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“As you read this amazing autobiography of Vincent Goddard, you will smile and feel uplifted. Here is real humanity expressed with honesty and humility. The constant thread running through his book is the presence of a guiding, loving God, who continually surprises us by the challenges He puts in our path and yet equips us with the tools to meet them! Vince, the man, cares passionately about family, students, church members, and all those in need of God’s care and compassion. What a rich life!”

Andrea Luxton, PhD (President, Andrews University, Berrien Springs, Michigan, USA

“A compelling read, this is a story of how one Pastor’s walk with God led him across continents, converting thousands of souls for Christ. From trials to triumph, this powerful narrative shows that when God leads, you follow.”

Melanie Stewart, Journalist

“Vincent Goddard writes a prolific and honest biography, looking back on his life as he comes to terms with God’s leading not just to gospel ministry, but in all the major crossroads he encounters. The book not only reveals his highs and lows, but his vulnerabilities and strengths, as he journeys through life’s uncertainties. If you want answers to how God reveals His will in unusual ways, then this book is for you.”

Dr Richard Daly, British Union Conference Communications Director

“The story of Pastor Goddard grips you with its exciting and inspirational portrayal of the Holy Spirit at work in the life of a willing and obedient messenger on Christ’s mission. As a colleague, neighbour, and friend, the life and ministry of Pastor Goddard has inspired and empowered me on both a personal and ministry level.”

Michael Njagi Mbui, PhD (Personal Ministries Director: South England Conference

“Vince Goddard has had an interesting and varied life, and he writes engagingly about his experiences, both serious and humorous. Readers will be inspired in the way Vince overcame many early challenges to achieve success in his academic and pastoral work.”

Jonquil Hole, Retired Lecturer, Newbold College of Higher Education

“Vince has ‘been so many places and seen so many faces’, and what a fascinating life story… read and enjoy. I really enjoyed reading Vince’s story. I was so absorbed by his stories of Iceland – it made me late for church!”

Philip McGoldrick, Secondary School Teacher

“When the Spirit Moves is a captivating autobiography written in a compelling literary style. It documents the author’s diligent commitment and continuous prayers in overcoming many serious challenges. Pastor Vincent Goddard’s exploits were accomplished by tremendous strength of character, and his determination to serve his fellow people, with God at the helm.”

Dr June Alexis, Educator and joint author of Education and The Power of the Mind

“I found something endearing about my faith-brother when we studied at Newbold College. He was down-to-earth as any of us in his life, songs, and his generosity. God’s hand was visibly at work. When we canvassed in Iceland, he was the inspiration for me not to give up. He is a testimony that the Lord does not shield his children from life’s battles, but walks with us: ‘I will never leave, nor forsake thee.’ (Hebrews 13:5 KJV) By extension, through these pages, you may envision your own life; ordinary at first, but ‘when the Spirit moves’ common becomes holy, dross turns to gold.”

Chris Harle
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Dr Derek Morris

President, Hope Channel International, USA

Fellow classmate at Newbold College, 1972-1975

Throughout the ages, God called men and women to impact the world. Some were young, like Jeremiah and Mary, and others were old, like Moses and Sarah. But each was given a special mission. In the Hebrew Scriptures, the Prophet Isaiah makes this appeal: “Arise, shine; for your light has come!” (Isaiah 60:1 NKJV). In the New Testament, Jesus challenges His followers with these words: “You are the light of the world.” (Matthew 5:14 NKJV) We are not here on planet earth simply to survive or to make a living. We are called to make a difference in the lives of those around us, sharing God’s Good News of a better life for today and for eternity.

When the Spirit Moves is the thrilling story of one young man who responded to God’s call. From a human perspective, he had no chance of success. But with the encouragement and support of godly mentors, he dared confess, “Ah Lord God! Behold you made the heavens and the earth by Your great power and outstretched arm. There is nothing too hard for You.” (Jeremiah 32:17)

Vincent’s story is also Joyce’s story. They toiled together through decades in ministry and mission, and repeatedly experienced God’s miraculous ways. It is my prayer, and theirs, as you read this gripping testimony of all that God accomplished in, and through them, that it will uplift and inspire you to glorify our Father in heaven.
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I have often asked myself why it took over 25 years to fulfil a dream which began as a teenager, in a boarding school, to preach the Gospel in East Africa. Time was slipping by, my friends were engaged in successful ministries, and I felt left behind.

