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Foreword
It had gradually dawned on my wife and I, and settled on our consciousness, that a priest from Nigeria was coming to our deanery, He had had to leave in a hurry we were told: his life was in danger because of his stand for biblical truth.

But I didn't know any more than this and I awaited his coming with interest;

if indeed it would happen at all - because I have always admired those who stand up for biblical truth, especially in these liberal days when even the General Synod of the Church of England, no less, is prepared to establish its own opinion more coherent with secular attitudes, over the eternal verities.

I hadn't been involved in any of the consultations or arrangements over his visit. Like the rest of us in the deanery, we had just received this piece of news along with other pieces of news amidst the cascade of bum ph which is our lot these days: life has become a paper dream! So that was that: onto the back burner with it.

I arrived at the deanery chapter meeting at Longstanton and was just getting out of my car when I caught sight of a stranger. Before we had been introduced or even spoken a word, my spirit met his spirit, and I knew at once who it was.

And so it turned out to be: Bill Isaacs. We found ourselves to be of the same spirit. And I have greatly enjoyed getting to know him. He was a great blessing to our church, coming over regularly to minister, and bringing that rather fresh brand of African spirituality to our rather decadent western scene. He still is; though changing patterns and distance preclude more frequent visits.

I was also delighted when he agreed to come over and read the Bible with me early in the morning for an hour or so, and to pray together. These were always stimulating occasions.

So I commend this account: rather like the first-an account of the mercy, grace, and power of our wonderful Lord Jesus Christ as worked out in one life, showing that Jesus is indeed our Saviour; our guide, wisdom, protection, peace, joy- in fact whatever is needed at any time.

I sometimes think that life here, in this small insignificant place, is like life at the bottom of the manure heap! And maybe it is. But we have a wonderful God who draws us together in His amazing way for His glory, and reveal His mercy and grace.

No situation is beyond Him, or person too insignificant. We don't need to put on airs and graces, as indeed Bill doesn't. God is faithful and He will do it.

May God bless this book to those who read it and bring encouragement to us as, in this land of gross darkness and amidst our own current culture of death we reach out to the Kingdom of light, and long for the ever lasting day.
James Alexander 2005 Oakington
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Introduction

‘And we know that all things work together for good to those who love God, to those who are the called according to His purpose’ Rom 8:28.

‘I will never leave you, nor forsake you’…….’The LORD is my helper; I will not fear.  What can man do to me?’  Hb 13: 5, 6.  

What started on a very anxious and uncertain note, has straightened out.  What was seen as a temporary move, lasting at the most, a few weeks, has lasted more than seven years.  

Although man proposes, it is God who disposes.  In a world and at an age that wonders whether God exists at all, the discerning believer watches events from a very different perspective.  In a universe containing sextillion stars, the Bible claims that God counts the hair on the head of each of us.  In a sense, we live in different worlds, depending on how we view things.  Certainly, my testimony is that ‘God moves in mysterious ways, His wonders to perform’.  This is the story of how I left my country of origin in the strangest of circumstances, and how God, in His mercy, has found use for me as His servant.     

Chapter One - Divine Appointment

‘The steps of a good man are ordered by the LORD, the LORD upholds him with His hand’   Ps  37: 23 –24. 

‘My life is on the line’.  I was speaking to Greta by telephone (International Call from Lagos to Cambridge).  ‘Please, help me’.  ‘I have not heard from you for quite some time’, she replied.  ‘I don’t feel I know an awful lot about your difficulties’.  ‘I am truly desperate’ I reiterated.  There was a pause….and then ‘All right; I will pay for your air flight from this end, and we will take it from there’.  I muttered words of appreciation and blessing and hurried away from the telephone.  There were many arrangements to make and I had to pack my things.  So much to do, so little time.  That was the night of the 11th of December.  The year was 1992, a very eventful year.  

