


roy c. cypher

answering the call
 to missions

                          

FOLLOWING GOD'S HEART

                                 



Copyright© 2017  Roy C. Cypher   All rights reserved.

Scripture quotations are taken from the following sources: 
New American Standard Bible, (NASB), copyright © 1960, 
1962, 1963, 1968, 1971, 1972, 1973, 1975, 1977, 1995, 1962, 
1964, 1965, 1987, by the Lockman Foundation.  Amplifi ed 
Bible (AMP) Copyright © 1954, 1958, 1962, 9164, 1965, 
1987 by The Lockman Foundation. The Living Bible, (LB) 
copyright © 1971. Used by permission of Tyndale House 
Publishers, Inc., Wheaton, Illinois 60189 All rights reserved. 

Published by: His Print Media Ministries
                       115 W. Bunny Ave.
                       Santa Maria, CA 93458-2805
info@tracts4u.com – www.tracts4u.com
Paperback Books, Booklets, Gospel Tracts, Flyers

Printed in the United States of America

To contact the author, and for more information 
concerning spreading the Good News through Missions:
Website: www.roycypher.com
E-mail: Cort.roycypher@gmail.com

Note: In the printed version, there are unnumbered blank 
pages which have been eliminated in this e-book.  



dedication

This writing is dedicated to all those who have gone 
before and answered the call of God on their life. 

We thank you for your dedication and paving the way.

And to those who are the next phase of the called and 
sent ones by the unction of the Holy Spirit.

We hope this writing will stir you up and stimulate you 
to fulfi ll your part of the great commission.    
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forward
Roy has been a tremendous infl uence in my life, 

and in the lives of others, as we have gone together 
on the mission fi eld with him.  Now, Roy has written 
this book to encourage all who are being called to be 
co-laborers in Christ Jesus, missionaries, and those 
curious about what it is like to be on the mission fi eld.  
I am convinced,  that as you read the adventures he 
has written about, you will be amazed of what it is 
really like, being a missionary and ambassador in 
faraway lands, for our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.

Roy, my dear friend, asked me if I would share some 
of my experiences while on our trips around the world. 
While it is a great honor and privilege, I must admit the 
reason I am writing this is to give glory to God and to 
love and encourage you! During my trips I learned many 
things that God wants all of us to know and use in our 
daily lives—at home, in our community, and yes, on the 
mission fi eld.  One of these lessons, which God showed 
me while on the trip to Africa, was how to hear from 
heaven at anytime, every minute, every day, any place 
I might be. Finding time to be quiet with God, while on 
the mission fi eld was hard for me. I am sure the new cir-
cumstances and changes will affect all who are experi-
encing new cultures, little sleep, preaching schedules—
they all can take a toll on your private time with God. But, 
remember, no matter where you are, home or abroad, 
you always need to be fi lled up and ready at all times. 
   Therefore, I  had to  learn how to operate outside of



my limits and step into the supernatural. I had to learn 
to be a team player and let God be the chief of the team 
and my life.  You will fi nd you enter uncharted waters—if 
you know what I mean, but God will help you though. 

Another lesson, I learned the hard way, is the fact 
that I was with a group and we all had to be accountable 
for each other—at all times, day and night.  There was 
no such thing as going off by myself to pray, or to be 
alone with God for a time.  Now I was with a group 
and we all needed to know where each member of the 
team was at all times.  It is not safe, in such places 
as Africa, and we all had to be thinking of others. 

My Friend Larry and I grew closer together during this 
trip.  He encouraged me to keep going and he let me 
know that struggling is good, because it helps us grow. 
Special bonds are made while working as a team on the 
mission fi eld.  So if you are called, you will fi nd the special 
bonding and dependence of each person on the team, is a 
wonderful addition to being a missionary. What a blessing! 

Roy had been telling me about all the awesome 
miracles he had witnessed on his trips. He had invited 
me to go with him to Africa and when I prayed about 
it, the Lord said he was going to let me see signs, 
miracles, and wonders on the trip. Therefore, I was 
so excited, expecting for what seemed like forever. 
During worship, right before I was going to teach, the 
Lord asked me, “Remember when I told you I would let 
you see signs, miracles, and wonders?” Then He said, 
“Today.” A few days later, as we were teaching at the 
Holy Spirit Conference, I taught about the body and all 
its wonderful parts. We then gave the call for healing 
and a room full of people came running to the front. 
The team worked the room and many people were 
radically healed! I was radically changed, because a 
year beforehand, I had been wondering about signs, 
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miracles, and wonders. “Is this the day?” I became the 
Lord’s hands that day as he healed many people. I saw, 
fi rst hand, as the Lord changed my life and theirs that day!

I thank God for Roy and his wife, Susan. I was really 
wondering if there was more and I found out there is more. 
By resetting and realigning our lives to God’s word, glory 
to Jesus, He does change the way we think, if we let Him.

So friends, if you have been wanting to know if God 
is still all-powerful, and you want more than Sunday 
mornings and Wednesday nights, come alongside Roy, 
Susan, and the rest of the radical remnant, as they go 
from Jerusalem in the uttermost parts of the earth! As 
Roy always says, “We’ve got to unify to diversify, to 
multiply! This book tells us real life stories from a man 
who has been sent out by God, to love people to Jesus!

Mark Latham
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introduction

Answering the Call to Missions

In 1966, on the battlefi elds of Vietnam, I was 
called to missions after local missionaries prayed 
over me with the laying on of hands, after which I 
was baptized in the South China Sea. This call was 
set into motion as I began praying for the local vil-
lagers, soldiers, and the orphans. I visited orphan-
ages, as a humanitarian extension of the U.S. Navy.           

I am starting this book with the last chapter of my 
fi rst book because that is where the dream was just be-
ginning. Most of my adult life I yearned to travel and 
share the Good New of the Gospel of Jesus Christ.

During that time, the Lord healed me of many things. 
I had, like many people, developed many misconcep-
tions about God and allowed my frustrations and sin to 
run rampant in my life. The outreach mission as part of 
the Youth With a Mission program for that year was to 
go to Calcutta. Though I really wanted to go, I felt the 
Lord wanted me to return to San Diego. I did not go to 
Calcutta; my disappointment was visible, but I knew my 
next instructions would be ordered of the Lord—many 
who read this will know my heart.  While in the Hawai-
ian Islands, we started a ministry called Christ for the 
Cults.  We went around the Islands with other teams, 
spreading the Gospel, explaining why the Trinity mat-
ters, and the benefi ts of each part of the God-head.  
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I wanted to be obedient—to do as the Father 
instructed, to leave these things behind, and move 
onto the next assignment God was calling me to do.  I 
believe many people will know what I mean. I believe 
many of us seek the Father’s heart, so as to have ears 
to hear what the Spirit is saying to the church. This 
reference being the heart of the Father as ex-pressed 
in the seven letters to the seven churches in Revelation. 

As we look at the declarations Jesus made to the 
churches in Revelations about where their hearts 
were beating for Jesus, the intention of this writing 
is to stir your love walk with Jesus for his people. 
Sometimes this seems beyond our reach, kind of like 
Mission Impossible, but I want to speak of Mission 
Possible. Matthew 19:26 NASB says, “And looking 
at them Jesus said to them, “With people this is 
impossible, but with God all things are possible.”     

Where would you say you are right now in your 
missionary quest; Hot? Cold? or riding the fence? I am 
writing this to help you get hot regardless of where you 
are. I hope this will help you want to embrace mission 
possible!  I believe this writing is HOT and LOADED as 
the Lord keeps me HOT and LOADED for His purposes. 

Although I have been at all three levels in my 
pursuit of God, I believe these stories will show 
some keys to keep your heart stirred and red-hot 
for our Lord and Savior. Matthew 16:19 NASB, “I 
will give you the keys to the kingdom of Heaven…”

 



mission statement

(Matthew 25: 31-46 NASB)
 
   “But when the Son of Man comes in His glory, and 
all the angels with Him, then He will sit on His glorious 
throne. 32 All nations will be gathered before Him and 
He will separate them one from another, as the Shep-
herd separates the sheep from the goats; 33 and He will 
put the sheep on His right, and the goats on the left. 
34 Then the King will say to those on His right, “Come 
you who are blessed of my father, inherit the kingdom 
prepared for you from the foundation of the world. 
35 For when I was hungry, and you gave Me something to 
eat; I was thirsty, and you gave me something to drink; 
I was a stranger, and you invited Me in; 36 naked and 
you clothed me; I was sick and you visited Me; I was in 
prison, and you came to Me’ 37 Then the righteous will 
answer Him ‘Lord when did we see You hungry, and 
feed You, or thirsty. And give You something to drink? 
38 And when did we see You a stranger, and invite you in 
or naked and clothe You? 39 When did we see You sick, 
or in prison and come to You?’ 40 The King will answer 
and say to them, ‘Truly I say to you, to the extent that 
you did it to one of these brothers of Mine, even the 
least of them, you did it to Me.’ 41 Then He will also say 
to those on His left ‘Depart from Me accursed ones, into 
the eternal fi re which has been prepared for the devil 
and his angels; 42 for I was hungry, and you gave me 
nothing to eat; I was thirsty, and you gave Me nothing to
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drink;’ 43 I was a stranger, and you did not invite Me in; 
naked, and you did not clothe Me, sick, and in prison, and 
you did not visit me.’ 44 Then they themselves also will 
answer, ‘Lord when did you see You hungry, or thirsty, 
or a stranger or naked or sick, or in prison, and not take 
care of you?  45 Then He will answer them, ‘Truly I say to 
you, to the extent that you did not do it to one of the least 
of these, you did not do it Me. 46 These will go away into 
eternal punishment, but the righteous into eternal life. 
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what’s this all about

POEM by Roy Cypher
          

          What’s this all about, this traveling, 
long lines, trains, buses,

cars and vans, walking and waiting.
Preaching teaching and reaching, agonizing. 

Traveling, birthing and wondering.
 Many faces and new places, what does it all mean. 

Camels, tractors, water buffaloes, donkeys, 
horses, and carts.

 Cyc-a-los, funny looking busses and taxies.
 Strange sounds, sights and smells, with such 

wonderment and amazement do I muse.
 Prayers over loud speaker at 6 am, fi ve times a day. 
Funny looking hats, scarves, long dresses and veils. 
Curious looks and blank stares and concerned eyes, 

even looks that make me all shook. 
What does it all mean? 

Lands far away and near, many to pray, interpret,
 and many to hear.

 Where from here does it all go? Far or near?
Thank you, Father no matter where You are near. 
Now more planes, airports, travel ports, boats and 

rushing people all about. 
Am l able to glean what it’s all about. Give me some 

sense of all of this, is this all about love?  
Love that sends us all away from all that we love,

1
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 to love another. 
Yes, Father make some sense of this kind of love, 

will l ever comprehend. 
Is this too much for me to blend? 

Do l have this much to give? 
This l do not know. 

Yet l am compelled each day to get on boats, planes 
and trains and yet go another way, 

yes far away to yet love another Your way. 
How much longer do l get to love this way?

 l am continually amazed at love Your way Father 
to know you trust me to come and go…

 to love another for the day. I remember another who 
was lowered over the wall
 yet to preach another day. 

Could this be my destiny to show Your love this way. 
l pray so because so great a love do l want to display.

Paul AD to Roy present day 2016.
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note from the author

Wilderness —Training Ground 
for  the Bride

Taken from my journal of April, 2016

I have not written for months with the ready writer 
pen (Psalm 45) because l have been in the wilderness 
again.  This is not a fun place, yet a necessary one 
for those who want more—desperate, expectant, dying 
to self.  This season has been long and suffering as I 
am looking for the river, from the Spirit, to fl ow freely 
again. Wanting to bear fruit, getting frustrated at times 
still longing to see fruit that remains—wanting to fi n-
ish this race well.  Of course, this means I must ex-
amine myself often to see that l have not left the track. 

I am looking to be the warrior bride, knowing the wilder-
ness is the training ground for the bride. l believe if there 
is any time in all of man’s history this is the time to “step 
up to the plate.”  Ecclesiastes chapter 3 states we must 
listen and hear what the Spirit is saying to the Church. 
Many have said recently that, dimensionally, seasons 
have changed. l am careful with words or prophecies. 

Time, l believe, is the equation to test these words 
yet l am reminded by Holy Spirit that time is short and is 
speeding up for the harvest. The Lord has had me trav-
el to over 22 lands and 45 states with three more states 
in October this year (2016). What is this all about?—
Geography, time, travel, dimensions seasons or what? 
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The supernatural is working as the Holy Spirit empowers 
us into uncharted territory. We must pray in the Holy Spirit 
then walk in the Holy Spirit 24/7. Interesting though, we 
must, in this hour, learn to be water walkers. I believe with 
all my heart that we are the Acts chapter 2 End-Times 
Church. The Spirit is moving on His people as in the 
Word of God in dreams, visions, signs and wonders like 
none other time since the book of Genesis. Revelation 
is being fulfi lled daily! Fulfi llment of Micah 2:12,13. 

I believe this is the time for God’s radical rem-
nant to be working as none other since the book of 
Acts. Biblical history, archaeologists, secular his-
torians are proving things the Word of God has al-
ways said to be true and authentic like no other time 
in human history—they are all lining up. The re-
ports are fl ooding the airwaves daily of the phenom-
enal supernatural occurrences of what God is doing. 

The water walkers, as I call them, have set the pace 
for a supernatural army that cannot be held back by 
Satan’s demonic hordes, because they must give 
way to the authority of Jesus displayed by this end-
time army. This army is like none other that has gone 
before them. Genesis to Revelation is a pictorial of 
warriors of with supernatural victories—bold, strong 
and courageous. Yes, over comer, even these can-
not compare to this end-time entourage of the war-
rior bride. These ones are washed in the blood of the 
Lamb and are fearless in the face of all obstacles. 

As I refl ect here, the Holy Spirit reminds me of the 
importance of living in this mind-set for this dimension. 
We will always have fruit that will remain if we rest—
abide in Him, John chapter 15. We are as the Church 
and God’s people at critical mass; this end-time army 
and the Word promises that this is the time to be
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working toward 100% Spirit fulfi llment—don’t you agree? 
These days we must prophesy—prophesy—prophe-

sy. But as Paul said, do not forget the most important of all, 
LOVE. Missionary, “Aren’t you glad for the Wilderness?”
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chapter one

One Man’s Dream

February 15, 1995 - Vietnam

Dreams, do they come true, especially, in this day 
and age?  My vision was sown, over 30 years ago, on 
the small country of Vietnam. I was just one of thou-
sands sent to Vietnam, by the United States govern-
ment.  As part of a “police action,” we were sent out 
to protect humankind from the threat of communist 
domination. Most of us were young and inexperi-
enced—eager to embrace life.  We were all hoping 
to return home in one piece and resume our quest for 
life’s true meaning. We were willing to serve our coun-
try honorably, and we did so, despite our lack of po-
litical understanding about the war, that might have 
helped us base an intelligent conviction toward it.

During the thirteen months of my tour in that faraway 
place, I served as a medic.  My service entailed medical-
ly treating allied troops which included American, South 
Vietnamese (A.R.V.N.), Korean (Rock troops) Austra-
lian, English, sometimes North Vietnamese (N.V.A.) 
soldiers, Mountaineers, and other civilians. The death 
and destruction, brought to bear on these people by 
shell and mortar, was almost too much for me to handle.  

During these days, a desire was born, to return one 
day and render medical aid and assistance.  Much to 
the surprise of my parents, I expressed this longing 
to them in my letters. Unfortunately, upon my return
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to the United States, Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder 
and everyday circumstances, all but buried my hopes 
of return.

In 2 Corinthians 1:8,9 LB, Paul amply put my feel-
ings into words, “I think you ought to know, dear broth-
ers, about the hard times we went through in Asia. We 
were really crushed and overwhelmed, and feared we 
would never live through it. We felt we were doomed to 
die and saw how powerless we were to help ourselves; 
but that was good, for then we put everything into the 
hands of God, who alone could save us, for He can 
even raise the dead.” Paul of Tar-sus, Point Man A.D. 65

A few years ago the dying embers of my dream were 
fanned into a glowing fl ame. My good friend, Jim Brun-
otte, and I were both excited when we discovered our 
mutual wish to return to Nam. We prayed that the Lord 
would allow us to go there together. Two years later, 
God honored that prayer in Redding, California. We 
were attending a conference when God’s Open Hands 
and Hearts mission leaders Phil and Vera Kinsey asked 
me to consider going on a mission trip, as a  medic 
to Vietnam. “YES” my heart leapt and peace washed 
over me. Jim and I both signed aboard as members 
of God’s Open Hands and Hearts tactical team #1. 

The desire to be a missionary came from a very 
special experience in Viet Nam in April of 1966.  I was 
in Da Nang, Vietnam, where we were experiencing 
heavy action, and our hospital was a shelter or ref-
uge for many Red Cross workers and local Christian 
missionaries.  During this time I was totally blessed, 
even though this was an interruption in our duties.  
This allowed us to be blessed with their presence in 
our chapel services. The Navy Seabees had recently 
constructed a Quonset hut, which we called our base 
chapel. At one of the morning prayer meetings, with
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these fl eeing missionaries, I was sitting next to a man 
from Germany who was twice or more my age.  His 
countenance radiated a love I have never forgot-
ten.  At that time, I prayed to the Lord saying my de-
sire was to someday display such a love in my life.  I 
am still often reminded, by the Holy Spirit, of that 
prayer, and I believe God has honored my prayer.

That same morning, we prayed for a woman and 
her children. Recently, the woman had become wid-
owed which left her children fatherless.  A few days 
before, the communist Viet Cong had killed her hus-
band.  The widow told us she and her children would 
stay in Vietnam and continue with their missionary 
work, which basically came down to loving their ene-
my and the people of Vietnam with the love of Jesus 
Christ. I was amazed at her decision!  I soon realized 
this love of Christ was so real in their lives that they 
were willing to die for their faith. This experience lit a 
fi re in my heart for world missions; fi re for this work 
only burns stronger as I look back at these testimonies. 

God says where there is no vision the people will per-
ish.  Praise the Lord, many veterans caught the vision 
for Asia and in His time, the Lord opened the door for 
us.  We left California on June 15, 1995, and after a few 
stopovers, arrived in Vietnam.  “Thank you Jesus,” was 
my hearts song as I gazed out over the Saigon River 
from my Hotel balcony in Song Be.  Song Be is locat-
ed about 30 kilometers from the capital city of Saigon.  
Saigon was renamed Ho Chi Minh City after the war.

I was awakened at 2:00 am; I sat out on my balcony 
and the city was peaceful.  I had been nudged awake 
by the Holy Spirit.  I was puzzled by the great burden 
in my soul.  “What is it?,” I questioned, then I started 
weeping profusely.  As the tears multiplied, I knew it
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as the Father’s heart breaking for these impoverished, 
perishing people that He had taught me to love and 
care about those many years ago. I felt so very frag-
ile. I submitted for the next few days; any fears and 
doubts I had had about coming back were all dissi-
pated. We were welcomed far beyond my greatest ex-
pectations. They were hospitable, but cautious at fi rst. 
They questioned our motives for returning to their coun-
try. They suspected we were looking for M.I.A’s or had 
ulterior motives. Our response was always the same, 
“We came to show love, help heal, and to promote 
peace.” They were able to read our hearts as our mis-
sion proceeded, and knew our intentions were honest.

One day during sick call, Dr. Nho, our interpreter said, 
“Roy, the Vietnamese people and the Red Cross staff 
said they can feel the great love and compassion com-
ing from you as you work with them.” Silently I praised 
Jesus again that I had gained their trust.  Although we 
were not able to enter the country as a preaching or 
evangelistic team, they allowed us to demonstrate the 
love and peace of Christ every place we went. Repeated-
ly, the members of the team remarked about the prayer 
support we had there, and around the U.S.A. We felt we 
were “walking on water” as we carried out our missions.

One great example, out of many, where God’s great 
hand was moving through our prayer partners, hap-
pened our fi rst day at Song Be.  Mr. Nho, had been 
assigned to us by the Red Cross, as our driver and 
interpreter.  One night as he was dropping me off at 
the hotel, he invited me to his house for dinner and as 
he called it, an “entertaining evening.” He was hop-
ing I would help some of the students—he and his  
wife were teaching English.  I accepted the invitation.    

That night while dinner was a being prepared, the 
students practiced their English on me. Then I was
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introduced to a young lady who was to “serve me din-
ner and supply anything else I might want or need.” 
Mr. Nho had remembered that most American men 
were “playboys” and he extended me the high honor 
of his hospitality by offering me the girl; he wanted me 
to have a good time!  I quickly, but graciously declined 
his offer. I didn’t want to offend them. I explained I 
neither smoke, drink, or need a woman for the evening. 
I would not compromise my Christian convictions!

The cycle ride back to the hotel was extremely ex-
citing; the motorcycle had no lights, the streets are 
very narrow, and the constant trucks fl ying down the 
road have no mercy! Mr. Nho leaned back and said, 
“Roy, you have virtue.”  I answered, “Yes.” To my great 
surprise and joy, he then asked, “You teach me to be 
a Christian?” I responded with a resounding “Yes!” 
Just three weeks later, in our room, the team lead Mr. 
Nho to the Lord. We prayed for him and each one of 
us signed the Vietnamese translation of the Bible we 
gave him. This Bible was one of the thirty Bibles we 
brought into the country and distributed to those the 
Holy Spirit prompted us where to give them.  With-
out mishap, many tracts were also passed out.

Isn’t God gracious and faithful in pouring out His 
love through us in so many ways, even in a commu-
nist controlled land?  God never leaves or forsakes 
us. He always fulfi lls His promises. The desires and 
dreams He gives us come to fruition all in accordance 
with His will and in His timing. He fulfi lled my dreams 
to return and provide medical care for these people 
through Dr. Nguyen, affi liated with the Red Cross in 
Song Be. I was privileged to work doing sick call at 
his side in eight villages, several hospitals, an orphan-
age, a hearing-impaired school, and at the leprosarium
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(hospital for patients suffering with leprosy).
The standard of living was so poor in these villages; 

it was heart wrenching. One example was the leprosy 
hospital.  There were over 500 patients and less than 
300 beds for them. It was hot so we brought several 
fans for the patient’s rooms. Through the grace and pro-
vision of Lord, we were able to pass out several Bibles 
through the assistant doctor there, and more help was 
needed.  I am confi dent that as long as the need ex-
ists, the Lord will raise up workers for the harvest fi elds 
there.

We were also blessed during sick call when we would 
hand out sorely needed clothes, shoes, dental hygiene 
kits as well as candy and toys for the children. What joy 
we experienced watching the kids laughing and playing.  
How awesome to have the love we extended returned 
to us by the Vietnamese people!

Like the other team members, I came to that distant 
land, to not only love and show my compassion, but to 
complete the last phase of my healing process of my 
past. I always knew God was a God of miracles, but it 
was never more evident to me than when working to-
gether as comrades  in peace in love, striving to heal 
the sick,  with Dr. Nguyen, a former Viet Cong surgical 
doctor, who once considered me an enemy.  But after 
30 years in Christ’s school of forgiveness, we were able 
to embrace each other, unashamed tears forming in our 
eyes and say “Peace Brother.”

I have to confess, I don’t always understand the Mas-
ter’s plans, or how in bringing them to pass He uses us, 
bless us and matures us.  Why would we expect any 
less from the God of eternal love? Do dreams still come 
true in this day and age? Ask God to give you one and 
see what He will do! I know He made mine a reality!
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chapter two
Vision for an Orphanage

2009 - Africa
 

Many times I have read in Habakkuk 2:2-3 that, where 
there is no vision, the people will perish. This story is 
that of vision, faith and hope.  Many years ago, during 
my time in the war, l had a vision of an orphanage in 
Vietnam. That dream came into place eight years ago.  
Time is racing like l have never seen it; as l write this, we 
are over half way through 2012. God’s word is very clear 
in Ecclesiastes chapter 3, which states, there is a time 
for every affair under the heavens. This is, l believe, our 
time for the fi nal harvest. You may agree or you may not, 
but in my seventy-four years, having lived on this real 
estate called earth, l believe l have seen some things 
and had a great many experiences that lead me to this 
conclusion. ln this heavenly Spirit school, l wanted to 
continue to pen in this testimony more of God’s living 
faith miracles in action. This memory is from my second 
adventure on the continent of Africa. 

My fi rst trip was the pilot trip for establishing Susan’s 
and my work. Robert Fitts Sr., who facilitates a world-
wide house church movement from Hawaii, asked us 
to join him in this ministry.  This is a house and street 
church planting ministry. Susan and l, answering the 
call to go to Africa, were given an e-mail address in We-
beye, Kenya in southeast Africa. We were given corre-
spondence from Robert in Hawaii which asked to us to



develop a relationship with Isaac and Emily Mukweyi. 
The Lord asked me to go, and l did in 2009. The broth-
ers and sisters had requested us to come and partner 
with them and teach them the further things of the Holy 
Spirit. They asked us to help them build a network of 
bush or house churches and help them to start an or-
phanage.  Susan’s and my hearts agreed and we said, 
“Yes, l will go.”

It was 2009 and our work as you can see started 
with prayer, one e-mail from Isaac on another continent 
and the Holy Spirit unction to go!  John 3:16 has no 
denominational barriers and encompasses the whole 
existing world. During my fi rst visit, Isaac and Emily 
had only four children who were their prodigies. In the 
months preceding my fi rst trip there, we worked on 
getting to know each other and our families.  We shared 
our hearts, relationally, and the Lord greatly blessed in 
our distant fellowship, as you can see distance is no 
hindrance, yet face to face is better. The early church 
knew this well, they wrote letters as they traveled and 
visited when they could, distance in Christ has no 
barriers. Therefore, in May of 2009 we met face to face.

Our fi rst face-to-face meeting was when they met 
me in a neighboring town called Bungoma. I had fl own 
from Amsterdam to Nairobi, Africa, and spent a week 
with some folks Robert Fitts had recommended in Bun-
goma. My newly found family had rented a car, had a 
driver, one interpreter named Josephine, and Isaac’s 
wife Emily. They picked me up, we exchanged warm 
greetings, and stopped to get bottled water, since our 
drive would take two hours. Isaac and Fred, the ladies’ 
husbands, were performing a wedding in a neighboring 
town so they asked their wives to escort me. l am in 
the front seat (passenger’s) left side; the driver’s side is 
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on the right. They tell me that we must stop at a market 
to purchase bottled water on our way out of Bungoma, 
so the driver and I waited in the car. Soon they returned 
with our provisions and the driver turns the key to 
engage the car—there is no response.

ln Africa, very few people have cars, some have mo-
tor bikes, many more have bicycles, but the majority 
walk or use public transportation. Now here l am sit-
ting in this car thousands of miles from home and these 
people were concerned for my life and all they knew 
was that the God of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob had 
sent me there. I got a big lump in my throat when the 
driver said the car wouldn’t start, because l had sent 
the money for a rented car. It was old and running on 
faith—know what l mean? 

Now Holy Spirit, you have gotten me this far, what’s 
next? As l listened He said to get out, have the driver 
pop the hood, and for me to get my anointing oil out of 
my back pack. l can just imagine at this point you, as 
the reader, are saying “what?” l looked for the carbure-
tor on this older Toyota, and found what l was looking 
for. Now all of a sudden Josephine, who l was told was 
a friend of Emily and in leadership, was assigned to 
accompany me on my stay here. She got out of the car 
with the others and announced that the man of God 
from a faraway place had the faith to anoint the car 
and pray for it to start. She spoke Swahili and English. 
Wow, the pressure was really on I had not wanted to be 
in a life or death situation so soon. Lord, l said under 
my breath, You are either showing up or l will be pre-
sented as a false prophet and ruining my witness with 
these new people. l then anointed the car, prayed, and 
then stepped back, had the driver get in and the car 
started—Oh, thank You, God. Josephine, now primed 



and ready, proclaimed the man of God had faith to pray 
and anoint the car and it started. My, l am alive and 
the people respect me—what more could l want in this 
far away land? This started my adventure with my new 
friends face to face.

