RESPONCIBILITIES
OUR TESTIMONY
"The accuser of our brethren has been thrown down, who accuses them day and night before our God. And they have conquered him by the blood of the Lamb and by the word of their testimony, for they loved not their lives even unto death”. (Rev.12:10-11) I asked the Lord to put that in a way I could understand, and this is how he answered. ‘You will conquer Satan by the blood of my Lamb, and by the word of your testimony to my power, if you’re willing to lay down your life in both living, and if necessary, dying for me.’
It would be true to say that virtually every testimony I've heard down through the years in the churches, was of people from a background of drugs, crime, lawlessness, and so on, often with all the gory details included. However, before starting out on our own, I'd like to point out, that in both Terri's and my testimonies, we want to emphasise the point that neither of us came from such a background. In fact we've both come from very respectable pasts, in human terms that is. Yet we both needed to die with Jesus Christ, and be reborn of the Word as children of God, just as desperately as the worst criminal, so as to be able to "enter the kingdom of Heaven" (Jh.3:5), and "put on the new nature, created in the likeness of God, in true righteousness and holiness". (Eph.4:24)
We were both, prior to our being reborn, highly regarded in church circles as being very good Christians, and were held up as good examples for others to follow, though we'd both now willingly confess that, at the time, we really had no idea what these things might mean, even though we thought we did. We were respectable, middle-class citizens, regarded in business circles as being very honest and hard working.  

Of course that was all through human eyes, and according to human values. But as we were both to find out later, God's view of everything is very, very different. (Is.55:8-9)
As an individual I first encountered this God when I was a little boy of about four. It was a daily meeting which went on for maybe two years. I won’t go into any details here, and I mention this episode only because it was to form my view of him as a loving, caring, gentle and kind Father.  

The next major encounter with him, which I want to mention, because it included Terri, and had such a profound effect on her, occurred a few years after we were married. The Lord came to us both on a vary dark, cold and wet winter’s night, and I'm not trying to be dramatic here, as anyone who has lived through a winter’s night in Ireland would know.  This encounter, which confirmed his wonderful caring heart, was to change Terri's religious view of him, forever.
Then, a few years later an incident occurred where I encountered him without my being aware of it, at the time. It happened in Brisbane, in 1966. I was involved in a bad car smash, in which I received very severe head injuries. In fact I was given just four hours to live by a neurosurgeon at the Royal Brisbane hospital.
The accident was so bad that I had, and have, no memory of it. The three days before, that particular day, and three or four days after, are all a complete blank to me, so in reality, all of this happened without my being aware of it.  The neurosurgeon involved told me afterward that he'd been an atheist all his life, but that what he saw happening to me could only be described as a miracle. He said it was a medical impossibility for me to be alive, let alone functioning properly. But like so many other things, that's a testimony or two in itself. I mean, mine and Terri's, because the way he kept her, during that time, was absolutely marvelous.

While each of these encounters had a profound effect on me, never the less, there was no lasting peace and security in my heart. The accident got me searching with a renewed determination to find something more real and lasting than what religion had to offer, which was all I'd known, so far, in my life. But here I'll skip forward to the final chapter in that search which began several years later, in 1970.
A local real estate agent and I often talked together about this God, and so we began gathering with a small group of men who seemed to be of like mind. The upshot of this was that a few of those men prayed with me one night, and in the process I became aware of a battle going on inside me. I can't rationally explain why I knew that this battle was between the Holy Spirit and the devil, but I was sure nevertheless.
I found a sense of peace and quietness that night which I hadn't really known before. I also knew with absolute certainty that the Holy Spirit, God himself, would win the battle, and that it was for my heart and soul, my very life.
I left the meeting that night with this sense of peace, but then, like as had happened on other occasions, over the next few days that peace began to fade, and by the following weekend I was in turmoil again, though not as bad as before.
On the Saturday night, a chain of events began, which were to change everything about me, forever. Terri had to go out to baby-sit for some friends, so when our own children were in bed, I went in to have a bath. I don't think we had a shower in that place.
As I was sitting in the water my physical nakedness took on an immense significance for me. I understood that just as my body was naked and uncovered to the natural eye, so my heart, my whole life was totally naked, uncovered, exposed to God's eyes.  

I will never, for all eternity, forget what happened next. I became very aware that not only could this God see right into the very depths of my heart; not only were my motives, lusts, desires, wants and needs clearly visible to him; but now I could also see them also. Mind you, a few weeks later what I saw of myself that Saturday night paled into insignificance when compared to what I saw then. But that's another chapter at least, another testimony.  