I have since learnt that it’s all a matter of trust in God’s perfect timing. He will bring everything together at His appointed time. There are many examples of this in the Scriptures. When the Holy Spirit moves, amazing things happen, as was evident in the life of God’s faithful servants in the past. They gave God something to work with, and He did the rest. Despite what Joseph endured, God was with him and fulfilled his dream.

Give God something to work with

• Moses had only a rod which he gave to God to work with, and God parted the Red Sea and made a highway for His people to cross over.

• Daniel had a prayer he gave God to work with, and hungry lions became a pillow for his head while he slept.

• Nehemiah had ambition he gave God to work with, and he built the walls around Jerusalem.

• Joseph had integrity he gave God to work with and became Prime Minister of Egypt.

• Job had the affliction he gave God to work with, and God vindicated him.

• David had five stones he gave God to work with, and he conquered a giant.

• John the Baptist had a voice he gave God to work with, and he prepared the way for Jesus Christ.

• Paul had zeal he gave God to work with, and became a trailblazer for Jesus Christ and wrote most of the New Testament.

• John the Revelator had a prison cell he gave God to work with, and wrote the Book of Revelation.

• Just give God something to work with!

I am, by nature, an action person. I get bored quickly and need to be doing something. Someone once said to me, “Vince, you are always in a hurry, but God is not.”

Dr Paul Charles said in one of his sermons, “Just because God is silent, does not mean He is not working. He is busy. Wait!”

The year 1993 marked a turning point in my pastoral work. My Luton church members sent me on an incredible missionary journey to preach in South Kenya. The Spirit of God moved in a mighty Pentecostal-type way I had never experienced before, and thousands turned from a life of corruption, wife-beating, drunkenness, and witchcraft to embrace Jesus as the Lord and Saviour of their lives.

A whole town experienced the Holy Spirit’s life-transforming power. Tears of joy flowed as I witnessed God’s Spirit at work. The Apostle Paul claims that he was not ashamed of the Gospel for, “it is the power of God for salvation to everyone who believes, to the Jew first and also to the Greek”. (Romans 1:16) My ‘waiting’ was for me to be better prepared to serve my Lord and Saviour.

Many before me, and during my pastoral work, have had similar experiences. The Holy Spirit will eventually move uniquely on single-minded men and women who submit to His call for service. The ever-present Holy Spirit is the source of all achievements, despite adversity. He intervenes on our behalf whenever we call on His name.

The promise contained in Christ’s Great Commission is as real today as it was 2000 years ago:

“Go ye therefore and teach all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father, and the Son, and the Holy Ghost: Teaching them to observe all things whatsoever I have commanded you: and, lo, I am with you always, even unto the end the world, Amen.”

Matthew 28:19-20

No obstacle is too big for the Holy Spirit. He is ever-present to sustain and equip us to advance the Kingdom of Heaven.

The family of Max Church, serving with ADRA in Arusha, was one example of the Holy Spirit’s work in Tanzania. So it was for Oscar Osindo, a Christian Muslim relations trailblazer, we shall meet again later; a quietly spoken, mild-mannered and modest man, who embarked upon an exclusive mission that would one day take him through unprecedented times.
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And the Spirit of God moved upon the face of the waters.

(Genesis1:3)

It is the morning of Sabbath, September 30, 2003, and the grey, damp north west district of the Seventh-day Adventist Church is celebrating a Fellowship Day divine worship at the Methodist Central Hall, Manchester.

A young woman steps up to the podium to sing an introit for the worship service. Her beseeching words are a lament upon the Saviour’s death on the cross,

“For whom did He die? For whom did He die?”

Her song insists that He died for the members of this congregation, and He sacrificed Himself for her as well. The lyrics and the music begin to overcome her.

Jesus died for you,

Jesus died for me.

Her lilting voice breaks; her tear-filled eyes glisten. The young woman’s emotions overwhelm her. She breaks down and sobs. Recognizing the young woman’s obvious distress, a caring sister from Preston Adventist Church comes and stands alongside her and places her arms around her shoulders.

Gently, she encourages the young woman to continue singing. The singer slowly regains her composure. A hush falls on the congregation as it weighs up the significance of this sacred moment. It’s time to kneel at the foot of the cross and look at the Saviour of the world, as he hangs, lifeless, his ruptured body displaying the wounds of love.

Words cease. The music ends. All is silent.