As this saga continues, l arrived later that evening at 
the property of the Mukweyi. They lived four miles from 
Webeye, Kenya.  They are up the hill from the town 
where they have a family farm with thirteen acres—a 
portion of which is cultivated and livestock on the rest. 

The property is not very far up the hill from the old 
Pan African paper mill, which shut down several years 
earlier because of polluting problems. That caused this 
valley to become economically depressed. The after-
math being, this is one of the poorest areas of this part 
of Kenya.  ln it’s prime, in 1974 Webeye, had a popula-
tion of 60,000 people, now they have less than half that. 

Waking up the next morning was a beautiful surprise!  
The farm is high on a hill above a triple water-fall called 
Broderick falls,—which we now call Trinity Falls. Never 
had l seen such a beautiful place. Unfortunately, every 
house has to have bars and shutters on all windows 
and large security doors. This is needed protection from 
what they call the night people; the ones who come out 
primarily at night to steal, kidnap and kill. This is why, 
when we are there, they care for us so carefully.

l had worked thirteen days in another area of Africa, 
now l am here and waking up seeing this most beauti-
ful place.  Having only fi ve days here, I must make the 
most of this planting trip. “Holy Spirit”, I prayed, “please, 
manage my time for the best productively.” 

The fi rst day l spent getting to know everyone the 
farm and the feel of the land. l was greatly impressed 
with their vision and how well it fi t with Susan’s and 
mine. They were all impressed with my freedom and
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childlike faith, yet being mature as a leader. l told them 
Holy Spirit had instructed me, through God’s Word, to 
teach an E-4 School. Ephesians Chapter 4 states, train 
the saints, equip the saints, and release the saints to 
their calling in the Lord. That childlike faith came into 
play later that afternoon as l was invited to take a hike 
over the hill, to the waterfalls. A number of us enjoyed 
this nature hike as we were resting, laying in a large 
fi eld of grass, listening to the sound of Trinity falls. 

After enjoying a large swallow of much welcomed 
water from my water bottle, one of the ladies blurted 
out, “Can you teach our men to laugh as you do?” They 
could tell l had the Spirit of Joy, which is one of the nine 
fruit of God’s Spirit, and they wanted me to teach their 
men the same.  Wow! I amused to myself, how I never 
had expected such a request, yet one that needed 
serious contemplation. They had all been Muslim not 
long before, and their culture is much different, very 
stoic and women seen not heard.  Her request, you 
might say, was a hard one, yet the Holy Spirit always is 
on time and plumbed lined with God’s Word—right on 
target. “No l can’t do that”, I said, “it’s of one of the nine 
fruit of Gods Spirit and can’t be bought or earned. This 
gift must be asked for, or released, or imparted. They 
seemed to be satisfi ed with this answer and so l prayed 
that the Holy Spirit would stir them up and l could teach 
and pray for them to receive. What a pleasant time of 
fellowship we were having here listening to the soothing 
waters of the falls, reminded me of the rivers of heaven 
fl owing from the heavenly thrown.  

Next. l started to chuckle again and soon was asked, 
“What’s going on now?”  “Well,” l said, “this one will 
stretch you some, are you ready?” l said. “Yes!” was the 
reply. I told them I just had an open vision where I was
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playing leapfrog with Jesus!   You should have seen the 
looks on all their faces, it was a delight to see! 

It was a great time we had together that fi rst day at 
their farm. l had the privilege to meet Josephine’s hus-
band, Fred and some of their children.  Fred has an iron 
and weld shop in Webeye.

l was informed that tomorrow we would travel up to 
a mountain called Mt Elgon, some two or three hours 
away.  The next day, Isaac, Emily, Josephine and l, all 
traveled together in a rented car. I was praying all the 
way for safety and good running. It was defi nitely a faith 
trip!  

The United Nations and the government of Kenya 
set up a camp.  It consisted of long white round toped 
tents, which looked like half tunnels. They were housing 
two to three families each, every cramped quarters, and 
very hot as they cooked on open fi res outside. 

I would like to mention here that in many third world 
countries where Christians are being persecuted, the 
statistics show Christianity is either highly persecuted, 
or even outlawed. ln some countries, even though Chris-
tianity isn’t outlawed overtly, preaching Christianity or 
converting to Christianity is, in fact outlawed. Because 
of this ongoing public opposition, the home church/bush 
church concept is especially vital. You see some sev-
en or eight years ago there were very hotly contested 
elections held in Kenya.  l am afraid it is the same old 
story, the political party in power wins the election, the 
losing party, rightly or wrongly accuses the winner of 
corrupting the process, and violence breaks out. In this 
case the confl ict was so in-tense it bordered on civil 
war in Kenya, in particular, in the Rift Valley north west 
of Nairobi capital of Kenya. This Rift Valley is a major 
player, since it runs alongside Lake Victoria inland all
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the way up to Webeye, with Bungoma on the  Victoria 
side, and Nairobi other. After these huge clashes, 
hundreds were killed, wounded, or maimed. On a 
mountain, Mount Elgon, several hours from Webeye 
they established a refugee camp that was housing ten-
thousand refugees. The conditions were so horrible—
thousands of children, without parents, many dying 
daily. Do you still have your breath missionary? The 
need was way too extreme.  Sanitation was very 
poor—defecation in middle of camp. Two people died 
that day from lack of food and basic hygiene. Evidence 
everywhere of burned buildings and villages stripped of 
all personnel effects; it was so heart wrenching.  

l was very careful to snap pictures as unnoticed as 
possible. This camp was an embarrassment to Kenya 
and that’s why it was hidden far up on this mountain. l 
prayed with many people. The children had never seen 
a white man, and they were very curious; they were 
grabbing my white shin and babies were freaking out 
until they could feel that l carried the Spirit of Peace. We 
took many of them aside and interviewed them about 
their situations; and we found orphans who could be 
taken to the family farm and thus we started the care 
home or orphanage. That day I prayed for many in the 
camp and villages close by. What an eye-opener for a 
man from a faraway place. In the year before this trip, 
my wife Susan and l, on two occasions, had raised 
funds to send large bags of rice and beans and some 
clothing for the children. 
     Day 3—Yesterday, here at the farm, was a real eye 
opener and pivotal landmark in our work in Webeye, 
Kenya. l was asked to  go into town today and visit Jo-
sephine and Fred’s business with the metal shop and 
the building of metal window frames and metal security



doors. From there l was taken far out two hours toward 
Bungoma Province to visit with Emily’s family and 
especially her Father.  Her Father has great interest in 
our work with small groups and bush or house churches. 

Several hours later we got to meet face-to-face and 
had a very challenging time. He voiced his great distaste 
in organized religion, said it was dead and l agreed. We 
both connected and shared our testimony.  We had a 
marvelous time of relational fellowship.  We talked and 
shared a meal with his family then went outside under a 
tree in their yard where it was cooler. His other daughters 
and his son had many questions for me; what a great 
time of intimate fellowship on a lazy Sunday afternoon.  
l believe, relationally, we bridged a great generational 
gap with Emily’s Father; I gained great acceptance from 
a man with many questions.  I had answered for him the 
many questions that had bothered him about organized 
religion.  l was quite surprised, so far away from home, 
to have such a question posed to me.  Her father was 
interested in my testimony book, Life Above all Else, 
and we spent some time ruminating over the testimony. 
All too soon it was time to head back to their farm and 
prepare for day four—market place day in Webeye. 

Day 4—Market place is a big thing here in Africa, very 
little refrigeration and most everything can be encoun-
tered in the streets. Whatever you want or need, a new 
shirt, a clay pot, perhaps to be fi tted for a new tailored 
Kenyan dress, it is all here. How about getting a live 
chicken to carry home to be dressed and plucked? Or 
could it be you need ground corn to make into (ugali), 
which they make like a loaf and you dig in with your 
hand and fi ngers rolling it up and dipping it into soup or 
other parts of your meal. One thing l told my host the 
fi rst night as we ate in the light of a single oil lamp,—
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because they did not have electricity yet—if it moves, 
l don’t eat it. Wow, meal times were certainly a new 
experience, like the time they wanted to stop and buy 
live termites to snack on—oh my—alive and moving, 
hands full, the wings are moving,  and kicking legs 
hanging out of their precious little faces!  The kids love 
them, well thanks but no thanks. 

In the market place this day was a day to remem-
ber. l was told no white man had preached in this mar-
ket place before.  I remember thinking that day, what a 
pivotal day this was, here in this far away land. I have 
great memories from this event; none other like this had 
l experienced. l talked to many shop owners, praying 
and prophesying over them, laying hands on some—
yet let it be known, most all were Muslim and l was very 
discerning.  There were many small booths and tables 
and many children.  l was enjoying this ministry in this 
market place very much. 

l was with Emily and Josephine and they were fol-
lowing me through the booths and tables and shops. 
When l stopped, they would listen while holding me up 
in prayer. Josephine was my interpreter. As we pro-
ceeded, l listened closely as Holy Spirit led us to minis-
ter and move accordingly. 

We soon came upon a table with a young Kenya man 
and l was prompted to talk with him; he understood 
some English and Josephine helped me to bring under-
standing. His name was Ronald Stuma. I asked Ronald 
if he wanted to correct a confl ict issue with repentance, 
and he said yes. He was willing to do business with 
heaven and Jesus! As we proceeded, he became free 
and I led him in a prayer of restoration and reconcili-
ation and then Spirit of Peace. Wow! We hugged and 
enjoyed that special moment in the Lord’s presence. l



am so impressed with the eyes of the Lord moving to 
and fro over this earth looking for those hearts rightly 
disposed unto Him.  I marvel at how He touches people 
as we are lead about. “Father, Thank You for allowing 
these encounters.” We were soon to leave the market 
place and travel up the hill to the farm, and it was time 
for the evening meal. 
     Day 5—Morning came early my last day here in 
Africa.  My spirit was excited and anticipating—what’s 
next? At 6 m, I rise from my cot and my fi rst move is 
to open the wooden shutters over my bed and watch 
the morning sun come up. I loved smelling the morning 
fresh air and breathing in the coming day.  I was look-
ing far out towards Trinity Falls. I heard myself boldly 
proclaiming, “GOOD MORNING AFRICA”, and l fi rmly 
believe to this day l heard the Spirit of the living God say 
to me this statement, “l will do for you here as l have for 
Heidi and Roland Baker in Mozambique. Africa.”  Wow! 
l was humbled to tears. For you see, two years earlier 
Susan and I wanted to go to Mozambique with a full 
time commitment.  The Holy Spirit asked us to pull back 
and wait.  Two years later, l heard these words; you can 
imagine my surprise. Glory to God in the Highest!
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chapter three

Mombasa—Continent of  Africa 

February 2012  Kenya

I am primed and ready for such a great expectation 
of this divinely orchestrated adventure with the poor of 
both spirit and body. I feel as Paul penned in Philippi-
ans 1:18-22 NASB, “What then? Only that in every way, 
whether in pretense or in truth, Christ is proclaimed; 
and in this I rejoice. Yes, and I will rejoice, 19 “for I know 
that this will turn out for my deliverance through your 
prayers and the provision of the Spirit of Jesus Christ, 
20 “according to my earnest expectation and hope, that 
I will not be put to shame in anything, but that with all 
boldness, Christ will even now, as always be exalted in 
my body, whether by life or by death.” 

At this pause (Selah), I refl ect on what a trip of this 
magnitude is all about; “It has come from none other 
than the womb of Your heavenly presence.” 

Paul’s writing goes on to open these heavenly in-
spired letters because the heavenly portal had shown 
on our Brother Paul.  Verses 21-22, ”For to me, to live 
is Christ and to die is gain. 22 But if I am to live on in the 
fl esh, this will mean fruitful labor for me, and I do not 
know which to choose.”

This has been my prayer for the past two years, since 
my trip here to Africa, I have been so captivated and 
captured with this country. Now here again on my arrival I 



am in awe; what can I say of my great joy in getting to 
come here again. Paul goes on to say in Philippians—to 
even express my hopes and desires even more effec-
tively than I can. Also, I am reminded of his pen from 
Romans where he expresses his desire for their sal-
vation. So I continue in Philippians 1: 23-25 “But I am 
hard-pressed from both directions, having the desire to 
de-part and be with Christ for that is very much better. 24 

Yet to remain on in the fl esh is more necessary for your 
sake. 25 And convinced of this, I know that I will remain 
and continue with you all for your progress and joy in 
the faith.” NASV

This is my second trip to the continent of Africa; it is 
February, 2012 and Larry is traveling with me. Before 
we traveled, I had shut myself in prayer, and the Holy 
Spirit was prompting me to consider having our pastor 
Isaac from Webeye fl y and meet us in Mombasa. 

Larry and I traveled two days, with a fi ve hour layover 
in England, then on into Nairobi. We missed Isaac in 
Nairobi and had to trust he would fi nd us in Mombasa. 
Before this trip, Isaac had never fl own on a plane so this 
was all new to him. We did fi nally catch up with him. We 
ate dinner at our hotel and had a delightful evening.  

We were to pray and intercede here for two days, 
and our ministry paid for all three of us to do this. Some 
of our trips are very expensive, yet, doesn’t our Father 
own all the cattle on a thousand hills?  Isaac would in-
terpret for us; at the hotel that night, we prayed for a 
guide.

The next morning we met a man close to the hotel, 
he was a Christian—isn’t that just so God! In a land that 
is 95% Muslim, He sent us a Christian guide, and his 
name was Peter. Isn’t that just like the Father, giving us 
a guide with the name of Peter? It shows me that our 
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Heavenly Father has a really good sense of humor. 
We were only in Mombasa for two days.  Peter took 

us to the ports on the Indian Ocean. He took us down a 
street near a Moslem School and Mosque.  The children 
were singing in the Moslem School.  We didn’t want 
to draw attention to ourselves, but we listened and as 
we continued down the street, we developed a great 
burden toward these children. 

As we continued down the street, we noticed a very 
old hotel, which Peter said was the oldest hotel in the 
city.  As we looked down the alleyway of the hotel’s 
courtyard, he told us there was a source of pure water 
down by the inlet to the hotel. We saw three young 
men who were washing their clothes and throwing a 
soccer ball around.  We were drawn by Holy Spirit to go 
down to speak with them. Through Peter, our guide, we 
were able to converse with these men.  We found they 
worked at the hotel and it was their day off. We struck 
up a relational friendship with them and told them we 
were there to show them the love of Jesus. We laughed 
and had a great time together.  

During this walk with Peter, he shared some of the 
history of these neighborhoods, surrounding Fort Jesus.  
He told us to look down at the inlet below us; across the 
water we saw a very old house.  Around 1611, the very 
fi rst White Christian missionary had lived in that house. 
He continued to share some of the early history of this 
area with us.  

Peter took us to a very old gate with weather worn 
hinges. We asked him to tell more about this place. He 
said to us, the ships used to come into this inlet from 
the Indian Ocean and come to this gate.  This is where 
they unloaded their cargo of Black Slaves, and brought  
things to Fort Jesus.  

Fort Jesus is located on the Mombasa Island on



the Indian Ocean.  It was built in the 1500’s, by the Por-
tuguese King Philip I, for the purpose of protecting their 
settlement in Mombasa Port. It was interesting to see 
that the fort had been built in the shape of a man. You 
could see where the big guns had been placed to pro-
tect this harbor. This Fort is now a museum. 

The island had been captured by other countries and 
therefore under Arab, Swahili, and English control—but 
it was always used in the slave trade. Even when the 
practice was outlawed, they would hide the people in 
the fort and smuggle them on board the ships after dark. 
It is now a national landmark museum. 

Note, another most refreshing thing that happened 
in this city was our little excursion out to the ocean (I 
believe the Indian Ocean). We were intrigued as we 
watched a couple of Moslem women swimming with full 
dress and headgear. We had a delightful time at this 
beach spot. 

We had a time of prayer at the old gate to the water-
way below Fort Jesus. The Holy Spirit prompted us to 
pray for forgiveness for the captains bringing slaves 
to the Americas from this port. Each city has a gate or 
portal and this one is the means for which all commerce 
came into this gate city to and to all parts of Africa. We 
learned that in 1841 an explorer who was from England 
and a Christian missionary brought the knowledge of 
Christ to this port, called Fort Jesus. Later we prayed 
over the new exiting port in another location. 

I remember that morning, the Muslims had already 
had their fi rst early morning prayers—we could hear 
and see them. They prayed at least fi ve times a day in 
this port city. This is why I believe we were lead here to 
decree over this city. I had asked the Holy Spirit what 
the scriptures had for me, in my early watch, in that city. 

28
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Peter also took us to the new port, but unfortunately, 
it was closed off to us because of security reasons.  
We prayed over that port and anything that would go 
through the port to Southern Africa. Later Peter took us 
to shop at the marketplace.  We found many things we 
liked.  I purchased a small handheld drum that I put in 
my hand and another that I put between my knees to 
play.  It had a small cord on it; both drums were made 
of goatskin. Later in the day, we took Peter to our hotel 
and discussed our travel plans for going to Nairobi—
the capitol and largest city of Kenya. We also enjoyed 
dinner with him that evening.  The next morning Isaac, 
Larry and I took a plane to Nairobi.  Interesting note, 
while on the airplane, I looked outside the window and 
saw the famous Mount Kilimanjaro, which is the highest 
mountain in Africa.   

We soon landed in Nairobi and got on public trans-
portation to go to Webuye. We were on a very small 
bus, hot and sweaty, very uncomfortable, and holding 
our luggage in our laps.  Incidentally, we had arrived at 
noon, and it took us to until 11 pm to get to our destina-
tion.

In my journal, I recorded the fact that I had been 
awakened, at 3am and 3:30am, two mornings in a 
row. I was shown, by the Holy Spirit, in God’s Word—
Ephesians 3:3-7 NASB, the words that Paul penned, 
3 “that by revelation there was made known to me the 
mysteries as I wrote to you before in brief.  4 By referring 
to this, when you read you can understand my sights into 
the mysteries of Christ,  5 which in other generations was 
not made known to the sons of men, as it has now been 
revealed to His Holy Apostles and prophets in the Spirit 
6 to be specifi c, that the Gentiles are fellow heirs and 
fellow members of the body, and fellow partakers of the



promise in Christ Jesus through the gospel 7 of which 
I was made a minister according to the gift of God’s 
grace which was given to me according to the working 
of His power.” 

And fi nally, as my study ends that early morning, I 
was encouraged with this wonderful note using verse 
16, “…that He would grant to you according to the 
riches of His Glory, to be strengthened with power 
through His Spirit in the inner man.” As I fi nished this 
study that morning in Africa, this was the summation, 
verse 20 ”Now to Him who is able to far more abun-
dantly beyond all that we ask or think according to the 
power that works within us.” My, what a way to start a 
trip into this port city called Mombasa. 



Answering the Call to Missions

30



31

chapter  four
Surely You Will Live and Not Die!

2012 - Africa 
 

Larry Craddick traveled with me on my second trip 
to Africa.  We had traveled many places together and 
he is a well-seasoned evangelist and pastor. Mission-
ary friends, you must let Holy Spirit pick your partners 
well—tested and invested people of God, such was the 
case here. We had been in Webeye a dozen days. I 
had been sick, very sick. Larry had to carry the intense 
load including a pastor conference at the orphanage 
where seventeen received their ordination from OFI as 
house church pastors. 

After eight days, the Lord raised me up, after being so 
sick; it was a miraculous recovery—praise and glory be 
to Jesus! We fi nished the conference and then visited 
some bush churches.  

Before one of our trips into the bush, we were asked 
to visit Alice who is Pastor Samuel’s wife. Alice has 
a business along the main road into town. She sells 
different items to support the family and their church. 
Unfortunately, Alice had become deathly ill with malaria 
and fi nally had become confi ned in bed. As l relate this 
story l am drawn to the Bible book of Acts which l believe 
is very much alive and well in this day and hour—don’t 
you agree, missionary friend? l use to read these 
stories and now have the privilege to write them, and l



don’t have to apologize for them because we were fi rst 
hand witnesses of these events. 

We had known Alice and Samuel from the  pastor’s 
conference at the orphanage. Samuel had interpreted 
for us several times and we had interacted with them 
probably three or four times prior to this event. We had 
gone to her booth table in the market place once.  While 
there, we got to visit with our other friend Mike, who was 
a coffi n maker across the street from Alice’s booth.  I am 
sad to say, coffi n making is one of the biggest businesses 
in Webeye. This is because of the fact that not many 
have money to pay for medical attention. There is much 
sickness due to poor water and substandard conditions. 
In consequence, when people need medical attention 
and run out of money, the medical places send them 
home and sadly, in many cases, they die. 

This event I am writing about happened days later 
after our visit with Alice, in the market place.  Alice had 
contracted malaria. She had fi nished all the pills from 
her fi rst visit to hospital. After her second visit doctors 
sent her home with an IV in her arm. Alice’s condition 
just worsened. This is where she was; she had already 
said her good byes to her kids and some family mem-
bers, and her husband had arranged for a wooden cof-
fi n to be made. 

On our way to preach in the bush that afternoon, Larry 
and I were called to her house. Larry, Isaac, Samuel 
(her husband), and I walked into the house.  Larry and I 
stayed with Alice, who was totally bedridden, to pray for 
her; Samuel and Isaac went to the market place to buy 
bottled water for our afternoon travels. 

Larry and l walked into her room and observed the 
room and her condition. Their house is half cement 
and half dirt, mud, and straw.  Alice was laying in a
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small double bed. She looked very gaunt, and she 
was so weak she could hardly speak. Her voice was 
so scratchy and weak. She tried to communicate to 
us about her condition.  She was just too weak and 
gave up trying.  Her situation was apparent, an IV was 
in her right arm and the fl uid bag was half-empty. She 
was clad in a loose fi tting gown; it was very hot even 
for Africa standards, therefore no covers. We waited 
motionlessly for the Holy Spirit to give us directions to 
proceed. We were prayed up, praised up, had anointing 
oil, our bibles, and now we were waiting on the only true 
power, the presence of Father, Son and Holy Spirit. We 
had our seeing and listening skills ready. 

It seemed like eternity, then the Holy Spirit said, “Pray 
for the Spirit of Peace to fi ll her, break the spirit of death, 
and the spirit of fear off her.” The Spirit of God contin-
ued; l heard, “Go to the front door, open it and look out”, 
so l did. He said, “Go to the book of Ezekiel and look 
where the Lord said that His Spirit would come in from 
the East, repeat the words, ‘Surely you will live and not 
die.’” l walked back into the room. Larry was still there, 
praying in intercession, l can never under estimate the 
importance of travailing, and agonizing in our prayer 
closets, before going out. God’s intervention is often the 
result of our intercession—don’t you agree missionary 
friends?

As l entered the room, l walked over to her bed, and 
quickly broke the spirit of death from her while Larry fer-
vently prayed. We anointed her with oil and prophesied 
over her, the words the Lord had given “Surely you will 
Live and not Die,” and one more time prayed for the 
Spirit of Peace. We prayed for her very simply for a few 
more minutes and then excused ourselves.  The two of 
us went out and sat in the living room. You say, “That’s 
too simple.” No, just follow the lead of the Holy Spirit
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and God’s Word; and He does the work!
We moved to another room to rest and wait for our ride 

to continue our day’s ministry. I dozed off a little as we 
were resting there, waiting for the others to return. About 
twenty minutes had passed since we left Alice’s room. 

We were startled as we looked to my left side. Larry 
was on my right, and there stood Alice smiling from ear to 
ear!  She sat down next to me on the couch.  Her IV was 
gone and her skin tone had returned, and her strength 
was normal. Did God say, “Surely you will live and not 
Die?” You can imagine the excitement for her—she was 
living out this real-life Acts 2 story. Soon her husband 
and Isaac returned and great celebration ensued!

We left for our afternoon journey to the bush 
churches and all went well. After which we returned 
to the orphanage and a much needed nights rest. 

The next morning we were scheduled to minister in 
Samuel and Alice’s church. The church is very primitive, 
a dirt fl oor, tin roof, and tin sides.  Larry and l were to 
preach. There to meet us in the doorway was Alice.  She 
told us, through a great big smile, that she had walked all 
four miles to the church that very morning! That morning 
she gave her testimony of her miraculous healing and 
total recovery!  Wow!  What a testimony she gave 
that morning; many were touched!  Then Larry and l 
preached and prayed for many on that blessed morning. 

At the time of this writing, three years later, the re-
port from Alice is that she is still healed and has 
not been sick since!  Glory to God in the highest!
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chapter five
Heaven Touching Earth

2012 - Kenya

This event happened in Kenya, Africa, in a small set-
tlement called Webeye. This was my second trip to this 
faraway land and I asked a pastor/missionary friend of 
mine named Larry Craddick to accompany me.  

Larry and I traveled together several times prior to 
this, so we knew each other well. We had worked in 
ministry together for a number of years and we both see 
the need for house churches and their development.  
On this trip we were to teach pastors in the local house 
churches in the Webeye area. We planned to instruct 
them in God’s word from the Bible book of Ephesians.  
Ephesians 4 says to train up and equip the saints, then 
release them into ministry. 

In my previous travels here, I had worked with 
different individuals, instructing them from God’s word, 
about the elementary things of God; emphasizing the 
importance of Acts 2 in the out-pouring of Holy Spirit, 
and how the Holy Spirit is the empowerment to perform. 
You, as the reader of this book, must realize that just a 
few years earlier all of these people had been practicing 
Muslims. So most of them had just been in the faith 
of Jesus Christ just a short time, yet they had a great 
desire to move further with the Lord.  They wanted to 
start bush and house churches.



Because of their great zeal, and being very passion-
ate about the things of God, the Holy Spirit had sent 
us there to further teach them how to continue these 
works. Our work here was a very important one for 
which we were already equipped, because both Larry 
and I have been ordained in the house church move-
ment  with Outreach Fellowship International.  

Now that we are here, we are listening for the direction 
of the Holy Spirit, as we are led through the Word of God, 
to teach them many things. Larry and I are eager and 
ready to take on this challenge. Our spiritual adrenaline 
is fl owing; we are listening and anticipating a great 
move of the Holy Spirit to help us teach these things. 
We don’t want to get ahead of Holy Spirit because we 
want to make sure that we are hearing and teaching so 
that these men and women of God will be instructed 
accurately in the Word of God. 

Larry and I had already been working with a pastor 
and his wife, Samuel and Alice Wafula who lived in the 
community called Webeye.  They had been pastoring a 
small church.  Samuel had been our interpreter at many 
of our speaking appointments. Larry and I had already 
ministered in their small church.  Samuel had been trav-
eling without us, into the bush, to minister at many of the 
small house Churches. On this occasion, we were all 
together.  We had been to a church way far out—about 
two hours from the place where we had been staying.   
    Missionary friend, you must understand that we are 
not just out here randomly scattering our seed, we are 
sent by the Holy Spirit through God’s Word—If we were 
to go out on our own, without the leading of God, we 
would just  be doing good works. Jesus spent the last 
watch, 3am until 6am, with the Father and then and only 
then did He do what it says in 2 Chronicles—that the

36

Answering the Call to Missions



37

Heaven Touching Earth

eyes of the Lord are moving to and fro looking for those 
hearts rightly disposed unto Him. If we follow this per-
fect example, we to can have much fruit and not wear 
out in this soul winning work. This work must always 
be initiated from a platform of intercessory prayer, or 
we are open to wherever our soulish man leads. To go 
out on our own, we will never have His perfect will, only 
His permissive will. I know from my missionary train-
ing, l have always only settled for the best in Him—how 
about you missionary? 

