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			With God, all things are possible!

			To all Believers who are chosen by God

			to spend eternity in His glorious presence.
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			Introduction

			This autobiography is truly God’s story written for me to fulfill His plan and purpose through my life, for the glory of His name. As I look back on my life, I realize that God has been working in everything for good to prepare me to fulfill His vision to send me to preach the Gospel to the world. Throughout the history of the Bible, God’s plan has been accomplished through men and women who were chosen by Him. My journey of walking with God has been amazing, and the most incredible chapter has just begun! While writing this book, the Lord began to fulfill His vision from forty-four years ago, that He would send me to preach the Word to many nations. My heart was filled with joy when the Lord opened doors to do ten online crusades in Pakistan where hundreds of people have come to Christ and many have been healed and delivered from demons. Praise God!

			I am truly blessed to have known my eternal heavenly Father. I love the Lord with all of my heart, mind, soul, and strength. In the midst of stage four cancer, I lift my hands and praise my eternal Father, the Creator of all things. I have incredible joy in my heart and nothing can separate me from His love. I will praise and serve Him until my last breath, when the Lord will receive me into His glorious presence. The Father will fulfill His promises and save me for His eternal purpose! Hallelujah!
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						The glory of God in last month’s crusade in Pakistan

					

				

			

			The Lord has called me to write three books that describe the Father’s amazing plan written for my life. In the first book of this trilogy, In Pursuit of God: A Love Story, I share my life-long journey to seek God with all of my heart. I reveal my love for Him and His love for me. I describe the joy of walking with God in the mountains, His amazing visions and revelations to me, my twenty-five years of ministry serving Jesus, and His healing of my terminal illness. Truly, God is good! My second book, Warrior for Christ: Overcoming Cancer by Faith, is an inspirational story of walking by faith to overcome childhood oppression, a terminal illness, persecution, and spiritual warfare. The book also includes a detailed account of overcoming stage four cancer which caused eleven compression fractures of my vertebrae. I share advice on how to maintain a positive attitude, live by faith, rely on Christ for strength, and remain thankful while experiencing suffering. Finally, Chosen by God: Called by Grace, is an account of God’s call on my life to preach the Gospel to many nations and His plan to prepare me for this amazing ministry. I describe how the Lord has used every experience in my life to equip me to carry His Gospel to the world and gather His Church for the coming of Christ. The Father’s plan has been to deliver me from childhood oppression, heal me from a terminal illness, call me to minister to the homeless for twenty-five years, and empower me to overcome stage four cancer by faith. I describe my friendship with the Father and the joy of walking with Him in His glorious creation. After forty-four years, the Lord has graciously called me to preach online to thousands of people at many crusades in Pakistan. In the midst of cancer and pain, the Lord has anointed me to lead hundreds to Christ, heal the sick, cast out demons, and baptize many in the Holy Spirit. Thank you Jesus for your grace and faithfulness! Lord, You are amazing!

		


		
			1

			Called out of Darkness
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			“If the world hates you, know that it has hated me before it hated you. If you were of the world, the world would love its own; but because you are not of the world, but I chose you out of the world, therefore the world hates you” 

			John 15:18-19

			“Do not think that I have come to bring peace on earth; I have not come to bring peace, but a sword. For I have come to set a man against his father, and a daughter against her mother, and a daughter-in-law against her mother-in-law; and a man’s foes will be those of his own household.

			Matthew 10:34-36

			“Can a woman forget her sucking child, that she should have no compassion on the son of her womb: Even these may forget, yet I will not forget you. Behold, I have graven you on the palms of my hands; your walls are continually before me.”