Applause erupts spontaneously throughout the hall. The young girl is led down from the platform to take her seat.

A youthful, well-built man steps onto the rostrum. There is anticipation in the air. The congregation awaits the preacher’s message. He is one of them and holds a special place in their hearts. He recently returned from Tanzania, East Africa, on Mission service.

Immaculately dressed in a light cream suit and a modest tie, he asks, “How many of you, when you listen to such music, discover yourselves to be welling up with tears? It happens to me all the time. Music, lyrics, hymns, and the occasion, can all combine to overcome the individual. It is at such moments we know that abundant grace has visited us. Brothers and sisters, we felt and witnessed divine grace today.”

The music followed by my words, anointed by the Holy Spirit, touch hearts profoundly. Many in the congregation sob openly. Members are well aware that their preacher’s life has been led by the Holy Spirit ever since he accepted God’s calling. That challenge brought a transformation of character and resulted in many miraculous interventions to God’s glory.

Throughout the centuries, ever since Jesus preached in Palestine and walked resolutely towards the cross, sincere men and women have hungered for the Word of God as it is sung, preached, and lived. There is something profound, challenging, and immensely reverential about those who provide such a witness for Christ.

As some of the highlights of the author’s life story unfold within the pages of this book, the words of Jesus take on a profound dimension:

“But ye shall receive power, after that, the Holy Ghost has come upon you: and you shall be my witnesses unto me both in Jerusalem, and in all Judea, and Samaria, and unto the uttermost part of the earth.”

(Acts 1:8)

To God be the Glory, great things He has done, and continues to do!
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“Write a book, write a book!”

Whenever I shared snippets of my life’s journey, I was told, “You must write a book, Vince!” It took years and countless nudges from family and friends for me to heed their wishes and chronicle my most memorable experiences on a breath-taking, Holy Spirit-led journey, and seven decades of Divine interventions. I trust you will be blessed and feel inspired to tell your story, too.

Many people deserve the writer’s profound gratitude; however, I offer my humble apology for those that I may have unintentionally missed.

• First and foremost, I am grateful to Almighty God for His call to ministry in the Seventh-day Adventist Church, where I was privileged to serve for over four decades.

• I thank my mother Freda, for all that she means to me, the sacrifices she made for me, and the continual prayers she offered on my behalf.

• My wife, Joyce Goddard, who helped establish the School of Nursing at the University of Arusha, and patiently let me stay up late into the early hours to complete these recollections.
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Sister Freda

When my mother, affectionately known as Sister Freda among Christian believers, arrived in the city of Preston, north west England, from Jamaica in the mid-fifties, the church of her childhood was unknown where she lived. Christians of other denominations graciously welcomed her, but something significant was missing for her.

She was accustomed to celebrating the seventh day of the week as the true Biblical sabbath. The fourth commandment was as crucial as any of the other nine for her. God had written on stone tablets upon Mount Sinai, all ten words of love. The first four were about love for Him, and the last six, love for our fellow human beings. She regularly read Exodus Chapter 20, to reassure herself of the legitimacy of her faith in a loving Creator God.

“Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy.

Six days shalt thou labour and do all thy work.

But the seventh day is the Sabbath of the Lord thy God.

In it, thou shalt not do any work.

For in six days the Lord made Heaven and Earth the Sea

And all that in them is and rested the seventh day

Wherefore the Lord blessed the Sabbath day and sanctified it.”

(Exodus 20:8-10)

Mum was determined to help establish a Seventh-day Adventist Church in Preston, and it was not long before she discovered other like-minded members. Soon, ‘Sister Freda’ was worshipping in the manner that brought her the most joy.

Today (2020), Mum leads a simple life in her walk with God. She claims her memory is beginning to fail, yet it takes little prompting to trigger reminiscences of how the eight-family- strong membership in Preston began all those years ago, and how the life of her eldest son evolved to become what it is today.

Although she would deny the fact, Mum is the acclaimed matriarch to her six children and her adopted nieces and their children. Eighty-plus years have etched their days upon her visage, but her eyes are as bright and her mind as incisive as it ever was.

She is content. All is well with her soul, for she has long placed her life in God’s care. Daily, and with devoted precision, she sings hymns, reads the daily lessons and her Bible, gets down on her knees and commends herself, her family, her friends, her church, and the events of the world into God’s keeping.