We drove some two hours out from Mutual Encour-
agement Hope Home where we are staying with the kids.   
Picture if you will, it is hot, we are in a stuffy car, and 
the roads are rusty red dust fl ying everywhere, dodging 
large trucks, cars, holding our kidneys and wondering if 
we are going to be with Jesus today! We know the Holy 
Spirit has ordained even these hard days because we 
were in deep intercession this morning, and now, as we 
travel to this faraway Bush church, we are under the 
unction of the Holy Spirit. There are four of us in the car 
and it is very cramped yet we are singing praises and 
rejoicing in the goodness of heaven, anticipating a great 
move of the Holy Spirit, in this new village. 

We were invited here by one of our new pastors—
his name is David; he asked us to come here to teach 
on the Holy Spirit’s favor, through the Word of God, for 
his small congregation. Well Lord, we asked, “What do 
you have for us today? Is the glory cloud going to come 
down? Are we going to prophesy, or do you want us 
to sing songs and praises and allow your word to pen-
etrate deep into these souls and hearts, or all of the 
above?”  

We soon arrived at our destination, and they are wel-
coming us with great hospitality and love. One thing, 
about the Kenyan people, is the fact that they are very
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hospitable, and joy is apparent on their faces. Their 
worship is very simple and from the heart, if they have 
instruments they are small African drums and a few 
noisemakers. We started to make a joyful noise unto 
the Lord! Yeah! Atmosphere from heaven falls on us like 
the spring rain. Most have never experienced this in the 
developed nations of the earth, yet here where there is 
such desperation and expectancy anything can happen 
and usually does. My, oh my, if only all people around 
the world today would get into such a place and see 
Heaven come down, Isaiah 64.

Reader, have you ever been to a place where, 
certainly, the atmosphere of heaven has fi lled that 
place and surely you’re having a heavenly experience 
here on earth? That is what happened that morning. 
I remember that morning well. We were in the small 
cement structure and it actually had a cement fl oor; we 
marveled at the fact that most of the buildings we are in 
are mud, sticks, clay and dirt.  Yet as I chuckle over this 
scene, it makes me get all warm inside as I’m writing 
this story because I remember the scenario so well and 
I just know all the angels in heaven are getting ready to 
have a Holy Ghost party. The Spirit fl owed all morning 
and continued into the afternoon as all the people are 
eagerly anticipating the fi nale of the day, as God’s Spirit 
draws us in through His Word and our plates were being 
fi lled to the overfl owing. You see friend, if our plates are 
only full we have nothing to give away. 

This small community tribe/family, in this distant land, 
defi nitely had a God encounter—Heaven on earth, 
that very day. Pastor David and his small congrega-
tion grew steadily in numbers over the next number 
of weeks. When God’s Word goes out and His Spirit 
comes down, God always does that which He says 
He will do!  Now, these people are very aware of that



because they had tapped in to a source that is much 
higher than their humanity, and their plates were 
overfl owing. Later, as we return home, we were told 
the miracles and healings that took place had caused 
the peoples’ hearts to change and there had been an 
increase in number again this time; they tripled in size. 
Yet, we are more interested in fruit that remained— 
missionary, aren’t we wanting the same?           

As we left this meeting place that afternoon, we 
had a great joy in our hearts as we had a trek down 
the hill towards Webeye. Pastor David leaned over to 
me, while he and I were riding in the backseat of the 
vehicle, and he said to me that one of their people was 
in the hospital and needed prayer.  I responded to his 
request by saying, “Yes, let’s go by there when we get 
into town, before we go up to the orphanage to sleep for 
the night”.  

Several hours later we arrived at the hospital which 
was in the middle of town and they dropped David and 
me off at the front gate to the hospital.  We showed our 
paperwork to the guards and were given permission to 
go on into the hospital compound. In Africa, there are 
guards throughout the country at many business, hos-
pitals, market places, and around all counter stations. 
This is because there is much political and tribal un-
rest, visitors from outside are targets for kidnapping and 
rape. As we proceeded into the corridors and hallways 
of the hospital complex, we worked our way up to an 
upper fl oor of the hospital and looked for the woman’s 
ward where this precious mom-to-be was waiting to 
have a baby.  

We fi nally found the room where she was staying. 
We knocked at the door and were invited in to see a 
very frightened Kenyan lady in her late twenties.  She 
was clad in a simple cotton dress, hospital style, and lay 
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very frightened in the corner of a very simple bed. My 
eyes ran a quick scan of this room.  It was very simply 
furnished, just two small beds but no others were in her 
room. This facility was, of course, very substandard 
in comparison to our western culture, yet was very 
functional here in this far away land. l immediately 
started inquiring of the Holy Spirit for directions and 
wisdom for our next orders. 

Missionary, as l am sure you already know that we 
have been trained in the school of the Holy Spirit, there-
fore we do not need to give anyone help through our 
mind, will and emotions. People in distress need a God 
encounter! 

As the pastor and l had talked, on our journey to 
the hospital, he fi lled me in on her immediate history. 
The doctor informed this young lady she needed a 
C-section; she could not have a baby by regular birth 
since the baby was too big for her and the baby was 
breech.  She could not afford a medical procedure here 
in Africa. Their policy is, pay before any medical help is 
administered or you go home; this even applies to heart 
attacks and broken bones! l did not see a husband, no 
family members were there with her, and she lived far 
up into the bush. 

We stood silently for a moment with her young pastor 
who was praying quietly.  l waited to hear instructions 
from heaven, having learned in the Holy Spirit school 
never to act hastily. Soon l heard, “Break the spirit of 
fear from her.” “Yes sir,” l responded. “Now lay hands on 
her mind and cast out the spirit of fear, in Jesus’ name, 
and also pray for the Spirit of Peace to surround her.” 
If God did not show up with a miracle, then she would 
have to go home and endure a breech birth alone; they 
both would probably die! Next,  the Holy Spirit spoke to 



me and said, “Break the spirit of death off her and her 
baby.”  I then asked the pastor to speak to her in Swahili 
and ask her if l could lay hands on her stomach and the 
baby.  Since no other woman was around, l needed her 
permission. l then preceded to do as l was instructed by 
the Holy Spirit, and l rebuked the spirit of death off both 
the young woman and her baby.

Next, l spoke prophecy to her and the baby—surely 
you will live and not die, body line up, child turn in 
your mother’s womb, body dilate properly, cord come 
unwrapped from around the neck. As we anointed her 
with oil and covered her again in the Spirit of Peace, it 
was evident she was embracing the peace! Soon it was 
time to leave and go back to orphanage.

Very early the next morning, we were awakened by 
a very excited phone call to Pastor Isaac, who runs the 
orphanage. He came down the hallway and threw open 
the door to the room where Larry and I were staying. 
Excitedly he told us that not more than two hours after 
we had left, that the baby had turned in the mother, the 
cord come unwrapped around the baby’s neck, that she 
dilated properly, and she had a perfect birth.  Praise 
be to the Lord our God!  Do miracles happen today? 
Oh Yes, they do! I know in Webeye, that evening God 
showed up and showed off, and a miracle happened in 
that small hospital; a frightening young lady give birth to 
perfectly healthy baby girl!

Three days later she returned to her village. The 
village celebrated what God had done and as they 
rejoiced, over the next three months the small bush 
church grew in size to over 120 in number!  Stories like 
this one seem to be few, yet l know God, that night, 
ordained one. Thank you, Jesus!  Missionary, this 
should get your spiritual adrenaline going!  
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chapter six
Night Under the Mango Tree

August, 2012 - Uganda
 

Larry, Roy and Isaac traveled across the border 
crossing at Bungoma, Kenya. The wait was astronomi-
cal. We had rented a car. Stouma had driven us and 
then took the car back to Bungoma. We had just fought 
traffi c both ways from large timber trucks and cargo 
trucks which were everywhere on the narrow, pot holed 
road.

We were walking with our passports and visas in our 
backpacks toward the border station.   The guards gave 
Larry and me very curious looks; Isaac, our guide and 
interpreter, lives in Kenya and therefore was not given a 
second look. The weather was warm, not too hot since 
it was the start of their cooler season. We were excited 
to fi nally be on the move again. Days earlier, we had 
met with a pastor at Isaac’s farm and orphanage where 
we had formulated our plans for this extended trip to 
this new country Uganda.

The excitement of this adventure was running through 
our minds because we had heard many stories coming 
out of the news in the United States about this troubled 
country. Years earlier, Kenya had a horrifi c reputation 
with confl ict, governmental unrest, and tribal clashes.  
Weighing on our minds were the atrocities associated 
with the killing fi elds—horrible murders, mutilation of



innocent kids and families. The young boys, of the 
village, kidnapped and trained to do extreme aggressive 
evil acts. Their children were totally innocent at fi rst until 
they were hardened by the pressures of their kidnappers 
and the reality of knowing their fate if they were not 
noncompliant.

When we reached the border there seemed to have 
been some kind of hold up, fi nally $50 (USD) paid for 
each of us each seemed to hasten their paperwork 
process; foreign countries seem to thrive on scratch
payola!

The pastor whom we met earlier at Isaac’s ministry, 
found us at the crossing and ushered us to his vehicle.  
After a few hugs and hellos, we loaded and started our 
way into bush.  On the way, the pastor fi lled us in on the 
details of our journey!

First, we went to the pastor’s house to have a meal 
and meet his family. Then we went to a meeting in the 
bush outside of an undisclosed village. Interesting to 
note, this place was very far into the bush where we 
were way out of our element. Larry and I had been 
to many places before on missions trips together and 
this particular trip, the second part of our journey, was 
different. This setting was a new adventure for us—new 
places—new faces—new cultures. Our heads were 
swarming with many images of things we had seen 
and read, and now we’re trying to formulate them in 
our mind’s eye and heart. What is this all about? Are 
we able to handle this new place, these new people 
groups, and are we up to this task? 

I sat on a beautiful balcony, overlooking the Pacifi c 
Ocean.  As I write these thoughts from my journals, try-
ing to do justice to this writing, I must ask the Holy Spirit 
to bring to my mind, all the details of these events.  
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It’s so interesting; as we all travel as missionaries 
we bring back the cultures, traditions, and customs. My 
head is racing with thoughts and images of these travels 
to faraway lands. I remember a time, many years ago, 
I was asked to do missions work, and now all these 
years later, I have the privilege to write about them. 
Sometimes I try to picture myself as some of the early 
apostles in their travels and wonder if they had some of 
the same thoughts that I have. 

When I had the vision of this writing, I envisioned it 
as an encouragement letter. I felt it was for those who 
had traveled some of the same roads and may be think-
ing of trying to put their thoughts to paper—now as I 
am. If this ready writer pen catches you and you are 
drawn into the stories, I hope you will enjoy them as 
much as I have been, traveling and writing them. The 
reality of these events are priceless, and are formulated 
by the Holy Spirit. They will continue through the space 
of time. Perhaps maybe your journals and mine will en-
courage many more to go on and to be apostolic travel-
ers to foreign nations.  

Now back to my story in Uganda, Under the Mango 
Tree. Well, I get excited when I think about this be-
cause this is real life and real people with God’s Spirit 
reaching to the further most parts of the earth—Matthew 
28:19,20. This night we were primed and ready for the 
Holy Spirit through God’s Word to work in real time as 
the two of us are here now. Okay, God what’s next? We 
did not have to wait long this night since the well was 
primed and fl owing—know what I mean?  

It was 9pm and I want to point out at this time, we 
were on Africa time, which means, No Hurry.  Larry and 
I are now told that the other pastors and people were 
on their way. It was dark, the mosquitoes and bugs 
were now making a nuisance, and we were slapping
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and wiping the sweat with our handkerchiefs. Men were 
working on a very old generator for hanging a light in 
the mango  tree, and as it goes out an oil lamp will be 
put in its place. 

Interesting to note here, as the evening proceeds 
people trickled in and Larry and I continue to pray for 
the meeting to engage, and oh my, did we have a Holy 
Spirit encounter that evening. A God clash atmospheric 
change came and we had heaven on earth. We were 
under a mango tree, over thousands of miles from our 
home, and heaven showed up and the book of Acts went 
into action. Wow!  The evening night was a whirlwind of 
warring for souls amidst demonic forces and powers, 
and Larry and I watched the heavens open up with God’s 
Word guiding the whole encounter. By next morning, 
heaven had a great victory as if Joshua and Caleb had 
been there. Now I want to fi ll in the blanks as the Holy 
Spirit refreshes my ready writer pen of Psalms chapter 45. 

Back to the story—Here we were in the Moslem 
village, deep in the interior of Uganda. It was past 9 
o’clock at night and Larry and I were ministering un-
der the unction of the Holy Spirit. Reader, use your 
own imagination here, the intensity of this evening is 
increasing as the witch doctors reluctantly come in to 
the circle under the mango tree—under the oil lamp. 
Their curious looks and stares were unnerving; as they 
and the others gathered, they were ready to see what 
the two men of God, from a faraway place, had to say 
to them. The Word of God was being preached by Larry 
and me and Jesus Christ was being glorifi ed as King 
and Lord. You can imagine how much drama there 
was under the shadow of this tree and the lamp which 
was casting very unusual shadows in the late night. 

The group of people gathered do fi ne with the 
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Word of God until we mentioned the Name of Jesus. 
Then there were those who were into witchcraft and 
their own vices. The witchcraft believers scattered to 
the outward shadows of the trees, past the outward 
circle and beyond the mango trees. As the intensity 
of the evening increased, Larry and I were listening 
very close to the Holy Spirit’s leading so as not to of-
fend them, yet to feed them truth. We were using the 
Word of God as our authority this evening to guide 
them into repentance and salvation. As you can see, 
we had a tug of war going on here between fl esh and 
spirit. The warfare is very diffi cult, only seasoned veter-
ans in the Spirit should sign-up for these assignments. 

All of a sudden, a lady in the circle starts manifesting 
in an unhealthy way. Larry and I were aware that some 
things were out of order in the spirit—this is called dis-
cerning of spirits. We noticed that she was displaying 
unusual characteristics that gave us a clue that perhaps 
she was entertaining demonic spirits. So we approach 
her and take authority in Jesus Christ, plead the blood 
over her, and take Holy Spirit authority to take charge 
of anything not of God’s Spirit. We ordered the spirits 
to come under the authority of Jesus Christ and His 
Spirit! We told them to be quiet by the blood of Jesus 
Christ. You see Missionary, the enemy would like noth-
ing better than to stop or disrupt God’s work. Amen!  

I would like to pause here to ask you a question: if 
you were in this particular circumstance how would 
you have reacted? With your Bible training, how would 
you deal with such an encounter? Would you have you 
been prepared to handle such a demonic disruption? 
Would you have listened to the Holy Spirit through 
the Word of God and taken Spirit authority in Jesus 
Christ and the blood of the lamb. Would you  have
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said, “Be quiet in Jesus Christ’s Name?” Would you 
have been sure you were prayed up and totally submit-
ted to God before you were challenged by the demonic?  

There is power in the Name of Jesus, as we are 
submitted and established in Christ.  The main point 
here is to always be ready, in season and out of sea-
son, to give an answer in the Word of God, by the power 
of the Holy Spirit. This evening we experienced many 
salvations, many deliverances, and many were set free 
of strongholds. Sometimes we don’t know, until months 
later (if at all), the full extent of the changes brought by 
the Word of God and the move of the Spirit.      

We had eaten earlier that evening, sitting on the 
benches under that same mango tree.  Our meal was 
carefully and wonderfully prepared by our hosts to honor 
us as their invited guests. We were served many banan-
as cooked or freshly picked, there was also an assort-
ment of other fruits—mangos, papayas, and plantain. 
They cook outdoors in Uganda, over open fi res. For din-
ner we were fed goat meat. The cookhouses were out-
side, covered with bamboo and palm branches.  As you 
are eating, the normal activity is to fi ght off cockroaches 
and fl ies.  For our digestive protection we brought our 
own water. 

After dinner, and before our meeting, we were intro-
duced to a bishop who came in to the village. He was 
introduced to us as the Bishop of the whole region and 
he wanted to make it very plain that he was the head 
authority over these churches. He wanted to make sure 
we knew his position. We thanked him graciously, yet 
we also let him know the Holy Spirit was in charge. He 
then left and we did not see him again—we didn’t need 
that religious spirit hanging around, and thank you Lord 
for removing him.
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Reader, you need to note that we were deep into 
Muslim territory and the infl uence is strong; the rebels 
would like nothing better than to kill us. The ones in this 
village wanted to hear what the foreigners had to say, 
yet, as we talked about Jesus these demonic spirits 
went ballistic. 

I remember, as the meeting proceeded, that I need-
ed to take a “potty stop”.  I was told that I had to go 
out from under the semi-comfort of the mango tree, 
and go down to the right, past the cemetery.  Using my 
very small fl ashlight, in a very unconfi dent way, I slowly 
found my way down this dark path.  The path was very 
spooky.  My fl ashlight cast all kinds of shadows, but I 
fi nally found a small dwelling that I assumed to be the 
outhouse. Yikes! Do I really want to go in there and 
fi ght the spiders and all the other critters?  The urgency 
to take care of my needs convinced me.  Experiences 
like this one are not something you want to write home 
about—get my drift.  Thankfully, I found my way back 
to the mango tree, not wanting to ever go out on that 
path again.

I was so happy to be back under the mango tree. 
It looked very mysterious under that oil lamp. We 
continued to preach and minister—many were saved, 
healed, and delivered.  God is so good. The meetings 
continued on late into the night.  For us the night was 
getting long and we hadn’t had much sleep in the past 
twenty-four hours.

We asked our host if there was a place to lay down 
and sleep for a few hours.  Larry, Isaac and I were taken 
to a mud hut, which we assume, was the host’s home 
about fi fty feet away.  There was no electricity so we 
were led there with our fl ashlights.  They took us into 
the room that was very small, off from the main room, 
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and there were some grass mats laid out side-by-side 
on the fl oor. We were instructed that this would be our 
place to sleep. The room was so small that our heads 
rubbed against one wall while our feet rubbed the oth-
er. We laid on the mats, all three of us, and snuggled 
in for some sleep that would come. You see we were 
very tired because we had been on the go for many 
hours. As the night wore on we got some very cramped 
uneasy rest. We heard many animal noises and found 
we were sharing the house with many other critters—
dogs, cats, mice, and a chicken or two. In the morn-
ing, many more people had joined us in the night. 

To leave we had to crawl over sleeping bodies to 
get to the front door. We counted sixteen people in-
cluding ourselves in that house. We were so happy to 
get out and get a breath of fresh air because it was 
extremely musty, and smelly, not to mention how un-
comfortable—yes Lord, You did let us get a few hours 
of sleep. We got ready for the new day by praying, 
offering praise, thanksgiving and worship to our Al-
mighty creator not yet knowing what our day held for 
us.  We headed back out under the mango tree; it 
sure looked more welcoming in the light of day.   

For breakfast we were served some fruit. We were 
very glad we all still had a little bit of water left in our 
bottles because we still couldn’t drink the water. Oh, 
and did I mention chickens, oh my, as we got under 
the mango tree that next morning there they were 
again. We had to fi ght them and other critters off as 
all just wanting to sample our morning breakfast. 

This is Uganda, Africa, and should we expect any 
less? No, missionary friend, this is what awaits you 
if you accompany us on one of our journeys to far-
away places. Have you gotten your pen out? Are 
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you ready to sign up? You’re most welcome to join 
us when the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit prepares 
and releases you for such an assignment as this.



Night Under the Mango Tree
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chapter seven
Crusade Uganda

(White Men Can Dance)

A story like this tickles my funny bone. I believe that 
our Father has a good sense of humor, He made us 
and He said it was good. I believe as we share these 
stories that we have tapped into what I call the Acts two 
church; and I believe that we are serving the God of the 
possible who always turns around the impossible. 

Missionary friend, examine yourself in the light of the 
living Word, and guard yourself with everything that you 
have, so you can walk in the fullness of heaven where 
there is more than enough—enough to heal the sick, 
enough to raise the dead, enough for the blind to see, 
enough to see the lame to walk, enough to see the leper 
healed, enough to see the deaf to hear, enough to fulfi ll 
the total promises of God.  

2 Peter 1:4 NASB: “For by these He has granted to 
us His precious and magnifi cent promises, so that by 
them you may become partakers of the divine nature, 
having escaped the corruption that is in the world with 
lust. “

I also believe Peter is speaking to you and me, ask-
ing us to be assured that all heaven and earth will move 
on our behalf, as we move in His Power, Authority and 
Anointing.  Don’t you agree?  

Peter goes on to assure His selected servants that 
ALL, now I said ALL these things are ours in Jesus. Is
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your believer open and receivable? Peter goes on to 
say, 2 Peter 1:3, “…seeing that His divine power has 
granted to us everything pertaining to life and godliness, 
through the true knowledge of Him who called us by His 
own glory and excellence.” 

From this missionary, I want to share a supernatural 
occurrence that happened in the bush of Uganda and 
I am totally reliant on the Holy Spirit’s recall. When the 
time clock turns back to these stories, the tears build 
up inside and the paper gets wet. Larry and I had been 
gone from home close to three weeks using baby wipes 
many days; it’s hot and sticky, water is hard to fi nd, 
and the Holy Spirit is leading the way. We fi nished the 
adventure under the Mango tree and now are traveling 
again. 

The next day we were dropped off at a service 
center, where we waited for a brother we had only 
talked with on our phones, who was referred to us 
from a fellow worker in United States. We soon see 
a man we believe to be him.  It was Brother Isa and 
we were thankful he could speak English. He drove 
us some two hours to his house in Jinja. We learned 
on the way he had borrowed a car and we were 
to stay at his house. We also had brought Brother 
Isaac from Kenya with us, so there were three of us. 

As our adventure unfolds, we are seeing new 
places, and peoples, and soon to meet Isa our new 
friend and family, along with ministry partners. Isa 
introduced us to Brother Martin and his wife, Irene, 
and both family’s children. They explained to us their 
work with a large church in the capital city Kampala, 
some two hours away. Isa’s wife and Martin’s wife were 
both teachers at the local schools in Jinja.  Two-and-
a-half-hours into the bush is where the orphanage 
called Hope for Uganda Youth is; it houses some forty



kids. On the same property is a school and a Christian 
church. You can imagine our excitement as we hear this 
great vision of faith and the reality, and now our sharing 
in it with them.  

The next day we rented a van and traveled to the 
church and orphanage; the roads were very challenging 
as they also are in Kenya. The day was an eye opener, 
seeing the conditions of this land; we always are chal-
lenged in new lands, cultures and people groups. The 
Muslim population here is very large. Most of the people 
that we work with are all converted to Christianity from 
the Muslim culture. 

We arrived in the village of the orphanage close to 
noon and were able to meet all the children and tour 
their compound. It is very primitive, yet workable—small 
school, church fl oor is half a cement slab the remainder 
dirt. There are large poles for supporting walls and a tin 
roof.  There are tarps for walls, although they were very 
tattered. The small cookhouse uses wood, as is normal 
out in the bush or primitive areas, and sleeping is very 
cramped, yet they are inventive. 

The grounds are several beautiful unlandscaped 
acres, with much evidence of building projects in 
progress, some with bricks, which they use if they can 
acquire such materials. The offi ce is where we set up 
our backpacks and personnel items. We had a meeting 
with their staff, pastors, teachers and the needed 
personnel to run such a ministry. The fi rst day was 
mainly for introduction and playing with the kids.  They 
always need lots of recognition and playtime, if they are 
not in classes. 

The following day we would start our crusade and 
the house-to-house ministry in the villages, also half 
days witnessing. The open-air crusades started in early 
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the afternoon, going on into night as the Holy Spirit led.
 In Kenya, we had to be more careful about night 

hours, yet here didn’t seem to be as critical. “Holy Spirit, 
You are our leader and protector.” You can imagine 
our anticipation and excitement was mounting as our 
schedule was revealed to us and our ministry juices 
were fl owing.  “Holy Spirit, what’s next?”

The next day we repeated the day’s travels as be-
fore, and arrived at the orphanage with the kids all 
happy for our arrival and attention. When we got there 
we were given suggestions from pastors on team prep-
aration and partner assignments for planned visits to 
nearby villages.  We said our fi nal prayers and set up a 
meeting time at the orphanage to regroup for the start of 
the crusade that fi rst afternoon and evening. We were 
informed that a team from a church in the city would 
travel out for several days to team with us. 

I was teamed-up with pastor Isa and one of his 
evangelists he wanted me to encourage. We went to 
many village huts, and houses, a variety of poor and not 
so poor, praying and speaking in tongues allowing the 
Holy Spirit to accomplish His work through us and using 
God’s Word as our plumb line. After many encounters 
and praying with families, I remember a special family—
one grandmother, mother, and a boy who was laying on 
the front porch in great pain. A boy, perhaps 13-years-
old had open puss fi lled wounds on his side that were 
severely infected, the boy had fallen in an open fi re 
that had been made for cooking the meals.  In these 
countries, as mentioned earlier, there is very little 
means for medical attention and such was the case 
here. They knew he was in great pain and that infection 
had set in. They were Muslim and knew Pastor Isa and 
they were desperate for those from a faraway place to
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perhaps come and bring a little hope and relief. The 
grandmother was very reluctant yet this boy’s mother 
was desperate and she knew she might lose her boy to 
this infection. 

We were prayed up, anticipation running in high ex-
pectations, and now in this present circumstance with 
this young man, we were about to experience a God 
encounter from on high.  We called on the one true God 
Jehovah of Psalm 83:18 KJV who had gifted us with 
laying on of hands and authority of healing from on high. 

The authority of God, the touch of God, the Peace of 
God—what a mighty combination — anyone ready for 
a miracle? “Yeah, God”, that’s just what happened, and 
the boy knew he was healed. What happened next was 
another miracle, the young man and his mother both 
wanted Jesus as Lord and Savior. I held back the tears 
of rejoicing as we led them in the sinner’s prayer.  “God 
you are so good!”  Wow! All this happened on a porch 
that afternoon as we had higher expectations, and had 
a God encounter. 

Our afternoon continued and Larry’s team, also had 
much fruit and many salvations, so we then assembled 
at an open fi eld by the orphanage, and readied for 
crusade ministry. 

The plowed fi eld had many brick business buildings 
and housing around the perimeter. They were kind of 
close to each other in the center; there was probably 
one-acre of open ground. Our fi rst observation was 
of a four-foot high stage fashioned from small logs 
with very rough planks laid side by side loosely. This 
structure was very disconcerting to Larry and me. 
Like, wow, can we actually survive an entourage 
with fi fteen or twenty swaying back and forth.  Larry, 
are we setting ourselves up for early heaven; shall  
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we preach on the ground?” I whispered to Larry. 
They were dancing and swaying and the stage was 

still standing, it was swaying back and forth as the 
people swayed and moved back and forth, O ye of little 
faith!   As Larry and I looked at each other, now came 
the invite to come up and dance with them. Up we went! 
They put Ugandan sashes around us and Larry and I, 
men from another culture, made them laugh and shout 
as heaven was pleased that night in a plowed fi eld.

The night was young yet. It was very hot, as it usually 
gets in Africa, the sun was still hot.  I wore my Panama 
hat and long sleeve shirt as to not get burnt. As we 
were preaching I sat down on the edge of the stage 
and my interpreter sat beside me. Friends, the Holy 
Spirit showed up and the children moved in and I felt as 
Jesus was teaching the little children; their hunger and 
expectation was contagious. 

We passed into the evening; it was getting dark and 
the generator was laboring to run the lights and sound 
system, power would go up and down. Then the lights 
would get dim and bright, and the micro-phone would 
cut in and out, sometimes with a loud squeal as the 
power went up and down.  

