

  [image: ]




  His Redeeming Love




  



  His Redeeming Love




  



  Matthew Robert Payne




  



  “His Redeeming Love” a Memoir of Matthew Robert Payne




  Copyright © 2014 by Matthew Robert Payne. All rights reserved.




  No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any way by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording or otherwise without the prior permission of the author except as provided by USA copyright law.




   




  Scripture taken from the New King James Version®. Copyright © 1982 by Thomas Nelson, Inc. Used by permission. All rights reserved.




   




  Editing and proofreading done by www.odesk.com freelance workers




   




  Cover Design Bjarki Clausen




  Internet www.merkiverk.is




  Email: merkiverk@merkiverk.is




   




  The cover is a picture of Jesus’ tomb. It is through the resurrection power of Jesus was can overcome all things, and our lives can be redeemed and used for good.




   




  The opinions expressed by the author are not necessarily those of Revival Waves of Glory Books & Publishing.




   




  Revival Waves of Glory Books & Publishing




  PO Box 596




  Litchfield, IL 62056




  United States of America




  www.revivalwavesofgloryministries.com




  Revival Waves of Glory Books & Publishing is committed to excellence in the publishing industry.




  Book design copyright © 2014 by Revival Waves of Glory Books & Publishing All rights reserved.




  Published in the United States of America




  E-Book Distribution: XinXii


  www.xinxii.com


  [image: logo_xinxii]




  Ebook: 978-1-312-58758-8




  Paperback: 978-1-63443-247-4




  Hardcover: 978-1-312-58757-1




  1. Religion Christian Life Spiritual Growth




  2. Religion Christian Life Personal Growth




   




  How to contact Matthew:




   




  Email: survivors.sanctuary@gmail.com




  Website: www.matthewrobertpayneministries.net




  Facebook: www.facebook.com/people/MatthewRobert-Payne/585589458




  YouTube: www.youtube.com/user/MatthewRobertPayne1




  You can also find me as the creator and lead admin on a group called “Open Heavens and Intimacy with Jesus” on Facebook at this link https://www.facebook.com/groups/OpenHeavensGroup/




  Acknowledgments




  First and foremost, I have to give thanks to Jesus the Messiah, for coming into my life and persevering with me for so long. You have been my friend for a very long time; You have loved me much; You have forgiven me much; and with your tenderness, You have been healing me day by day and year by year. You directed me to write this book; You have sustained me to get this book done; and you have brought me the friends that have encouraged me to be bold enough to put it into print. You are the One that sets people free. You are the One that could rightly judge, but never looks at me with guilt or condemnation. You have been with me all these years, and You have cried tears with me as I have cried them. Over the years, I have learned to walk by Your Holy Spirit, and He is precious to me and orders my days and puts words in my mouth. You, Jesus, introduced me to My Father in Heaven when the time was right, and You are holding me by the right hand and walking with me through this treacherous life I have been living. It is You that deserves all the Glory, Honor and Praise. May this work of ours encourage others to open up and confess their sins before their brethren, so they can be healed.




  Secondly, I would like to thank my mother June Payne, and my father Bob Payne, for bringing me into this world. As an unplanned child, I suffered for many years under this knowledge, and yet your love and giving to my life has shown me that I was born to be an encouragement to others. Dad, I thank you for reading your Bible and repenting of your anger issues and becoming a new man that I no longer have to fear. I thank you from the bottom of my heart for that day on the Sydney ferry when you apologized for the life you gave us with your anger. A part of me healed that day. Mom, I want to thank you for the hundreds of hours that you have prayed for me, all those years in addiction. I want to thank you for never giving up on me and for keeping everyone that asks about me up-to-speed about how I am. I want to thank both of you, mom and dad, for the gift of hospitality that you showed me how to express. I am not sure how I could have survived my personal breakdowns, my marriage breakdown, and my tumultuous life, if it had not been for you both.




  Thirdly, I want to thank my brother Rodney, who has now had a breakdown and has been diagnosed with Bipolar Disorder, like me. I want to thank you for listening to me and being my best friend all of these years, as I have grown up. Only Heaven seems to know how great a brother you have been to me. I pray that, one day, the whole world might know what a champion you are.




  Fourthly, I want to thank Sarah Moulds for loving the legalistic, religious fool that I was, and loving me so much as to poke holes in my beliefs and, through prayer and books, convert me into a strong believer in God’s grace. I want to thank you for the many hours you just listened to me, as I talked and talked and talked. You are a “little Jesus” to me . Though I have not seen you much this year, I will always love you, and when this book comes out, people who you don’t even know will want to friend request you on Facebook! I wish that every Christian out there would have the balance of their life right between the world and Jesus’ as I see you do.




  And to all of you who read the acknowledgments, I want to thank you for choosing to download or buy this book. It is a big decision to buy a book and commit to reading it. I pray that my story shows you that you too can be honest and share with another person your secret sins. I have gone to the expense of making both a paperback and Kindle edition of this book, so that I might bless you who read it. Please take the time to write to me and tell me how my book affected you. I have gone to all this effort only for you, and for that reason, I want to acknowledge you as people who helped me get this story out there. Please give it or share it with the worst people you know.




  This book would not be possible without Maria, who transcribed the videos. I would like to thank her for her many hours of work. If anyone wants to use a good editor or transcriptionist/typist, please email me for their contact details.




  A heartfelt thanks goes out to my copy editor Melanie for her wonderful job with recreating my words and polishing what I say so that I seem smarter then what I really am. She does a magical job with what I give to her and yet after all her changes my words retain my character and truth.




  Melanie also wrote the back cover blurb for this book. Melanie can be contacted though www.Odesk.com , a freelance website and can weave her magic on your words also if you are a student, or want to venture into book writing yourself. She is great fun to work with, a committed Christian and very professional.




  I want to thank my good friend Bjarki Clausen for his time for making the cover for this book. He took time out of his 90 hour working week to make sure the cover for this book. You can contact him at




  www.merkiverk.is




  I would also like to thank my publisher Revival Waves of Glory ministries~ Books and Publishing for taking the time and effort to publish my book. I recommend them to people wanting to get published.




  



  Love Matthew




  Dedications




  June Payne




   




  Mom, I want to thank you for giving birth to me, for nurturing me, for praying for me and for being my friend and mother. You are precious to me, and although some parts of this book will be too graphic for you to read, please know that without you in my life, I could have never had the courage to be so honest.




   




  Chloe




   




  You might never get to read this book, as we have not seen each other for over twenty years, but I will never forget you as someone that really loved me for who I was inside. You will be forever immortalized on these pages before, what I hope to be, thousands of people, and I pray that all the working girls are loved through what I said about you. Thank you for loving me and thank you for letting me go.




   




  Mitchell Evans.




  Thank you for being my friend and my pastor. You never judge me or make me feel bad. You always encourage and build me up and put a smile on my face. You let me into your personal world; you let me come and shoot the breeze in your office anytime; and you ask me my advice on songs and other things close to your heart. Sometimes, even for me, it is hard to get a grasp on Jesus, and yet I know if He is anything like you, than my sins are fine with him. You are a great leader, a great friend, and someone that I admire greatly. You even wouldn’t have a problem with me dedicating this book to you, one that is full of vile sins of my past. Like Jesus, you love the sinner and love him even with him sinning in your midst. I think you have only ever given me pastoral counsel once; all the rest of the times, it was two best friends speaking. I praise God that you are my pastor, and I will cry a bucket load if I ever have to part your company.