			Isaiah 49:18-19

			My journey to seek God began in my childhood of great darkness and oppression. I often felt lost in this cruel environment, but l now realize that God was working in all things for good. The Lord used this suffering to motivate me to seek God's with all of my heart. I was born into a family in Bellevue, Washington, which appeared normal on the outside, but there was evil hiding below the surface. My father had endured the Great Depression and as a teenager, he supported his family by selling newspapers and magazines. He was a radar specialist on a destroyer in the Battle of the Pacific, and he saved his ship several times by locating kamikaze planes that were seeking to destroy the vessel. My father came home eager to start the “American dream” family that was often portrayed on TV. America had won the war and there was a feeling of hope and prosperity. Unknown to him, his battle was just beginning. My dad opened an interior decorating business in Seattle and then started a real estate development business. He bought a small cabin on Lake Washington and completed several remodels and expansions. My father worked hard and experienced prosperity—on the surface we were living the “American dream.” I experienced some enjoyable family camping trips and vacations to Europe, Hawaii, Canada, and Mexico. We periodically went fishing on Puget Sound for salmon, cod, and sole. I spent many days exploring Lake Washington with a small thirteen-foot Boston Whaler. I often took the small boat out during large storms so that I could jump the waves—one day I jumped too high and the engine fell off. In 1967, I attended a mock United Nations assembly for middle school students and I was selected as the delegate for Israel on the day that the Six-Day war commenced between Israel and the Arab coalition. It was an amazing experience. I became an eagle scout, and every year the scout troop spent a week hiking on a remote part of the Washington coast. We navigated by using tide charts because many on the beaches were only accessible during low tide. I enjoyed these trips to the mountains and the ocean, but there was an invisible enemy that was about to take control of this “happy family.” This story is a warning to those who seek to build a kingdom on this earth without recognizing that we are in a spiritual war for our souls. My mother began to practice the power of positive thinking to achieve her goals. The Scriptures teach that where jealousy and selfish ambition exist, there will be disorder and every evil work (James 3:16). Evil was beginning to find a “doorway” into our family. My mother was not satisfied with these psychic abilities and she began to cross the line into demonic powers to achieve her objectives. She fell into the temptation of the enemy that you can be “like God, knowing good and evil.” My mother was transformed into another person as the devil gained control over her life. She changed so dramatically that the children asked, “Who’s that?” when we saw our mother on the home movies from several years earlier. Her demonic powers began to destroy the family. She no longer wanted to be married to her husband and I never saw them touch, kiss, sit together, or act affectionately towards each other. She refused to sleep with him for the last nineteen years of his life. She did, however, want his money, and she developed a plan to drive him out of the house and take everything. She did not permit him to talk about himself or his business in his own house. He no longer felt welcome at home, and her hate and abuse forced him to spend the last ten years of his life traveling for his business and living out of a small “carry-on” suitcase. She was able to turn his son and daughter against him and his “American dream” had become an “American nightmare.” When he did try to visit, they were rude and disrespectful and often left him alone in the house. He would tell me, “it is better if I don’t go home.”

			My father spent the remainder of his life depressed, traveling alone and surrounded by business associates who were thieves. He was not allowed to call me at the house and he was forced to drive to a payphone to talk to me. She tried to keep us apart because she was afraid that he would share some of the inheritance with me. My brother used deception to manipulate my father into giving him money and he would threaten to commit suicide if my dad didn’t give him what he wanted. I lived in relative poverty while my father gave him a two-ton truck, a motorhome, and his own house. They preyed upon my father’s kindness and generosity. My mother began to practice witchcraft against him and would often feel weak, sick, or extremely cold when he came home. She would frequently mock him and call him names such as the “great white hope.” He was opposed to a divorce for Biblical reasons and because it would cause him to lose most of his money by “freezing” his business assets. My father would often tell me that there were two types of people, “givers and takers.” He had a kind and generous heart, but he was surrounded by a family and business partners who tried to steal everything that he owned. His secretary even took advantage of his kindness and stole a large amount of money. He was very friendly and often talked to strangers wherever he went. Sadly, I don’t think that he had any true friends. My father was a believer, but he lacked the spiritual discernment and strength to combat the evil that had taken over his family. He had persevered through the Depression and World War II, but he was unable to win the battle against the evil in his own home. My father spent his life loving, giving, and taking care of his family, yet they treated him with contempt and cruelty. They did not appreciate him and turned his life into a “living hell”. The evil had worn him out, and for the last several years before his death, he would often say, “you won’t have your old gray-haired dad around much longer.” The Lord had revealed to him that his time on earth was coming to an end. My father loved God’s creation and he enjoyed riding trail bikes. In 1979, the Lord took him home when he crashed on his motorcycle in his favorite area in Cooper Basin which was near Sun Valley. I believe that when he died, an angel appeared to him and carried him up to heaven where he belonged. I was very sad after his death, but I rejoiced that he was free from the oppression of this life. The enemy sought to destroy him because he was chosen by God. This world was not worthy of him.