The shadows were awesome and we were watch-
ing the Muslims and the kids—the kids who came with 
adults stayed toward the back. Soon we were to start 
the night session and I was to share fi rst. The love of 
Jesus was overwhelmingly—how do we get this all over 
everyone? We asked the Holy Spirit, to bring the Word 
in such a way through us, His selected servants. We 
just watched and that is what happened. I remember 
feeling so much love I thought I would bust. I shared 
from the book of John. Then I just wanted to touch all 
the kids with this love as they were pushing in to the 



platform. At this point I did something that surprised 
the pastors and even Larry. The ground was red dirt, 
my clothes were wringing wet, and I just jumped off 
the stage into the crowd. They all wanted a touch of 
God’s magnifi cent love; I had never felt such compas-
sion. The pastors were concerned for my safety yet I 
was unaware—they came down to retrieve me, but I 
had gone out in the Spirit. They picked me up, laid me 
on the platform, and the crowd went wild. The meeting 
went on and Larry preached. Later, as Larry’s message 
of salvation and healing continued, I sat up. We started 
praying, and many received salvation.  

The highlight of the evening was when a paralytic 
baby, who could not sit up, was healed. Then everyone 
wanted to have a touch of the Master’s love. Meetings 
like this one continued for several days and it would be 
hard to record all the healings and salvations, because 
each day we still went out into the community and 
shared this great love. The next evening when we en-
tered the fi eld towards the platform we saw a 13-year-
old girl carrying the baby, the one who was healed the 
night before; she set him on a blanket and he could sit 
up. What a wonderful God we serve!

The next day we preached in the orphanage church 
and shared tag team style. This meeting went for 
hours and afterwards we shared a meal. After the 
meal we all traveled to do a baptism because many 
Muslims had gotten saved over the past few days.  
There was a lady with her three daughters among 
those being baptized. We had a very interesting time 
because as we were standing in the water, small little 
fi sh were nibbling on our feet and legs, I said, “Pastor 
Isa, are there Piranha in this water?” We all laughed.  
Many from the church were singing hymns during the 
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baptism and there was much celebrating and rejoicing. 
Later we met several pastors at the church and were 

informed they wanted us to travel with them into the 
bush to their village to share the gospel. The village 
was about an hour away so we drove in the car. When 
we got there a welcome party was awaiting us; we es-
timated about twenty had come out.  They set us on 
small benches and chairs. The mother and father of the 
pastor were introduced to us and said how much of an 
honor for us to come to their village.  

We noticed many were coming in and soon close to 
80 were waiting for me to share—my, what an honor. 
We then asked who wanted prayer for healing and I re-
member an older lady bowed on her knees in the dirt 
and gave honor to our God, since she now was no lon-
ger Muslim. This was a very stirring experience and the 
prayer and healings went on for another hour—seems 
as if the fl oodgates of heaven had opened and almost 
everyone wanted a touch from God. 

Larry and I saw a middle-aged young lady in a bright 
red dress who had cataracts. At fi rst we passed her by, 
oh, we of little faith. As we were getting ready to leave 
we turned, anointed her with oil, and prayed. We headed 
toward the van to leave and heard a voice calling from 
this lady outside our side window. She wanted us to see 
her clear healed eyes, Wow! God’s miracle. 

Well Missionary, it not over until it’s over, we thought 
that we were to head two hours back to town and rest—
but no. As we got in the van, we were told we were 
going to stop at other places to pray on the way to the 
church.  Ok, we said rather reluctantly, since we were 
so tired—bodies line up in Jesus name. Jesus can al-
ways use us as long as we are submitted, and that very 
thing is what we had to do.

In the next village where we stopped, a woman was



brought forth requesting prayer for extreme pain and a 
broken back.  Larry asked that I would pray and anoint 
her with oil and that we did. The Holy Spirit then told me 
to have her start moving her neck and damaged back 
in almost a 180 degree fashion. Then I had her jump 
around and she was healed. Praise the Lord!  Next 
we went to one more village and repeated ministering, 
even in our tired state, and all were touched and healed. 
2 Corinthians 12:12, “The signs of a true apostle were 
performed among you with all perseverance, by signs 
and wonders and miracles.”  “Thank you Lord for Your 
grace and mercy—You want all to be healed in Jesus 
name.”

Have you ever heard the phrase, “You’re on the road 
again.”?—that we were. It must have been 8 pm and 
we just wanted to go to our lodging place.  Here we are, 
traveling one hour out, when we received a call to pray 
for a worship leader pastor who had led at the crusade. 
He was experiencing appendicitis and had been taken 
to a bush clinic twenty minutes from our location. 

Remember the rule, “in season and out of season”? I 
forgot to mention we had run out of gas and water and just 
got a minimal amount of fuel and now here we are on a 
mercy mission. We arrived at a very primitive hospital. I 
know the brother was certainly pleased because he was 
from the city of Kampala, the capital. This was an ex-
treme emergency and this was his miracle in the middle 
of the night, a van full of prayed up pastors; miracle any 
one?  We anointed him and all prayed. We were grate-
ful to fi nd, in our absence, one of the brothers had fi lled 
our gas tank.  We were so thankful, it was already the 
middle of the night, we didn’t want any more challenges 
on this night, just wanted to get to our resting place. 

The next day was a preparation day for traveling

Crusade Uganda - White Men Can Dance

61



home. They drove us two hours to the airport in 
Kampala, then we were dropped off, and had to wait 
long hours until the plane left. We were up most of the 
night sleeping on the tile fl oor of the airport. 

Then, the next day, we headed to Nairobi, Kenya. 
Unfortunately, we arrived too early at the airport and the 
doors were still locked. When the doors to the airport 
were unlocked we were still very early and exhausted 
from the night before, so we laid down on a hard wooden 
bench in the waiting area. Several hours later a man 
came to open the restaurant for the day. He took pity on 
us and opened his doors early so we could rest on their 
cushioned booth bench in the airport restaurant.  Later, 
we left for Amsterdam, had a short layover, then home 
to the USA. Forty hours traveling home, exhausting, 
but, “Yeah God, we are glad to be home, but what an 
adventure we had with You!”
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chapter eight
 

Indonesia

2009 - Earthquake and Tsunami Relief

In years past, I was always reading stories of 
missionaries and now I write our own stories, because 
many of us answered the worldwide call. Five of us 
traveled from the United States; we called our team the 
Pastors of Disaster.  The year was 2009.  

Our hosts were Pastor Steve and Pastor Donnie. 
They picked us up at the airport and took us to Pastor 
Steve’s mission place called the White House. This is 
where we were to stay in Jakarta. Pastor Steve ran a 
missions station called The White house. The mission 
house had fi ve girls who were from this land; it was a 
special time of fellowship.

Each morning we had private prayer, then joined 
others for corporate prayer, to be tied together in com-
munion. This combination brings a strong unity and 
one accord that is a covenant agreement with heaven. 
We must always remember the bond of a strong War-
rior bride and Army as Timothy spoke of, “keeping the 
charge” always watching the backs of the other, going 
back for the one. (Semper Fidelis) Marine theme. 

We spent several days evangelizing and working 
with the street people here in Jakarta. We ministered in 
a Leprosy neighborhood, and held several meetings in 
the host family’s church, praying and ministering.  
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Every day we would purchase all the food the street 
venders were selling. Then we would go under the 
bridges and hideaways and feed the people, both in 
the body and the soul.  We even met a man who we 
ministered with that was extremely hungry for God’s 
Word—for the things of God.  We made it a priority to 
spend hours of each day with him. Many of the people 
wanted a church so we named this man as the pastor of 
the church!  Pastor Steve keeps in con-tact and works 
with them.  God is so good He started a church right 
there under that bridge!

We spent several days on the streets doing evan-
gelism. After three days, we fl ew over to the Island of 
Sumatra and stayed in the city of Padang.  We stayed in 
a hotel that had suffered damage but was still structur-
ally sound; however, on the other side of the street was 
a hotel that had collapsed under the shaking and 200 
people had lost their lives!

Picture if you can, a city that lies in ruins. We are here 
doing disaster relief work, having smuggled in Bibles 
and tracts. We were awakened each morning at 6am to 
the prayers from the Muslim mosque that drone on over 
the loud speakers fi ve times a day—every day!  I am 
setting on the balcony of our two-story hotel praying. 
It is the fi rst morning after three days at the missionary 
home in Jakarta and I am trying to study and pray. I had 
to pray in peace to concentrate because they use loud 
speakers.

As we went out this day we were charged and ready 
for our orders, and we were to go high in the mountains 
to where there had been a wedding after the quake and 
the ground was unstable. On our way we stopped to 
witness at a food place. Our team placed a Bible on 
the table of a disabled Muslim man and lead him to the 
Lord.  We were passing out tracts, reaching out of the
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van to put tracts in the hand of children and motorbike 
riders. 

This is a beautiful land, even with the devastation. We 
were able to enjoy the rice fi elds, how they were farming 
with water buffaloes, and the children as they lined the 
roads wanting something as we passed by, throwing out 
tracts into waiting hands. We climbed toward the top of the 
mountain; it was roped off with yellow tape, we showed 
them our disaster relief badges and security let us enter. 
We are ministers of the most-high God so we always 
must remember our God given authority, Matthew 7:29. 

As we crested the hill, we saw large bulldozer-like 
machines; they were moving the earth around. While 
we were watching this activity, it was revealed to us 
there had been a very large wedding ceremony in 
progress, when all of a sudden, the hillside let loose 
and 400 people were buried. Remember, the word 
of our testimony, and the blood of Jesus is our most 
powerful weapon. The love of Jesus is so powerful 
and never fails. Several hundred bodies had been 
retrieved; they were still looking for the remainder. We 
engaged a gentleman who was an onlooker, he was 
waiting for his family members to be retrieved, what a 
heart rending occasion. We spent several hours there 
ministering to some, and talking to offi cials. Memories 
like these are forever in our hearts and mind.   

We had been here in Indonesia on the island of 
Samaritan in the epicenter of the quake—here in Pa-
dang. The earthquake had devastated the city and 
mountains of Samaria and Padang. The country is 
heavily populated with Muslims, and we wanted to 
build a cross and pull it; we were told they would be-
head us. We had shipped 200 Bibles in their language 
and had brought hundreds of tracts; this was totally 
illegal here whoops. So, here we are in the rented



van driving up in the mountains giving out Bibles and 
tracts, diapers, and sandwiches. Bill blew the shofar, 
Bobby played worship on his guitar, and three of us 
preached. 

Little did we know there was a Muslim terrorist training 
camp in the woods over the hill.  They heard the sound 
of the shofar and a radical Moslem group came running 
after us. We hustled into the van and our Moslem driver 
was told to drive quickly! They were already pelting us 
with rocks and chasing us with motorbikes. They were 
aggressively trying to catch us and push us off the very 
steep mountain road—the road that had been severely 
damaged by the mudslide and earthquake.

I was in the second row back in the van and hugging 
the window. Bill was in the front seat pounding on the 
driver’s arm to get going. The situation was so intense 
yet I leaned out the window, and was trying to give our 
pursuers a tract and saying, “Jesus loves you.” 

Oh my!  They grabbed my left arm, and were pulling 
me out the window—hurting my hip and arm.  I felt a tug 
on my belt from the front seat that was preventing me 
from being pulled out and killed. All the time rocks were 
continuing to pelt the van. With the preaching, worship 
from Bobbie’s guitar, and blowing of a shofar, we stirred 
up a hornet’s nest—know what I mean? You can imagine 
the drama that was taking place; they were pursuing 
us with killing vengeance.  We had a Muslim women 
and her baby with us and we had a Muslim man whom 
we also given a ride.  We realized that perhaps he had 
stirred up strife with the locals and perhaps had caused 
further harassment with us.  Brian and Rudy had to get 
out among the heavy rock throwing, since they blocked 
our way on the damaged road. The two picked up the 
bikes blocking our path, and threw them off the narrow
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roadway, which made these Muslims angrier. Brian’s 
head received a heavy blow, on the top of the van’s 
doorway, as he scrambled to get into the moving van 
and Rudy, a marine, slid into the van, just in the nick of 
time. As we sped down the road, our prayers increased 
in intensity; you see, this was one of those David times 
in Psalm 91 (God Help).

We were bearing madly down the very narrow and 
rocky road, dodging potholes, and large boulders. More 
very large boulders were being tossed from side-to-
side; we hit a large rock, radically coming near the large 
embankment, with our hearts pounding, more intense 
prayer in the Spirit. We became aware that perhaps the 
oil pan had been damaged; and we were leaking oil. 
About this time, we all were in a place of needing God’s 
Great Psalm 103—loving kindness, yes God’s interven-
tion or we might all perish.  

We continued to meet with various road hindrances—
water buffalo, large logs, people in the road, and road-
blocks, which we just ran through. We were soon to 
realize the van must be running on pure Holy Ghost 
power. We realized the severity of our vehicles situa-
tion, yet it was still running. Getting pretty exciting, don’t 
you think missionary? Our adrenalin had been pumping 
and now, what’s next? Soon we looked to our rear and 
the bikes had disappeared. We realized a miracle had 
taken place; we felt we should drop off the woman and 
her baby and the suspicious man and that we did. 

We traveled some distance more praying the van 
would hold together as we approached a steep hill. I 
looked out the rear, and as l looked l saw a black cloud 
of smoke, “Brian” I said “this isn’t a diesel motor is it?”  
“No” he replied, “Well look at that cloud of black smoke 
coming out the back!” The engine was getting ready to
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blow and as we topped the hill and started our decent 
down the van gave up the ghost. When the van stopped 
rolling, we again had a 911 request to heaven. We had 
dodged a water buffalo, washed out road, trees in the 
road, all as our van bounced from side to side, as we 
held on, and fl ying through the air, hitting a large rock. 
Now we are out of the van running with our backpacks. 

Fortunately, we spotted a damaged house with 
people watching us running their way. Pastor Donnie 
interpreted and told them we would pay them to take 
us in their small pickup to transport us two hours to 
Padang. We cleared our pockets of rubles and their 
eyes said, “Yes”. As we departed we could see the oil 
spot under the van, evidence of our mishap. As we all 
piled into the pickup, Bill in the front with the driver, and 
the rest of us cramped in the small truck bed. We were 
happy campers, yeah… we had been delivered! 

It was starting to get dark and we were pleased since 
this would give us some cover, and now we were ex-
periencing a torrential down pour. We scrambled to get 
our cameras and cell phones covered, unfortunately not 
fast enough, because we still lost one phone and one 
camera. We started singing and praising, perhaps much 
as Paul and Silas had. We sensed God had allowed His 
elements to give us some cover from our pursuing en-
emies. (Praise the Lord) Soon we reached town, wet, 
drowned, cheering because God had delivered us from 
present danger.  

We were to preach that evening at a local controlled 
church, and we fulfi lled our assignment. Then we 
returned to our hotel.

I do not want to forget the morning scripture the day 
before this adventure. Now here is what I heard this 
morning from Holy Spirit—understand at this point I 
haven’t studied in this part of Isaiah in depth. Here’s
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what I heard:  go to Isaiah 29:2-8, and I read “2 I will bring 
distress to Ariel, and she will be a city lamenting and 
mourning; And she shal l  be l ike an Ariel to me. 
3  And I will camp against you encircling you, and I will set 
siege works against you, and I will raise up battle towers 
against you. 4 Then you shall be brought low; from the 
earth you will speak, and from the dust where you are 
prostrate your words will come. Your voice will also be 
like that of a spirit from the ground, and your speech will 
whisper from the dust. 5 But the multitude of your ene-
mies will become like fi ne dust, and the multitude of the 
ruthless ones like the chaff which will blow away; and it 
will happen instantly, suddenly. 6 From the Lord of hosts 
you will be punished with thunder and earthquake and 
loud noise. With whirlwind and tempest and the fl ame 
of consuming fi re. 7 And the multitude of all the nations 
who wage war against Ariel, Even all who wage war 
against her and her stronghold and who distress her, 
will be like a dream, a vision of the night. 8 And it will be 
as when a hungry man dreams and behold, he is eat-
ing; but when he awakens, his hunger is not satisfi ed. 
Or when a thirsty man dreams and behold, he is drink-
ing, but when he awakens, behold, he is faint and his 
thirst is not quenched. Thus the multitude of all the na-
tions will be who wage war against Mount Zion.” (NASB)

That morning sitting here digesting these scriptures 
the pieces starting fi tting into place. We are God’s 
Kingdom, we have always been at war with all other 
kingdoms; we have read the end of God’s book and 
know the outcome. In prayer, I was feeling all these 
things, innocent blood crying out from the land, great 
noise, thunder, dust, great anguish, and judgments. 
Wow, I almost was breathless. We can see the hand 
of God today and from the beginning never changing, 
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His consistency is ever the same. In the different coun-
tries, we can feel and sense the warfare going on in 
the physical and that of the Spiritual. There is such a 
clash, yet God’s Word is clear, He is not to be mocked. 
In different places we can sense the strong-holds of the 
enemy, and his hordes, and we will experience a King-
dom clash. Such was the case here in the faraway land.  

After the incident in the mountains, having been 
pursued, little did we know that as we were preaching, 
the locals were recording us on their cell phones and 
turned the evidence into the security police. Remember, 
it is against the law to hand out Bibles and preach there. 
Whoops, busted—know what I mean? When we had 
fi nished preaching, seven of us returned to our hotel, 
only to be surprised to fi nd the secret police waiting for 
us. We were placed under house arrest—overnight. We 
needed some sleep and needed to fully dry our clothes 
from the earlier down pour. So we posted a rotational 
watch, the rest of us slept, and one of our team 
checked all night to see what our captors were up to.

In the morning, we had our usual meeting, prayer, 
and communion as a team. During our meeting we 
asked the Holy Spirit to give us plans for escape. 

We were soon to be released to return and fl y back 
to Jakarta, yet not before the whole police group 
wanted their pictures taken with us. Go fi gure this if 
you can, fi rst we were fugitives, now sort of celebri-
ties, and now we are released for no apparent reason. 

We had our interpreter fi nd us a van. He started 
calling around to people he knew. When the van 
arrived, we were all able to escape out the side en-
trance of the hotel. Then we regrouped in the restau-
rant parking lot. We had our driver Scott head for the 
Airport, some two hours away, as we watched out the  
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rear window of the van to see if we were followed.
As we approached the airport, we observed many 
police and offi cers and you guessed it, they were 
waiting for us, with warrants for our arrest. Busted!

The day continued at the airport; we were 
summoned into interrogation, two-by-two. As each 
group was called by the offi cials the remaining 
ones were praying. Rudy, Pastor Steve, Pastor 
Donnie from Jakarta, were the main players here.

We received wisdom from the Holy Spirit—consider 
you are in military training and give as little information 
as needed. That is what we did. In the military, you only 
give your name, rank, and serial number, therefore, that 
is all that was given here. No extra information was given 
to the enemy. The wisdom from the Holy Spirit became 
clear, just give our testimony and that is what we did 
in repetition. This was done as the hours wore on into 
the day—repeatedly—as if on a broken record. They 
were trying to break us down and cause division in our 
rank; this didn’t work and eventually broke them down.

Remember, the Word of our testimony and 
the blood of Jesus is our most powerful weapon. 
The love of Jesus is so powerful  and never fails.

When we got to Jakarta we were prompted by 
the Holy Spirit to return to LAX pronto. That we did.   

When we got back to the States the fi rst phone call 
received upon our arrival was from Pastor Steve saying 
the authorities had the warrant for our arrest reinstated 
and the TV and newspaper had us in all the headlines.  

Epilogue: Guess what my friends, the Lord always 
has the last word and that He did here; now give Him 
praise. We were to learn later at home the enemy, 
through the radical Muslim group, would not leave 
this incident alone and they pushed the local law
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enforcers to expose these phone videos by way of the 
newspapers and TV media. 

They had hoped to ruin our reputation, discrediting 
our work with these testimonies, however this back fi red 
on them.  Thank You, Jesus! 
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chapter  nine

Night of  the Voodoos
(Disaster Team— Haiti Earthquake)

January, 2010

I remember hearing about this island on the news and 
the destructive earthquake in January of 2010. A phone 
call came from the leaders of our Pastors of Disaster 
team. Bill and Bobbie indicated that Smile of the Child 
Ministries wanted us to go and would fund our trip. We 
were to assemble our six-man team. The devastation in 
Haiti was extreme.

Weeks after the initial event, arrangements were 
made for us to go.  We had been hearing reports the 
United Nations had established their presence there 
so now there was UN law and martial law. Most of the 
damage incurred on the Port-Au-Prince side. The Santa 
Domingo side escaped with minor damage in compari-
son. 

Our mission was in Port-Au-Prince and started as we 
fl ew from LAX to Miami Florida. From Florida, it was 
straight on to Port-au-Prince, Haiti. A ministry team from 
Haiti met us with a truck at the airport. We were told to 
hold on—it would be a wild ride!

The head bishop of the island had a ministry com-
pound up on the hill, and armed guards protected it. 
This area was as secure as possible—large walls, 
broken glass on top of walls, and in some places
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concertina wire. 
The CNN stats on the quake: It had been a 7.0 

magnitude. The reported death toll was 220,000 
with 300,000 reported injured and over 1.5 million 
displaced. During the earthquake, 1,500 maximum 
security prisoners escaped from the prison, along with 
opportunists who were raping, stealing and kidnapping. 
The crime rate in Port-Au-Prince was astronomical. 
They were taking any opportunity they could get and 
caused great harm to the ones who were left homeless 
there. 

Our fi rst task was to familiarize ourselves with the 
ministry compound and meet the others with whom we 
were to join forces; altogether, we made a force of thir-
ty. One team, l remembered, had come from Northern 
California, there were twelve of them and we had good 
fellowship during meal times and ministry times.

I remember the very fi rst night I was encouraged to 
minister the Holy Spirit to several of the guys, with the 
laying on of hands, and had a marvelous time!  I was so 
excited by their great hunger for more. 

The next day, on the large bus they were using for 
transportation, we went out to their orphanage and 
brickyard. They made bricks to sell and help support 
the orphanage that had some 200 kids. We played 
and visited with the kids that lived at the orphanage.  
Bobby played some of his songs for them; Brian and 
Larry were having a great time teasing and making the 
kids laugh.  I noticed the young man, who was helping 
me translate English with a group of young boys, all 
probably around eight to twelve years old. 

We were telling them about Jesus and noticing their 
great hunger proceeded with the interpreter’s help, 
leading seven of the young men to Jesus!  Praise be 
to the Lord, our God!  What a great treat experienced 
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there in the shade, sitting on a pile of lumber, looking 
for a cool place to rest! We all had a great day at the 
orphanage, then we returned to the compound for rest, 
dinner, and fellowship. 

That evening after fellowship, which led to more min-
istry with some in compound, all six of us returned to 
the basement where we were sleeping. We had been 
sleeping for about three hours when we were awak-
ened with a loud—Blam!  Blam!  Blam! sound and male 
voices.  It was defi nitely gunfi re; those of us who have 
been in the military know that sound! 

We started looking out the window to see what the 
commotion was about—it was around 2am, but the dark 
of night prevented us from being able to see anything. 
The one thing we did see was there was a side base-
ment door that was open. It had a large cement wall out 
the front with a side walkway going down the hill to the 
back of the property. We saw the guard run by the door 
caring a shotgun; we felt it wise so shut the door. More 
shots were being fi red—peeking out window, more 
questions, lots of speculation about the events outside, 
not knowing what to think. Finally, we went back to bed, 
waiting to hear more. 

At breakfast, things were very quiet about last night’s 
events. As the day proceeded, we heard a trickle of 
rumors; other than that, everything was kept quiet. As 
things shook out we managed to hear that three had 
been shot—one killed, two wounded—and they were 
drug off over the wall into the night. We did not hear 
another word. Hush, hush, know what I mean?  

Our prayer and team meeting next morning was 
lively; we always pray, have communion and worship 
until almost noon so we are totally prepared for each 
situation we might encounter each day. This day we went  

Night of the Voodoo
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to see Smile of a Child’s tent compound; they shared the 
enclosure with friendship ministries, Don Tipton’s group.

During this trip, we enjoyed fellowship with many 
in their ministry’s safety compound. It was set up with 
guard fences and security guards. They were trying to 
keep this area safe for all the relief workers, mission-
aries and their students. Also, in the compound was 
Franklin Graham’s ministry. They even had a helicopter 
on site. World vision was there with their supplies and 
students. We had great tours of all groups and shared a 
meal under their tent. All too soon, we headed back to 
the Missionary house for rest. The next day we visited 
two orphanages, and preached on God’s Hope under a 
tarp tent.

At the large orphanage, we helped feed some two 
hundred meals and ran out of food—desperate people 
lined up and no more food to feed them …very gut 
wrenching site to see! We did bible teaching for all 
orphans, gifts and bible skits of bible characters such as 
David and Goliath; that was fun! Soon we went over to 
a Paraplegic orphanage—what an eye opener for us to 
see, even among the devastation of an earthquake, the 
tender loving care these ones were  receiving. Bobby 
sang to them and we went across the street where three 
of us preached in the vacant fi eld under a shelter—a 
Gospel message of hope and restoration. Praise The 
Lord!

The next day we moved to the house where the Voo-
doo incident took place.  l remember the events that l 
speak of well. l have encountered many strange spirits 
in my travels, yet this story is a hair raiser. Missionary, 
you are in for a treat—this is living on the edge. We 
must always be ready for any encounter either good or 
bad, in season or out of season—catch my drift? 
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We were still in Port-Au-Prince in the country of 
Haiti but we had to move to a different outpost.  The two 
nights l spoke of, in the title of this chapter (Night of the 
Voodoos), happened over half-way into the trip, as we 
were traveling to the house we were staying in. 

The Carnival Celebration was in full swing amidst 
this pain and devastation; the “The Easter Festival” was 
trying to bring joy out despite the chaos and pain! The 
night was dark and they were having a Voodoo march 
or parade, and the atmosphere was far from peace-
ful. Their frenzy was entertaining every demonic spirit 
around and we all could sense this. We all were in the 
bed of a small pickup truck, and as we passed beside 
the marchers, they swarmed the truck and tried to grab 
our possessions, wallets, backpacks, phones, etc. This 
was an intense onslaught; everyone immediately began 
praying and taking our God given authority. Luke 9:1-2 
“Then Jesus called together the twelve (apostles) and 
gave them power and authority over all demons, and to 
cure diseases. 2 and He sent them out to announce and 
preach the kingdom of God and to bring healing”. AMP 
Our awesome God alerted us to their intentions and 
protected us from being kidnapped; and no one had 
anything stolen! Thank You, Lord for Your protection! 

The next day we witnessed on Port-Au-Prince Street. 
We even shared in a Catholic cross march to the top of 
a large hill where we had some prayer time. We sensed 
we had stirred up some demonic spirits, went back to 
the house, and had dinner together. We were staying 
in the basement of a large house. The big house was a 
casualty of the earthquake. Even though the house had 
been damaged, the family gave us refuge there for fi ve 
days. Larry and I shared a room sleeping on pads on 
the tile fl oor. 
 

Night of the Voodoo
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After dinner, a young man asked us to minister to him 
about the Holy Spirit.  We fi nished with him about mid-
night, then Larry and l moved into intercession prayer 
before we slept. The neighborhood was active and we 
sensed there were those wanting to do harm to us be-
cause we were introducing the reality of the power of 
God to this area the demons had ruled and reigned in 
so long!  We prayed violently for those who remain, to 
submit themselves to God, that they would realize who 
they are In Christ and utilize Christ’s spiritual authority; 
such  were our prayers. 

Larry had never been in a lot of spiritual warfare, so 
he was watching and listening as l started to go into spirit 
agony and travail. We had talked about Paul instructing 
the Ephesians to be strong in the Lord—be empowered 
through our union with Him—draw our strength from 
Him, that strength which His boundless might provides. 