   




  Paul Moulds




   




  You are one of only a couple of people that have every book of mine, and the only one that has read them and given me feedback. You were a great pastor to me and fathered the almighty Sarah Moulds. You have given of your time, reading my books, and have been honest with me in your sharing of feedback. You also are a living expression of Jesus Christ on earth to me. Everyone wants to speak to you when you come to church to visit, and like Jesus, I wish I could get you all to myself for a few hours. I guess seeing as you are going to read this book of mine, I will have you all to myself. I dedicated the parables book to your wife, Robbin, my prophetic book I dedicated to Sarah, your daughter, and today, your name gets a mention, as you are strong and mighty in battle, a valiant soldier of the Lord of Hosts.




  

  Themes of this book - things to ponder


  as you read




  “That I may know Him and the power of His resurrection, and the fellowship of His sufferings, being conformed to His death” (Philippians 3:10 Bible).




   




  "You'll never know how great God's love is, how great His forgiveness is, until you've been as guilty as me." ~ Joshua Graham in his book BEYOND JUSTICE




   




  Therefore I say to you, her sins, which are many, are forgiven, for she loved much. But to whom little is forgiven, the same loves little.” (Luke 7:37 Bible)




  Other Books by Matthew Robert Payne




  The Musings of Mad Prophet




  The Parables of Jesus Made Simple




  The Prophetic Supernatural Experience




  Prophetic Evangelism Made Simple




  Your identity in Christ




  Kingdom Nuggets




  

  
Chapter 1
The Early Years





  

    I was born into a family of few children. I had an older sister, Carmen - three years senior to me – an older brother, Rodney – eighteen months senior to me – and a younger brother, Tony, born three years after my arrival in the family.




    Now I am forty-six, my siblings are alive and well, and maintaining the age difference at a constant level – growing older happens to all of us. My father used to work 12-hour shifts when I was born so he would leave before I was up in the morning. Well, as a baby, I probably would have been up, but as a younger child I was still in bed at 6:00am when he left and by the time he travelled home at night, I was already asleep. Consequently, I began to miss my father, and this put an emotional need in me.




    Some children manage to cope better with an absent father. However, in my case, I think what happened was that I felt as if my father did not love me. Until some emotional healing much later, a strong sense developed through my life that my father had indeed rejected me. I felt that he did not like me or appreciate me as much as my older siblings. This mistaken feeling of rejection became very real to me. It manifested itself in many ways in my life, and as my story unfolds, you will begin to realize that rejection is a powerful and potentially harmful human emotion.




    When someone you know feels rejected, whether by you, or by other loved ones in their life, it becomes a real thing – something that Satan can grab hold of and control. Evil spirits or demons just relish the thought of latching on to the feeling of rejection. This evil spirit of rejection is a difficult thing to break, but everything is possible through the cleansing blood of Jesus Christ and the power of the Holy Spirit. With the right help, everything can be broken.




    My older brother, only a toddler himself, didn’t appreciate my intrusion into the family. He had been happy receiving the baby’s share of attention from my mother, but when I came on the scene, he was upset with me. Apparently, he asked one day where I came from, and my mother said that I came from the hospital. My brother quickly replied: “Take him back!”




    That incident may not have happened straight after my birth, but in later years he did make that statement. His verbal resentment towards me was one of the foundation stones of my feeling of rejection. He often made it very clear that he did not want me in his family. My mother had to admit that she could not leave my older brother unattended in the same room as me because he often tried to upset me or to physically hurt me.




    Of course, these things have long been forgiven. My older brother is one of my very best friends. I could not imagine moving forward in life without having an older brother to run things past, to listen to and to have as a close friend. However, it is important in my story to establish that as a child, I felt rejected by my father. Whether this was real or intentional on his part, I don’t know, but quite definitely, my older brother picked on me. He had a serious case of sibling rivalry and jealousy about my very existence.




    In reflection, my older brother was just plain difficult to handle!




    At pre-school, it was discovered that Rod had probably had an inner ear problem from birth. Ear wax would move around and cause him endless pain and frustration. This condition irritated him so much, that “any disappointment” would cause him to repeatedly bang his head against the wall or floor in frustration. For the vital informative years of his young life, my mother had simply presumed that she had an uncontrollable child. To add to Rod’s continual frustration, his distorted hearing caused a serious speech problem. His school teacher in First Class would sometimes ask me to interpret what he was saying. This both humiliated and infuriated him and it certainly didn’t endear him towards me!




    Rod was a child whose mind could not be consoled. He habitually misbehaved at every opportunity. For my mother, my brother was uncontrollable – and this created in her mind a feeling of insecurity, worthlessness, and of not being a capable mother. All she understood was that she could not even control her own children, especially my brother.




    At one stage, all four children were under the age of five and this placed a heavy burden on mom. She was desperately lonely for adult company but hated leaving the house with all of us. As I grew, I was happy that we were all living, but sometimes I would wish we had not been born so mom would not have to struggle the way she did. It is important that mothers obtain a sense of identity from the job they are doing, and having an unruly child or irresponsible children upset my mother and increased her sense of insecurity and unworthiness in the world.




    It was difficult for her to go fourteen hours every day without a husband – without the one who really appreciated and loved her, but as bread-winner dad needed to travel a long way to earn a living for the family. There was no social security in those days. Eventually, my mother was befriended by a next-door neighbor – a woman who made her feel welcome and who offered to help look after us occasionally to give my mother some brief respite.




    My mother insisted that her children were too hard to handle, but Betty our lovely neighbor said that she had raised children of her own and would certainly be able to look after us. The difference was that when we stayed at her place, we would never play up or cause her any trouble – even Rod was happy! My mother’s children were just not being themselves when they went next door and this fact more than intrigued my mother.




    It was something that gnawed daily at her conscience and it begged an answer to the question of why we did not behave at home. My mother put up with this for a while but eventually she asked her neighbor, “Why do my children not play up when they are at your house?” God bless her heart, Betty replied: “Children can’t play up in my house because Jesus lives here!” This was a truly amazing statement for my mother to comprehend.




    Mom did not know much about Jesus Christ or Christianity for that matter. All she knew was that Jesus died on a cross two-thousand years ago. It was therefore somewhat baffling to her that someone would speak of Jesus as being still alive and living in her home, and managing to control her children. Mom could not let these thoughts go away. It was impossible to store them away in a safe place in her mind where she did not have to think about it. My mother was seriously intrigued by this whole situation.




    Betty started to invite my mother to monthly Church Ladies meetings – a gathering of Christian women where they had a guest speaker and supper afterwards. Mom said she was really out of her comfort zone but nevertheless she enjoyed listening to the private conversations as she busied herself in the kitchen. She never ceased to be awed by the fact that the other ladies spoke about Jesus as though He were still alive and part of their everyday life. This talk constantly puzzled and intrigued mom. She said that she did not remember any of the words of any of the guest speakers. She did not understand the message of Christianity, but she liked the company. She liked mixing with these Christian women, eating, washing dishes, and spending time in general fellowship with them.




    It is important for us to know in the beginning of this work on my life, that we need to provide a sense of community for people. We need to create a place where they can be loved and accepted for who they are. People might not always understand our message – a message of salvation, of Jesus Christ and His grace for all people today. No, they might not always understand our message, but they do understand love.