Today, Mum shares a modest house with my sister Marlene, and sits comfortably in her room. She moved as she was possessed of the means to spend most of her retired years in a four-bedroomed, semi-detached house in Fulwood, one of the prosperous areas in Preston. Such was an indicator of her upward social mobility from her humble beginning at 11 Stourton Street in south Preston, Lancashire.

Her eyes glisten as she recalls those days over half a century ago when she first set foot in England, which became her permanent home. Pride has long since been banished from her life; instead, in all humility, she urges her family to trust and love the Lord.

“Having achieved my allotted span,” she calmy reflects, “I give thanks to the Lord that I had the privilege of being born in the parish of Grove District, Westmoreland, in Jamaica.” Her father, Hubert, was from St Elizabeth. Her mother, Henrietta, lived with her mother, Minty Watson (her maiden name), in Whitehouse, Westmoreland.

Henrietta moved her family temporarily to Kensington, Portland, to look for her cousin Lilly; she took nothing except a few clothes, intending to return to her home in Whitehouse. While in Portland, I was born, then followed Roderick, my brother. Henrietta sadly passed away. Freda never returned to Whitehouse and to the family land on which her grandmother, Minty Watson, was buried and interred in the family plot. A few months later, my mother left Kensington for the United Kingdom.

Portland was then an impoverished rural environment. My grandmother permitted Mum to live with a white family of Scottish descent, the Shelleys. They were white Jamaicans and lived in Darlingford.

Mum was a little seven-year-old at the time. She helped the house staff with their daily chores and was a playmate to Shelley’s children. When the Shelleys moved to another property, Sunset Lodge in Shoreham Green, near Kingston, Mum went with them. Further down from Sunset Lodge was the Chatham Hotel, where the man who was to become my father worked. They had not met yet.

Mother was hired as a helper at a young age. She worked alongside a kind-hearted lady called Naomi, one of the older housemaids. Mum had a room of her own; something which she didn’t have when she lived with her mother. She was an unpaid servant. The only money she received from them was five pounds they demanded from my biological father when she was found to be pregnant by my father and had to return home, no longer being able to continue working.

Mum recalled that one night a stray dog raided the chicken coop at the Chatham Hotel and stole the chickens where my dad worked. Her room was near to the coop. She heard all the noise but did not want to go out in the dark. She was startled when Mr Shelley shot the dog.
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Mum and young Vincent, age 10

Made in Jamaica

I was born when Mum was in her teens and away from her family and sheltered life. An arduous ordeal both for me and my mother followed the birth. Within a few months of life, I developed a severe condition which led to violent coughing and uncontrolled vomiting spasms that convulsed my little frame. That sickness swept through the small village, leaving local mothers helpless to save their babies and infants that died within days of contracting the deadly disease.

My mother woke up terrified, late one night, feeling that while she slept her baby boy had died. It was not until the next day that the cry of another distraught young child was heard. It was not her son that died, but it was her sister that had lost her baby.

In the same village lived a young lad who witnessed the vomiting epidemic and became distressed that there was nothing he could do. One night, he recalled a dream that he told his mother. The voice in the dream told him to juice several green oranges, mix this with nutmeg and give it to the babies to drink. His mother urged him to tell the mothers of his dream. He did. His concoction helped. I was fortunate enough to hear the tale from the lips of the young lad himself, who was by then advanced in years but still blessed with a clear memory and a witty tongue.

Mum was given her infant son, now much better, to nurse. Her delight in being given back the child whom she thought was dead, was short-lived. Another mother was grieving the loss of her child where my mother and aunt lived. Mum’s prayer was two-fold. Her God had brought me back to her, and now she presented me to His service. She earnestly prayed for her sister, Myrtle, the poor mother who was now grieving her lost infant.

Mum returned home to her mother for protection, where she later met the man who became her husband. Mr Albert Clarke was the son of a prominent local family, whose residence was on one of Portland’s many hilly areas. It could be seen from close to the main road leading into the small town of Kensington.

Both he and Mum agreed that they should start a new life in the country that they regarded as the motherland, England. She was told and believed it was “a land, flowing with milk and honey”. By now, she was the mother of her second child, Roderick, who she left with me in Jamaica until the day came for us to depart our island paradise.

“Land of Milk and Honey”?

When her mother, Henrietta Hibbert, passed away, my mother’s husband was already overseas seeking his fortune. He sent for her, and for the first time in her life, Mum boarded a plane. She landed at London’s Heathrow airport on a cold, wet, and miserable day that, even though it was like nothing she had known before, did little to dampen her resolve and excitement at the prospect of a new beginning.

