the hay being built into coles (small stacks) and the corn being thrown out of the binder as sheaves, which had to be hand stacked set up one against another in groups of six or eight. When ready the coles of hay had to be dragged to a corner of the field to be stacked.




    




    These were exciting times for us boys. When we would gather at the field, my father would literally throw us up on top of a massive Clydesdale horse, which we had to steer to the nearest cole. The art, and there was an art to dragging coles of hay, was to attach to one side of the horse’s collar (part of its harness) a chain and having led the horse around the cole, the chain was then lying at the base of the cole. We would slide off that mountain of a horse, and tuck the chain, carefully at the edge of the base of the cole and link the loose end of the chain to the other side of the horse’s collar. I would then take the long reins, sit on the cole and command the horse to go, reining it towards the stacking area. More than once in a day, the chain would not be properly set and as the horse moved forward, the cole of hay would come over the top of me. As I struggled to the surface I would see the horse, faithfully, at times I think laughingly, going towards the stacking area dragging the empty chain, my father tearing his hair out. We’ll say nothing about the language directed at me and the horse.




    




    There was also the potato harvesting. In those days school children were given what was known as ‘tattie holidays’; two weeks off school to help harvest potatoes grown on the local farms. That was the only time that we, along with the other kids were paid for working. One of the jobs that I disliked the most was harvesting turnips. It usually took place in wintertime and it was seen as weakness to wear gloves or mitts. You had to lift the turnip from the ground by the shaw, (stem) and with a ‘tapner’ (a steel blade with a wooden handle) slice off the root and the shaw, leaving the treated turnips in neat rows. Hands would become blue with the cold. Though we were working closely with nature, there was seldom any mention of God, the creator of it all. However, in reflection, I have come to believe that many of the farming community working closely with nature might not make much mention of God, but subconsciously are aware of a dependence on Him, and His order of things.




    




    Constantly keeping an eye on the weather elements, I remember particularly my father speaking of keeping one field fallow every seven years. I never heard him say who had told him that, but I have since realised that it is according to the word of God (Exodus; Chapter 23; Verses 10 and 11). Other than the essential care of the animals, no work was done on a Sunday.




    




    


  




  

    School Days




    We had to walk three miles to get to the nearest school, which was at Overton. It was a one classroom school with one teacher, Miss Robertson, having to teach pupils from ages five to twelve. In that time there were no calculators or computers. Most of our work in the early stages was done with chalk on slates. I would have to confess that I was not too excited about school. I remember the lovely big wood fire for heating the room and I always had an interest in the bottle of milk and sandwiches that we each had to take with us as lunch.




    




    Miss Robertson was a lovely person and she must have had an amazing brain and memory to teach across such a range of subjects and age groups and an unending measure of patience in coping with us all. To help her keep order she had a large black strap which she kept in a drawer in her desk. I can testify to her readiness to use it.




    




    On one particular occasion, I cannot recall exactly the cause of the offence, but I think that it was something that happened on the way to or from School. Teacher decided that it warranted three of the best. My hands were well hardened with the work I did, but she seemed to delight in making sure that the leather contacted the wrist area, which was most painful. I was so mad at her, that the next morning I was at school early. I took the belt from the drawer and I stuck it in the blazing fire. I thought that that would be the end of that. But during the day she had discovered the loss and she did not need a crystal bowl to realise who the culprit was. Going next door to her house, she returned with what seemed like an even bigger belt, and meted out six of the best, three on each hand, and wrist.




    Whilst I didn’t have much interest in text books, I do recall enjoying picture books, especially the Bible stories – Moses and the Red Sea – Daniel in the Lions’ Den – Samson and such characters. And of course we had our daily Bible reading and the Lord’s Prayer. With us being about three miles from the nearest church, that was the only Bible teaching that we had. At home, if the Name of our Lord was mentioned, it was in vain. Even Christmas was just another day, with our Santa out of season at the New Year. A stocking containing a piece of coal at the toe, an orange or an apple, maybe a pencil or a jotter.