    People understand acceptance, and they appreciate being treated as if they belong. Mpm continued to go to these monthly gatherings not only because it was an evening out for her, but more so because she was feeling accepted and was lovingly welcomed at these events.




    However, things were not so easy in my mother’s mind. The Holy Spirit – the power of God – was challenging her. He was starting to challenge her because she needed to decide on what she believed about the entire ‘Jesus-living-today’ thing that the women at the meetings and more importantly, her lovely neighbor believed in.




    It more than intrigued my mother’s mind, but it was something on which she had to make a decision – what she was to think about Jesus living next door and her children not playing up when they went there – this perplexed her and she was seriously interested in discovering why all these women talked about Jesus being alive. One day it came up in a conversation with our neighbor and my mother was surprised when confronted with the reply.




    My mother had said: “How does this Jesus live? How is He alive to you?” Betty simply replied: “Ask Jesus to do something special for you - something that will show that He loves you in a special way, in a way that you can’t misinterpret as a coincidence. I believe that He will do that for you and show you that He is alive, and that He loves you.”




    My mother went home and began to pray. She felt awkward about her prayer, saying, “Hi Jesus. If you really exist, can you do something to show that you love me?” When she had finished praying, her prayer had an amazing effect. The next day, my unruly brother suddenly began to behave as perfectly as he would behave at Betty’s house. My mother knew right away that this was an answer to her prayer and that Jesus had proved that He really is alive and is genuinely concerned with her life.




    God had met mom at her deepest need – through her five year old son. His improved behavior was no coincidence! Mom concluded that Jesus Christ did exist! She realized He did not exist way out in the universe as a being interested with human affairs, but He was so interested that He came right down with the Holy Spirit to our family and made my mother’s life more bearable in a very personal and meaningful way just for her.




    My mother quickly went to visit Betty to tell her what had happened. I am not sure how, but she committed her life to Jesus Christ and accepted Him as her personal Savior. She was water baptized two months later. She had hesitantly phoned her own mother to invite her to her baptism but was told in no uncertain ways that if she continued with Christianity then she would be no longer her daughter. This totally devastated my mother but Betty said that she was in a spiritual war. Satan was the enemy, not her mother! The devil was simply using her mother because it would really hurt her.




    For a season, perhaps – a year, my Grandma stopped talking to her and dissociated herself completely. This made my mother feel rejected, hurt, and broken that her own mother would make such a serious decision. However, she continued growing in her Christian faith with friends and with God. Eventually, her mother realized that this was not just some fad her daughter was into – this Christian business was obviously very serious and it was not worth losing her daughter over religion of all things!




    Eventually the two women reintroduced themselves to each other, patched things up, decided to remain cordial and remain in loving contact with each other. My grandma gave my mother express instructions not to share her faith with her husband - my mother’s stepfather, who was Jewish by birth but not in practice. This is how they continued from then on.




    Dad was a church going Christian when he first met mom. After they married and began a family, Sundays became just another working day. He had stopped going to church because mom thought it was just stupid nonsense. Dad was not living a typical Christian life at that time, although he became extremely concerned when their first baby was still-born and Grandma invited mum to go to a Clairvoyant Meeting to find out about her dead baby in heaven. Amazingly, dad took a firm stand saying the Bible does not allow such things, so he would not be attending any such meeting!




    Although someone might not be going to church and his or her faith might not be strong, it is still possible to have Christian principles from which you will not back down. In hindsight, I am proud that my father responded that way to my mother. Even though dad had not been faithful to God’s command to regularly worship with other believers, God had remained faithful to dad’s prior commitment and wanted to protect him from evil. Also, dad’s response to my mother had made an impression on her that something was wrong in her life. So God had used the whole situation to fulfill His purposes for both my parents.




    Yes, God was working in the Payne family! A few months after my mother’s conversion, my father re-committed his life to Jesus Christ. We started to go to church as a family when I was about four years old. I recall that my younger brother, Tony was only little.




    I can still remember some things from my life as a child. I remember winning a sack race – well not actually winning, as I think I got a bronze medal for third place – but I remember going on the stage to be presented with that medal, and I remember seeing a picture of me that mom had taken on that special day. I was so young with a medal around my neck and I was so proud of that medal. I also remember that at school we had certain annual events. Once we had a Billy cart race and if I remember correctly, my older brother, Rodney, had raced and he did extremely well. I was very proud that day too!




    My brother and I, and his friends used to play marbles. I was not exceptionally good at the game but occasionally I would win a game, but not very often – these infrequent victories were enough, however, to maintain my interest.




    My older brother Rodney loved to play marbles and I loved doing things with my brother as any child does. A child loves to play with his siblings and this was no different for me. Rodney was good at marbles and he was competitive against his school friends. He used to collect various sorts of marbles – I think one them was called Snake Eyes – and he had a good collection so he could barter and trade for better marbles all the time.




    When he was a child, Rodney was also a terrific fighter. In the lower grades, before he entered high school, he was the best fighter in our school – which meant he had a few fights, and won. My brother never really enjoyed class bullies, so anyone who used to pick on others was quickly sorted out by my brother!




    I was proud that my brother could fight well but he gained much of his experience in fighting and hitting others by hitting me! Fortunately, these things have been forgiven now.


  



  

  
Chapter 2
My Salvation





  When I grew up as a boy, I became used to going to church every Sunday with my parents and my siblings. Life in our family changed from having Sunday mornings off to do what we pleased, playing in the streets, or whatever we did on Sunday mornings before – now, we would wake on a Sunday morning, have breakfast, get ready, and go to church.




  Essentially, the difference between many Christians and non-Christians is that non-Christians have Sunday mornings to themselves. In fact, one study in the United States found that the only difference was that Christians went to church on a Sunday morning, and others did not.




  However, with all the various buying habits, movie-watching habits, and all the available research data, the researcher found that the only discernible difference with the Christian church was that it provided something to do on a Sunday morning.




  As a Christian, you learn to go to church on a Sunday morning, and somewhere in the Bible, it says you should train a child in the way they should go, so that in their later years, they will not depart from it. Therefore, it is a good idea to provide a solid foundation for your children, by encouraging them to go to church in their early years.




  I have to say that church must not have made much sense to me, merely because I find some children are rather smart before the age of eight. At that age, I had not received the Christian message and did not take the Christian message personally, so you could not have called me a Christian.




  My life was similar to that of my mother. She went to so many of those meetings, but she said she could not remember what the speakers had said in the meetings. She did not understand what they were talking about, but she liked the sense of community, and this sense of community at church was something to which I became accustomed. My mother, when she first became a Christian, was asked to teach Sunday school at church. For those reading this, who are not Christian, Sunday school is a special time for children to spend with a teacher at church, learning the stories of the Bible and learning about having faith in Jesus Christ.




  Someone recruited my mother – most probably the neighbor who led her to the Lord – but someone smart recruited my mother and said, “We want you to teach the children about the Bible.” For her to teach the children about the Bible, she had to read the next appointed lesson herself, understand what was said, understand the message in the story, and the points and questions to be asked of the children, before she presented the lesson each week.