My mother embraced the land which, she was reliably informed, would provide a secure and happy life. Sadly, as many migrants entering the UK in the sixties can attest, security and happiness were in short supply.

How could this be so? The year was 1957, Harold Macmillan was informing the populace that they never had it so good. In truth, for most of the indigenous population, they had never had it, at all.

An Awesome Aunt

I spent almost three years in Jamaica after my mother left, and was approaching my tenth year when Mum sent for me to join her in England. I remember those dreamlike days with great fondness.

A wonderful woman living by the sea, affectionately known as ‘Aunt Gladys’, took care of me. In Jamaica, when parents left to start a new life elsewhere, children were left in the care of relatives. Aunt Gladys looked after me. Parents created a sound enough environment that would allow the family to get back together as a single, secure unit.

The Great Leaving of Jamaicans for the UK, during the decades of the fifties and the sixties, provided employment for hundreds of warm-hearted, motherly women who had upwards of 20 charges in their care. They catered for the daily needs of children waiting to be reunited with their parents, and ensured that they spent time playing outside, did housework chores, and attended school. What these respected women could not guarantee, however, was adequate control over their charges during those hours that were put aside for recreation.

The fellow members of my foster family and I made the most of the time we spent away from the teaching of my newly-acquired guardian. Those days somehow helped me become fiercely independent and self-sufficient.

If I needed to achieve something, I would devise a way of doing so. I learned to improvise and adapt objects and plans that brought success and recognition. I found that I was a natural leader to whom my peers looked up, for the mischievous ideas, plotting, and planning. Today, I am a living proof of the poet’s assertion, “The child is the father of the man.”

Wordsworth’s words are as real now seen through the life of one who puts all his experiences, and all the talents garnered from his youth, to follow God’s commands, whatever they may be, whenever they are required, and wherever they are needed.

St Paul states, 

“When I was a child, I spake as a child…

But when I became a man, I gave up

childish things.”

(1 Corinthians 13:11)

England, Here I Come!

The time for me to give up childish things was fast approaching. The period of my brief idyll was coming to an end. Those balmy days spent on an island, which for a small boy was as near to Eden as could be, were to end abruptly.

Back in England, my mother and her husband had become secure and established to the extent that she felt that her two oldest offspring could now join her. The ten-year-old me went into shock. My wonderful world of endless days of delight was about to end. It was nothing compared to the trauma that awaited me as I hit the wet tarmac of Manchester Airport on a rain-soaked English November day.

I could not imagine something more traumatic than leaving a sunny, seasonless Jamaica, and flying for hours, then to be rattled by the gloominess of an approaching grim Lancashire winter. Gone were the shirt and shorts, the shoeless feet, an a benevolently warm sun upon my naked back, and the freedom to roam at will. Such things had disappeared forever, to be replaced by strict, stern discipline, and heavy clothes that could never correctly protect me from a cold, wet, biting wind that tormented me daily.

Before my leaving for foreign shores, Aunt Gladys solemnly declared to me, her young adventurer, what eventually were to become prophetic words, “Vincent, one day you will become a pastor, a fisher of men.” What gave this worthy woman such insight? We shall never know this side of the resurrection, for she has long gone to her rest.

One thing, though, is sure, there is a particular kind of woman who becomes so committed to the nurturing of those in her care that a bond develops that the years of separation can never destroy. Such a woman existed in Aunt Gladys, who undoubtedly gained a vision of a life that had hardly begun to display its potential. May she and I meet one day again, in that place where there are no more tears, and where I can reiterate the debt of gratitude that I owe to this esteemed woman and to the God who guided me to her.

Away from my early mentor, in a land that seemed to offer so little except sharp reprimands and peevish dispositions, I found it hard to settle down. Although I would generally honour my mother’s commands and requests inside the home, outside of the home was another matter; I mostly became a waster of my time, abilities, and talents. Schooling was a daily struggle between what I knew I should attempt and what my inner desires impressed me to dodge.

Winter was equally fascinating and terrifying for me. The scene from the boys’ changing rooms of my mates throwing snowballs, or sliding down the ice, drew me like a magnet. Once outside, however, the cold that hit my nose, ears, and hands was unbearable, especially when advised to warm them up with hot water. The pain from the re-circulation of the expanded blood vessels was excruciating.