Ephesians 6: 11-18 AMP “Put on God’s whole armor 
[the armor of a heavy-armed solider which God sup-
plies], that you may be able successfully to stand up 
against [all] the strategies and the deceits of the devil. 
12 For we are not wrestling with fl esh and blood [con-
tending only with physical opponents] but against the 
despotisms, against the powers, against [the master 
spirits who are] the world rulers of this present dark-
ness, against the spirit forces of wickedness in the 
heavenly (supernatural) sphere. 13 Therefore put on 
God’s complete armor, that we may be able to resist 
and stand our ground on the evil day [of danger], and 
having done [all the crisis demands], to stand [fi rmly in 
our place]. 14 Stand therefore (hold our ground), having 
tightened the belt of truth around your loins and having 
put on the breastplate of integrity and of moral rectitude 
and right standing with God, 15 And having shod your
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feet in preparation [to face the enemy with the fi rm-
footed stability, the promptness, and the readiness 
produced by the good news] of the Gospel of peace. 
[Isaiah 52:7] 16 Lift up over all the (covering) shield of 
saving faith, upon which you can quench all the fl am-
ing missiles of the wicked [one]. 17 And take the helmet 
of salvation and the sword that the Spirit wields, which 
is the Word of God. 18 Pray at all times (on every occa-
sion, in every season in the Spirit, with all [manner of] 
prayer and entreaty. To that end keep alert and watch 
with strong purpose and perseverance, interceding in 
behalf of all the saints (God’s consecrated people). 
19 And [pray] also for me, that [freedom of] utterance 
may be given me, that l may open my mouth to proclaim 
boldly the mystery of the good news, (the Gospel).”

Missionary, here we are called into intercession 
by the Holy Spirit to specifi cally pray against the de-
monic spirits associated with the voodoo and inno-
cent blood crying out from the land. I want to make 
a statement here that I wrote about in the Passion 
book; fi rst there must be Spirit travail or Spirit ago-
nizing, then Spirit identifi cation, then Spirit authority. 

This is what took place that night in our room and 
was new to my friend and teammate. That evening, 
as I was led through this process, my friend realized 
that he needed to put my prayer shawl over me and 
his prayer shawl over him as we moved deeper into 
prayer. He watched as the identifi cation happened; 
I was experiencing the smoke, dust, the heat the ex-
treme distress and fear associated with such a disas-
ter. My breathing was laboring and the distress was 
almost unbearable and this went on all night until it 
broke at 6am. The distress of experiencing each one 
of these areas caused Larry to even fear for my life,  

Night of the Voodoo
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as we both prayed in our Spiritual tongues that night. 
The atmosphere of the neighborhood was fi lled with the 
knowledge that the dark spirits were active that night. It 
was interesting to note, that night as we had the Holy 
Spirit war for us, that victory came with the morning. 

That next morning, Larry told me that when I fell out 
in the Spirit, I began praying louder with more authority. 
He said he heard the clashing of steel like swords 
fi ghting and that another person heard it. Although 
he was in another room and had checked around the 
area to fi nd out where the sound was coming from, 
he couldn’t fi nd anyone around. Most have never 
been into such a situation in their prayer closets. 

l started experiencing this years ago—after the three 
visions in 1981 in Hawaii. I was given a book to help me 
understand such warfare in intercession. The author 
was Norman Grubs—he wrote about the experiences of 
Rees Howells, a Welch coal miner who later became a 
missionary preacher. Later in my studies and resources, 
and through the Word, in those early days of my 
Christian walk. My gaining experience with intercessory 
prayer  was an interesting journey.  Another book by 
Watchman Knee helped me. Each of us, missionary, 
have a destiny in Christ since our Damascus road 
experience, that ground zero conversion. In this writing 
I am just sharing a few examples that have happened 
in my journey; they may be helpful or not. Being a 
missionary is a journey—don’t you agree—and we can 
all glean from each other in this Holy Spirit school using 
God’s Word to plumb line the whole shooting match.

Now, after the Voodoo incident, we had almost four 
days left in our outreach, and they were action packed 
in ministry. The parliament president, in the presidential 
palace, had to leave as it had been almost destroyed.
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Because of the earthquake, tent cities were every-
where, clusters of camps country wide; large mass 
graves could be seen on the outskirts of the populated 
city. The UN presence was apparent from the arrival 
at the airport with their white vehicles and UN mark-
ings. They drove large amphibious ducks and large 
dump trucks, and coordinated the civil unrest and mass 
hysteria while under martial law. The military, local 
law enforcement, and the UN tried to work in agree-
ment, as well as possible, in such a state of unrest. 

We helped with a large outreach on a stage across 
from the palace to honor the people of Haiti and the 
fallen. The event was sponsored by two different 
groups. In the fi rst group, the son of evangelist Mor-
ris Cerullo preached at this stage event to honor the 
fallen the second group featured the daughter of The 
Happy Hunter’s Ministries. We helped evangelize and 
pray for people on two different occasions. During 
our last few days, we helped start a street church and 
did street preaching which no other groups would do. 
They felt this was too dangerous, so they would hand 
out food, help orphanages and help with clean up. 

We knew that we were to preach and evangelize on 
the streets. We were loaned an old U-haul truck with 
a box bed about 21ft. long. We were happy campers 
because we really needed to have freedom to fi nish 
our mission commission for this trip. This is why we 
are labeled pastors of disasters. Many will not do 
front-line foot soldiering, yet this is what our team had 
been commissioned to fulfi ll. We totally realize that 
the Lord has called many laborers to different tasks; 
remember Paul and the early rowdy bunch, James and 
John, sons of thunder; each had their own directions. 

Know what l mean, missionary friends. We all need

Night of the Voodoo
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to know to that which we are called; we must hear with 
great clarity and clear vision—don’t you agree?  The 
last three days were extreme front line. Others were not 
following the Holy Spirit lead on these radical streets. As 
we traveled we trained a few of the students from Friend-
ships Ministries. They were driving around in a military 
six-by Vietnam military truck and we street witnessed 
with tracts and preaching. They were with us one day—
we put together a cross with a sixteen-penny nail and a 
couple two-by-fours—made a very useful six-foot cross. 

As we were driving in the streets giving out chick 
tracts, we were told by the Holy Spirit to stop on a 
corner where a fi ve-story building had collapsed. We 
found an older lady laying on the rubble lamenting. 
We stopped, and through our interpreter, Demetrius, 
asked what happened. She related that on the morn-
ing of quake she and fi ve of her children were in a 
church service in this building and it all came down. 
She had left the building to go home and get another 
chair. While she was away, the earthquake happened 
and she lost her fi ve children and others in the build-
ing. She had two children who survived. We prayed 
for her and ministered Matthew 5:4 to her, “Blessed 
are they that mourn for they shall be comforted”. 

We had a great day on that rubble pile in this dev-
astated city, and the God of all comfort showed up. 
Wow! As we refl ect on the Holy Spirit moving through us 
at these events, there is great excitement because of the 
outpouring of His great love. When we weep we see a 
John 11:35 (“Jesus wept”) happen, because the Father’s 
heart is touched. As His heart is touched in our weeping, 
His heart of compassion comes forth, and as in Mary 
and Martha’s case, the master wept and the Father was 
touched. He will use us to help heal the broken hearted. 
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Such was happiness here through His selected 
servants in this pile of rubble with the preaching, as the 
Voodoo hecklers from the top of the rubble pile threw 
stones at us. Ouch! Yet God, you see, showed up—
Father, Son, Holy Spirit, and heaven came to earth—and 
we had a God encounter that day. For three days we did 
services as this lady requested, and we had crowds of as 
many as eighty—we all rejoiced! When we left for home 
three days later, this lady had a dream to see this church 
rise out of a pile of rubble and give life. Praise the Lord!



Night of the Voodoo
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chapter  ten
Philippines

(Disaster Team —Wall of  Water) 
 
December, 2013

We travelled some sixteen hours on China airlines 
from LAX, six of us, with a small layover in Taipei, and 
two planes later, on into Manila, the capital city. As l 
landed, the time clock traveled back some forty years 
on my previous visit here in 1965 on my way to a war. 
My time has a way of trying to connect in our heads, 
because, the memories don’t always run on a time 
schedule, don’t you agree. 

We fl ew here to put boots on the ground because of a 
devastating wall of water of water which reached some 
thirty feet high and almost swallowed the north side of 
Tacloban, Philippines. This devastation will have an im-
pact on the people here for many years to come—lost 
lives, all possessions, and severe trauma to mind, will, 
and emotions. 

We are here to show the love of Jesus, 1 John 4: 1-8, 
and to display this with boots on the ground. One of our 
fellow team members, Bobby was in contact with pastor 
Delta who is a Bishop in Cebu. Delta assembled fi ve of 
his pastors and they met us at the Manila airport with 
a van and drove us to our hotel where we all had good 
fellowship and dinner and a good night’s sleep. 

We did research before our trip; we ran the stats on
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the hurricane and damage reports, and we realized we 
would need to go primitive—military style, you know 
what l mean, backpacks, emergency foods and rough 
out traveling, possible sleeping on the  ground in bed-
rolls. We spent some time that next morning before 
travel, and acquainted ourselves with the indigenous 
team, one bishop and four pastors—some spoke Eng-
lish, but we had a common denominator, Jesus. 

Before we went to the area affected we had time to 
do some street preaching.  We loaded into two vans 
and went to the local park where we experienced salva-
tions and folks receiving the Holy Spirit. 

The next day we took a transport to Manila airport 
and waited to fl y to a devastated area called Tacloban.
Eternal Life Ministries picked us up in Tacloban City. 
They transported us to a Catholic Church Orphanage 
on the coast of Tacloban.

Everything was very messed up; parts of portable 
chapel still standing. Everywhere there were many 
tarps. The Catholic priest’s house was still usable but 
the Orphanage was mostly gone. Large parking areas 
and grounds were very wet. The pastors rented a small 
bus with open sides. The fi rst night we set up tents, 
some used the bus for sleeping quarters. We ate mostly 
food we had carried in packs, and some they provided. 
We had great fellowship with the pastors and locals the 
fi rst night.  It rained all night and we got very wet, sleep-
ing bags, clothes and, provisions; we were soaked. 

The next morning we were informed we were hav-
ing breakfast at Sister Joan’s house, out on the main 
road, on the way in. This was her village and her peo-
ple, even though she is a missionary in Manila now and 
elsewhere, and she had met us at our hotel in town 
the night before. It was decided to split the team up;



some of us would go a church, Eternal Life Ministries 
in Tacloban, and the rest to the Orphanage for the day. 
Before we split up, we all hiked up the road carefully 
since things were wet and torn up, devastation every-
where. We were amazed at seeing torn up school hous-
es and electric lines, trees shredded with high winds 
debris everywhere. We fi nally found her family’s house, 
crossed a make shift bridge, and were welcomed to a 
small village. it was very primitive, yet all that was left 
was for them to trust God; for these people knew how to 
keep on keeping on in God’s love.  We entered the Joan 
Militantes family village and home and were welcomed 
with very warm and hospitable hugs and handshakes. 

What a servant’s encouragement—here we are 
to serve and they are serving us. Under a makeshift 
shelter, they placed stools, chairs, tables, and the 
welcome mat was out. Now everything was set and 
we enjoyed being served breakfast, Philippine style. 
Dogs were running around, along with chickens which 
provided the eggs for breakfast. We were also served 
bread. We all sat down and visited with this large family, 
moms, dads, sisters, brothers, kids, girls and boys. 
Many were there and our enjoyment was great, even 
though we were there under adverse circumstances. 
Our time with Sister Joan’s family was rich with 
fellowship and full of praying for family members, 
especially those who had been traumatized from the 
storm. I remember her grandmother, a sweet-spirited 
women, and her mother; how endearing it was to see 
their hurt and pain dissipate as they received a sweet 
touch from heaven that day.  We had to have pictures 
with all in family, yes a memory to put in one’s treasure 
bank as a nugget to take home to our fellow saints.

It was hard to say our goodbyes, give hugs, and
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to promise not to forget them as we moved onto the 
road back to the orphanage. Next, we had to divide 
our team for the tasks ahead. Bobbi’s team would go 
to the Orphanage to do outreach, with bread to give 
away, worship and prayer. From this outreach, many 
were saved and they touched families from the com-
munity. Bill’s team took the bus and they were trans-
ported to the Eternal Life Ministries Church and com-
pound. Reaching the building, we saw great evidence 
of wind, rains, and huge damage; yet, they were mak-
ing the best of the use of the three-story facility; and 
so we were welcome to share in their rejoicing events 
at still having some functioning facility. Praise the Lord!

Most of the Windows had been blown out, walls moved, 
with much water damage, a neighborhood severely 
destroyed; and we were housed on the top fl oor, even 
though it is mostly damaged. That evening, the divided 
team rejoined us, and we had a meal together, and good 
fellowship of song, praise and worship, and sharing in 
God’s Word. Now it was time to bed down on roof top. 

Much of our effects are still wet from yesterday, and 
today we have another rainstorm. The top windows 
blew out, so we are wet again. That morning we got 
better acquainted with the ministry home and had 
breakfast and prayer together with Bobby leading 
worship. We were more refreshed after sleep and a 
meal; we were asked to go to an upper meeting room 
where a dozen pastors from surrounding islands, 
who were displaced from the storm, were regrouping. 

We were asked to join in and that we did, sharing 
many prophetic words for each other. I prayed for 
a women pastor who’s church had been severely 
damaged, and Holy Spirit told me to give her $100. 
We enjoyed having Holy Communion with them, then



prayed for all their needs, emphasizing that Jehovah 
Jireh is the provider. We stayed there several days 
preaching in their church, and going out evangeliz-
ing into most devastated areas. They were still pulling 
out dead bodies and wrapping them in white tarps. On 
the farside, which was the land fall side hit the most 
extreme, even the palm trees were down and shred-
ded and they were cutting them to make shelters for 
sleeping and protection from rain. Everyone had lost 
some one, resulting in so much pain and need. Bob-
by got his guitar out, and we sang with the kids and 
prayed and passed out candy. The devastation looked 
as if a bomb had hit this tropical coastline; I can’t even 
begin to explain it. Traveling around in the bus, we 
prayed, walked, hurt for them, and ran out of words, 
“Father, only You can help!  We are speechless.” 
     We ministered in Tacloban, l believe, three days, and 
our hearts were gut wrenched. We then traveled over to 
Cebu where Bishop Edie Delta is the bishop. When we 
got there, we visited his son’s church.  Mr. and Mrs. Delta 
hosted and housed the entire team for several days. 

The kids in the orphanage had a Christmas party the 
fi rst night we were there and honored us as their guests. 
We were deeply touched with their love, and they sang 
Christmas Carols to us in their language. Bobby used 
his guitar and we also sang with them, and they fed us 
a feast. 

Note: We were many miles from the storm 
devastation. We were in for ten or twelve days and we 
must have traveled 2000 miles. As you can see, we 
were continuously on the move it was very tiring. 

The next day we ministered in a local jail with over 
100 in very cramped and smelly quarters. They were 
desperate for some communication from the outside 
world many confi ned there for ten years. We were
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ushered into the inner courtyard with a semi-roof, and 
prisoners where behind bars in a building in front of us.  
Bobby played the guitar, we had wonderful worship, and 
several messages from God’s Word were given. We let 
the Holy Spirit work in their hearts until many were on 
their knees and confessing Jesus as Lord and Savior. l 
remember Bill holding up a cigarette lighter and saying, 
“Touch this.” and saying, “Hell is 100 times that hot!”. It 
was a great practical illustration by which he certainly 
proved his point. We prayed with many; many cried and 
were desperate for a touch from the heavenly Master.  

As we walked out of the jail compound we saw 
pastor Delta and his son, Gerson; they wanted us to 
meet some of the other local pastors. We exchanged 
hellos and chitchat and they were interested in our 
pastors for disasters team. Soon, we formed a circle 
and had prayer with them, awesome. We had to move 
on to meet some more of the bishop’s three churches 
and members, at King Jesus Christian Fellowship. 

Then we went back to Gerson’s Church for a meet-
ing with youth lasting far into the evening—a great 
move of Holy Spirit and an open heaven. There was 
such great desperation and hunger we went for 
hours without wondering who was keeping track of 
time. Garth was ministering with guitar and so was 
Bobby C. It was heaven on earth, that’s all l can say. 

The next morning, we went across the street to meet 
one of the young ladies who’s mother and father owned 
a small store. We prayed with them, and Holy Spirit had 
me give her $100 to go on a mission trip with Youth 
with a Mission. We connected and she still keeps in 
contact on Facebook with my wife, Susan and l to this 
present day—what a blessing in relational fellowship. 

We travelled to pastor Bobby Pagsuguiron’s Church 



in an area called Zamboanga, and on the way crossed 
one of Philippines longest and most magnificent 
bridges. We were very excited and impressed 
with the beauty and water and vegetation; the pictures 
we took captured the memory of this. 

A very special event took place at end of bridge as 
we reached a military checkpoint with two soldiers. 
Bill and l approached them and initiated conversation. 
We were trying to communicate the gospel of Jesus 
Christ, Bill lead one man to the Lord, we prayed 
and l gave him a small pocket bible. The guard held 
up his bible and he let Bill hold up his weapon. This 
was a sobering moment—you just had to be there. 

Soon we traveled on to Bobby P’s house and church 
where we had lunch with his family. Next, we were sent 
on to a very special mission to a mountain church. The 
church is ten miles up in a remote area only accessible 
by motorbike, donkey or water buffalo, Wow! We all 
shared in a meal provided for us by family members 
and church family—great meal and fellowship. We were 
given a run down of the trip to this remote church in 
a mountain area and l met the young pastor, taking 
me there on the back of his bike. The fi ve of us were 
assigned to fi ve bikes; and we were the passengers.  

This was one of the wildest rides l had ever 
experienced mud, narrow path trails, small stick 
bridges, water hazards did l say we were also 
dodging water buffaloes, donkeys, and a menagerie 
of other hazards. Ten miles was a long wild ride 
holding on with white knuckles, leaning side to side 
to hold on.  Wow, God are we going to the top of 
the earth? ha ha! Well, we did get there, and there 
was a welcome party on our arrival, cheering kids 
were ecstatic running, embracing, and laughing. 
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What a beautiful, small, quaint, island style church, 
warm, hospitable, and inviting; we couldn’t wait to share 
with these very hungry expectant people. Animals were 
everywhere pot belly pigs, dogs, and birds in church 
as we are trying to eat! Meeting heaven on earth, the 
joy the anticipation, hunger desperation. People all 
wearing fl ip fl ops. Dressed for hot, sticky, humid, weath-
er we were wiping off with handkerchiefs continually. 

I remember these people as one of the hungriest 
groups l have ever met. I was so impressed and blessed 
to have the privilege to be allowed in this meeting; it is 
a memory that has been seared into my memory for all 
time. Then came time for the ride down the mountain! 
It’s one thing to ride up but now what goes up must come 
down! We were not looking forward to the return trip! 

We had been watching the clouds all afternoon 
and were very concerned for a torrential down pour.  I 
remember mounting up on the moped like bike under a 
tree. The heavens were realizing a deluge, and we were 
hiding our phones and wallets in plastic, trying to keep 
our back packs and clothes from becoming a causality 
to the elements. This ride was one of the wildest 
experiences l have ever experienced; my adrenaline was 
raging, know what l mean?  Well, by God’s grace we did 
make the descent, and we looked like drowned puppies!  
We spent several hours drying out and eating snacks. 

The team split up and some stayed and preached 
in Bobby’s P’s church while two  other teams went to 
other areas. Brian and l we’re assigned to an orphan-
age in Zamboanga When we got there we were in-
troduced to a woman who was a four-square pastor. 
Brian and I were shown to our sleeping quarters after 
we were blessed with a great dinner and hospitality. 

We were informed of the night’s ministry schedule in



the orphanage on the second level. The second level 
has very large open sides and it is a large cement 
struture, with big cement pillars and good airfl ow since 
it is so hot and humid. Our quarters were on the lower 
level with kitchen and dorm rooms. Brian and l were 
sharing in the best accommodations so far on our trip. 

With great excitement we were fi nishing dinner and 
enjoyed our conservation with the women pastor of 
church and orphanage. We readied ourselves for an 
action packed evening and we were told the other two 
teams were to minister in two other churches; they 
needed to be prayed for because of some Muslim 
resistance and warfare. Because there is much 
resistance here in these islands, one must always be 
prayed up and sensitive to Holy Spirit’s unction, and our 
missionary friends. The evening ahead was planned 
so the orphans and congregation from church would 
meet at 7pm. Worship with their team was very sweet. 
We were both to speak;  Bryan started with Hebrews 1: 
6-8.  “And when He again brings the fi rst born into the 
world, He says, 7 “And of the Angles He says “Who makes 
His Angels Winds and His ministers a fl ame of fi re 8 But of 
the Son He says, ‘Your throne, O God, is forever, and the 
righteous scepter is the scepter of His Kingdom’.”AMP 

Brian then spoke of the Sermon on the Mount from 
Matthew chapter 5, better known as the beatitudes, 
and our listeners were all ears. He then turned the 
microphone over to me. The Holy Spirit had me tag from 
the Matthew Chapter 5 on into the word destiny, and 
then take this to home plate. 

The teaching from the Word of God, combined with 
intercessory prayer was a heavenly combination for a 
call to repentance, and a revival spirit fl owed. You might 
say, “How do we know when a Spirit of repentance is in
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the air in the house?” Well, church, fi rst of all, it is an 
Isaiah Chapter 6. “For l am a man of unclean lips.” 
When we realize our transparent state in His pres-
ence, the Lord then brings conviction,,Holy Spirit tra-
vail, and an agony. Usually in this state we have two 
choices—either we repent or refuse to acknowledge the 
call from the Word of the Spirit. We now need to fall on 
our face or knees. Isaiah realized his undone state as 
God’s train fi lled the temple and he allowed the heav-
enly messenger to burn his tongue with that coal. He 
was desperate. This is how Isaiah’s prophetic ministry 
began, when confessed, “I am a man of unclean lips.”    

Now this story does not end here, for the Lord was 
looking for a response or action on Isaiah’s part. The 
last evening, it was apparent that the Holy Spirit was 
asking the corporate to turn to this place, and we expe-
rienced such. The pastor went on her face, the Bishop 
the same, and most of the rest of us also—what a mighty 
move we experienced, and l believe we were taken 
closer to our destiny. As l looked around this large as-
sembly, people were on their knees everywhere wom-
en, children, men, and boys. It was a very special eve-
ning that l am sure will bring about growth and destiny. 

The next morning we arose for breakfast, and the rest 
of the team met us in the big roof semi-outdoors assem-
bly hall; and all the kids were assembled for a meeting 
with all of the team and the pastors. They wanted to 
bless us with fl owers, singing and enjoyment from their 
school and orphanage training.  I was so taken aback 
by a young girl about seven years old who gave me a 
fl ower that l teared up in my emotions. They honored 
us, and we them.  Bobby did some worship for them. 

After the ceremony, we went on our way to the air-
port to begin our journey home the fi rst step being



from Manila to Taipei, Formosa. We were told that the 
mayor of the area wanted to meet us in front of the 
airport so we were trying to watch our time. He wanted 
to thank us for helping their people. Unfortunately, his 
party would be late and not able to meet us, so we left 
for Tapia. Not very much later we found out on the TV 
monitors in the airport that, one hour after we left, two 
terrorists on motor bikes, blew his whole party up in 
front of the Manila airport. 

It is so hard to fi gure these events out, yet we saw 
God’s hand that morning protecting our team and we 
returned home safely. 
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chapter eleven

Pakistan—Persecuted Church

    Many have never worked with a persecuted brother 
or sister; it is an amazing reality that they are strong and 
healthy and growing much the same way as Paul spoke 
of the early church. Many don’t have access to a bible.  
Most of their encouragement and growth comes from a 
hidden meeting or deep personal prayer life. 

Acts 16:9-10 has been referred to as the Macedonia 
Call.  “A vision appeared to Paul in the night; a man 
of Macedonia was standing and appealing to him, and 
saying, “Come over to Macedonia and help us “.  
10 “when he had seen the vision immediately we sought 
to go into Macedonia, concluding that God had called 
us to preach the gospel to them.”  

Well missionary friends, how do we know we are 
called; could it be the great commission?  
Matthew 28: 19,20, The “Go” word? Or could it be Mat-
thew 24:14, “This good news of the kingdom will be 
preached in all the inhabited earth and then the end will 
come”?   

Perhaps you had some very special call in a vision; 
I did!  Any way this came to you and now you must go 
because it is a fi re as Jeremiah said and it burned in 
his bones. The brothers in Pakistan know they will be 
martyred for their faith; if you ask them they will tell you, 
and to them, that’s the bottom line. Missionary, where 
do you stand in all of this? Remember the others in
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China, Vietnam, Korea etc. Do I need to say more; they 
are out there, and are standing for their faith; can we— 
should we, do any less?  

It is time to step up to the plate and hit a grand slam as 
we stand with our brothers and sisters in the persecuted 
church. In the last number of years, I have been invest-
ing in many nations. I remember  my time in the Hawai-
ian islands two years preaching teaching and praying. 
I returned to Vietnam in 1995, with a team, and showed 
love to that land, which l had spent time in from 1965-
1966. That year was a team of veterans and families. We 
returned for our healing; the humanitarian mission was 
not designed to be a missionary trip since land was com-
munist. Even though diplomatic relations were still en-
forced, we still took in $10,000 worth of medical supplies 
from a church in California. We also smuggled in thirty 
Vietnamese Bibles which we had to create a diversion 
at the Vietnam airport to work our way through security. 
   We all worked for thirty days.  I traveled some 400 Miles 
to the north,100 miles west, and 50 miles to the east. Our 
travels were productive; and also many healings took 
place. We could not openly share the gospel or pray 
with someone—if they suspected anything about us, 
we would get deported but the person we had talked to  
might be burned to death or put in a re-education camp! 
Through all the governmental repression, God was so 
gracious; I did lead some to the Lord while I was there.  

It was a very uncomfortable time being in a commu-
nist controlled country; we were always under scrutiny 
from them and had to stay in a guarded compound and 
get clearance to move around. I worked mostly with 
the Red Cross and so had some freedom. This was my 
fi rst brush with controlled lands, and, of course, having   
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traveled through South Korea to get there!  
The next country I was called to that had Christian re-

pression was Indonesia, and we smuggled in some 200 
Bibles and 500 Chick tracts.  We wanted to build a cross 
and pull it in Jakarta on the streets, but we were informed 
that was not a good plan as the government would have 
locked us up! Eventually, we did pass out bibles and 
tracts and were arrested and detained for two days.  

My next encounter was in Haiti where we had much 
opposition in our work of preaching (that was, when 
things got to rocking), yet God’s mission prevailed.  
After the quake in the Philippines, we traveled some 
2000 miles in the islands and helped and preached and 
taught, yet, with much resistance from Muslims, we had 
to be very careful.  

Our friends in Africa must be very cautious of terrorist 
groups, tribal clashes, and unrest. There would be no 
hesitation for a radical group to kidnap anyone through 
whom they thought they could get ransom money to pro-
mote their cause, especially an easy to see target like a 
white Christian.  This is why you must always be alert, 
listening to the leading of Holy Spirit within you.  It is also 
very wise to know the criminal temperature of the area, 
and listen to your hosts about where and when to go!  
Two years ago I had the privilege to meet with an-
other brother to visit the country of Pakistan.  

This is how all of this came about. Several years ago, 
my Spiritual father Robert Fitts (head of a churches in 
homes movement) said he was communicating with 
Pakistan through e-mails and started sending books 
and literature on the house church network from Out-
reach Fellow International to a certain brother there 
who was responding to these books and teachings. 