  Therefore, my mom grew fast in her understanding of the Bible, and understanding of the character of God, through teaching these children, and through her own research in preparation to teach the message. She learned much of Jesus Christ and God of the Bible in teaching Sunday school. I remember my mother had a board – much like a 3 x 2 footboard – with all kinds of stick-on characters and pictures.




  I am not sure whether she cut all these things out and painted them herself, or she bought them specifically for each project. She would get all these stick figures out, display them on this board, and she would tell the stories about them. I really loved that thing, you know, and I really loved looking at those characters, and…I do not know whether mom would ever have allowed us to play with it and make stories… but I really liked it.




  One thing I remember clearly from my early childhood is this board with all the characters.




  As I have already mentioned, when I was a child I felt rejected by my father, particularly, because he was away from home for 14 hours a day, I was getting some sibling rivalry from my brother, and I was on the receiving end of some physical abuse from my brother. I can categorically say that as a child, I was more than slightly upset.




  I remember going to my room and keeping our cat in the room with me – I talked to my cat and cried. Those of you with pets will know that animals are funny creatures – they seem to understand the tears that you cry. They seem emotionally tuned in to their owners and can comfort their owners in a special way.




  They tend to understand, spiritually and emotionally, what their owners are going through and can bring comfort – my cat was no different. My cat was my friend, and I used to take my cat to my bedroom, and cry, talk to my cat while I stroked him. My cat would purr when I talked to him – he was my friend and my comforter. Sadly, one day, my cat died, leaving tragic implications for me.




  For a child, losing a pet can be a traumatic experience, but I know my younger brother’s children have lost their grandfather, and they do not seem too distressed about it. I am not sure if they have lost a pet before, but they seem to handle their grandfather’s death really well. However, I took the death of my cat badly. I still remember crying many tears over the loss of my cat, and I did not get over it as fast as other children seem to do.




  I held onto the image of my cat, and it made me very sad. My parents did not replace the cat straightaway – I do not know why, but perhaps they wanted me to resolve my pain fully.




  One day, a children’s evangelist came to our church. For those watching this video, or reading the book, who are not Christians, an evangelist is someone with a special knack or ability to present the message of Jesus Christ, and what it means to be a Christian, for people who do not understand what that means. Some things I say or do are like an evangelist, as I am conscious of people who do not understand the Christian faith, or are not Christian, so I try to present Jesus in the right light. This children’s evangelist, gifted in communicating the message of Jesus, had been specifically trained to present this message to children. I had been going to church for a few years, but I still had not grasped the meaning of Jesus and why He came to Earth to die for our sins, and I was touched.




  The evangelist spoke about how we, God’s children, could have a special friend come into our life, and that friend would talk to us, would listen to us, and, most important, would never leave us. While I was still becoming accustomed to the death of my cat, the idea of a new friend coming into my life was not only exciting news, but also the most exciting news a boy could ever hear. The icing on the cake came when he went on to say that this new friend would never go away.




  Years later in my life, I was to spend a long time living in the fear that, when I died as a Christian, I would still go to hell because of sin in my life. I struggled with fear, thinking that I was committing too much sin to warrant me going to heaven.




  We will speak about this again in chapters to come, but essentially, that idea of living life as a Christian for the rest of your life, and then going to hell, seemed to contradict what this evangelist said about Jesus never leaving or forsaking you. I am a lot more comfortable these days in my beliefs, and I understand there is nothing we can do to stop Jesus from loving us, and there is nothing we can do to make Jesus go away. This young evangelist had said that so clearly to us children: we would have a friend that would never leave us.




  He asked the children to come to the front and invite Jesus to come into, and be a part of, their lives. However, Jesus cannot come into a person’s heart. Jesus sits on a throne in heaven, walks around heaven, performs things in heaven, but sometimes visits people on Earth – much to the surprise of many people. Jesus is a real entity, and he does not physically enter a person when they give their life to Him and become a Christian, but there is a dimension to God called a spirit – the Holy Spirit.




  That Spirit can enter inside a person, start to live in that person, and start to direct the actions and thoughts of that person. So on that day, as simple children, we invited Jesus to come and live in our heart, not fully understanding that He would not physically be going to live in our hearts. That is how we said it, and that is how we understood it, but essentially, we were inviting the Holy Spirit to come and take up residence in our own spirits. On that day, I invited Jesus to come into my heart.




  I am not sure whether this young evangelist shared with us that we were all sinners, and that we needed to be forgiven for all the bad things we had done in our lives. Essentially, the Christian message says that the wrong that you do in your life will add up, and you will have to pay the consequences for that, if you do not accept Jesus as your personal savior, because those consequences will continue with you through eternity, in a place of suffering called hell.




  The essential message is that Jesus Christ came to Earth not only as a teacher and as a prophet, but He also came to die a sacrificial death to pay for the sins that you and I have committed. He came and lived a perfect life, without any wrongdoing, and then died. When He was put to death, He took all our sins on to his body and died for them in our place. Romans 3:23 says, “For all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God,” and Romans 6:23 says, “For the wages of sin is death, but the gift of God is eternal life in Christ Jesus our Lord.”




  Whether you are a Christian or not, essentially one day, you are going to heaven after you die, or you are going to hell. The Christian message is that you need to accept that Jesus died for your sins, confess to Him that you are sinner, and invite Him to be part of your life, and start to rule your life. The Christian church believes that if you do not make that decision to follow Jesus, and commit your ways to Him for the rest of your life, then when you die, you will not go to heaven but to a place of eternal judgment.




  I am not sure whether this young evangelist talked about sin, heaven, and hell, when he was sharing with us as children. All I remember is he said we could have a special friend, and that is what I am here to share with you – Jesus can be your special friend. I accepted Jesus and asked Him to come and live in my life. I was positive that it happened, because peace came into my life. There was a real difference in me. I was no longer deceived that I believed in something that did not exist.




  Suddenly, I had a friend, and I had a real sense of knowing that my new friend was listening to me; instead of going home to my bed to talk to my cat at night, I went to bed at night talking to Jesus. My faithful mother taught me how to pray to Jesus, and how to talk to Jesus, and since that day, I have never been into some of the dark places that my life took me, without feeling that Jesus was listening to me and was there for me. I began to have a wonderful feeling of peace in my spirit, because I had a new friend who loved me, and He was the Son of God.




  My mother would have us remember scriptures out of the Bible every week. She would Scotch tape a Bible verse each week on the bathroom mirror, so we would read the verse as we brushed our teeth and showered every morning. Each week, we had to remember the verse and where it came from – Romans 8:28 says, “And we know that all things work together for good to those who love God, to those who are the called according to His purpose.” That verse tells us that if you are a Christian and love God, then everything will turn out right.




  Part of the Christian life is understanding the precious truthful promises in the Bible. My mother would select verses that she knew would improve our emotional and spiritual condition. She used to select those verses and stick them on the mirror each week. At the end of the week, when it came time for us to receive our weekly allowance (pocket money sounds so old-fashioned) from mom, we had to quote the Bible verse and say where it came from in the Bible. I know many scriptures personally, but I cannot quote where they came from in the Bible – I just know the scripture. I always told my mom the reason for this was that I was not good with numbers – and she would give me a knowing look, when she handed over my allowance. When this book is fully prepared, where I have quoted scriptures, there will be a scripture reference, where you can look up the verse in the Bible and find it written there, to show that it really exists. I know that you can do this through a book called a Concordance, which allows you to look up certain words in a verse and discover where that verse is in the Bible. Nevertheless, my mother wanted us to know where verses were, so she made us remember the scripture references. One reference special to the Christian faith, that most Christians understand and know, is John 3:16, where it says, “For God so loved the world that He gave His only begotten Son, that whoever believes in Him should not perish but have everlasting life.”