    




    About every six months, the Minister would call around in his pony and trap, doing his rounds. I recall that he had a particular interest in what we boys had caught in our traps. Most nights we would set traps (snares) to catch rabbits and pheasants and such. Mostly, we would take them down to the Big House at Stoneywood, about four miles away, or we would sell them to the butcher when he came around with his van, as did the baker. That was our pocket money. Of course the Minister, on his visits would get a gift from our traps. I am sure that the bountiful Lord provided well for His servant on those rural visits as he would return home with eggs, cheeses, hens, rabbits, potatoes and such. But he was not neglecting his Kingdom work, having encouraged our parents to have us children baptised.




    




    My sister having been born, there were now three of us. The Minister did a home baptism and that was us done, aged eleven, ten and three. There was one person whom I think had an influence on my young mind; he was an old sailor who came to stay in the farm ‘bothy’ and to work on the farm. We called him Pop Jennings. We would listen for ages to the many fascinating stories that he told of his travels and his adventures in many different countries. I think that sparked an interest in me to travel and see other countries.




    




    


  




  

    The Airfield




    In reflection, life was much of a mystery and an adventure for we boys, especially living so near to the airfield, which we saw go from a grass landing area to tarred runways and to a fully operational airfield. For a country boy, it was exciting to see and at times to be involved in all that was going on. It was a mystery to see and to hear people of different colours and dialects. It was more so when some German prisoners of war came and had their ‘holding billets’ in an area behind the farm. Every morning and evening they would be marched, with guards, to and from the canteen for their meals.




    




    Dyce Airfield was one of the targets of Germany and there were constant air raids to try to bomb and to destroy it. Its main protection was that the airfield was nestled in the shadow of a stone quarry. The raiding aircraft crossing that way were over the airfield before they could see it and were then over the city of Aberdeen, which was next in line. The downside of that was that Aberdeen suffered from constant bombing raids.




    




    On one occasion we were awakened with the cattle in the front garden and we learned that an unexploded bomb had landed in one of the fields with the impact knocking down part of the dyke and gate, allowing the cattle to escape. It was thought that one pilot had been returning from a raid on Aberdeen, realised that he still had one bomb on board and just jettisoned it. We didn’t mind, because the field was near the road to school and it took about a fortnight for them to defuse and to remove it, during which time we were not allowed to go to school. Being near the Airfield was for us a great adventure, because when the air raid siren sounded all sorts of vehicles; trucks and mobile anti-aircraft guns would come out from the camp and line up on the roadway past the farm. We, as boys, would join the Royal Air Force (RAF) men and women sheltering under the vehicles. I still can’t fathom the reasoning, but it was believed that being under those vehicles was the safest place to be at such a time. What I do know is that under those vehicles we as boys heard and saw things which were an advanced education for life. Through it all we got to know some of the ‘Boys in Blue’ quite well and we even got involved in some camp activities.




    




    The camp football pitch was on one of the farm fields and they would tell us when a game was to be played. We would go down and move any cattle or sheep that were there on to another field. I think some of them adopted my brother and me as mascots, encouraged us to ‘kick about with them’, at times involving us in their training sessions. They gave me the name ‘Little Hooky’. I don’t know if that was because I was good at ‘hooking’ their heels in order to trip them, or more likely that it was a particular skill I had for ‘hooking’ a ball into the goalmouth area, for the striker to hit it home for a goal. The experience certainly fired up for me an interest in the game of football, which stayed with me for a major part of my life.




    




    I think that I was about eleven years of age when my father had a serious accident to his hand, with a circular saw, when cutting wood and we decided to give up farm work. As a family we moved into the village of Dyce. Compared to what it is now, it was very small and basic. For me, it meant a change of school; not a happy experience. I think that I was seen as a backwoods boy and was made fun of by some of the street wise boys. Being quite self-conscious, that affected me quite badly and may have been the cause of my becoming a bit rebellious in trying to compensate for it. I thought that my contribution to the school football team would help me to be accepted, but that raised some degree of jealousy.