Never again would I venture out to play in such an environment. I would stay seated on the ancient, cream, cast iron radiator in the changing rooms, using the warmth of my hands to melt the ice on the windows, watching others seemingly enjoying the hostile, freezing outdoors.

Football, volleyball, and the recreation ground (the ‘Rec’) often and successfully beckoned when it should have been the classroom. Avoiding getting into fights defending others, alongside with my strong, muscular, younger brother Roderick, was how I spent many occasions in the playground. Countless times I had to face Mum’s wrath when I came home with my clothes caked in dust, or torn, as a result of a confrontation that had come to blows.

“Vincent, just look at yourself! Stop getting into fights, keep yourself to yourself.” Yet all was not fruitless; slowly it dawned on me that I needed to resist the playground bully. Today I have changed from the physical to the spiritual, from wrestling with arms to wrestling with consciences.

Courage can come in many forms, as can treachery and betrayal. The latter can be with a kiss; the former by turning the other cheek or attempting to persuade the perpetrator of heinous acts that there is a better way to conduct affairs than the crass utilisation of sheer brute force.

I formed another aspect of my character at this time. I aimed at excellence. My mother recalls that she was able to provide her children with most of the necessities of life. Consequently, she worked such long hours that she had to rely upon her eldest son to ensure that matters at home were according to her wishes.

In addition to my brother Roderick, I discovered a wealth of siblings when I arrived in England. While Roderick and I were in Jamaica, the family had grown with the addition of two sisters, Yvonne, Marlene and twin brother Ronald. Louise, the youngest, was born after I arrived in England.

Mother separated from her husband and moved out of the family home when she recommitted her life and those of her children to God’s providence and protection. This took place at her baptism at Manchester South, the leading church site that boasted a built-in baptistry in the platform. She supported her family single-handedly from then on. Mum worked at Talbot Mill, then at the Royal Ordnance Factory in Euxton, Chorley, where she worked on an assembly line of workers, building and charging munitions. They handled active components, such as lead cordite bullets to build weaponry for active military activity overseas.

Mother recalls being apprehended by her supervisor, who, after scrutiny, found that she overlooked specific critical tasks and unwittingly became a risk to herself and others, by not completing it fully and adequately. She was taken off munitions manufacture and assigned to another area. She later left munitions employment to work in a motorway café (the ‘Mayfield’), and from there became nursing assistant at the now redundant mental health unit known as Whittingham Hospital.
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L-R: Vincent, Yvonne, Ronald, Louise, Marlene,
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The Siblings’ “Boss”

I performed my new responsibilities in the home with brutal precision. My sister, Marlene, remembers how the eldest brother ensured that she did her duties well. It was her unenviable task to clean the skirting board and the picture rails every week.

She readily admits to having skimped this vital task on more than one occasion, only to be confronted with the evidence of her dereliction of duty. Her outraged taskmaster discovered a layer of dust adhering to his finger. Promptly, the unfortunate child was returned to her assignment, only this time with the required level of effort that allowed for a second inspection to pass off satisfactorily. Today, when confronted with this accusation of tyranny, I readily admit to the charge.

The running of a clean and orderly household was not my only responsibility. I ensured that my siblings read their daily Bible lessons. We religiously studied the Morning Watch for our morning worship routine. We prayed and said Grace at each mealtime. We made all the necessary Sabbath preparations on Fridays. My brothers and sisters attest to my diligence, and my mother concurs. Mum, with little schooling of her own, wanted all her children to have a good grounding in the Bible.

“Train up a child in the way he should go,

and when he is old,

he will not depart from it.” 

(Proverbs, 22:6)

It is to the oldest son that Mum gives credit for most of this achievement. She acknowledges the part I played in the early lives of my siblings. She reflects, “I had so little time to provide my children with their spiritual sustenance; I had to keep them clothed, fed, and housed. Without Vincent, their knowledge of the greatness of God would have suffered.”

I unknowingly served my apprenticeship as a preacher in the front living room of our family home, preaching to my privileged congregation consisting of my brothers and sisters. They sat and listened with rapt attention to every word.

Lessons learnt from My Mother

I learnt a lot from my mother when she sold books on health and Christianity. Urged by the local pastor to become a colporteur, Mum, along with other church members, knocked on doors throughout the cities, towns, and villages of Lancashire, and brought the gift of Christ’s Good News to thousands.