Robert developed a relationship in this persecuted
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country called Pakistan and fi nally referred this contact 
to me, so I started developing a relationship with him.  
Prayer in intercession developed for this persecuted 
country. I had already been in many other countries pri-
or to this encounter. As our prayers continued, the tim-
ing was set into motion, from heaven, for boots on the 
ground for the house church. Now the Lord needed a 
selected servant to answer the call, and timing was set 
into motion. My wife and I heard that I was to go and we 
started praying for prayer partners and funds to accom-
plish such a trip. Funds did come; through fellowship, 
after asking three brothers to go, everyone declined. Af-
ter having been turned down three times, I was some-
what disappointed, yet said, “Lord, I will go.  If you want 
me to go by myself, I will go with you Father, Son, Holy 
Spirit.” Now missionary I don’t know if you have ever 
been pushed to the farthest point in your decisions, yet 
knowing God told you to go. 

One day after plans had been made, tickets bought 
and time was getting short before departure, a divine ap-
pointment happened. I bumped into my pastor friend JP 
quite unexpected and had no knowledge of his connec-
tion and interest in these people and his wanting to go 
there. He said that day, “Wow can I go?” Well, isn’t that 
just like our Heavenly Father to do it suddenly, and that 
He did. Susan, my wife, helped him to get tickets and a 
visa, and this was one of those miracles. My friend, JP 
and I were blessed that he was on the same plane, had 
his visa, and a welcome note from our host in Pakistan. 
We all knew that we had experienced a divine miracle for 
us to have this fi t together (so much completed in such 
a short time) with God’s Psalms 103 loving kindness.  
“Amen, Father!” We were so encouraged with such a 
fl ow and a heavenly alignment that we were pumped
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and ready for our mission with the persecuted church.
 The plane fl ew from John Wayne Airport in Santa 

Anna, Ca. to Dallas, Texas and on to England. We were 
on 2 planes and at 2 airports; when l penned this part, 
we were 5 hours out from London England. JP and I 
were having great fellowship. l kept thinking and was 
impressed with the Father’s great compassion for us as 
His servants. We soon experienced an eight hour lay-
over in Heathrow airport, and now were looking at eight 
to nine hours to our destination of Lahore, Pakistan.

  We arrived at 5:30am on a Sunday morning. We 
hadn’t slept for parts of two days! We were picked up by 
our host and one guard, and a second car with two more 
guards. We were driven to Faisalabad and given an intro-
duction to a Christian compound. Little did we know that 
40 house church pastors had traveled from many plac-
es (as far away as Vietnam) to see us, and they wanted 
us to teach. JP went to bed and I went downstairs to the 
meeting where I started teaching and started engaging 
the anxious pastors which had been waiting for hours.  

The Holy Spirit asked me to wash my hosts feet 
with water and to prophecy over him and to anoint 
him.  Now the pastors were ready for personal ministry 
and I taught them on the Holy Spirit from Acts 2, doing 
so for one hour, after which we anointed them with 
oil and prayed for impartations and release. JP came 
down for this, and they all received.  Praise the Lord! 

That night we walked down the street in the Chris-
tian community, to an unfi nished brick two-story 
building without windows and no roof and dirt unfi n-
ished basement. They layer carpet rolls out on ce-
ment fl oors hauled in with donkey carts. All sat on 
carpet (on fl oors) and it was dark and the stars are 
awesome as we looked up with a small light bulb. As 
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usual, the power comes and goes, and that it did; 
as the both of us were preaching, and as the pow-
er went down, we went to using our fl ashlights.  

We soon started praying for many people. It was a 
very unusual experience for our fi rst day here; guards 
AK 47 assault rifl es were following us at all times, day 
and night.  That night we did get to catch up on needed 
rest and get refreshed since the next day was our house 
church pastors conference, the reason I was sent here.  
That night we heard a lot of bustling noise from across 
the street in the Christian school yard where they were 
setting up a very large tent with carpet on the cement 
that would hold around 600 pastors and their wives. 

I remember this day well; it was so extremely hot to 
the point of our faces burning from the heat. I looked out 
through the curtains in our second story room across 
the street from the large Christian school, to see the 
tent and the red carpet in the entrance—I was so im-
pressed.  In the morning I saw the guards were out by the 
guard post in front of the school, and there was a scurry 
of activity to fi nish readying our facility for our event.  

Before breakfast I was looking for a place for my 
morning personal prayer time. I thought the bathroom 
would be a great place, because JP was still sleep-
ing. This posed a challenge because of the Mus-
lim prayers fi ltering in the bathroom window where 
I thought my prayer closet would work out best. 
“Well, Lord, You can hear me through the drone!”  

Soon we were called to breakfast by our two house 
keepers; one was the nanny; they served us a great 
meal. After breakfast, we were informed that the con-
ference would start at 10am. After worship l would 
start a teaching session on the House Church net-
work. Here we were, though it was Robert Fitts
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who introduced and initiated this relationship with 
this fellow with Outreach Fellowship Internation-
al; and now, here we are with boots on the ground 
ready to do our fi rst house church conference in 
Pakistan. I remember giving an over view of this min-
istry that morning and was intrigued with their cul-
ture which is very unique to us the Westerner.  

I enjoyed expanding the vision of this ministry, re-
alizing that Robert’s books and teaching had raised 
up a network of 140 persecuted house church-
es and now that we were the fi rst boots on the 
ground, I wanted to make my spiritual daddy proud.  
I had never experienced the separation of men 
and women to the extreme as here; the women 
were also required to walk behind in some cases. 
This tradition was not as extreme in the Christian 
sector where there is more freedom in Christ. 

This day was a pivotal day, I believe, for the house 
church in Pakistan, because, since 2006 and 2007, boots 
had not been on the ground; now, in obedience to my 
earthly spiritual father Robert Fitts, I am standing in front 
of some 600 pastors and their wives teaching on the E-4 
(Ephesians 4) school, training equipping, and releasing.  

As the fi rst session conclude, a very warm and excit-
ing feeling came over my whole being. I notice that my 
Father in heaven was well pleased because of our obe-
dience. Each session, for two days, was ordered by the 
Holy Spirit. JP was there for encouraging the school and 
I was there for the house church; we both served well for 
those many days under severe circumstances. This is 
defi nitely the persecuted church, and we worked within 
their perimeters, having special guarding regulations 
in our travels, and extra confi nement at times. The car 
we traveled in had blacked out back windows, and one 
guard in the front seat with an AK 47 rifl e; other times, we 
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had up to 6 guards. We were experiencing what 
these brothers live with daily for the cause of Christ.  

My friend, whom I call “The Moses of Pakistan”, 
was an orphan when he was 5-years-old. They took 
him to a brick factory run by the Muslims after his par-
ents were killed. One day he was rescued by a wealthy 
Christian family here in Faisalabad and raised and 
educated. He is now over forty-years-old, has a wife 
and 4 children, and has a great heart for slaves in the 
brick camps and the Christian school. We met in the 
house church network and now he calls me daddy, 
and Susan, mom. Our stay there was very hospitable 
and we were introduced to a very large and perse-
cuted group of on fi re brothers and sisters in Christ.  
My friend’s best friend was martyred for his faith, and 
we visited his grave. We also visited a Martyr’s cem-
etery with over 100 graves. I experienced the innocent 
blood crying out from the land. Deuteronomy 21:1-9. 

Being in this country was an education for us Western-
ers because, if we have a bad hair day in the United States, 
it’s tough, yet these brothers live this way every day. This 
certainly was an eye-opener to us.  We must pray more 
for our persecuted brothers and sisters. Over the years 
as I return home from these trips, missionary friends, 
my heart is continually challenged—how about yours?  

As our assignment continued in this country, the im-
portance of prayer was always in our face and I believe 
that each day we developed more compassion for our 
extended family of God there. We met so many over 
our stay, and grew to love our host family and the Chris-
tian brotherhood day by day. We prayed and did many 
releases and impartations on the leaders. They were 
very hungry for more of God’s Word and the Holy Spirit. 
We learned much from them in knowing how to stand; 
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and realized that, for them to stay in this country, they 
would eventually be martyred for their faith— pretty so-
bering don’t you think.  

Certain days, we went (heavily guarded), to visit cer-
tain places, such as the market place, churches, and 
Mosques from a distance. Of course, all know that 
these are training places for the Taliban.  One day, we 
drove to a heroin den in a vacant lot, surrounded by 
high masonry walls and full of garbage and trash. Men 
were laying or sitting in crouching position, groups and 
clusters all shooting up with their needles; it was an hor-
rifi c site, I will never forget these people defi ling their 
bodies. JP and I were both somewhat concerned when 
we started walking among all the needles and fi lth, yet 
were able to pray, “Father, You sent us here, and Your 
compassion is fl owing through us Your servants.” We 
started taking authority over this stronghold of heroin, 
praying God’s Spirit would permeate this whole vacant 
lot here in this country. Luke 10:19, 20, “Behold, I give 
you the authority to trample on serpents and scorpions 
and over all the power of the enemy, and nothing will 
injure you.” The situation here even became more criti-
cal since we noticed a thirty-year-old man over dosing, 
laying on the ground over against the far wall. Through 
our interpreter the others informed us he would be dead 
before the day was over. 

The Holy Spirit informed us to break the spirit of 
death and speak life over him, Psalm 118:17  “I shall 
not die, but live, and declare the works of the Lord.” We 
were obedient and continued to go on and minister to 
the other twenty-four men, one-by-one and two-by-two, 
and prayed and anointed them with oil, taking authority 
over evil forces, watching the Spirit of the living God 
work. Before the morning was over, all twenty-four men 
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prayed because they became sober and we asked 
them to acknowledge Jesus. Wow! Then we had one 
of our guards with us go and buy soda pop for each 
man and we fellowshipped with each of them. Be-
fore we left the man who had over-dosed was sit-
ting up—my did we have a God encounter. Give 
glory honor and praise to an almighty merciful God! 

Later we were taken to two slum camps—what an 
eye opener. The camps we see in the US are nothing in 
comparison to these. The children are kidnapped and ex-
ploited at an early age, especially the young girls, even at 
12-years-old. The conditions are deplorable with fi lth and 
trash everywhere, and very little hygiene and sanitation. 
These are the camps that the Moslem brickyard owners 
kidnap families into slavery and many eventually die, 
having their limbs cut off, or being thrown into brick kilns. 

We went out to our fi rst brick yard later and were 
shocked at seeing families held in slavery in this 21st 

century. Is this really true?—here we are seeing it for 
ourselves! They work in the unbearable heat as a fam-
ily, and are chained at night. If they get sick, in many 
cases they die and are thrown into brick kiln. You see 
missionary friend, Christians are the lowest persons on 
the planet and are of no account to some other reli-
gions. The country of Pakistan is a democratic coun-
try, yet only 3% are Christian, and the Muslim culture 
says all Christian are infi dels and of no value. Yet, what 
does God’s Word say?—we are God’s children. To see 
these whole families in these conditions was as if we 
were looking into the Egyptian brickyards in the Bible. 
It’s hard to believe this practice is still going on today!  

The whole family was expected to labor from sun up 
to sun down, many times with small babies strapped 
to their mother’s backs. Grandfathers and grand
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mothers, mothers and fathers, in many cas-
es, had never been free a day in their lives; they 
didn’t even know what freedom is like.  They were 
born in the brickyard, and have never been out!   

As we were introduced to this, JP and I were 
asked, by our host,to help free brickyard families—
we were told they could be bought out, under cer-
tain circumstances. We soon met with some Muslim 
owners and dialogued on the buying of the family’s. 

On our next trip out, we did buy one family out and 
situated them in one of our house churches, so they 
would have a support group and get integrated into so-
ciety. We also supplied them with a donkey and cart so 
they could have a means of income. We situated them 
in a small room house with the pastor of house church 
and a small school tied with the large Christian school in 
town, which is accredited. Now, at least one family has 
found freedom and a means to provide for the family, 
with the added support and protection of a church family.

At the time of this writing, two years later, all the 
churches involved in the US here have helped res-
cue thousands of slaves out of bondage isn’t that 
just like our loving Heavenly Father of Abraham, 
Isaac and Jacob, who released the ones from Egypt 
and now the slaves from Pakistan. In going to this 
country, we had never dreamed of such a privilege 
over and above the house churches and Christian 
school, to now be involved in such a liberating work. 

The next few days were busy in visiting small per-
secuted churches hidden the best they could, yet glo-
rious in their worship and fellowship—it was like ex-
periencing heaven on earth. I recorded some video, 
and, in playing these back, I started to cry. Since our 
trip back home, seven of our house church pastors
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have been martyred, I had become very close with 
one who was seen with us at a night gathering, 
then killed 3 days after we left. My heart is still hurt.  

There were so many other testimonies, too many to 
account for in this writing. We were taken on trips into far 
out places where goats are herded by young children; 
the land is lush and beautiful, and farming is plentiful. 

One day we had an encounter with a former Mus-
lim man and his wife, who while they had been in Af-
ghanistan, were killing Christians! They were both 
awakened with a vision of Jesus telling them to quit 
killing Christians, and stop their Muslim prayers. They 
were also instructed to go to Pakistan and visit my 
friend, to be born-again, and become house church 
leaders. That they did, and this man was one of our 
guards—such a testimony as this shows the powerful 
sovereignty of God! Give Him glory honor and Praise!  

We spent some time in the large Christian school 
on the compound. We could see the children each 
day from our window across the street, and hear them 
speaking in Urdu. Several times we were invited to 
their assemblies and were honored with fl owered leis 
given to us at their school rooms. We were invited to 
speak to the principal and many teachers—a great 
honor. Some of the children came to our house church 
conference and sang. Pakistani clothing was bought 
for JP and me, and the people enjoyed us wearing it! 

We were told by our host that, if it got too danger-
ous for us, we could be fl own out from there by helicop-
ter—if it became necessary, they would use the school 
courtyard for the extraction. We had many apprehen-
sive moments, yet, isn’t the Father ordering our steps? 
As our mission was entering our fi nal few days, we had 
such good fellowship with our host family and friends. 
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We were approached and asked if we would do several 
crusades before we returned home. You mean  open 
air events? Well, we had not considered this; we didn’t 
come here to do crusades.  We could not provide funds 
for these, and we knew an endeavor like this is very 
expensive.  But you never know what God is about to 
do. The crusades were very successful. We found out 
one had 1300 people, a second 3000, and a third 8000 
people in attendance, oh my, well,  “Lord thank you for 
your peace and ability to deliver Your love and what’s on 
Your heart to a hungry people who want more of You!” 
The next three days, before our departure, was a 
roller coaster of speaking and activity. They spoke of 
us as the white men from a faraway place, known as 
pastors JP and Roy. One thing l forgot to mention is 
that, two weeks before our departure for Pakistan, 
my friend communicated to me that an 80-year-old 
prophet had come to his house, having had a vision 
of a white man coming from a faraway place carry-
ing a white fl ag in the spirit. Well, little did they know 
l had been in four Muslim countries and had carried 
a white fl ag in the spirit. Remember that peace is one 
of the nine Fruit of the Spirit mentioned in Galatians. 

About the crusades, our fi rst night was the smallest of 
the three, and was an eye opener. We were impressed 
with their great respect, honoring us with fl ower petals 
and leis. Each of the three nights we both spoke and 
were asked by our host to order our positions. The sec-
ond night they brought in a Moslem leader and he sat on 
the platform behind us, for which we were both nervous. 
We were told not to offend the Muslims! When asked why 
he was there, we were told he just wanted to hear what 
we had to say; apparently, he was not offended. Thank 
You, Jesus. We were told each time we spoke to not 
offend the Muslims, and that they would listen if we only 
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taught from the four Gospels, because they believe Jesus 
was a great teacher—very interesting don’t you think? 
The fi rst two meeting went well, even though being in 
the open was a real test—the security was very evident 
and the response was encouraging. Now, readying 
ourselves for the third night, we knew that this was going 
to be very interesting, because they would televise 
this, something we had not expected.  M i ss iona ry, 
you do remember in season and out of season being 
our standard. Well here we go! They assured us that 
security was judge; and, since this was a democratic 
nation, the people must experience this. Many had been 
run out of Pakistan because of fear and intimidation, 
and those that were staying were starting to have 
many dreams and visions. Thus, their great insistence 
on these three meetings, and our remaining at peace 
with the overwhelmingly Muslim community. “Father 
have Your way and Your heart through us we pray.”  

I remember it well in arriving that night; it was very 
dark, and as we reached the open fi eld, the lights were 
as bright as a soccer stadium. What a site to see! There 
was, approximately, an eight-foot-high fence around 
the meeting large enough to house 8000, and it was 
erected with tapestry of all colors, like you would see in 
India, beautiful.  Lights were every-where, carpet cover-
ing the entire ground. Never had we seen such a site. 
We had to wait in a car for forty or more minutes to be 
cleared for safety. I was told about 200 security were 
guarding the inside and out-side. We were not released 
until they were ready for us, and they rushed us in with 
our guards with AK 47’s all around us, and putting leis 
on us, rose petals, and confetti all over the place. I have 
never experienced such—our adrenalin was pumping 
and fi ghting for the peace of the Lord. Well, we made
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it to the stage, and the excitement was electrifying. 
Now we were on the platform. The people had been 
worshipping well over one hour, and such excitement I 
had never experienced. They were dancing and putting 
their hands in the air, and they were passionate. Many 
were there; and they were packed in like sardines. 
Women on one side, men on the other; and, if they were 
to sit, it would be on carpet. We saw a few sit, but only 
a few because there were so many. There was a TV 
camera in the middle, and as we sat on stage, worship 
continued, and I felt like getting involved in worship.   

Our fi rst names were on a banner on the stage an-
nouncing us as pastors and house church leaders. Soon 
I got very wound up in worship and started dancing in 
the Spirit, and they went wild to see a white man dance. 
The momentum increased and my friend opened up the 
meeting, and his prophetic wife and one of the worship 
leaders sang. 

My friend was getting ready to announce me as the 
keynote speaker, and Holy Spirit spoke to me to proph-
ecy over him. “Ok.”, I said. I also asked, “JP, please help 
me.” Then, in front of 8000 people, I had a prophetic 
word for my friend and the bishop of all these 140 house 
churches. I was surprised, yet I knew if I didn’t respond, I 
would be disobedient. We had the people put their hands 
forth and I spoke what I felt God wanted me to say, and 
anointed him with oil. Never had I stepped so far out on a 
limb so to speak, and yet, the peace of God was present. 

Soon all those on the platform set down and my 
friend approached me and said, “Daddy don’t offend 
the Muslims.” “Oh, you mean we all will be executed?”  

“Yes”, he said, because his whole family was on the 
stage. The Holy Spirit then took me to John Chapter 
3  and we ministered the born-again experience with
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Nicodemus and shared until the Holy Spirit was done. 
Then  I asked for all who wanted this to raise their hands 
to Jesus, because no one could get to the stage; all 
were standing and the place was packed. WOW! 1200 
raised their hands. 

Next we started praying for healings and JP initiated 
it. Soon, many were experiencing the power of God, 
and we continued until we were given a sign that it was 
becoming unsafe for us, and must leave. Before we 
left, a 60-year-old lady approached one of the pastors. 
She had been a deaf mute her whole life, and JP had 
her speak in the microphone, The people went wild be-
cause they knew her, and they knew the fact that before 
tonight she could not  speak and hear. Hallelujah to the 
Lord God all Mighty! 

That was our last night and the next day we returned 
home. Missionary, many are the stories from the Perse-
cuted church. 
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chapter twelve

Mexico

Anyone who lives in Southern California has inter-
acted with TJ (Tijuana) and Mexico, whether it’s a trip 
for site-seeing, a trip on a cruise ship and getting off 
at another port; or, perhaps, a trip to get dental work 
done. Regardless of your encounter, you would be af-
fected by this Hispanic culture; you would have seen 
a total contrast in rich and poor, no noticeable middle 
class. In certain areas you would experience extreme 
poverty dwelling next to a luxurious hotel, or perhaps, 
a garbage dump. Always, you would encounter lots of 
children, and street vendors peddling their wares for a 
few pesos, many times, with the whole family helping
especially near the border crossings.  

This story and testimony is about their culture―when 
the great commission comes our way, missionary, we 
don’t always have the privilege to pick and choose 
where we serve our Lord. If you are Spirit-fi lled and 
led, you not only will talk in the Spirit, you will walk in 
the Spirit (Galatians 5:25), don’t you agree? Our hard 
drives in our hearts are fi lled with instant recall of our 
travels and encounters with all these cultures, yet we 
press on to reach more lost souls.   

I remember raising my hand to Jesus with the chap-
lin of the Navy hospital in San Diego, California, and 
writing my signature in a Gideon New Testament as a 
record of this event. Soon life goes on as it always does
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and time swallows us up until heaven gets our atten-
tion again. That is just what happened, and now, here 
I am thousands of miles from home and am involved 
in a war. Reality check − don’t you know where am I? 
What is going on? Will I live and not die? Grab another 
Gideon and pray David’s prayer “Oh God help!” That 
I did; and one day, I did go home. Interesting to note, 
one of my fellow solders was Hispanic, and we talked 
and related stories of our families and culture. I once 
again got serious about my decision to not just write 
my name in a little book—I wanted to symbolize this by 
water baptism. Five of us did, in the South China Sea, 
in Da Nang, Vietnam.  

This followed me home in my heart, and here I am, 
years later, in San Diego, Ca. Mexico once again is 
my neighbor and I am in a church that does missions 
in Mexico, and am asked to go on a Missions trip to 
this country. My response was, as always, “I will ask 
my Heavenly Father and get back to you.” For thirty-
fi ve years this has worked for me without fail. When 
l receive a green light and the peace comes, you will 
see me packing my bags. Works great, try it. I did sign 
on for this trip; seven men including me, left from Gil-
lespie fi eld in El Cajon, California. Two of my friends 
were pilots with Missions Aviation Fellowship regularly 
transporting teams into Mexico, and thus we started our 
journey. We were to fl y as fi nal destination to Cabo San 
Lucas at the furthest point of Baja Peninsula. The route 
was with 4 stops before fi nal touchdown in Cabo, and 
was very interesting because of crossing international 
borders. First stop was a military base and airport called 
Brown fi eld next to our border at San Ysidro Ca. next, 
to Tijuana, Mexico. Next we landed at San Quitine, 
where there is a small missions hospital, then into a 
small airport two hours out from our destination.  
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This was an interesting stop because we were met 
by caballeros (military police) who were looking for 
drug smugglers. They pointed carbine rifl es our way 
and said, “Reach for the sky.” They made us stand 
way back while they searched our planes small piper 
cubs which held up to four people. They even striped 
our door panels in their search for drugs. Finally, fi nding 
none, they motioned us back into the planes and we 
were on our way.  We fueled up on the next stop, and 
now we were on our way to Cabo San Lucas.   

When we arrived, we were picked up by a small 
church in town. Our sleeping accommodations were in 
the youth hostel.  We were being hosted by a Hispanic 
Baptist church, and the mission team I was with was 
called Mexican Medical based in El Cajon, California. 
The church had been responsible for building and 
equipping hospitals in Mexico. Our assignment here 
was to help build a mission’s hospital in Cabo. The 
people from the host church were very friendly and we 
were introduced to many around the community.  

Our job this trip for one week was to prepare the forms 
and pour the cement for the hospital, big order since 
we had to do all by hand with no machinery—lumber 
for forms, bags of cement, wheelbarrows and shovels. 
Sound like fun yet? We also had some meetings with 
the people and their church trying to communicate 
because I didn’t speak Spanish. We had a great week, 
working hard until next team would come in to take up 
where we left off.  

While we were there, we got to see a beautiful coun-
try and the ocean with great fi shing there. Church ser-
vices were challenging yet encouraging and we were 
soon to head to the air fi eld for home. We had an excit-
ing time on way home.  The planes were not equipped
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with any electronics, but only radios for speaking to the 
airport towers. We had just as many stops on the way 
back as our way there, yet, with head winds, we needed 
fuel sooner than we had expected. We had to contact 
one of their small hospitals in a place called San Quin-
tine, and the maintenance man answered and said he 
would expect us. He told us to use a dirt drive way and 
fl y under electric lines.  Yikes I thought, what was that 
again? Excuse me; did we hear that right, huh?) 

It was an extremely hair raising ride in, I can tell you. 
Wow, I don’t want to try that again. What was that you 
said about our having to take off the same way as we 
came in? Oh my!  We were not home yet to USA when 
my friend says, “Can you see TJ’s airport yet?” “What? 
You are the pilot.” He replied that this plane is not 
equipped with all that modern equipment, and, he in-
formed us to pray, pray for clouds to move so we could 
see airport. I can tell you for sure we were praying and 
looking like I’ve never done before.  Praise be to the 
Lord, a hole opened up in the clouds, and we could see 
the fi eld—relief, anyone? This was my fi rst encounter in 
Mexico with many more to come, so I will relate some of 
those testimonies now.  

As our missionary years have fl ow by, we are, I be-
lieve, so privileged to interact in so many lives; just 
think, if we had not stepped out on the water, we would 
never be able to sit around the camp fi re of time, relat-
ing these life giving testimonies. We could never have 
been able to say, “Remember when...; how about the 
time when the Lord did mighty exploits on our behalf, 
and how about the time we were lowered over the wall 
to yet preach another day.” 

I remember when we were fi rst asked to preach in 
Tijuana, Mexico, and my fears got the best of me, but
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then, I put all fear aside, and the Spirit of the roar-
ing lion rose up inside me, and the Lion of the Tribe 
of Judah came roaring out; and, wow, the King of 
Glory was here, and, if He is for us, who can be 
against us (Romans 8:31). Such peace, such rest 
for all heaven and earth, is for us; how can we fail. 

I remember praying for a pastor—he so desperately 
wanted to preach, but was confi ned to bed, and here 
my friend Frank and I are praying for him. He relates 
a story that I will remember for all time. He had some 
bible tracts in his hospital room, and wrote a little note 
on them and let them fall from his window. There was 
a great anointing on them, and the wind picked one of 
them up and blew it over by the ocean, unbeknownst 
to him. Now listen to the sovereignty of our Creator—
this desperate lady, who had lost her will to live and 
was ready to take her own life, found this anointed 
messenger, read it, and it touched her life! Through 
this tract and the prayers of one of God’s selected ser-
vants, she eventually found Him; and my, what a re-
joicing there was. This is the heart of God and a mis-
sionary here was one of God’s servants in distress; and 
God made a way for him to bear fruit. So, missionary 
friend, never say never. Remember, in the intro to this 
missions book, I said,  “mission possible.” “Yea God!”      

Another time, in the back alleys of this same city, the 
young children lived in the dump. They had nothing, and 
we brought food, clothes, and toys to them for Christmas. 
They were so delighted.  They sang songs and danced! 

On another trip, we helped build a small house for 
the Indians who harvest the crops down by the blow 
hole. Those on the inland side were living in card-
board and make shift shelters.  We felt these 12-by-
12 cement homes were perfect for them, with a little 
loft and a Large plastic water container outside the
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front door. We helped construct a beautiful, small 
church, and a school, and arranged for provision to be 
brought on a regular basis.  We were to share with them 
many times in these projects.  

Another such team asked me to partner in small 
Christian school and church. We were a team of seven 
or eight, and we spent three days ministering God’s 
great love. We were bunking in a small Christian com-
pound and church, and were invited to preach in a very 
primitive prison. We were appalled at conditions there, 
yet the Spirit of the living God showed up, and we had 
many salvations and men weeping for more of God’s 
love and goodness. 

I remember it raining and the roof leaking—our bibles 
were getting wet and the mud was everywhere, and still 
God showed up and showed off. The next day we did 
a huge outreach playing soccer with the kids, and a 
barbeque for them, and many games. To wrap our trip 
up, we all shared and preached in a church, and they 
had a great picnic in our behalf. It was a six hour drive 
home across border, during which we recounted all the 
great times we had with them. Sometime later, we were 
asked to go to Mexicali down by El Centro, and help in 
a church. We slept on the fl at roof of an Hispanic church 
and did much outreach with all of them—preaching and 
teaching, and going out and visiting earthquake victims, 
and praying for so many people, and pastors that lost 
their churches. 