A year before that, the Kano crisis had happened.  After the muslim hordes had caused the terrible carnage in Kano – two thousand people died- as a reaction to the abortive Bonnke Crusade in Kano (October 14 –16, 1991), to be an active Christian leader in Kano became a very hazardous thing.  I had a personal decision to make.  Was I to go into hiding?  I had been overall chairman for the crusade and the fanatic muslim fringe in Kano was allegedly still lusting for my blood.  Alternatively, was I to stay put?  After some reflection, I decided that what was worth doing at all was worth doing well.  I resolved to make a bold stand for the right of Christians to coexist with muslims in Northern Nigeria.  There were also other important causes to champion, such as the gross oppression of the poor in a potentially wealthy country, the rape of  the rule of law, widespread insecurity due to public violence, lack of accountability and the lack of meritocracy, to name a few.  I was led to contest for the Presidential nomination of the Nigeria Republican Party.  The Lord graciously opened some doors and I was registered as a Presidential Aspirant with Kano as my base of operations.  I had published an autobiography titled ‘From Medicine to Miracles’ and a Holy Spirit-guided prophetic word ‘The Surgery Nigeria Needs’ in early 1992.  Within a few months of my registration as a Presidential Aspirant, the Lord asked me to launch these two books to mark my withdrawal from the race that ‘would go nowhere’.  The second book highly irritated the then military Head of State in Nigeria as it ended with an open letter to him.  As he nosed around for my identity, an official of the electoral process told him who I was.  However, I was also warned by Christians involved in military intelligence.  To further complicate matters, I was secretly (and I am not at liberty to give any details) considered by an international group for involvement in an interim administration of Nigeria, with that second book as the subject for discussion.  The end result was that I had to flee.  A young man from North Central Nigeria, who I had led to find salvation through Jesus Christ, was the intelligence agent God used to warn me finally.  He had arrived at our home at 10.30pm on the night of the 5th of December, 1992.  ‘You have to leave Kano before daylight tomorrow’ he said.  ‘Otherwise I cannot guarantee your safety’.  However, even though we drove to Lagos (1000 miles) the next day, it was not far enough.  He again visited us in Lagos.  As a result, there were many frantic phone calls, and one yielded a breakthrough.  The next deadline was the 16th of December, and leaving my family in Lagos, I was at Gatwick Airport at 5.30am that day.  

It all seemed so far-fetched, though truth is often stranger than fiction.  Even now, I cannot tell the whole story, because I was sworn to secrecy.  I was considered for headship of a proposed interim administration of Nigeria in the final quarter of 1992.  I hand-wrote the draft of an acceptance speech and sent thirteen copies of ‘The Surgery Nigeria Needs’ to a foreign capital secretly.  Nothing came of it, however.

I could not stay in my Cambridge hideaway on arrival, because Greta’s guest-room was occupied.  I visited with my second daughter Ayo at her home in Putney, West London for a week. It gave me the pleasure of meeting Ada, my granddaughter for the first time.  I spent a second week in North-West London with my nephew Dele, and ministered at the naming ceremony of Kanyin, his new baby daughter.  That was the inauspicious start of my years of exile in Britain.  

As I set out to travel to Cambridge, it was not clear how safe I would be there.  In the recent past, there had been the case of a former Federal Nigerian Minister of State who sought asylum in Britain.  The media carried reports of a foiled attempt to abduct him from London in a sack.  I therefore kept a discreetly low profile.  However, on a subsequent visit a few weeks later to my daughter in Putney, I made friends with a member of the House of Lords.  He sought to help me by introducing me to an Anglican clergyman with a ministry in East London, which specialised in cases of Christian problems of persecution in Islam-dominated areas of the world.  It was arranged for me to visit the base of that ministry in Plaistow, London.  A few days later, I was suddenly confronted (and indeed surrounded) whilst crossing the road two doors from the church building by a swarm of muslims just emerging from the Juma’a (Friday) mosque worship.  ‘Why were you not at the meeting’, they all howled at me.  Since I had never been a muslim nor previously attended any of their meetings, I became distinctly paranoid.  I mumbled something to secure my escape, and hurriedly beat a hasty retreat back to Cambridge.  I concluded that somehow, the international Islamic brotherhood must have disseminated information round the world about my resistance to persecution in Kano.  