My mother recounts that God blessed her in many ways. She would leave home early in the morning, with a hefty bag of literature, to catch the bus to villages and towns in and around Lancashire not frequented by migrants of her hue. She became known to the locals, who welcomed her into their shops, clubs, and pubs, with her amiable smile. She did this for many years, and it became a gratifying second source of income on a tight budget.

Mother rarely came home with unsold materials; instead, her hefty bag contained coins and notes of the realm in various denominations of the time – pound notes, crowns, shillings, threepenny or “thrupp’ny” bits, twopence or “tupp’ny” bits, pennies, and ha’pennies (half pennies).

She used her gift of persuasion to stir benevolence in even the stubbornest of antagonists. The blessing that accompanied her during her time on the road selling literature showed manifestly one Friday afternoon. My sister recalled a time where Mum’s devotion to the Sabbath could not be clearer, even by human authorities. Marlene was around 16 years of age. Friday afternoon was busy, always busy, being preparation day (sunset was the beginning of the Sabbath).

The kitchen was a hive of activity; steam hissed from water dripping onto the hotplates on the cooker from pots filled with vegetables, savoury chicken, or beef flavoured meatless chunks in a spicy sauce with white, fluffy rice. The bread was rising in the oven. Mum was at the sink, washing utensils. Her apron was wet from scrubbing pans. She was rushing because it was getting late, Sabbath was nearly upon us.

Marlene heard a knock at the front door and went to see who it was. A policeman and a policewoman looked straight at her with a blank gaze. She peered over their shoulders and saw a police van. They must have travelled together, but why were they there?

“We would like to speak to Freda Bryan. Does she live here?” they enquired.

“My mother?” exclaimed Marlene. Fear gripped her. “Why do you want to speak to my mother?” she muttered.

“We need to speak to her. Is she at home?”

Marlene ran to the kitchen where mother was scrubbing pots and pans, and said, “Mum, the police are at the door. They want to talk to you.”

Mum quietly said, “Tell them it is nearly Sabbath, and I don’t have any time to waste with them, but they can come into the kitchen if they want to talk to me.”

Marlene returned to the front door and invited them to follow her into the kitchen. She thought Mother was quite brave to speak to law enforcers with the authority they applied to their suspects.

Mum carried on washing the dishes. With a fleeting glance she greeted the two law enforcers standing on the slippery, tiled floor, moist with steam from cooking. The police had been contacted by a disgruntled shopkeeper, who objected to my mother’s attempts to sell books without a licence.

“You have to come with us,” they said.

Mum kept scrubbing the pan vigorously. She knew the shopkeeper who had complained. She said, “You know that I would not work without a licence. I cannot go anywhere with you. It is God’s Sabbath in a short while, and I have to be ready for that. Please excuse me for carrying on working. Marlene, fetch the licence from my coat.”

After inspecting it, they apologised for disturbing her, and said she should make sure that her licence was in sight and to produce the permit when asked to. Mum always wore it clipped with a safety pin to her coat.

I observed mother’s methodology and learned skills that, in turn, would be put to good use in the frosty climes of Scandinavia, Greenland, and Iceland.

A Mother’s Sacrificial Love

“There is no limit to the usefulness of

One who, by putting self aside, makes

Room for the working of the

Holy Spirit, upon his heart

And lives a life wholly

Consecrated to God.”

Ellen G. White, Desire of Ages, pp.250-251

The Holy Spirit moved not only my life but my mother’s also, and this permeated my life. No-one can love like a mother. Mum was such a mother, who not only took good care of her own children, but selflessly stretched out her hand to bless her extended family members in their time of need. God, in turn, blessed her abundantly. When the hand of God is upon you, no-one can stop you from being blessed. The Word of God is replete with wise admonition on what makes God happy and puts a sparkle in His eyes.

“When you see the naked, that you cover him

and hide not yourself from your own flesh.

Then your light shall break forth like the morning.” 

(Isaiah 58:7b-12)

When Aunt Myrtle took ill with cancer in the 70s, mom rallied herself (despite the fact that she single-handedly had six children of her own to raise) and determined to take care of her only sister. Myrtle spent her last days in her home with her family, and Mum nursed her for the remaining weeks of her life. This meant managing the needs of her immediate family and those of my aunt’s, to make sure all were clean, fed, went to school, and had a tidy place to sleep.
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