			My family was divided: my father and I were believers but the remainder of the family were deceived by the evil one. I looked for love from my family, but instead, I received rejection and hate. Jesus proclaimed, “Do not think that I have come to bring peace on earth; I have not come to bring peace, but a sword. For I have come to set a man against his father, and a daughter against her mother, and a daughter-in-law against her mother-in-law; and a man’s foes will be those of his own household. He who loves father or mother more than me is not worthy of me; and he who loves son or daughter more than me is not worthy of me” (Matthew 10:34-37). After my father’s death, an angry fight ensued over his money, and one extended member of the family contacted me because she was very concerned that they were going to “kill each other” over the inheritance. My family obtained all of his money, but the real treasure was knowing him. Unfortunately, some Christians today seek what Jesus can give them instead of a true relationship with Christ. At the time of his death, I was riding my motorcycle in France and I saw a glorious light shine through the clouds at the exact time when he passed away. I learned about his death from his secretary and I was never told by my family where he was buried. I do know that he is in heaven and that is all that matters. The Lord told me shortly after his death that “He wanted my father for reasons that I could not now know.” When my dad entered heaven, he realized that the evil and darkness had deceived him and turned him against me. He prayed and the Lord allowed him to send a message to my wife and me that “we were right, he was wrong and that he was sorry.” I will always love my father and I look forward to seeing him in heaven where we will enjoy eternity exploring God’s beautiful new earth. This next photo was taken on Lake Washington near my home where I spent many hours crying out to God to deliver me from the darkness. The Lord heard my prayer, and He would soon deliver me from the oppression.
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			After my father left home, I became the principal target of the evil and oppression. For many years, my mother practiced witchcraft to attempt to kill me in my bed at night. She would often paralyze me and stop me from breathing. The Holy Spirit was with me and kept me alive by helping me to breathe just before I passed out. At the time, I didn’t understand why this was happening, but years later, the Lord revealed the truth to me that she was practicing witchcraft against me from her bedroom across the hallway. During the day, I would see my mother standing in the kitchen in a demonic trance draining the life out of me to give herself the energy to live. This demonic “rape” left me feeling weak and exhausted. Throughout my childhood, I believed that God gave powers to every mother to read their children’s minds so that they could discipline them. She would often yell at me for what I was thinking—I realized years later that her ability came from demons and not from God. I have experienced so much verbal abuse in this life that I still have difficulty listening to people who are yelling—even on a TV show or movie. She was a dictator who would attempt to control and manipulate every move that I made. She forced me to attend the same classes and read the same books that she liked as a child. She hated men and tried to turn me into a girl, which was one of the reasons that I was hated and bullied at school. She was so aggressive and domineering that my father would say that “she would have made a good man.” She had always wanted to be a lawyer, and she gave me the option of going to law school or face being disowned. I lived under the constant threat that I would be thrown out on the street for any act of “disobedience.” I was forced to obey the “dictator” because I was still young and unprepared for independent living. In the end, I was thrown out anyway for becoming a Christian, getting married, and “flunking out” of my last year of law school. Years later, the Lord made her confess that her abuse was completely unjustified because I had been a very good and obedient boy. The devil is a liar and so are those who follow him.