  Essentially, this is the Christian message. If you accept Jesus was a sacrifice for you – if you accept Him and follow Him, you will have eternal life – you will have a life when you die, which will continue in happiness and peace and not end in suffering. John 3:17 says, “For God did not send His Son into the world to condemn the world, but that the world through Him might be saved.” Jesus came to Earth not for people to feel judged by Him or feel guilty by Him.




  He came to Earth, so that people might come to know Him, and be saved by Him from eternal wrath and eternal punishment in hell. God is not here to judge you, because you are not a Christian, or because you are reading this book. God is not here to tell you that you are bad, and you are a no-good-for-nothing. He wants you to know that you are precious, and you are loved, but you need to accept His message to continue life in the best possible way.




  Therefore, as a child, I accepted Jesus into my life and memorized Bible verses each week of my life. My mother showed wisdom by putting these memory verses on the bathroom mirror, but she was unaware of how big a foundation she was laying for my future. My mother had no idea of how the results of having so many scriptures in my memory would serve me in my coming years.




  

  
Chapter 3
Surfing and Golf Balls





  



  Interesting title, isn’t it? By the time I was eight, we had moved to Coffs Harbour, a small country town where I was to spend the next 10 formative years of my life. At the age of 40, my father had moved from Sydney, the largest city in Australia, to a country town with a mere 15,000 people inhabitants. Even today, Coffs Harbour, and the surrounding district, has about 30,000 people compared to Sydney, where four or five-million people live. You can imagine there was a big difference between living in a big city and living in a country town. One of the differences you notice straightaway is that when you walk down the street in a country town, people look at each other in the eyes, motion to each other, and acknowledge each other with a smile. That does not happen much in a big city!




  After working 12-hour days for many years, my father sold his house in Sydney, moved to Coffs Harbour, and had a house built specifically for us and according to his design – and my dad paid for it with cash. At 40, he was completely out of debt. At 40, he had four children, and he was out of debt. Just for comparison purposes, his four offspring are now all 40-something and will be making sizable contributions to that great money drain (called mortgage or rent) for many years to come.




  Almost everybody in their 40s seems to have a mortgage on their house – but at 40, my father had a house with no mortgage. I think that was a terrific achievement for my father, and something about which I have to be proud. My mother’s sister and her husband had started a local business fixing brakes for cars, and my dad asked my uncle if he ever had a job position open that a simple man could do, and then could he have that job.




  My uncle devised a plan to put brake shoes in an oven to recast them, and then re-bond them and fix them up. I do not really understand what that process was, but it turned secondhand brake shoes into as-new brake shoes and cost a lot less when replacing the brakes shoes in your car when they run out (something like brand-new secondhand?). Therefore, my dad got a job reconditioning brake shoes for cars and trucks.




  My dad had been a supervisor in his previous job and had been receiving a particularly good salary. By moving to Coffs Harbour, he took a hefty drop in pay with the new job, but he did not require any training, and he did not have to work four hours overtime every day. It was another sacrifice he took on board, but he did not regret it. He moved to Coffs Harbour to bring his children up in a country town with better values and morals, and a better quality of life than in a big city.




  I respect and love him for the time I spent in the country. As we now lived in a country town with beautiful beaches, he bought surfboards for me and my older brother, Rodney. We would load up with the surfboards, and he would take us to a part of the harbor with a safe beach, and allow us the time to learn to surf. I am not sure, but in the early days, I think we would all ride our bikes down to the beach and then surf.




  On weekends, he would drive us down to the beach in the car. All I know is my dad must have put in some serious time on the shore, waiting for his sons to learn how to surf.




  When you surf, you use a leg rope – a rope or a length of rubber – running between the surfboard and your foot, so if you fall off a wave when you are surfing, your surfboard will stay attached to you. You can swim back to your surfboard, climb on again, and paddle out for some more fun.




  This is important. When you go out in particularly heavy seas, you need the buoyancy of the surfboard to keep you afloat and alive. If you lose your surfboard in a heavy sea, you could be in danger without a surfboard to hold on to, in an ocean full of rough, breaking waves. My dad insisted the surfboards he bought us just had to have leg ropes, and with that, off we went to the beach. This particular beach had a break that just went straight down into what we called dumpers. The surf did not really break along the break – it just… went down.




  It was difficult to learn on this beach, but another part of the beach, further along the surf, used to break along the beach without becoming too big. Although it was difficult to ride these waves, we learned to get up on our surfboards and ride the waves. I am not sure how long it took my brother, but it took me almost a year to learn how to ride a wave.




  Until we could master that, dad was not allowing us to go to another beach, because he loved us, and he did not want to see us hurt or broken in any way. He did not allow us to go to another beach to progress in our surfing abilities, until we had conquered that first beach. I am not sure how much time my father invested in taking us to the beach – but he took us to the beach a lot.




  In summer, when there was daylight saving time, he would take us down to the beach in the late afternoon.




  We would knock off from school at about 3:30, and by 5:30, my dad was home from work. He used to ride a pushbike to work to save gas, but by a quarter to six, we were all in the car, and as the sun would stay up until about 8, we could get in a couple of hours of good surfing. Often my mother would come, and she would cook us a barbecue dinner down at the beach – wonderful and happy times.




  After a year, I could happily ride along a wave, and I was excited to move on to other beaches. I have to admit here that several times (twice that I can remember clearly and vividly), I almost drowned on a beach. Once, I was out in a heavy...rather large surf, and the surf was breaking along a rock wall. I got cramps in both my arms and my legs, so I could not paddle along the wave or stand on the board. If I had been hit against that rock wall, it would have probably knocked me out, and I would have drowned. Another time, I was in particularly big surf, I fell off my board, and I was continually swamped by waves breaking on me, one after the other.




  When a wave breaks on you, and you go under, the foam of the wave is traumatic. Unless you go deep, where it is peaceful, it can really stir you up, and you could lose breath. It is turbulent, and it takes the breath out of you, while you are trying to hold your breath. After six waves, I had enough and was almost at the point of giving up and saying, “I’m dead.” I just got this one last thought to try to pull myself up by my leg rope on my surfboard.




  Instead of giving up, I pulled up, reached my surfboard, and was okay. The waves seemed to relent, and I could paddle out and remain safe. Safe, in that I could sit on the beach, puffing and panting for a long time, getting over the ordeal and the experience, but I will never forgot that it was a time when my life was in the balance.




  As a surfer, I was not particularly competitive. There is an unwritten rule that says when you are paddling for a wave, and getting in to a specific position, it is your wave, and everybody else has to leave the wave alone and let you ride it.




  However, it depends on your physical strength and your stamina, and it depends on how forceful you are in your personality to get into that position where others will respect you and let you have the wave. Some people are weaker in their emotional makeup, and weaker in their physical strength, and cannot consistently paddle for waves to move into that position where the wave is theirs. So, as a person who did not have a whole lot of self-esteem and physical strength, I did not have the physical prowess to consistently paddle for waves and get into that position to rightfully own a wave. I did not seem to catch many waves – the only waves I seemed to catch were those in which nobody else was interested – the smaller waves. Otherwise, I would wait until the others at the break had caught a wave and were busy paddling their way back out again, and catch an incoming wave, because there was no one else to compete with.