    I joined the Boys’ Brigade, mainly because I had heard that there was the chance of playing football for the team. I would have to admit that I missed the spiritual importance of the B.B. and I had no sense of learning and serving the Lord. I am sure that the captain and the officers did their best but it did not touch me. My main interest was in football and that was greatly encouraged. May I say that over the years, having been involved at all different levels within the Boys’ Brigade movement, I have the highest respect for the work that they do for the Kingdom.




    




    Age rather than qualification moved my schooling to Bankhead Senior Secondary (now Bankhead Academy) which was about three miles away from Aberdeen. I had little or no interest in the academic subjects, but I enjoyed woodwork and I had an interest in becoming a joiner. But my main interest was football and I played for the school team. Many of my Saturdays consisted of playing for the school team in the morning. playing for the Boys’ Brigade in the afternoon and often the village team in the evening. Some of the pitches in Aberdeen were cinder pitches. I think that they got the cinders as waste fuel from the Gas Works, which were spread and rolled to make an even surface. Even, but very abrasive if you went down. I continued my interest in the RAF camp and I persuaded the local newsagent to allow me to sell Sunday papers at the Camp. That graduated to selling cigarettes and that led me to start smoking – those were the days of ‘Willie Woodbines’ or the more classy ‘Senior Service’, ‘Capstan’, ‘Passing Clouds’, ‘Craven A ‘and ‘Gold Flake’ and when unavailable, I would smoke cinnamon sticks. How desperate can one get?




    




    By the time I had left school at fifteen years of age, with no qualifications, I was smoking a lot and drinking alcohol quite regularly. Any thoughts of being a joiner were ‘out the window’, but I needed to find work. My search led me again back to the RAF Station, where I began work with the Navy, Army, Air Force. Institution (NAAFI) as a message boy, with the intention of becoming a grocer. That opened wider the door of opportunity for me to indulge in smoking and drinking. With so many young women around, it was all too easy to get involved with the opposite sex. Sadly, for many young people today, that is a normal life style, but in those days, it was seen as being a bit crazy. My mother must have recognised that.




    




    One day when I was about seventeen years old, she said, “It’s time that you boys went up to see the Minister and joined the Church.”




    




    We weren’t too hurried to do that, but she persevered and she found out when the ‘Communicants’ Classes were due to start. To please her we decided to have a look and to see what and who else was to be involved. As we watched from a distance we saw some rather attractive girls going into the church and I think that swayed us to give it a go. We faithfully did the course and we got the certificate, but the teaching, which I am sure was done well, had little effect on me and I continued with my life, smoking, drinking, dancing and romancing and of course, I was still playing football.




    




    


  




  

    National Service




    Though the Second World War had ended; young men were still being called up to do what was known as their National Service. This meant that they had to, unless exempt for health or work reasons, spend at least two years in one of the armed forces. I had hoped that my work with the NAAFI, who provide a service to the armed forces throughout the world, would exempt me from ‘call up’, but no! Faced with that prospect I had two things in mind; a) I would want to be in the RAF and b) I would want to serve abroad. On meeting with the relevant authorities, I made my requests known, only to learn that they were full up with candidates for National Service in the RAF, and they would only consider those who would agree to serve for a term longer than two years. The opportunity to serve overseas would be more available for anyone who decided to serve for three or more years. So, there it was, I decided to sign on for three years in the RAF. That led to three months ‘square bashing’ (Basic Training) at Bridge North, England, followed by two months in transit camp at Lytham St. Anne’s, near Blackpool, at the height of summer. It seemed like paradise for a young man in Air Force Blues. Our destination was the Second Tactical Air Force, stationed at Oldenburg in Germany, where there was a squadron of Hunter Jets to be kept operational. I was there for the rest of my National service.