			I was not able to physically grow or develop in this toxic environment of hate, anger, and condemnation. I was never touched, loved, encouraged, or comforted—even as a baby. My mother continually criticized and judged my words and actions. For many years, I believed that I could never be good enough to please people. I became shy, withdrawn, and afraid of people. My goal in school was to be invisible so that no one would mock, bully, or attack me. It seemed like my childhood was stolen from me. I was usually the last person picked for gym class and I did not do well in school. My mother told me that I was unable to do math because she had difficulty with this subject when she was young. In high school, I started a new math class with a teacher that I had never met. On the first day of class, he pointed me out as the “F” student because I looked like a failure to him. The high school counselor warned me not to go to college because I would “flunk out” of school. I spent many years believing that I was a “worthless failure.” For this reason, I have always valued people who were encouragers. Several years ago, the Lord told me that most of the words that other people have spoken to me were words of Satan designed to tear down and destroy me.
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						This photo was taken on Lake Washington near my home.

					

				

			

			My mother continued to attack me after I left home. When I was twenty-six years old, married and living in Idaho, she came to my door with an ax shaking in rage stating that “she had created me and that she was going to kill me.” Apparently, in her mind, failure to attend a holiday meal deserved a death sentence. My dad saw her walk towards my door with an ax, but instead of stopping her, he just said, “one flew over a cuckoo’s nest.” My sister defended her right to attack me and replied, “that’s not fair, dad.” My father didn’t try to stop the abuse and my sister supported it. The Lord would not let my mother harm me so she went home and used the ax to chop up a deck that I had built for them. Later, I asked God why I didn’t grow up in a loving “Leave it to Beaver” (an idyllic Hollywood family on TV) home, and the Lord answered that I would have been comfortable and I would not have sought Him as I did. My mother continued to be angry with me throughout my life. For example, she went into a fit of anger demanding to have my camera and photographs because she had paid for them (when actually, my father had purchased them). My dad called and warned me that my mother was headed over to my place in an absolute rage (again, he didn’t try to stop her). I told him that I would move to another town, but he replied that she was so angry that I should “move out of the county.” God’s grace protected me from harm through those years of anger and hostility. My family was extremely jealous of my trip to Europe and the pictures of my adventures in the mountains. The next year, they went to Europe with motorcycles and tried to retrace every step that I took on my trip. Their jealousy filled them with anger and hate and put them under the power of the evil one. My mother believed that their demonic powers would enable them to accomplish anything that I was able to achieve. In this family, I was always wrong and they were always right. My mother used my marriage as another excuse to disown me, but my brother was allowed to live with his girlfriend in her house. The day after my marriage, she sent me dead black roses with the inscription, “With God all things are possible.” I was also disowned by her for not being able to complete my third year of law school, while my brother was accepted despite his failure to finish college. The rest of the family lived in luxury while I rented a single room near the university for fifty dollars a month and wore second-hand clothes from a thrift store. My classmates in my Church Bible school thought I was the poorest person in the class because of my modest lifestyle. I went back home for a weekend with one of my friends from school, who was surprised to see that my family was living a wealthy lifestyle. There was a definite “class system” in this family.

			Most people don’t grow up as a victim of witchcraft, but all of us start our lives in darkness because our sin separates us from God (Isaiah 59:1-3). The Word of God teaches that before our conversion, we were dead in sin, following the lusts of the flesh and the ways of this world. We were born into a world of darkness under the power of the enemy who blinded our eyes so that we could not see the light of the Gospel of the glory of Christ (2 Corinthians 4:4). God mercifully intervened to save us from eternal destruction. While we were yet sinners, Christ died for us and we are saved by His grace through faith and not by works (Ephesians 2:1-9). The Lord has created each of us with a need for a relationship with our Creator. All of us have a “God-shaped hole” within us that can only be filled with a personal relationship with Christ. Those who are separated from God have tried to fill this emptiness by “constructing” many gods out of their own imagination. There are thousands of counterfeit gods in this world, but there is only one true God who created all things (1 Corinthians 8:5-6). Many people try to fill this “God-shaped hole” with money, possessions, sex, drugs, and alcohol, but only Jesus can satisfy the emptiness. During my childhood, I spent countless hours at a nearby lake crying out to God to deliver me from the oppression. Because of the childhood trauma, I imagined that God was angry at me and that He wanted to “squash me like a bug” if I stepped on the wrong square on the floor. The Lord would soon answer my prayer and reveal His love and mercy to me.
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