Within days, I settled into a new routine at Impington, Cambridge.  It was a quiet life at the start.  After a long prayer time in the morning, I read, ate, took walks and slept.  On Sundays, I went to the worship service with my hostess at the Histon Baptist Church.  Quite suddenly, in mid-February, 1993, a few things happened in rapid succession which made life much more exciting.  My hostess had to attend a special course in cake decoration and could not come to the morning church service one particular Sunday.  I did not feel confident enough of my welcome to go to the Baptist Church (her local assembly) on my own.  I thought it would be easier if I visited the local Anglican Church at Histon, the twin village of Impington.  I went early, hoping to slip in quietly at the back.  But God had other ideas.  ‘Are you new in the village’, the genial Warden at the church door enquired?  I could not escape and was drawn into a chat.  He insisted on introducing me to the Vicar, the Rev Hugh McKurdy (now Archdeacon), who in turn made me give a brief profile of myself to the congregation during the worship service.  
I was taken to lunch by the Warden, Peter Curtis-Prior and his wife, Diana, (who was equally charming).  The warm atmosphere at table in their home disarmed me completely and took away my initial sense of shyness.  I started the counseling of Michael (who had recently accepted Jesus as his personal Saviour and Lord) at table, and was asked to give my testimony at the next dinner meeting of the Cambridge FGBMFI ( Full Gospel Businessmen’s Fellowship International), of which Peter was the chairman.  One thing led to another.  I met the Rev Arthur Rowe of the Anglican Church at Hockwold and Weeting at that meeting. And he invited me to preach at a healing service at Hockwold.  This was the start of many such visits to his parish.  Peter Stanyer was at the meeting, too and he invited me to fellowship with the ‘Way of the Spirit’ group which met on Sunday evenings.  Within a short space of time, my humdrum existence was considerably livened up.  

Those were humble beginnings.  But ‘who has despised the day of small beginnings’ (Zec 4:10).  What started as a taster to interest Michael in the deep things of Christ went on to a full profession of faith before witnesses and a believers’ baptism.  The visits on Sunday evenings to the ‘Way of the Spirit’ meetings became the crowning moments in each week for me.  On the other hand, I was able to share many testimonies, and some of those who came regularly to those meetings were kind enough to suggest that they were helped and blessed by them.  There was yet another act of providence.  There was a lady deacon in the Anglican Parish of Histon.  She ran the village church in the twin village of Impington.  Her name is the Rev Janet Pratt (she is now a full priest and has moved on).  
During that period, she went through a period of utter frustration, in that, irrespective of her hard and imaginative work, she was not able to increase the numbers.  She was on her rounds in the parish on one occasion, and called on Greta, my hostess, for a cup of coffee.  (Although Greta was on the electoral roll of the parish church, she actually attended services regularly at the Histon Baptist Church).  As we chatted, she discovered that I was not only medically qualified, but that I was also an ordained Anglican minister with some experience in the ministry of healing.  It was decided that she would arrange a Healing Service in her parish church at Impington and advertise it at the Rural Deanery meeting.  

In the meantime, I was led of the Lord to seek a non-stipendiary position in the Anglican Diocese of Ely.  I supported my letter of application with the reference written on my behalf by the Anglican Bishop of Kwara in Nigeria (The Rt Rev H. Haruna).  The then Bishop of Ely (The Rt Rev Stephen Sykes) asked the Rural Dean, (Canon James Newcombe – now an Anglican Bishop) to have a chat with me at Greta’s place.  This was followed by an interview by the Suffragan Bishop (the late Bishop Gordon Roe of Huntingdon).  As a result, I was appointed to a non-stipendiary position as Deanery Missioner to the North Stowe Deanery with effect from May 1, 1993.  This made it possible for me to respond to invitations to minister in any of the Anglican churches in the Deanery.  Right away, I was able to fill in for Anglican pastors who were away temporarily for periods including Sundays and for inter-regnum situations.  Thus, I was able to celebrate the Holy Communion and lead/preach at other worship services.  `Eight out of the sixteen parishes in the Deanery took advantage of this provision, some more often than others.  