    




    I had great plans to take the opportunity of getting some academic qualifications, also to learn to drive and to speak the German Language. But the lure of the German social life, with bars open most of the night and a more liberal style of social life was too much of a temptation, and my understanding of the language was limited to that area of life. My other interest of course, was football and I found myself playing for the Equipment Section, where I worked, and also for the station team. That took me to other Stations throughout Germany and also to some German stadiums. In that, I was excused many of the mundane duties like parades and guard duties. Though we were no longer at war with Germany there was a certain intensity in keeping those Hunter Jets in service. I was involved in making sure that there were sufficient bits and pieces to maintain them. Doing that I graduated to the rank of corporal. When I was due to return to the UK and be demobbed, the Squadron Leader at the time, tried to persuade me to sign on for another term, offering me a third stripe, and an extended tour in Germany. But I felt that I was too much of a free thinker to continue in that rather rigid and disciplined life and I told him that it was not for me.




    




    


  




  

    Back in Civvy Street




    I became an employee of Lipton’s Grocery chain, working in the Union Street branch in Aberdeen. I learned to drive and that added to the pace of my life; and whatever car I had, or drove, my aim seemed to be to push it to its maximum. As I graduated to the bigger and the faster cars, I began to get a reputation as a fast driver. Unlike today, not many young people had cars, but those who did were always up for a challenge to race one another. Of course, I quickly got back into my old style of life, playing football for local teams, spending time in the bars and going to dances. In those days, most villages held what was known as a Gala Day or Week. Part of the attraction was Five-a-side Football matches, with the final being on the Saturday night. I was playing at one in a place called Logie Durno, twenty-five miles from Aberdeen and afterwards there was the usual Marque Dance.




    




    It was there that I met a young woman called Pearl who was from Fyvie. To me she was as the one sung about in the Scottish song ‘The Bonnie Lass O’ Fyvie’. She was a lovely quiet, gentle country girl, but soon she became caught up in my crazy life style. What did that look like? Well, Friday night would be spent in some bar, mostly playing darts for drinks and I was quite good at that. Then on Saturday night, we would arrange to go to some dance, mostly in the country and as I had a big Austin sixteen car, I was usually the driver. I would start off in the Stoneywood Bar, and after a few drinks I would set off for Fyvie where I would collect Pearl and the others, then we would set off for the dancing, which could be another twenty to thirty miles away.




    After a night’s dancing, I would drive Pearl and the others home, then at some hour in the middle of the night, make my way home. On Sunday, I would again be on my way out to Fyvie, and often I ended up at the British Legion, for an evening of drinking before returning home. How crazy was that! No thought of God, or church.




    




    At such times, I can still hear my mother saying with shock and disappointment in her voice, “And to think Jimmy Rettie, that old shepherd said that one day you would be a minister!” She always called me Jimmy Rettie when she was angry or disappointed with me.




    




    In the midst of all that, I do believe that Pearl had a good influence in my life. We got engaged and were married in the Church at Fyvie where Pearl was a member. We had no house in which to start our married life, so we got ourselves a small residential caravan which we were allowed to park in the corner of a ‘corn yard’ at a farm at Bucksburn, which was four miles north from Aberdeen. It was an unsettled time for me. I had left my grocery job, to drive a bakery van, selling bakery and grocery goods around the streets. After about eighteen months, I gave that up and went into partnership in a furniture business, often driving a furniture van, delivering furniture to areas like Wick and Thurso. Though married, my lifestyle had not changed much, and I messed up in that business.




    




    We then moved to a flat in Aberdeen where I took a job with a Credit Warehouse Firm in Aberdeen with regular collections being made in the Huntly, Keith areas, which meant travelling on the Glens of Foudland most days. Though I was at the age when most people have gathered some sense, I must still have been seen as a ‘loose cannon’. The evidence for that is in the following.