We spent several days on US side and the Mexico 
side.  We we’re looking to see what we must do in com-
ing back again to bring provision. Weeks later after 
we had let the need be known, we had word from the 
brothers in Mexico that their need was great, because 
their church had been destroyed by the earthquake, 
and they were meeting in the open under a tree. We
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inquired for provision around our city, and came up 
with many things, one being a tent that would hold 
150 people, sixteen wooden upholstered pews, 
and a generator my friend had refurbished. We as-
sembled our team with several trucks and trailers, 
and the brothers from Mexico sent up a van which 
we loaded with clothes and food for their people. 

After arranging our team, we caravaned down to 
meet them at a warehouse where we off loaded their 
provision. We had a great time fellowshipping with them, 
and their immediate needs were met. Later we received 
word that the tent was set up and the pews set into posi-
tion, the generator working, and families being blessed 
by having their church protected from the elements. 

It is such a blessing watching the family of 
God work together to meet the family’s needs 
with provision, and the family working together.  
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Challenged in Africa 

Three trips into this continent will cause you, mission-
ary, to dig deep, encountering bad water, baby wipes, 
food with things crawling, heat day and night, dripping 
in your own sweat, inconvenience beyond the norm, un-
reliable transportation, loss of sleep often, dangers that 
are sometimes extreme.  This necessitates the on-the- 
job training of how to preach from a very deep place, 
that the Holy Spirit inspired, deep calling unto deep. You 
will fi nd yourself going longer, farther, then you had ever 
imagined, listening closer and seeing more clearly then 
you ever had.  

You who have wanted to experience the Acts 2 church, 
can be totally surprised when the Spirit of the living God 
stretches you to places you had only dreamed of, where 
you are actually living out this dream, and you actually 
get to go home and write and tell about this.  

Missionary, I am assuming, since you are reading 
this, that you are one, or want to be one.  Now listen 
up; these trips are built on great vision. Remember God 
telling Habakkuk “Write the vision make it plain”?  Now 
you must go a step further; you must put feet to your 
faith—Psalms 119:1-5. You must run with the vision. I 
am running, and I am challenging you to run, run. We 
must be visionary servants. We must have higher ex-
pectations. God is looking for restless people. God is 
looking for those who need a touch and we are full; we
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are loaded with the promises of God, and we will assure 
them there is more than enough.  

I Corinthians 9:24 says run the race to win and receive 
the prize.  Remember that when you get to heaven the 
race is over. So run it well here, and run it to win!  The 
battle is getting intense; have you noticed, it’s between 
good and evil.  

We have a chance to glorify God in our faith. We can 
show God what we think of Him. It’s not the time to kick 
back; it’s the time to run the race, fulfi lling our ministries. 
We need to learn or choose to love God with all our heart, 
all our soul, mind and strength.  
Sometimes I am sure you might feel as I do, inadequate 
for this call you have on your life. We must always guard 
our mind, will and emotions which make up our soulish 
man. We must never let them bring fear and doubt or un-
rest our way. “Father your Word always encourages us or 
reminds us that it’s not by power or might but by the Holy 
Spirit!”  

We must learn to look full into His wonderful face; then 
and only then will the things of earth will grow strangely 
dim. One look into Jesus eyes, seeing his liquid love, ruins 
us for the ordinary.  In His presence, time seems to stop, 
and we are captured and captivated by Him. We become 
forever His, and all else seems unimportant; in the context 
of all this, yes, Him only.  

This chapter is mainly about Africa; yet the challenges 
are extreme on many of the trips or adventures. I’ve had 
my life threatened or almost lost it fi ve times. We remem-
ber Saul of Tarsus, the man being lowered over the city 
wall in the basket to yet preach another day. We must 
never tempt God, yet we must always know He said to do 
this or that; but, if we have any question, we should wait. 
We don’t want to practice what I call stupid faith, or be
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prematurely martyred just to prove a point!  We must 
always have death, burial and resurrection every day 
and know that the Father holds the keys to our days on 
this earth.  

We must always go into our prayer closets and get a 
release to go, or a wait, or perhaps, get a caution light! 
Always remember that, this side of heaven, we are in 
a Holy Spirit school in God’s Word, and we can make 
mistakes. I believe that we are a warrior bride and that 
the wilderness is the training ground for the bride. So, 
missionary friends, intercede well, pray long, pray hard, 
pray through—very important here.  

We must have, as I am reminded from Rees Howells 
(a Welch coal miner turned preacher), Spirit agony or 
travail, then identifi cation; then we have Spirit authority, 
because the more time we spend with Him, (prayer is 
spending time with Him), the more we are like Him, the 
more we have His heart, the more we will know at any 
given time what He wants to accomplish through us...  

I am excited as this writing proceeds, to be able to 
share the wonderful experiences of the mission fi eld.  
Through the laying on of hands and prophetic words 
given to me in Asia in nineteen and sixty-seven, God 
set in motion a love for this work that still burns in my 
bones. I get to be active in the greatest privilege and 
commission that gives me peace and satisfaction.  

The continent of Africa has captivated me for many 
years. My fi rst encounter with this continent was at a 
Point man conference in Seattle Washington with 
Roland Baker, a speaker from Mozambique, Africa. 
I was intrigued with his testimony and that of his wife 
Heidi who had started work there in the early 2000’s; 
my attention was riveted to his work. My spirit was do-
ing jumping jacks and I wanted to sign on the dotted line

Challenged in Africa
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and hop on the next bird headed that way.  I returned 
home and shared this with my wife Susan, and started 
researching this country and their work.  

I was invited to a conference later that same year.  
This conference was in Salmon, Idaho, and I was asked 
to minister to Vietnam veterans that had PTSD. David 
Hogan and Roland Baker were both speakers there. 
This was my second encounter with Roland, and fi rst 
with David. The sessions were an education for me to 
step up to the plate in the Acts 2 church, the exact chal-
lenge I needed. My excitement came with the challenge 
from Acts chapter fi fteen verse twenty-six which tells of 
“men who have risked their lives for the name of our 
Lord Jesus Christ”. They laid hands and anointed me 
with oil to be able to raise the dead.  

Matthew 10:7-8 says, “And as you go preach saying, 
‘The kingdom of heaven is at hand.’  Heal the sick, raise 
the dead, cleanse the lepers, cast out de-mons. Freely 
you received freely give.” 

On my return home, my passion for Africa was giv-
en a boost, and soon I was to travel to a conference 
in the East and eventually meet two more from Africa, 
Heidi Baker and, later, Surpresa. Now I felt ten feet tall 
because I believe God had answered my prayers and 
given me direction for this continent.  

The next few months at home in my prayer closet I 
was busy with activity rallying heaven with the ques-
tion “Can we go? Can we go?” My was it quiet.  “God, 
haven’t you heard my prayers? I believe you have given 
me your heart for this people group.” Ever since YWAM 
(Youth with a Mission) days, my heart’s cry has been, 
“Now what’s the hold up?”  Still quiet, fi nally a phone call 
from my spiritual father Robert Fitts whom Susan and I 
worked with in the house church network. He posed a
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question, “Will you consider going to Kenya? We have 
some folks there who are interested in house church-
es”. “Well”, came my hesitant reply, “I don’t know―ah―I 
thought we were to go to Mozambique Africa with a one 
way ticket.” 

My, such a dilemma—I had never considered any-
thing else.  “We will pray on this and get back to you.” 
Two weeks later, “Hello Robert, what was that contact 
you wanted us to consider”.  
Reader/missionary, now you can see the evolution of 
the Spirit through God’s word preparing me to fulfi ll this 
vision of my heart, which is God’s heart. I wrote in an 
earlier story about the vision, travail in Spirit, agony and 
birthing of such a work; and now, boots on the ground! 

Larry and I had just fi nished our Mombasa assign-
ment and I was eagerly anticipating preaching in the 
market place. It had been two years since I had done 
that on my fi rst visit. During this time, I had two occa-
sions where I had been supernaturally translated back 
there, and preached in their market place. Both times 
it happened at night here where I live; this made it 
day time there! Remember, in Acts Chapter 8, Phillip 
the Evangelist being supernaturally translated (trans-
ported) after ministering to the Ethiopian eunuch. I so 
missed that market place preaching that l believe the 
Lord allowed me to be supernaturally transported there 
to fulfi ll the desires of my heart!   

Missionary or reader, I know this might stretch you, 
yet, check this out in the Word in I Thessalonians 5:21 
which tells us to “prove all things”.  

We had been gone fi ve days from home when we 
were awakened to go to the market place to preach, 
but I was violently ill. I had some warning the night be-
fore when I came dragging in late from an exhausting
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day of travel from Mucosae. 
I need to mention here, before we left for this trip to 

Africa, a dear friend of mine called me and was telling  
me of Roland Bakers miraculous healing he received 
from God after two years of suffering with Cerebral Ma-
laria.  He was to the point he had to be dressed and 
couldn’t walk or talk, and all the doctors said there was 
no hope or cure! The testimony of his healing was on 
cassette tape.  My friend insisted I have these tapes, 
so she sent them to me by overnight mail.  I had them 
before I left. 

Now we all believed my illness was a spiritual attack, 
yet it was all too real!  As you remember, we had an 
assignment in prayer for two days in Mombasa and the 
enemy was not pleased. The enemy always uses our 
weakest link, and that is my immune system.  

Larry had to step up to the plate and take charge 
for eight days, teaching, preaching, and overseeing 
all the ministry duties. Missionary, sometimes we get 
stretched, and that my brother was—he took the charge 
as Apostle Paul told Timothy to do.  

My time in bed in the orphanage was like being in a 
warm cocoon with the Lord. I was listening repeatedly 
to the tapes that were the testimony of how the Lord 
had healed Roland Baker miraculously of his deadly 
disease!  My fl esh man looked as if I might die. It is hard 
to explain if you have not been there.   

My wife, at home, was assured by the Holy Spirit I 
would live!   I trusted my Father enough to know I was 
secure in His hand. Yet all others involved thought I 
might go home in a box, not too comforting a thought, 
yet the outward reality was there!  Remember fi rst John 
4:4 where it is written “He who is in me is greater.” We 
must always Hold on to His promises! 
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Well the team hung in as I was having a cocoon 
nap (Ha), and the Lord saw fi t to bring me through the 
fi ery furnace like He did with Shadrak, Meshack and 
Abednego; and yes, the fourth man was in the fi re, and 
I too experienced Jesus!  The last two days I would sit 
up and say, “I am going to preach this afternoon.” Larry 
would say,  “No you are not.” I would say.  “You can’t 
stop me. The Holy Spirit said so.” I was throwing up 
blood and so weak they had to lay me in the back seat 
of a car, drive two hours to a bush church and help me 
in to the church.  Then the Holy Spirit would come on 
me and I would preach as if I was fi ne. No one but the 
team knew how sick I was. Then they would take me 
out and lay me back in car. This went on for two days.

 On the last day, day eight, I went out to preach again. 
In the morning I sat up and I had a fever so high I had to 
pour water over my head and I was coughing up blood. 
The team came back and got me. We went out about 
two hours again.  When they took me into the church 
I was so weak, but when the Spirit hit me I was totally 
healed and went home sitting up in the car. I had re-
ceived my healing. It was the eighth day; this was my 
day of new beginnings.  During that day I asked the 
Holy Spirit what all that was about, and He spoke to me 
and said it touches His heart when His servants are will-
ing to die for His children. Soon after this, the miracles 
started happening as we went out, as if from the Acts 2 
church.  

We started our house church pastors conference in 
the meeting room of the garage and storage room, spent 
several hours instructing through the word, fellowship, 
and answering tough questions.  The next day, we or-
dained seventeen pastors and gave them certifi cates.  
This was our fi rst training for house church leaders in Afri-
ca. We used the material from Robert Fitts called the E-4
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school—train, equip and release was the order of the 
day. It was delightful to see their hunger and enthusi-
asm! 

I think I would be remiss if I didn’t list a few miracles 
that we had recorded in our journals. It is so important 
missionary friends, to keep record of these like the early 
Acts 2 church did; it is such an encouragement to us 
and those that wonder, “Is the Lord working in this time 
in that way?” 

After the second day, we all traveled down to the falls 
and performed a baptism for all who had requested it; 
there were around a dozen. It was a glorious time of 
praise and thanks giving with a special man named 
John, whom we had met at one of the house churches 
in the bush. His wife had requested one afternoon, as 
we stopped by after house church, for us to pray for his 
back; and as Larry and I did, he was healed. As a result 
of this, he joined the house church with his wife and was 
now being baptized as an act of his faith! 

We joined our faith with another man; we had been 
praying for his faith to believe for a good job, and he got 
one before we left; that was a miracle for him and his 
family!  So many seem to lack faith to think that God 
would do such for them, and when this happens the 
faith level of all is raised.  

A young women asked for prayer for her daughter 
and she was healed. One of the house churches asked 
for all to receive the Holy Spirit and all did. That was 
really cool; the evidence of tongues was evident in all!  

Another women’s husband would let her regularly at-
tend meetings, but he would not attend with her. We 
agreed with her in prayer, and the very next week he 
was there and gave his life to Jesus. Praise His glorious 
and mighty Name!  
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Another miracle—A women needed her marriage to 
be healed. We led her through a prayer of forgiveness. 
God answered that prayer in a powerful way; her hus-
band returned after three years; after praying with her, 
the marriage was restored and healed.  

At another house church a women wanted a closer 
walk with Jesus. She wanted to see His face, and to be 
fi lled with hope, and have Godly dreams.  After praying 
with her, she saw the face of the Savior and the fl ood-
gates of heaven opened up for her.  

We have sixteen house churches In this area of 
Africa. We prayed that families would start praying to-
gether and the prayers were answered.  We prayed for 
church growth, and this prayer has also been answered.  
Church growth was also a natural outcrop-ping as the 
miracle testimonies came forth. 

I remember, as does my friend Larry, that, as we 
would enter a village, we would teach them from Isaiah 
Chapter 55 that it says, “Ho” and this means get into the 
water, and we would all raise our hands and emphatically 
say “Ho”!  Later, when we returned, as we approached, 
they would all raise hands and say “Ho pastors!” which 
was such a treat for us.   

I remember another small group that grew so quickly 
because of miracles. A young mother’s faith kept rising 
because she realized that her prayers were being 
answered.  This lady asked if she could be my spiritual 
daughter, and was so happy I would become her spiritual 
daddy. These kind of testimonies are endearing to the 
heart and fi ll our journals!  
—Trip 2014—Larry, Mark and Roy—I am writing this 
from my journal.

We are four days into our adventure here in Kenya.  
This is the fi rst time I have had to write about a sense
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of our departure. Our journey started at 5am, as Pas-
tor Inacio picked Mark and I up at our house to take us 
to LAX.   Larry would meet us at the gate.  Susan road 
along to see us off. We arrived at 7:45am. in LA.

We got through security and customs with no inci-
dent, and fl ew to New York. We had an hour layover 
there. We met these really great Pat and Linda people 
at the coffee shop and they wanted to pray for us and 
give us one hundred dollars for our trip; we were cer-
tainly blessed. 

We soon boarded fl ight #737 for Zurich, Switzerland 
with a one and a half hour layover. The next fl ight was 
Swiss Air Ways and we were on our way over the Swiss 
Alps, beautiful, then on in to Nairobi Kenya.  I was so 
very thankful—not a lot of turbulence over the wind 
shear at high altitude, where we have had some hairy 
experiences. On our arrival in Nairobi Kenya, we stayed 
in a nice hotel called Baonio.  It was soon discovered 
we had left one of our bags at the terminal; we prayed 
for its recovery. The next morning we called, and it was 
there in baggage claims, thank you Lord!  

We hired a taxi at the hotel and our driver was very 
helpful; we retrieve our bag, and are on our way back 
to the hotel. We started witnessing to the driver and he 
started weeping so we pulled over and prayed for him.  

We also witnessed to a waitress at breakfast and a 
bell hop in the hotel all before we checked out for a one 
thirty fl ight. Missionary, it’s all about Him and we are 
a divine appointment, don’t you believe? “Thank you 
Lord, for such a blessing.” We were soon to board a 
Kenyan Airlines plane bound for Eldoret, Kenya where 
we would be met by our African team. The plane was a  
small turbo prop, which is always a little bumpy.  When 
we arrived, we were welcomed by Isaac our director 
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and house church bishop, and one of the pastors, 
Stuma, and Brother Peter—what a blessed reunion.  

Larry and I meet Stuma six years earlier; at the time, 
he was in a backslider condition in the Webeye market 
place. Now he is a pastor and house church leader.   

We all had much to talk about during our lengthy 
travel to the family farm where MEHH is in the works.   
Dinner was served at eight thirty pm and, as usual, 
many others came for fellowship.  Mark was having a 
new experience as he met all these new people with 
this new culture.  

Up at 5am to study, and breakfast at 8am, then a tour 
of the farm and orphanage, and my what a blessing to 
see all the new improvements.  We walked up the hill to 
Isaac’s mother’s house to say hi, we were so happy to 
see each other.  The team all piled into the rented car 
and we all drove to a neighboring town to take Emily 
and Isaac for lunch and good conversation since it had 
been two years since our last visit.  

On the return road we had to pass through the for-est 
so we stopped and bought some bananas be-cause we 
hoped to see some baboons. We got a treat—not only 
did we see the baboons but we got to see zebras. On 
the way through town, Isaac pointed out the building we 
would use the next day to start our pastor’s conference. 
He was expecting 100 people to attend.  We had to pro-
vide funds for food lodging and transportation; they are 
very poor here.  

Day 5—Mark and I had a great intercession session 
(can I say that like that?  Oh well I just did!), had a glori-
ous time, going into travail which birthed many things.  

Good breakfast time—got to have intimate fellow-
ship with Isaac, Emily, Larry, Mark, Ben, myself, and 
the Honored One!  The Lord gave me a word for the 
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time here.  
Isaiah 49:8-18, “8 In a favorable time I have answered 
you, and in a day of salvation I have helped you; and I 
will keep you and give you for a covenant of the people, 
to restore the land, to make them inherit the desolate 
heritage.  9 saying to those who are bound, go forth to 
those who are in darkness show your-selves, along 
the roads they will feed, and their pasture will be on all 
bare heights.  10 they will not hunger or thirst, nor will the 
scorching heat or sun strike them down, for he who has 
compassion on them will lead them and will guide them 
to springs of water. 11 I will make all my mountains a 
road and my highways will be raised up.  12 behold these 
will come from the north and from the west and these 
from the land of Sinim; 13 shout for joy, oh Heavens! 
And rejoice oh earth! Break forth into joyful shouting oh 
mountains! For the Lord has confronted His people and 
will have compassion on His affl icted.  14 but Zion said, 
“The Lord has forsaken me, and the Lord has forgotten 
me  15 can a women forget her nursing child and have no 
compassion on the son of her womb? Even these may 
forget, but I will not forget you. 16 behold I have inscribed 
you on the palms of my hands. Your walls are continu-
ally before me. 17 your builders hurry; your destroyers 
and devastators will depart from you. 18 lift up your eyes 
and look around; all of them gather together, they come 
to you. As I live, declares the Lord you will surly put on 
all of them as jewels and bind them on as a bride.” 

Then I prophesied—the Spirit spoke and said go to 
Isaiah 62:1-4 and also prophecy this to them; “Zions 
glory and new name”.  “For Zion’s sake I will not keep 
silent, and for Jerusalem’s sake I will not keep quiet, 
until her righteousness goes forth like brightness, and 
her salvation like a torch that is burning.” 
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2 The Nations will see your righteousness and all 
kings your glory, and you will be called by a new 
name, which the mouth of the Lord will designate. 
3 you will be a crown of beauty in the hand of the 
Lord, a royal diadem in the hand of your God.  
4 it will no longer be said to you ‘forsaken’, nor to your 
land will it any longer be said ‘desolate’, but you will be 
called “my delight is in her, and your land married “for 
the Lord delights in you and to him your land will ever be 
married.” These prophecies were well received by all.  

The next day found us in Webeye; it was play 
day for the children.  One of the house churches in 
San Diego, Ca. made small bead necklaces for the 
children. Larry arranged for some sports equipment, a 
soccer ball and shirts, etc.  As we were passing them 
out it was so evident how delighted they were to get 
these small treasures!  And how evident it was their 
only toys were hand made out of whatever they could 
fi nd! We enjoyed the afternoon with the kids. With the 
new equipment they started up a soccer match and 
everyone “kicked around” a great time.  Of course, 
we had to have picture time. We left at 3:30pm for the 
house church in Wyble with pastor Samuel and Alice. 
We had a great gathering there, many of them l had not 
seen for some time; it was much like a family reunion; 
and I was asked to speak. So I spoke from 2 Corinthians 
5:1-5. What a great time we all had. The message 
spoke of the temporal as opposed to the Eternal.  

When we are on these trips, the Holy Spirit always 
orchestrates our preaching assignments, whether 
there are two or three of us. Most of the days we each 
preach at least once; we call this tag team preaching, 
you know, tag your next, works great with a team— 
that way everyone gets a breather.  This day l was 
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pointing out in verse one “For we know that if the earthly 
tent which is our house is torn down, we have a building 
from God a house not made with hands, eternal in the 
heavens.” Such a great joy we on our teams experience 
in our travels as the Word goes forth and never turns 
back void. (Isaiah 55:11) 

As our time continued on this trip, we needed each 
day what we call our shut in time, so very necessary, 
as the days and nights are so demanding, we must set 
boundaries because there is so much need, and we 
would wear out.  I remember on this morning that Mark 
had been going deeper and deeper in our prayer times 
and this was a special day for him; he got the giggles 
which we call heavenly laughter and he was ruined 
for the ordinary. Great day for our team; we needed a 
refreshing day, and that we enjoyed. 

The next day was Sunday and we were a sought 
after commodity, three different churches asked for us. 
I was assigned to Emily and her father’s house church 
which I had been in three times.    

Larry was with Clapperton’s orphanage and church, 
and Mark was with Pastor Samuel and Alice’s church. 
Remember, this is Alice who had gotten a miracle heal-
ing, as she was going to die from malaria, and she is 
stilled healed to this day! 

Our day out this Sunday, we believe, was God 
breathed from start to fi nish. The church at Emily’s fa-
ther’s house told me, on leaving, that they could see 
and feel the fi re of the Holy Spirit; even though we were 
around fi fty, they said it seemed as if I were preach-
ing to hundreds.  I took the time to pray the Holy Spirit 
on many and Emily helped me. We were soon to meet 
up with Mark and Larry and learned they were well re-
ceived and had a great day of the Word of God reaching
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many hearts.  
We were all served lunch and were instructed to 

meet at Samuel‘s church where there were twenty 
pastors waiting. Larry was chosen to give the mes-
sage.  As the message was fi nished the Holy Spir-
it spoke and instructed Larry and me to pray for all 
twenty pastors assembled for the pastor’s confer-
ence that we were holding for fi ve days starting the 
next day.  

At that time the churches had grown to fourteen 
and we prayed for an Elijah double portion for all of 
these pastors. The anointing impartation was well 
received since Larry and I have been the partnership 
planters.  

We soon returned to the MEHH orphanage, our 
evening meal, and playing with children. Missionary, 
I am sure you realize that in these African lands they 
eat very late. We were treated with Emily and Brother 
Ben as they conducted Sunday night church for the 
children and Mark was asked to share a message 
from Matthew 16: 1-4 (Come as little children)—great 
time.  

We had one more day before all would travel for a 
fi ve-day conference, a great time to do some banking 
in a neighboring town.  
For my early morning “alone time” prayer, I found a 
place, where, at fi rst, all was so peaceful; then, all of 
a sudden, I was fi ghting off the chickens in my secret 
place.  I guess it’s not so secret—the chickens kept 
trying to eat my prayer pages!  Later, I took a hike 
around the thirteen acres looking at livestock, the 
goats, cows, a bull for plowing fi elds and, yes, those 
prayer-eating chickens!   

I walked out to one of the fi elds, and took pictures 
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of Isaac plowing one of the fi elds with the bull. They 
have eight acres under cultivation, and the rest for 
live stock to graze. One of the older boys is always 
assigned to herd the cows, and another of the older 
boys to help with the fi eldwork. Sugar cane, bananas, 
beans and corn are grown, these are their commodi-
ties to help feed and supply this work. I also got to 
go on a tour of the green house where they grow to-
matoes; the building is around thirty-feet by fi fteen. 
They sell some of this produce in the market place in 
town.  Also, on my morning of exploring on the farm, I 
was blessed to see a new born calf, the  baby goats, 
and the chicken house with some 200 newly hatched 
chicks. I ended up at the back door of the cooking 
room and was informed that breakfast was ready. 
God is really blessing this farm and I believe this is 
that Deuteronomy 28:1-13 blessing.  

We were blessed with Emily’s great pancake break-
fast and milk tea. We caught a ride with other broth-
ers to a bank in Bungoma to exchange 100 US dol-
lars for Kenyan schillings, which is 10.000 ex-change 
rate.  Next we had to repair Larry’s phone.   

I then treated all to lunch at the restaurant we 
had eaten at six years ago; we had a great lunch 
and fellowship. We returned to the farm to ready 
ourselves for the intense days ahead; this might be 
our last down time, so must use it well. During the 
afternoon I was sharing pictures and story’s with all, 
and 21 year old Ben Wanjala, the youth leader here. 
I felt great compassion for this young brother in the 
Lord as he poured his heart out. We prayed for him to 
have a fresh out pouring of the Holy Spirit and that he 
would have greater encounter with Father, Son, Holy 
Spirit. He shared that the night previous, when sleeping, 
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he had a dream and God showed Himself holding his 
hand, speaking to him and saying,  “You are a Benja-
min.”  The Lord said,  “Do you know the meaning of
your name?”  He told him it means believing.   He 
said he woke up and heard us praying in our rooms. 
God has changed him. He wanted us to pray for him 
to have a godly wife, and that we did.

Ready for the house church conference, over one 
hundred traveled, and we provided lodging and travel 
and food for fi ve days. We rented a large hall upstairs 
in Webeye that could hold at least 120, and that is 
what we had. As I said, the conference was well at-
tended, the house church committee was well orga-
nized doing its job well in all areas. The Father honors 
obedience rather than sacrifi ce. The Holy Spirit, from 
the book of Acts way, taught and displayed Himself 
well. Each session, the Holy Spirit chose who would 
speak and we three were used nightly having Gods 
favor—Psalm 103; (loving kindness) was poured out 
in unprecedented, unmerited, unparalleled, over the 
top favor! During the fi ve days, we three released 
three impartations on the conference— they were as 
if a mighty wind blew on us with wind and fi re. The 
conference started with a lineup of power teachings 
and releasing—(fi rst pastor Roy) released the Holy 
Spirit’s anointing—(second, through Pastor Mark), a 
healing anointing, powerful.  Thirdly, through pastors 
Larry and Pastor Roy, miracles. We, I am sure, will 
hear of even more miracles and healings as time pro-
ceeds.  

The growth after the Acts 2 out pouring was seen 
throughout all the land. They also will experience all 
of these things here and by the end of our conference 
time as well, all being aware that Acts chapter 2  
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had shown up—no doubting Thomas here! We did 
get trickles of reports coming in, even until the time 
of this writing.  

The day after the 5-day conference we shared a 
rest day, remember John 15 about abiding in the vine 
(rest). Wow! “Thank you Lord.” I took two hours to go 
visit, not yet a mile away, my friends Josephine and 
Fred. Good fellowship, good food, good prayer, and 
I prayed impartations for them and their family. What 
a glorious visit.  

As our days were moving on, our daily intercession 
continued as is normal on all our trips, and we took 
inventory to evaluate where we were making a 
difference this trip.  We traveled up the mountain to Mt 
Elgon where several years past we started bringing 
orphans down to Webeye. We travelled two different 
days to Mt Elgon and worked with a bishop there 
who had a large church, and others in his charge. 
I remember how special this was because many of 
the children who had not seen a white man, would 
pull at the hair on your arms and stroke your arms 
and hands. The babies showed fear until they could 
determine that we were carrying the Spirit of peace. 
We preached in a large church with pastor Samuel as 
our interpreter. The church had a large tin roof and 
dirt fl oor and open windows with bars.