  I was a surfer who went out into surf hundreds of times with my brother, but I did not enjoy the surfing experience as much as my brother did. Rather than competing with all the other surfers on the most popular breaks, I would paddle down the beach a little way to where there might only be one or two people, and I would catch the smaller waves.




  Of course, by paddling away from where my brother used to surf, I had a more lonely surfing experience. I did not get to spend time with my brother, talking between waves and chatting with other friends. It was a lonely experience, but I enjoyed my surfing experience more, because I could catch more waves and enjoy myself. However, I did catch a few waves that I remember, where I had a good experience.




  Once, I caught a big wave and was riding it, when the wave broke over me. I was traveling inside the wave, as it was breaking over me. This “tube” was particularly large, as I was able to stand fully erect on my feet. All this happened just as my brother was paddling out in the surf, and he saw me riding in this tube.




  When I finished with the wave, I paddled back out, and my brother said it was a super tube, and he was happy with the wave I had caught – I had done a good job. My brother did not often comment on my surfing, but I remember that wave, and it often brings a smile to my face. Another wave I caught in those days, I managed to get three tubes from a single wave. As the wave opened up, I was riding the wave; then, it broke over me again, and I was back in the tube – this happened three times with one wave.




  It was the best wave I had ever ridden in my life. I rode it for at least a hundred meters long, and I will always remember that wave. I paddled back out and told my brother about it, but he just dismissed it. My brother was very much about himself, and the waves he was catching. He did not seem to appreciate when I had caught a good wave.




  It was all about him and everything he was doing. He was more than happy to share stories of the good waves he caught and what he had done, and I was happy to listen to them, but my brother did not seem too interested in hearing about the good waves I had caught. I remember that years later, when I was about 16 years, walking down to the beach with one of the best surfers in town – a Christian surfer.




  We were walking down to the beach, and Rodney was mocking me about my surfing style, when the Christian surfer stood up for me and said, “Why are you poking fun at your brother?” My brother replied, “Because he deserves to have fun poked at him. He has got a hopeless surfing style and he is not a good surfer.”




  The Christian surfer replied to my brother, “I have seen your brother ride a wave with three tubes – the best wave I have ever seen ridden in Coffs Harbour. Don’t you ever talk about your brother like that again in my presence.”




  I was so happy he had stood up for me, and many times in my life, when I have almost reached the point of being suicidal, I have remembered with tears that guy saying it was the best wave he’d ever seen ridden in Coffs Harbour – and it still makes me emotional, even today. He was a regular winner of surfing competitions in our area, so for him to say that was a precious moment for me.




  Once when I was surfing, some dolphins came into the surf and started surfing the waves with us. A common enough occurrence for surfers but this occasion was a special experience – about 20 minutes after the dolphins arrived, a nursery of baby dolphins arrived, surrounded and protected by a group of mothers. As I was paddling out, one dolphin started to lead me toward the nursery – those protecting the nursery were obviously nervous, but after some paternal and maternal “dolphin talk”, they led me to within 10 feet of the babies – a mystical and spiritual experience, and one I will never forget.




  As a youth, I had a lot of enjoyment in my surfing life. When we were not in the surf, we spent a lot of time at the lakes in our golf courses, diving in to the mud at the bottom and searching for golf balls with our hands. It was in the late 70s and early 80s, and we would collect up to a hundred golf balls at a time, wash them, and then sell them for about $30 – a large sum of money for a boy to have then, all those years ago.




  It took us on average about an hour to collect a hundred golf balls, and it would take us another hour, in front of the TV, washing and removing the mud, to make the golf balls clean and ready for sale. We did not count the time in front of the TV that it took us to wash the golf balls. We only counted the time it took us to find them, so we were making about $30 an hour – a serious sum of money for a person to be making in those years.




  I do not think my dad was earning much more than $10 an hour in those days, so we were earning huge money. Our father tried to talk us into saving half the money we were making on the golf balls, by putting it into a bank or savings account. However, like so many things your father tells you to do, we never did it. My mother often laughed, as we went from being cashed-up and rich to broke and without a penny in the world. We had a life of surfing and collecting golf balls.




  One day, my brother and his friend went to a lake on a golf course, where no one had ever gone before to collect golf balls – there was a rumor the lake had big eels or glass or something – a rumor that kept all the other boys away from the lake.




  My brother, being somewhat more confident than most, finally overcame his fear (or should be lack of fear) of these stories, and he and his friend went into the lake to collect golf balls. I remember he retrieved literally thousands of golf balls from this lake. They went back to the lake time and time again. In those days, surfboards were between $200 and $300, and I remember they both bought surfboards with cash within a couple of weeks of going into that lake for the first time.




  To own a new custom design surfboard was a real treasure for a boy. Many surfers had secondhand surfboards, as they could never afford a new one. I remember my brother going to a surfboard maker with specific ideas of how he wanted for his surfboard, and he had it custom-made for him – and he paid cash. I have never owned a new surfboard in my life.




  Of course, you can buy a surfboard off the rack – they usually have 20 or 30 new surfboards available at any time – but it is a completely different ballgame to have one custom-made to your own specifications. My brother achieved that through diving for golf balls – going into a place where no one else had gone. That rather says something about my brother, who is now in business going to places where others are not going, because they do not have the courage.




  We would collect golf balls all year-round. Even in the middle of winter, we would put on our wetsuits and dive into freezing lakes. Putting our head under the water, and diving in the freezing water to retrieve golf balls, was not the easiest of jobs. A professional at the golf course used to sell secondhand golf balls to all the golfers, who could not afford to play golf with brand-new $2.50 golf balls.




  Two of our local 18-hole courses had several lakes dotted around, and other courses nearby had one or two lakes next to each hole, so there were plenty of balls going into these lakes from the “occasional” less than perfect golf shot. This golf professional would buy them from us at an average of $30 a hundred, and he would resell them for maybe $60 per hundred to the golfers. There were plenty of virtually new, good golf balls to be found hidden in the lakes.




  He would pay us a dollar for the good ones, and maybe 15 cents for the not-so-good ones, but the average worked out at around $30 per 100, or 30 cents per ball. Sometimes, we found balls for which the professional would pay us a couple of dollars each; then we would go to buy a hamburger and a Coke to eat at the golf course and look after ourselves. What a life – having a shower, handing in the balls we had found and getting paid some cash, and then buying ourselves hamburgers to eat.




  The professional had several rules that we had to honor – we were not allowed to sell our golf balls anywhere else but at his store – we were not allowed to sell our golf balls to players while they actually played the course – we had to show respect to certain golfers. He had a whole bunch of rules, and it seemed that Rodney and I broke every one of his rules – and on more than one occasion – and he came to realize that he could do better and found others who would obey his rules.




  Therefore, we were not very happy, when he told us that we could not collect golf balls at that golf course anymore. As it was our major source of income, we did not take this lightly. We would sneak into the golf course in the middle of the night to collect golf balls. Sometimes we were caught doing that, but they were not quick enough to call the police and have us arrested. Then, we would sell the golf balls on the black market or to pawnbrokers, who bought and sold golf balls for us.