    




    It was the day of my brother’s wedding, at which I was to be Best Man. It was on a Saturday and I had to make a business run to Huntly, twenty-five miles North of Aberdeen. To make sure I behaved myself and got back in time, it was arranged that my ‘Namesake’ uncle would accompany me. Our vehicle for the day was a small Austin Van. I did the business and I persuaded my uncle that we should have a couple of beers before setting off home. Of course, that made us somewhat late and my uncle made sure that the wedding company knew all about it, as he shared the following story.




    




    “We left Huntly in great haste, with Jim overtaking everything else on the road. At one point he overtook this car. I looked in the rear window mirror and I saw the driver open his door and step out. Jim had passed him at such a speed that the man thought that his car had stopped.”




    




    I made the wedding on time and I performed my brotherly duty. Then came the news of Pearl being with child and that should have been a sobering influence on me, but about that time I changed my job yet again. I think I used the addition to the family with Pearl having to stop her job of work, as the excuse for the change, believing that I could make more money. The job was a ‘direct selling job’. It was high risk as it paid commission only, if you didn’t sell you didn’t earn. The company was Siemens, the product was a multi-purpose vacuum cleaner. I felt confident in my ability to sell things, wondering why it was so easy to get a job with such high commission. It seemed to be the challenge that I needed. But the blinkers came off very quickly when I met the other salespeople. They were mostly, but not all, ex-cons and social rejects. Unknown to me at the time, direct selling jobs were mostly taken up by people who could not get other jobs. My concern was how easily I identified with them and I felt at home in their company. I was given a place on a team of six or seven men with one as supervisor. In the morning we would be taken to and dropped off in the area to be canvassed. From ten a.m. till two p.m. we would knock on doors and try and persuade people to have a demonstration of our wonderful machine. The demonstration was arranged for the evening when, hopefully both husband and wife would be at home.




    




    At about six p.m., armed with a demonstration model, we were dropped off by the supervisor at our arranged demos. I enjoyed doing the demonstrations, possibly because I believed that it was a great machine, though in the end it was just a vac. But in the demos, we exaggerated its ability to the extent that it sounded as if it could do all but comb your hair and brush your teeth. There were no mobile phones then, so we had to have certain signals to keep in touch with the supervisor. Whilst unpacking the machine we would ask the customer if it was okay to put a certain part of the packaging in the window to let the boss know where we were. Then, if, after the demo they had agreed to purchase the machine and I had the deal signed and sealed, I would ask if I could change the sign to another part of the packaging to let the boss know that I was ready for my next demo. As he drove around the various demo areas he would see it and collect me. However, if I was struggling to close a deal, I would ask the same question, but this time I would use another part of the packaging which was the signal that I was struggling to close. Then the supervisor would appear and as well as collecting me he would add his weight of persuasion to press the customer to purchase. Mostly, we offered to take their present vacuum in part exchange to help with the deposit. So he would ask me what I offered for the part exchange.




    




    I would tell him, and with a mock look of surprise he would say, “Oh I think we could do better than that,” and he would make a higher offer that was likely to reduce my commission, but well, a little is better than nothing.




    




    If that didn’t swing it he would change tack with no holds barred – mostly the wife was interested, but the husband was not. After pressing home the attributes of the machine to ‘spray paint’ or oil spray the underside of the car and of course it could be adapted to be used to drive a saw and if that didn’t work, it would come down to something like this.




    




    “Your wife loves it, don’t you dear? Think how much easier it would make her life and how clean the carpets would be for the children crawling.” The final thing, “Don’t you think that your wife is worth it?” Well, you hold your breath after that one. But often it worked.




    




    From my side, the setup was that I was paid a high commission on every sale made, less that given for the part exchange machine, which the company had a listed price for, or I could re-sell it myself if I got a better deal. It was all about money. The supervisor got commission on every machine sold by his team. As there was no basic pay, the pressure to sell was great. I would have to confess that I was not proud of often persuading people to buy something that they did not need; and often could not afford.