At fi rst the Bishop was guarding his fl ock, yet loos-
ened up as soon as he saw we were only there to 
serve, and that we did—many hours of preaching, tag 
team style, many children and great hunger. Also in 
the late afternoon both days, we went to a very primitive 
market place, and did open air preaching—that was 
wonderful. Many were saved and healed and Mark 
had his fi rst taste of this style of preaching, and he
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loved it. The travel was grueling some three hours 
each way, and the roads really required a four-wheel 
drive, except we made do with our rented car.  

Our trip was coming to a close. We continued to 
teach many pastors, and their wives, and their children. 
We spent much more time with the ones that needed 
this, and continued to visit more house churches.  
We traveled to Eldoret to visit an elderly care home 
hospice center for those ready to die. We had much one-
on- one fellowship and prayer for the ones in extreme pain.  

The next day at the orphanage, we interviewed 
all of the orphans and fi lmed a small video on my 
I Pad. We also fi lmed some leader’s testimonies. 
Finally, I fi lmed Alice’s testimony of being rais-
ing up from her death bed.  The remainder of the 
trip was spent in furthering precious relationships.  

We spent lots of time with kids—since they were 
on school break, we played soccer and we put on a 
puppet show, Larry, Mark, Roy, Mr. Turtle, Mr. squirrel, 
The big mouth blue bird, and that crazy chicken, were 
all in play.  The kids love this each time we are there.  

With a lot of eating, we provided some special treats 
at our last meal and picnic (no live termites however).  
We were then driven to Eldoret, then fl ew to Nairobi. 
Larry blessed us with a nice hotel and meal and we 
all took at least two hot showers. We then always 
take time for debriefi ng which is a must on these trips. 
All in all we were encouraged with our long ministry 
trip and were praising the King for a safe trip home!  
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chapter fourteen

God’s Glory is Everywhere

2016 - Ecuador

Natural events happen, earthquakes, fl oods, fi res, 
pestilence, and many other occurrences. The world 
is affected. God’s people are affected. What does the 
Word of God say is God’s heart on the subject!  How 
are we to express Gods love, Gods heart to the af-
fected ones? Are we answering Gods call of being 
salt and light or are we turning a blind eye to those 
who are affected?  This story is just that, not ignoring 
His heart!  It’s about answering His heart’s call and 
putting feet to our faith. 

One of the brothers (I share ministry with, and have 
had the privilege to have God travels with), Mark 
Latham, and I were praying after several large earth-
quakes rocked Ecuador. We were talking to each oth-
er about the earthquakes and both felt God had called 
us to go there to offer assistance!  I am reminded of 
an account in God’s Word in John chapter eleven of 
the story of Mary and Martha’s running to Jesus and 
saying that Lazarus was sick and dying. Remember 
Jesus’ response?  He cried and the compassion of 
the Father’s heart was touched. l am so impressed 
with this because we carry the Father’s heart today, 
and He is just waiting for you and l to respond. Mark
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and l did answer the call of the Spirit that day and 
did seek the hand from heaven for provision. I have 
learned that if we are called to go, our Father pays 
the bills; don’t you agree? 

We needed more direction for boots on the ground 
in this South American Continent. “Father, who will 
be our contact there?”  Before we even had a chance 
to put out a prayer request to our intercessory net-
work, we had a call from one of Gods’ selected ser-
vants, Garron Frantzen. He alerted us to and gave 
us contact information for a man in Ecuador. “Do you 
have intercessors praying with and for you mission-
ary friend?”  This is a necessity in this Kingdom work, 
engaging God’s family, community, or tribe to agree 
with God’s call for you. 

l was told the man’s name was Fernando and he 
had lived in Las Vegas, Nevada and was Ecuador-
ian. I was informed that Fernando was back in Ecua-
dor and would help us do disaster relief work. Wow!  
What a network the Lord uses to reach over the whole 
earth. l soon placed a call and was met with a very 
pleasant sounding man on the phone who said he 
knew of me through Garron and would be happy to 
help us to bless his people. 

The fi nances did come, and Susan, my wife, pur-
chased tickets for us and gave us our itineraries, 
and we were rejoicing in Gods great provision. We 
were to fl y from LAX to Miami Florida then to Ec-
uador where they would pick us up in a city called 
Guayaquil some three hours from our base of op-
erations in our safe house. This house was locat-
ed almost in the epicenter of the earthquake and 
was called Portoviejo Ecuador. Trusting totally in 
the Holy Spirit’s lead, we proceeded with our plans.  
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Some who will read this will disagree with this kind 
of lead, yet after my schooling some thirty years’ ear-
lier, l have learned to rely on Him and listen to get 
clarity. Have l missed this over my years of travels?  
Yes, but is not this why it’s called a school. 

Oh, oh, snafu! We missed our fl ight in LAX due 
to security business so we had to go to plan B. 
Our checked luggage went to Miami and we were 
at American Airlines in Los Angeles; did we miss 
God’s instructions, perhaps? “Lord now what?” The 
connecting fl ight was on Lan Ecuador Airlines so we 
went to Lan Ecuador airlines area and talked to an 
agent.  All the while we were praying for favor!  Well 
you know our God—we received much favor; even 
though we would have to wait for fourteen hours. We 
needed divine intervention and in this airport, that He 
did! 

Now there was a little matter of our clothes going 
to another city oh my. “Lord we need unprecedented, 
unpatrolled [i.e., no government interference], unmer-
ited, favor, like that talked about in   Psalm 103, favor 
or loving kindness.” We received this favor when we 
prayed that our bags would show up in Ecuador—
they did a day later when we arrived. We did not fl y 
to Miami but were rerouted to Lima Peru, then back 
up to Ecuador, and our bags were waiting, and our 
hosts, whom we had not met, were there.   Praise 
The Lord!

We fi nally arrived in Guayaquil, Ecuador. Our hosts 
are here to pick us up and they take us to Portoviejo 
where our base would be the next nine days. 

Our new friends are Fernando and Henry. We used 
the time as we traveled to get to know them and their 
country. Ecuador, about equal in area to Nevada, is 
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in the northwest part of South America fronting on 
the Pacifi c. To the north is Colombia and to the east 
and south is Peru. Two high and parallel mountain 
ranges of the Andes, traversing the country from 
north to south, are topped by tall volcanic peaks. 
Their government is a Republic.
We arrived late and were served dinner and met the 
family. The house was very large; it had three stories.  It 
was large enough for eight people to live there comfort-
ably including Fernando. One of the sons and his wife 
and three children shared the lower part of the house, 
and we would sleep on the third story patio roof which 
was much cooler since it is very hot there. 

A very enlightening story took place our fi rst evening 
there, with two of the daughter’s children, a 6-year-old 
boy and an 11-year-old girl. They had been sick that day 
and before we retired for sleep we asked if we could 
pray and anoint them with oil, which we did. The next 
morning we heard the girl going around the house pro-
claiming something. Someone who spoke semi fl uent 
Spanish) said she kept saying “The healers are here!” 
“The healers are here!” 

This was a great way to start out our stay here, God 
showing up and showing off!  These people are most-
ly from a Catholic background, we just came to love 
on them and their damaged country and people. This 
healing taking place opened up great favor for us.  We 
started inviting family members and others, asking if we 
could pray for them; then we were asked go to family 
homes. These prayer times happened in the mornings 
before we traveled to fi ve of the disaster areas to bring 
water bread and prayer.

The whole area had been intensely shaken.  Most of 
the structures in the area now lay in rubble.  Fernando 
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told us the only reason the house they were living in
was still intact was that his uncle who built it is a con-
tractor and refused to cheapen his work by cutting 
corners!

Disasters are devastating to a country and its peo-
ple. Yet, God’s heart can always be seen, in the after 
math, through people coming together and loving on 
each other with provision and assistance. 

We were blocks away from one of the hardest hit 
areas, the central business district. Many large build-
ings fell down, hundreds of others had government 
tags declaring “unsafe, do not enter”, some with 
“possible refurbish” or, “be careful”. Reader you must 
understand that in these countries, there is much 
government corruption, and the relief help was only 
helping a very few. For the next nine days we were 
traveling to these fi ve most devastated areas, bring-
ing, as l said, bread, water, prayer, with concern and 
compassion.

The stories are many and endearing, people still 
buried under the rubble; and we had to put handker-
chiefs over our noses; and everywhere loved ones 
were still missing or had died. The hard pill to swal-
low when we do disaster relief work is seeing and 
hearing of this corruption, and the people who suffer 
from such injustice from these agencies and offi cials. 
Our work is not going there to point fi ngers; ours is to 
support the hurting and let the God of Justice do the 
rest as our prayers reach His heart.  I will try to cap-
ture a few stories that will encourage you, missionary 
friends.

For many, these devastated lands will be a great 
test, for others that have already had death, burial 
and resurrection, you will not have your emotions
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get the best of you, which can happen when life 
and death are involved. The next eight days here 
were action packed as we were going in burned out 
buildings, and leaning structures just being held-up with 
small and large bamboo poles. The destruction was 
astronomical—debris everywhere, large cranes trucks 
and earth moving equipment everywhere in the cities. 
In the country and mountains and valleys, with very little 
modern means of clean up, they do the best they can. We 
saw tent camps, tarps strung with rope, and any other 
means of shelter from the elements they could fabricate. 
Communities gathered away from dangerous structures 
and government law and curfews were in effect. 

We always carry special badges that give us favor and 
authority. Each day we would go and buy our daily pro-
vision of bread buns, and cases of bottled water, till the 
trunk was full.  We gave it out and prayed with people until 
it was gone, always by the end of the day. We prayed for 
hundreds of people, in the mountains, inner city, beach 
areas, just driving and listening to the Holy Spirit’s lead-
ing.  We prayed for this older lady living in the park, then 
we were blessed to have a bible study with her and oth-
ers. Remember, it very hot, sticky and very diffi cult to 
get into ruined areas, especially roped off areas, yet we 
went any way— everywhere was extreme desperation. 

We had many healings and salvations, it was very 
dangerous to go into some of the areas and build-
ings; as God led us, we prayed and went. They had 
no other place to go so they stayed in these horribly 
unsafe places, and we went in and searched for them. 
In one such very unstable building, there were at least 
a dozen people taking refuge because they had no-
where to go! The lady in charge said her husband was 
killed—her children were under there with her, along 
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with her ninety-four-year-old mother and ninety year old 
father! 

There was fi ve-year-old boy, up the street, whose 
parents had been killed. We prayed for all of them 
and anointed them with oil, very gut wrenching, tough 
situations.  

The stories are many, especially in the fi shing 
village where forty gave their hearts to Christ at the 
same time!  Mark and l believed the Glory of the Lord 
came down and touched them. At one business we 
fi xed the motor on their boat so they could start fi shing 
again and help the local community. Sadly, they were 
all living in a tent camp. They had all lost their homes.  

On the last day of our trip, the youngest daughter 
and fi ancé wanted us to marry them. We did two 
sessions of marriage council and then had a family 
wed-ding. What a joyful way to end that day, such a 
great blessing with everyone celebrating!

Before we returned home, we had bonded with 
this precious family, and the fellowship was great. 
The father of the house (who was not in the habit of 
praying, let alone aloud) prayed at the fi nal meal. 

We remarked, as we left for home, that we experi-
enced Gods’ Glory everywhere as we traveled through 
this tragedy; yes, God turned tragedy into triumph! 
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chapter fifteen

American Indian Nations

Several years back Susan and I had a ministry center 
called LZ Elsinore on Grand Ave in Lake Elsinore.  LZ 
was a veteran’s outreach center.  LZ is a military term for 
safe extract place for soldiers in a battle zone, hence, 
LZ or landing zone. Susan and I both had counseling 
offi ces in our center and we both did drug, alcohol, and 
suicide counseling with Veterans and their wives and 
children. We also worked with the complete body of 
Christ and the Christian community. Under Point Man 
International Ministries, we have worked worldwide with 
the veteran community. As of this writing, I have worked 
with this ministry over twenty-four years, and done mis-
sionary work over thirty-fi ve years. We are ordained by 
three separate ministries. 

Our background speaks for itself. In my offi ce one 
day, as I was dialoguing with the Lord, I wanted to go 
overseas more, and the Lord asked me if he could show 
me unreached people groups in the United States, to 
reach them. Over the next few weeks, in my interces-
sion time, He had me make a list of over seven Native 
American Nations, and in prayer, the Lord started re-
leasing me and our ministry to them.  

We started with the  Indians in Haines. They were 
called Chilkoot.  We had seventeen on the team: we 
held a Point man veterans conference there for one 
whole week. We fl ew into Skagway from Seattle then
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into Juno, Alaska where we had a night of intercession 
prayer with the team. The team was assembled from 
all over the United States and readied for a journey the 
next day over an ice glacier in two brush planes. Note 
that many of us on this trip were disabled veterans, so 
we were challenged in getting two wheel chairs into 
these small planes, along with all our gear. The month 
was April and the snow was melting when we reached 
Haines; it was an unbelievable trip over the cap, like 
wow! 

Haines is a small fi shing village and is home to the 
Chilkoot Indians, nestled in-between the sea, lakes and 
mountains. There is one-way out by roads, if passable, 
then by a small plane or fi shing boat. The area is very 
secluded and hidden away over half of the year. The 
isolation there gave-way to alcohol and drug abuse for 
many vets who want to hide away; we call them trip wire 
vets. We were given the local community hall for our 
meetings, which were well attended. We all stayed in a 
motel called the Eagles Nest and had warm fellowship 
there. Surprisingly, we were the highlight of the com-
munity for one week since the vet population was such 
a high number. 

We would walk the streets and everyone wanted us 
to come into their shops and restaurants and give us 
free meals and just visit. We were treated like celebri-
ties and couldn’t imagine such since, back at  home, we 
were far from that. The area was the sanctuary for the 
bald eagles. The salmon are a delight; the moose were 
everywhere, even down into town; remember, this is a 
very small community. We were so welcomed and ex-
cited and soon our conference started and we enjoyed 
much in these sessions. 

We were invited to speak and teach in many of the
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classes in the public school, such as history and creative 
writing classes and swimming. We all had fun in the 
large indoor pool and it was handicap equipped since 
several of my buddies needed this; such fun we had 
with the kids. In the classes they would ask us many 
questions about our military experiences, such as how 
was it to get wounded and did we have to shoot any-
one, and other questions. We would only talk on Christ 
when they would ask how we were being healed—glad 
you asked. We made great bonding with these gracious 
Indian people and God used our military experiences as 
a tool or bridge.  
   The second time was in Coos Bay, Oregon, We were 
ministering with the Kalapuya Indians. We met many at 
a Point man conference in Coos Bay and later in Salem. 
We did a reconciliation ceremony with them in both 
places and it was a great healing and relational time. 
One of the Chiefs (yellow feather) gave me a warrior 
medallion and prophecy that I carried a warrior spirit 
because of being a veteran. They also presented me 
with a certifi cate from them to me as an honor.  
I have worked in this state all over with the natives, such 
a privilege.  
   The third was in Mary Ville, Washington with the 
Tulalip Indians. I pulled the cross there and evangelized 
on the reservation by Port Susan.  
    The fourth was the Shoshoni around Pocatello, Idaho. 
I did a house church in Pocatello, and next trip, did a 
meeting on the reservation in a meeting room at the 
headquarters. It was a Spirit lead night and several of 
the house leaders were there; the Holy Spirit showed up 
and many were touched and healed. Thank you Jesus!
The fi fth was the Crow nation in Billings Montana. I 
had met one of the Chiefs when we did an evangelistic
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meeting in Salmon, Idaho in a cow barn at the fair-
grounds. He then invited three of us to come and pray 
for his people and that we did for three days, staying in 
a camper in his front yard. 

Our fi rst night there, he took us deep into nation 
land to a convalescent home seventeen miles in. The 
evening was heaven on earth, we thought we would 
preach in a church, and instead, we started there, which 
had been ordained by God. As we entered, it was an-
nounced that the men of God were there to pray for the 
sick and that we did for three days. I remember being 
somewhat nervous and saying to Holy Spirit under my 
breath, “Please help.” James 4:7 “We submit ourselves 
unto You, Lord; and we resist you enemy, the devil. And 
now Holy Spirit, come and use us as your instrument.”  

Wow—what took place next was wonderment. They 
brought the people into the day room. They came in 
beds, walkers, wheel chairs; some were ambulatory 
and all were looking to the men of God for a healing. 
My, no pressure right? “Well, Holy Spirit, I said I need 
You now.” Then I anointed a man with oil and started 
praying in tongues; and, to my surprise, I was speaking 
his Crow language and the place went wild. For you 
see, prospective missionary, the Holy Spirit through 
God’s Word knows, and we do not; yet, for three days 
we experienced heaven on earth; and yes, we did also 
preach in a church. It was the most beautiful place I 
have seen, with all the horses and the property backing 
up to the backside of Yellow Stone National Park.  

The sixth outreach we made was to the Navaho, 
Zune, and Hopi Indians. Our trip to these Nations was 
set into motion as a fellow Christian veteran and I were 
asked to help the veterans motor cycle run for the wall 
in Washington D.C. for the veterans memorial wall. We
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used my friend’s handicap van and were the chaplains 
for this run as far as Navajo Nation in Window Rock, AZ. 
The memorial is called the Code Talkers Memorial and 
honors the Navajos and we did a ceremony there. The 
run for D.C. was thirteen days and we contributed three 
days and were introduced to these indigenous people and 
given a passport and invitation to minister on their Nation.  

Months later Susan and I were asked to minister 
to a church called Shepherds’ Church and we drove 
our motor home there and parked next to the church 
in Phoenix, AZ. The fi rst night we were asked to 
do street Evangelism in Tempe, a college area 
of this city, and pull our ten foot cross. That night 
we found ourselves engaged in spiritual warfare, 
encounters with opposition, and other hindrances. 

The next day, we enjoyed a lot of one-on-one with 
church members and teaching on Spiritual Warfare. We 
were gearing up for Sunday church and excited to do so 
since this was a new church to us. Sunday came and 
both of us ministered, and were well received—there 
was much prayer and releasing of freedom. After lunch, 
we were informed about a Sunday evening house group, 
and rested some for that ministry opportunity. We were 
warmly welcomed and noticed a number of Navajo men 
and women there.  Our teaching was well received, 
and much inter-exchange took place at the conclusion 
of the meeting. I talked to a Navajo man named JR and 
had a warm exchange; I was told his family lived in Tun-
nel Springs on the Navajo Nation.  The man then asked if 
we would come visit his family and church. We found out 
his family home was a few miles from Window Rock.   

Months after we returned home, Susan and l trav-
eled to Window Rock and prayed and met these 
brothers and sisters in the Lord; this started our work
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in that Indian Nation. In this area are two other tribes, 
the Zune and Hopi, which are all in these two states of 
Arizona and New Mexico where we have ministered for 
eight years now. Most of our time was on Navajo land 
which include portions of four states—Arizona, New 
Mexico, Utah, and Colorado. We have now, at the time 
of this writing, ministered there eight years, with a small 
missions church in Tunnel Springs, and surrounding 
areas around their whole Nation—Summer tent 
meetings, youth camps, horse camps, all with emphasis 
on evangelism. We have established good relations 
with the tribal council in Window Rock, and good 
relationships with veterans nationwide, because of my 
being a veteran and working with Point Man International 
Ministries. We have interacted with the vet community 
very much, so much so we even do honorarium meeting 
for all vets on a nation once a year. The missionary/
evangelistic work in this territory, because of vision 
and obedience on our part, has produced much fruit 
over the eight years. As you can see, missionary, 
keep an open mind and heart for God’s call to you and 
me, and, perhaps, He will lead you to a new Nation. 
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poem by
an african martyr

Fellowship of the Unashamed
(An African Martyr’s Last Words)

I am part of the Fellowship of the Unashamed.

The die has been cast. I have stepped over the line.

The decision has been made.

I am a disciple of Jesus Christ.

I won’t look back, let up, slow down,

back away, or be still.

My past is redeemed, my present makes sense,

and my future is secure.

I’m finished and done, with low living, sight walking,

small planning, smooth knees, colorless dreams,

tame visions, mundane talking, cheap giving,

and dwarfed goals.

My pace is set, my gait is fast, my goal is heaven.

My road is narrow, my way is rough, my companions few,

my Guide reliable, my mission clear.

I won’t give up, back up, let up, or shut up, 

until I’ve preached up, prayed up, paid up, stored up,

and stayed up for the cause of Christ.

I must go until He returns, give until I drop,

preach until all know, and work until He comes.

And when He comes to get His own, 

He will have no problem recognizing me.

My colors will be clear.

“For I am not ashamed of the Gospel of Christ.” Romans 1:16
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epilogue
Ready Writer Pen 

Psalm 45:1 “…my tongue is the pen of a ready writer”

November, 2011

Today, many people have no intention of doing what 
the word says, and this is religion. The Cain spirit is 
alive and well and many embrace this attitude. The 
old saying applies here, don’t you think?—attitude 
determines altitude.

We need to understand the law of fi rst mention. What 
did God say in the beginning about His creation of man. 
He said it was good and when man sinned and fell short 
of the Glory of God, His original intention of our relation-
ship with Him was perverted, temporarily. 

So God, in His infi nite love and mercy, Genesis three 
fi fteen, brought back the means to restore the law of 
fi rst mention that through the man of Jesus the Christ, 
man had the means to be restored to fellowship with 
God through this promise, and it was through the seed 
of the kingdom, Jesus. 

From the beginning we have seen that God was look-
ing for a house to inhabit.  He created woman and man, 
then called them good, and walked daily with them in 
the cool of the day. I am reminded, by the Holy Spirit 
here, of a Scripture in Malachi 3: 1-4 “Behold I am going 
to send my messenger and He will clear the way before 
me and the Lord whom you seek will suddenly come to



His temple and the messenger of the covenant in whom 
you delight behold He is coming says the Lord of hosts.”  
2 “But who can endure the day of His coming, and who 
can stand when He appears, for He is like a refi ner’s 
fi re and like fuller soap.  3 He who sits as a smelter and 
purifi er of silver and He will purify the sons of Levi and 
refi ne them like gold and silver, so that they may pres-
ent to the Lord offerings in righteousness 4 “Then the 
offering of Judah and Jerusalem will be pleasing to the 
Lord as in the days of old as in former years.”

God’s record book is full of ones who listened and 
ones who did not. Five Major Prophets were sent, nine 
Minor Prophets, and all the other selected servants of 
the highest throughout this record in God’s book. 

Yet the Cain spirit has tried to prevail, so our creator, 
who continues to call us by His Spirit, He is the only one 
who can empower us. 
The question: have we let Him house with us? Does 
God have access to every room? A very good ques-
tion, don’t you think? Wow, housing with God—creator, 
sustainer of all life, universal sovereign, and yes, our 
maker. 

To turn the focus on our cameras to a closer look, we 
will fi nd many things He is trying to show us. Does this 
have your attention; are you ready to examine more? 
People these days always want to know why, what for, 
and the reason for all these things down here on this 
real estate we call planet earth. If time was to continue, 
the chat rooms or sites would be bustling with great 
activity; don’t you agree?

Today real estate in most portions of the world 
refl ects a diverse community. For instance, in my world 
travels here and abroad, my attention is always aware 
that houses, dwellings, castles come in various styles, 
shapes and range of cost. For example, in Haiti or 
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Mexico you would fi nd cardboard dwellings or, perhaps, 
tarps thrown together to assemble some make shift 
structure. Perhaps in Africa it might be sticks, straw, mud 
thrown together and covered with tin or palm branches, 
which makes for a more luxurious roof. As we examine 
this topic of the house closer, we even see in our own 
United States cities, many varieties of dwellings under 
bridges, around lakes in forest areas, brush areas, or 
perhaps in intercity areas around shopping carts or 
tents. We even see people living in dump sites, broken 
down motor homes, trucks, and abandoned cars. 

No matter how we slice the pie, the pieces always 
speak that there is never enough shelter to accom-
modate the masses in the highways of life. The result 
of what we see is always the expression of one’s own 
imagination. 

Earlier, the question was raised regarding the bib-
lical account in Genesis—in the coolness of the day, 
yes, this was in the original garden for mankind and was 
called Eden. Question: What kind of house does God 
prefer to dwell in? The big picture is, He prefers to live 
in one not made with human hands, as man has been 
so accustomed to think. In the real estate and bank-
ing world today, earth wide, we see bankruptcy, and a 
glut of real estate sales because man cannot control his 
housing markets. 

Point of fact, God does not foreclose; have bankrupt-
cies, or estate sales.   
God our creator is looking for a different kind of real 
estate, not one fashioned with human hands. We, 
His creation, consist of the DNA of the Father’s cre-
ative voice, and were spoken into existence; and 
He said it was good.  The spoken Word, as we have 
been taughtin God’s Word, can either kill or bring life.  
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Deuteronomy 28 says with our mouth we speak 
either blessings or cursing; the facts speak for them-
selves. God said His creation was good, and that's the 
bottom line.

The records are clear that God has always tried to 
house with those who love Him. Yet the Adamic fall 
came, and man was separated from God. God kept 
making a way back, yet man kept trying to write his own 
rule book. Every time man failed to live to God’s stan-
dards, man would write some more rules and try to set 
his own standard.

By doing this, man established the counterfeit Bab-
ylon—a false religious system that will never reach the 
heavens—remember the tower of Babel. Of course, this 
tower was man’s futile attempt to reach heaven, and 
it failed. Human strength, human wisdom always fails 
even with humanity's unity and ingenuity. 

Missionary friends, abide in the vine; we must be 
sure our houses are not made with human hands, and 
we will be assured of having fruit that remains; we will 
not be disappointed. 



Answering the Call to Missions



173

call to action 
prayer

After reading this book, if God has impressed you to 
become more involved with missions, pray this out loud:

Dear Lord of the Harvest,
I want to do Your will every day.  
You are full of love for every person on this planet and 
we know You desire that every person would come to a 
saving knowledge of the sacrifi ce and redemption of our 
Lord Jesus Christ.
Lord I want to be part of the fulfi llment of Your desire 
that each one of us would fulfi ll Your commission to go 
into all the world and spread the good news of Jesus’s 
love and mercy!
So today, I pray Lord, as the prophet Isaiah once said, 
"Here am I Lord send me!"
I don’t know if that’s in my neighborhood, or into un-
touched people groups somewhere around the world.
Holy Spirit please fi ll my heart with Your compassion for 
all mankind and please prepare me in all ways needed, 
and empower me to fulfi ll my assignments as they are 
given. 
Help me to hear Your voice clearly, and to be obedient 
to Your direction swiftly.
In Jesus Name I pray.
Let it be so...Amen!



  Roy Cypher’s heart has always been to share 
God’s love with everyone and to travel anywhere 
God asks him to go to bring His love and message 
of the gospel. This book is a compilation of many of 
Roy Cypher’s mission trips around the world.
Robert  Fitts Sr. (founder of the Outreach Fellowship 

International‒‒house church movement) connected 
Roy with people who have the desire to establish 
house churches in the USA and other nations. A 
few years back, Robert asked Roy to put to paper, 
accountings of the God adventures he encountered 
on his mission trips. This book is an answer to that 
request!
Roy has spent many years fulfi lling his call by 

traveling and spreading the good news of the love 
and mercy of the Lord Jesus Christ, not only with 
the house church movement, but also through 
Roy’s participation with disaster relief teams that 
took him to many different nations, and Point Man 
International and various other outreaches who sent 
him to places in the US, Mexico and the Navajo 
nation. 
We pray this book will encourage and entice 

everyone to answer the call of God on his/her life, 
especially those called to the outward mission fi eld. 