  So, that is what we used to do as boys. I also had a paper route, where I delivered papers to shops in town, which would take me about two hours, once a week, and I would get $15. However, I found I had been spoiled by the $30 an hour collecting golf balls, so I was not very diligent in my approach to delivering the papers – but it was regular money, so I did it. I had been so spoiled by the income from the golf balls, and I have to say that ever since, I have never been able to earn $30 an hour.




  The best I have ever achieved was when I took an hour to do a prophecy for a pastor, and I asked him if he could come to help us prophesy with our team of prophets. He wrote to me and apologized that he did not have the time to help our prophecy team, but he could send me some money to help, and he sent me a hundred dollars – the only time I have ever earned more than $30 for an hour’s work




  I operated a prophecy site for many years, and fewer than 10 people ever offered money to me. Therefore, that hundred dollars I received from that pastor holds a special memory for me. However, the point of that story is to let you know that $30 an hour was a rate of income that I have never achieved as an adult since.




  

  
Chapter 4
My Promises to God





  



  When I was about 14 years of age, my pastor at Coffs Harbour Baptist church, where I used to attend, was an interesting and excellent pastor and a good teacher of the Word of God. I remember some promises I made to God were a direct result of his teaching.




  As a person who teaches the Word of God myself, and who has preached often, the number-one thing you want to happen, when you are preaching, is for people to listen to your message, go home and reflect on your message, and make a decision in their life to act better or do something differently. I would be happy if that pastor ever got a copy of this book that I am writing today on my life, because several of his sermons had a major effect on the outcome of my life.




  When I was 14, my pastor was going through a series of Bible teachings on particular people in the Bible, and drawing a message and conclusion from these people. His sermons would usually last for about half an hour, so I am not going to spend as much time on each of these people, as I remember the sermons from his preaching. However, I will spend some time sharing what he had to say about each of these people, because it forms a strong foundation for my life and what it has become today.




  Once he preached on the life of David – a man referred to by God in Acts 13:22 as “A MAN AFTER MY OWN HEART, WHO WILL DO ALL MY WILL.” David was responsible for writing most of the Psalms we can read in the Bible. Later in my life, when I was going through a sad and depressing time, these Psalms were to have a profound effect on my life, but I digress.




  David was to be a king, but before he became a king, Samuel, a prophet, anointed him by pouring oil over his head and declaring that God had chosen him as the next king. In those days, a prophet of God appointed the king. David had been duly anointed to be king, but the current king reigning became jealous of David, of his abilities, and of the favor God was showing to David.




  People loved David, as he was an exceptionally good fighter in the army, and people used to brag about how many people David had killed, and how many people the king had killed – in comparison the king did not look too good in the people’s eyes. King Saul was jealous of David, and for about 15 years, he pursued David trying to kill him. David was an exceptional man, because despite his suffering and being on the run for 15 years or so, he still praised God.




  He still lifted his voice and his attitude toward God in a sense of praise and worship, and adoration, to God. Many of those praises and adorations to God are written in the Psalms, and we can see the words David used to praise God. Many worship leaders and songwriters today use lyrics taken from the words of David, when writing songs for Christians to worship God.




  David has had a remarkable effect on the modern church, and especially on the worship that goes out from churches worldwide. David had to fight many conflicts and battles, both before he was king and while he was King. He wanted to build God a temple. He noticed that all of the people had lovely houses to live in, and he had a fine palace, but God Himself did not have a house in which He could dwell.




  David decided that he wanted to build a temple for God, as the other religions in surrounding countries had temples in which they could worship their God – and currently the Ark of the Covenant was found in a tent. The only place of worship for God was in a tent, so he wanted to build Him a spectacular temple. David told the prophet Nathan about his intention, and Nathan gave his approval.




  However, when Nathan spoke to God about it, God said that Nathan had been hasty in his words to David, and he was to go back to David and tell him he could not build a temple for God, because he had too much blood on his own hands. In other words, God was saying, “David, you’ve fought too many wars and killed too many people, and you’ve got blood on your hands, and I won’t allow you to build a temple.” Well, David was distraught about that decision. He was king of the land, and God had just told him he could not build a temple for God.




  He had all the power and authority of the nation of Israel in one of its finest hours in history; yet with all the power, authority, and wealth available to Israel at the time, God instructed David that he could not build the temple. It must have been a real blow to David, because David was a person of worship and amazing love for God. However, God went on to say that his family’s throne would endure forever. He made a promise that David’s house, and the memory of David’s time on the throne, would be remembered forever.




  Jesus fulfilled that promise as a descendant of David, through Mary and through Joseph. The lineage of Jesus comes through the bloodline of David the king, and we remember Jesus as the king of the heavens and the Earth. Jesus’ natural lineage as a human being was descended from David, so David’s throne is remembered in heaven and will be remembered for the rest of eternity. During his life, David collected many things needed to build the temple, which he had built by his son, Solomon.




  David was a king, and God was highly pleased with him. So much so, that there are many mentions in the Bible where God forgave a particular king, because of His memory and His love for David. God was continually boasting about David in many passages in the Bible, and because he ruled in Israel, David’s throne continues today through the lineage of David.




  What many people consider David’s biggest sin was seeing Bathsheba showering one day, and then sending a special envoy to request Bathsheba come to him. When Bathsheba came to the King’s house, David took her to bed and had sex with her. Bathsheba was already married to another man, so David had officially committed adultery with her. That would have been fine, and David would have gotten away with it, except Bathsheba fell pregnant to David.




  That was going to be a cause of trouble for David, because at the point of her conception, her husband was away at a war. Bathsheba’s natural husband could not have been responsible for the baby, so Bathsheba becoming pregnant proved that Bathsheba had committed adultery against her husband – a very serious offense in Israel in those days. When David found out about Bathsheba, I imagine from one of Bathsheba’s servants, that she was pregnant, David told the commander of the army to allow Bathsheba’s husband to be killed in war.




  That happened as the army was advancing on the enemy, and the husband was sent to the frontline of the battle. The army then withdrew and left him out there, fighting the battle alone, against hundreds of people – and he had no help, and he was killed. Not only did David commit adultery but then also allowed the husband to be killed. Many people, when they think of David, think of that sin, and Christians are quick to say that David was an adulterer and a killer.




  God said the son conceived by Bathsheba and David would die, and when it happened, both Bathsheba and David were extremely upset. Later, Bathsheba conceived another son called Solomon and, before Jesus, Solomon was said to be the wisest man that ever lived on the face of the Earth. So wise was Solomon, that the Queen of Sheba came to visit him, because she had heard of his wisdom and his wealth, and she came to him and gave him many gifts, money, and precious items.




  She marveled at how wise Solomon was, and she recorded that he was even more a surprise to her than she thought he would be. Solomon was a magnificent blessing to Israel, and he built the first temple of God for Israel. Solomon is remembered mostly through the Book of Proverbs, most of which he wrote – full of wisdom – and he wrote the Book of Ecclesiastes, which seems a rather sad book.




  David was called ‘a man after God’s own heart’, and the reason for this, in my understanding of things, so far in Christian life, is twofold. My first understanding is that David was a man desperately seeking to please God in everything he said and did. David was insistent on living a life pleasing to God. My second understanding is that David wanted to possess a heart, the same heart of God, when it came to loving his people and judging his people.