    




    Anyhow, I must have been good at it because within three weeks I was promoted to supervisor and got a team of my own. They numbered between five and six, with a constant turnover and they were a wild bunch. They were given basic details of the qualities of the machine and instructions on the art of demonstrating it to advantage, then more or less handed a machine. The vehicles used by the company were ten-seater Commer Dormobile type, which were said to be the fastest commercial vehicles on the road at the time. I still believe that. Being a country boy at heart, I began taking the team out into the country villages. At first, they were not too pleased about that as it meant longer hours and less comforts. But later they came to realise that country folk at that time did not have so many household gadgets; they were careful with their cash and had a little to spare. They were less resistant to pressure, if not a little gullible and we did very well. Some of the team had no scruples in persuading people to purchase our machine, and at times one of them would seem to be lost.




    I would eventually find that he was settling the deposit in the bedroom. I still feel a sense of shame when I think of some of the tactics that I used in closing sales for some of the team. The result was that there was a lot of cash around. Some of the team seemed to have a burning need to spend it. And somehow, we got access to what I would call a friendly hotel in the town, whose back door was open to the team at any hour of the day or night. Much time and money was spent there.




    




    Friday nights were particularly outrageous. We would usually finish early and sometimes met up with the other teams working in the area; the Cockit Hat Pub was a favourite haunt. Most of the time members of my team were single, and they would party outrageously, with little thought to time or consequences. More than once we were barred from the place. The police knew about us. Twice I was caught and convicted for speeding and though there were not the same strict rules regarding drunk driving, as there are now (breathalysers and such), I still don’t know why I was never caught and charged with drunk driving, especially on my trips to Edinburgh which was a weekly thing.




    




    As supervisor, I had to get the part exchange machines back to the depot in Edinburgh and collect a stock of new ones. It became a Sunday routine. Just after teatime, I would meet some of the team at the office. We would load the old machines, then adjourn to the ‘local’ bar next door. After a few drinks I would get into the vehicle at about ten o’clock and set off for Edinburgh, full speed as usual. There were no A90s or A9s (cell phones) in those days. I would arrive in Edinburgh in the early hours of the morning, having arranged for someone to meet me at the depot. We would then unload the old and load the new. I would then put my head down in the vehicle until about six or seven a.m., then I would set off for Aberdeen to meet the team at ten a.m. to put them on the selected streets to canvas for demonstrations. I would then go home and get my head down until it was time to collect the team at two p.m.




    Returning from one of those trips, I was coming over the hill towards Forfar when, too late, I spotted a police car, which signalled me to stop. Turning down my window, I waited for him to approach me. The conversation went something like this.




    




    Me, “Good Morning Constable, is there something wrong? Was I travelling too fast?”




    




    Constable, “No! No! you were just flying too low!”




    




    The result was that at the subsequent court case, I got a hefty fine and had my licence taken away from me for a year.




    




    


  




  

    Home Front




    Whilst all this was going on I had my loving, devoted and ever-so-patient wife at home, caring for our daughter June. We were blessed with caring neighbours who were there for them when I was not. During week-days we were like ships passing in the night, but weekends were special, when I possibly over-compensated for my guilty conscience. Of course, there was the matter of having June Baptised. With both of us being ‘members’ of the Church we felt that we had the right to receive baptism for our child. And though our involvement in the Church was only for ‘hatches’ (baptisms), ‘matches’, (weddings) and ‘despatches’ (funerals), we found a minister who agreed to do the baptism in his Church.




    




    The reason why I became involved in direct selling was for the big money. I was at that time earning what would have been thought of as big money; but my lifestyle made a sizeable drain on it, so the difficulty of budgeting for home needs was left to Pearl. I am still amazed at how she managed that so well. How true are those words of the Bible where it says, “Whoever loves money, never has money enough, whoever loves wealth is never satisfied with his income. As goods increase, so do those who consume them. (Ecclesiastes; Chapter 5; Verses 11 and 12).