That first Saturday night, what I saw in my innermost being made me realise with absolute certainty that I was a sinner, on my way to hell, to a lost eternity, and that of myself I could do nothing about it. I don't mind admitting, it scared me witless. In desperation, I threw my hands up in the air and cried out to this God to save me, and to fill the emptiness within me with his Holy Spirit, else I had no hope.
What happened next amazed me, and still does to this day, all these years later. An unimaginable sense of joy and peace began to well up in me. It seemed to start at my feet and gradually fill me.
As I looked across the bathroom I saw what looked like a very large earthenware jar, about as tall as a man. As I watched, a stream of water began pouring into the jar; but that water was like nothing I'd ever seen before. It was alive, sparkling like a very precious jewel. Soft, but very powerful light radiated from it, and as the jar filled, so my whole being was filling up with a joy of such intensity that it caused me to cry out to God again. That cry came in words and sounds I'd never heard before. In describing it at the time I said it was as if a table tennis ball were flying around in my mouth
In the natural, I'm rather slow speaking, but that night the words came at an incredible rate of knots. Once again, as on many other occasions, I knew with certainty that I was praising God and thanking him for what he'd done, but don't ask me to explain how I knew, because I can't. 
Eventually I got out of the bath, got dressed, and went to the lounge to see if I could find a bible. I'd tried to read one before that night, but it might as well have been in the original Greek or Hebrew. It had made no sense to me. But now I felt an urge, like I'd never known before, to read it.
I found a New Testament and began to read. It shocked me at first what happened then. It was like as if the whole thing became alive. I couldn't believe what I was reading, though that's really a contradiction in terms, because I could believe, easily. I knew it was God's truth, and I couldn't put the book down, though I did try, several times. I could only get a few paces, and then I had to go back and start reading again.
When Terri came home from baby-sitting, I was lost in it, so she went on to bed. I don't think I got there that night. I couldn't stop reading. I de​voured the whole thing.
That night a journey began for me in the Word of God, and it continues to this day. Mind you, it was also the beginning of an extremely hard time in both our lives.
Prior to that night, we had been very close. We'd moved half-way round the world together, with four very young children, and all that involved, and had seen some very tough times, but we’d always had each other to count on.
Now, for the first time in our lives together, a division began to develop. Terri saw I'd changed, and changed very drastically. I’d gone from being a safe, religious person to wanting to talk about nothing else but this great God and his Word to us, Jesus Christ.
I won’t go into the details here. Suffice it to say, that overnight I'd become a very different person. I’d been "reborn". I'd become a "new creation". My thinking, my values, my beliefs, my hopes, my goals, had all undergone a radical and complete transformation. My poor wife was at a complete loss. I was no longer the man she'd known and loved so deeply.
As if to make things even more difficult, the building business I'd been running began to go very bad. In the natural, this was for a variety of reasons, which were mostly due to my inexperience and lack of real know-how. The upshot of this was that I lost everything we had.
I went from being able to raise large sums of money for just about any project, to not being able to raise 5C to save my life.
During all of this we'd been living in rented houses, and now, suddenly, we had to move, but could find no place to go. We had, by this time, eight children, the eldest being ten. We had no money, only the clothes on our backs, some very old (not antique) furniture, no friends, and if it weren't for our God we would have gone under completely. On top of all this, I had amassed very large debts. At the time, those were the equivalent of the price of about two and a half house and land packages.
Once again, as he'd done so many times, this mighty God stepped in, and did the impossible. But that's also, at least another chapter.
All of this was extremely hard for us, especially Terri. She had been in a lot of pain after the birth of our eighth child and had been continually hemorrhaging. But by a wonderful chain of events, which we now know were brought about by our God, he caused her physical problem to be fixed, and even more importantly, through events which, again we have no doubt what so ever, were brought about by him, he caused her to also be reborn of his Word. That's another testimony or two.
But the faithfulness of our God continued. We could fill chapter after chapter with the miracles he worked to keep us afloat, but for now, suffice it to say, that in two years those debts were fully cleared, even though our records at that time showed very clearly that I earned nowhere near the amount necessary.
By some extraordinary interventions in the affairs of men, he prevented us from being sued, or taken to court during that time. Slowly but surely, after a few years, the wreck of a house we now had, began to take proper shape, and was later admired by many as a beautiful home.
Mind you, the acquiring of that house is at least another chapter of the wonderful caring and provision of our beautiful God, and of how it's rarely, if ever, that he does these things in the way we think he should. But his way is always so much better than ours, though it's often a hard way, as that's the way that "leads to life". (Matt.7:14)
Through all of this time my love affair with the Word of God, which had begun on that Saturday night in 1970, continued unabated. As I became aware of his deeply passionate love for the souls of mankind, and for my own in particular, a corresponding passion for him, Jesus Christ, the Word of God, began to grow in me, and to take over my whole thinking, my whole life, right down to today.
The most wonderful and remarkable thing about all of this was, and still is, that none of this came about by my own efforts, or because I somehow deserved or earned any of it. It came about by God's grace, his totally unmerited and unearned favor.
You see, in times past I'd gone through periods of great zeal for God. I wanted to make a difference. I wanted to change the world for him; I wanted to serve him, and so on. It was I, I, I. To a large degree of course, this was religion and religious thinking.
But when I was reborn of God's Word, then, through all the trials, through all the hard times, through all the good times, through all the wonderful acts of God in our lives, I came to realise the truth of the words of Jesus when he said, "Without me, you can do nothing". (Jh.12:19)
I've seen this great truth confirmed over and over again through the years, and even now in the writing of this testimony. When I try, in my own strength, to remember and write, it's only confusion. But when I wait patiently and quietly for him, then, in his time, the words flow.
I have deliberately not gone into much detail of what this great God has done in Terri's and my life, which is in fact no more, and no less, than what he wants to do in all of our lives. However, our Father may lay it on our hearts to write out a full record of his wonderful dealings with us at a later date.
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