  David essentially wanted God’s heart and God’s perspective on things, for him to rule people with wisdom and clarity in his position. Later, we read in the Bible that God offered Solomon whatever he requested, and He promised that He would fulfill that promise in Solomon’s lifetime. Solomon searched his mind and finally said he wanted wisdom to correctly administer the people of God on God’s behalf. God said, “You will not only have wisdom, but because of your non-selfish answer, you will have the riches and everything else also.”




  Solomon was a man after God’s own heart in that decision. He was requesting the heart of God and the wisdom of God. Solomon, I believe, got that ‘heart’ issue, and the desire to have God’s heart and God’s wisdom, from his father, David. I believe that David was wise, too. So, when I originally heard this sermon (which went on for another 30 minutes longer that I have spent here), I was highly inspired by the life of David.




  I went home as a young Christian boy and knelt beside my bed, and asked Jesus that if one day people could say that I was a man after God’s own heart, and that I was like David. I am jumping ahead in the book, but I can confirm that many people have spoken in prophecy over my life on behalf of God, and they have said that I certainly am a man after God’s own heart. God has spoken that through His people.




  That was the first promise I made to God – that I wanted to be like David, and I was prepared to be like David. It is one thing to make a promise, but then comes the life, and David became such a beautiful person not only from the good things God did in his life, but also from the suffering that he went through. For God to perfect me and make me into a person like David, I had to experience a lot of suffering.




  The second person we are going to look at is Abraham. First, you need to understand that Abraham was not a Jew, nor was he an Israelite. The Israelites were still in Abraham’s loins – the Israelites were descendants of Abraham, although he was not an Israelite himself. He was just a man, who came from another culture and another religion, but what made him different from many other people was that he could actually hear from God.




  God told Abraham to leave his father’s house, to leave his family, to leave the country, and to travel to another land – God would not tell him beforehand where he was going, but He would let him know when he got there. Sounds to me as if that was not a particularly easy thing to do for Abraham! Many people today leave Australia or America to go and become missionaries in other countries, but for years beforehand, they know to which country they are going.




  They start to learn some of the language and something about the country and its people, before they become a missionary and move off to another part of the world. However, it is another thing to be sent by God to a place about which you know absolutely nothing. It took a lot of faith on the part of Abraham to leave his farm, family, possessions –everything – just because God told him. He left as a nomad with his wife, totally in faith leaving everything to do so.




  He believed God would look after him. God told him that he would have a son, and through that son, he would have many descendants. He believed God, although Sarah was barren and had not been able to bear children. They married when they were young, and Sarah was now about 80 years of age, well beyond childbearing age, even if she could conceive a son, but God told Abraham and Sarah that they would have a son, and Abraham believed Him.




  Abraham went on for many years believing that he would have this son. God told Abraham several times about the extent of his descendants, and what they would be. God told Abraham to look at the stars, and when Abraham did, He said, “As many as the stars you can count, so too are the number of your descendants. Your descendants are going to be more than the stars in the sky – more than the grains of sand on a beach.”




  Abraham believed that this would happen, and every time he looked at the stars, he would be reminded of God’s promise to him.




  God called Abraham his friend. Now, we would like to call ourselves friends of God, but it does not happen very often in the Bible that God calls someone His friend.




  About 15 years after God had promised they would have a son, Sarah became frustrated and fed up with waiting. She said to Abraham, “Perhaps God meant that you would have a son through my maid? Perhaps, I’ll give you my maid, my bondservant and she can bear you a son?” Abraham would have probably rejected the idea at first, but he finally relented because of Sarah’s sheer persistence.




  He had sex with Hagar, the maid, several times, until she fell pregnant with a son. The son was born and the son’s name was Ishmael. It was Abraham’s firstborn son, but God told Abraham that Ishmael was not the son He had promised Abraham, and was not the son who would be the father of all his descendants.




  Years later, Sarah eventually fell pregnant and bore a son, and they called him Isaac. When Isaac was born, Sarah became jealous of Hagar and Ishmael, and vowed that they were not going to share in the wealth of Abraham and the promise of Abraham. She kicked them out, and they went off into the desert. Hagar decided to keep her son far away from her, so she could not hear her son crying, because he was starving to death from lack of food.




  This was breaking her heart, and she resolved to die. An angel, I think it was Gabriel, came to them, fed them both, and said that he would look after them. He promised Hagar that her son, Ishmael, would bear a nation, and that nation would go on forever. That nation – the descendants of Ishmael – was to become what we know today as the Arabs, and it seems that since then, the descendants of Ishmael have remained consistently jealous of the descendants of Isaac, resulting in many subsequent conflicts between Arab and Jew.




  Sarah’s son, Isaac, bore children, and his descendants become known as the Israelites. After several skirmishes, and several countries taking over Israel, the twelve tribes of Israel broke up and were dispersed – only two of these tribes are remembered and can trace their ancestry back to Isaac. Of those two tribes, the tribe of Judah became known as the Jews, and it seems that the other ten tribes of Israel became lost in history.




  When Isaac was a youth, God told Abraham to go and sacrifice him. At that time, the idea of sacrificing a son to the gods was not a new or barbaric idea.




  Abraham came from a religion and culture, which had a god that required fathers to sacrifice their children, cut their flesh, and all sorts of other things, to show that their love for their god was authentic and real. When God asked for Isaac’s life, it was not a strange request for Abraham. However, he must have been bewildered and perplexed about how God was going to fulfill the promise of his son becoming the father of nations, when he was going to kill his son.




  It must have been confusing for Abraham, to say the least, but even so, he was a man after God’s own heart and a friend of God’s.




  He did what God required of him. He took his son to the top of a mountain, and on the way up, Isaac asked him, “Where’s the sacrifice that we’re going to sacrifice?” Abraham must have had a broken heart when he replied, “God’s going to provide for us.” It was almost a lie, because he intended to kill his son. To cut a long story short, Abraham built an altar with wood to burn, and then took his son, and put him on the altar. He was about to run a knife through Isaac and kill him, when God said, “Now, stop. You’ve proved to me that you love me.”




  They found a ram stuck in a thicket, and they sacrificed the animal instead. Abraham’s faith must have been tremendous. To not only to wait for a son for so long, but also be prepared to sacrifice his son in obedience to God, and this is the reason God called him a friend. Many years later, God the Father had His own Son whom He sacrificed – He sent Jesus to Earth to be a sacrifice for the sins of the world.




  God did not ask Abraham to do something that He was not prepared to do Himself – He gave His son to die as a sacrifice for all of us. As any father or parent knows, losing a son is extremely emotional – I know, because I have lost my own son – he is still alive, but I have not seen him for 14 years – but believe me when I say I am extremely emotional about it.




  The idea of Abraham losing his first son, and then being prepared to sacrifice his second son, made God proud. God was always in love with Abraham, but God called him righteous because of his faith in Him. Because of Abraham’s faith in God, he was called God’s friend. I listened to that sermon and again, I was impressed, and I went home, and I asked Jesus if one day people could say on my gravestone that I was a friend of God’s.




  I was unaware of what I was asking at the time, and unaware of the heartache that would continue to be part of my life because of that request – but I prayed it, nevertheless. I wanted to be committed to a life that would make me become a friend of God – that was my promise to God – I wanted to become His friend.

OEBPS/Images/355966-his-redeeming-love_600.jpg
BT W PR ST oSS

His redeeming






OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