A little later, I was guided at prayer early one morning to seek an interview with Bishop Gordon Roe.  I felt I needed to share with him details of why I came to resign from Kano Diocese.  Unbeknown to me, letters had come from Kano casting me in a very bad light.  Fortunately, all that I told Bishop Gordon was amply corroborated by the then Bishop of Coventry (the Rt Rev Simon Barrington-Ward).  Bishop Simon had been my Dean of Divinity at Magdalene College, Cambridge, where I was a WHO Research Fellow in Biochemical Haematology from 1965 to 1967.  He had also been the General Secretary of the Church Missionary Society of England (CMS) when I was invited to visit the UK from Nigeria as Short Interchange Missionary for three months (September to November 1981).   He had very kindly visited me at St George’s Church in Kano, Nigeria in 1982, where he ministered alongside of me.  He had taught at the Theological Seminary in Ibadan, Nigeria and had known most of the principal people involved in my drama rather well.  God's grace brought me favour and I gradually settled into my life as a refugee, with the ministry of God’s word as my main solace.  

Nevertheless, I was still quite lonely.  When I discovered that the secret offer made to me to consider heading the interim administration of the Nigerian government did not amount to anything, I tried to change my visitor’s visa to a misionary one.  There was a massive, immovable block in my way.  The Immigration Authorities could not be persuaded to believe that my story was genuine.  They thought I had fraudulently schemed to get myself into Britain.  I asked my friends from Oxbridge days to write testimonials to the Home Office on my behalf.  It did no good, whatsoever.  My newly found friend, Lord Robertson of Oakridge mediated in vain and so did Dr Peter Curtis-Prior and many others.  Indeed, Dr Curtis-Prior made representations to the MP for that area of Cambridge on my behalf, but it was all to no avail.  The Joint Council for the Welfare of Immigrants in Old Street, London took up my case.  In spite of their efforts, I got no joy whatever.  As a direct consequence of our separation, my wife Bridget had to seek shelter with her sister and others in Lagos, with three little children tagging along with her.  Throughout that period, even though our cup of misery seemed full, God’s strength was made perfect in our weakness. (2Cor 12:10).  

The Impington Parish Healing Service was fixed for Friday, June 14, 1993.  Friends from the ‘Way of the Spirit’  Sunday evening meetings offered to back my venture with prayer, and the leader, Peter Stanyer and his wife, Diana  actually fasted with me and came to the meeting.  The church building was half-full.  Most of those who came were from other parishes in the North Stowe Deanery.  (I had actually been to a Deanery meeting at Longstanton, Cambridge in May, 1993 and had been visited by the Vicar of Oakington, Rev James Alexander and some youth from his parish).  The Rev Janet Pratt led the worship.  I merely preached the sermon and ministered at the altar rail afterwards.  She had got some olive oil, which had been blessed by the Bishop of Ely.  
There were many pleasant things which happened.  Two were, however, outstanding, because of the long-term consequences.  A clergyman came up to the altar with his wife.  He was also a medically qualified doctor.  Indeed, the Rev Nigel Holmes had been the curate in charge of St Philip’s, Mill Road, Cambridge in 1965-1967 when I was a post-graduate student in Biochemical Haematology.  He had a well-documented problem with ischaemic heart disease.  This had been investigated and managed at Papworth Hospital, but he was also a firm believer in the healing power of Jesus Christ today.  The next Sunday, he prefaced his message at Oakington with a testimony of his healing, which was later confirmed at the hospital.  He wrote up his testimony in the journal, ‘Healing and Wholeness’ of 1995-1996.  The other was a lady who received deliverance from a longstanding problem with crowds in public places and she has remained free till now.            

CHAPTER TWO
Putting Down Roots
‘The Spirit of the Lord God is upon me

Because the LORD has anointed me

To preach good tidings to the poor

He has sent me to heal the broken-hearted

To proclaim liberty to the captives

And the opening of the prison to those who are bound

To proclaim the acceptable year of the LORD

And the day of vengeance of our God

To comfort all who mourn 

To console those who mourn in Zion,

To give beauty for ashes

The oil of joy for mourning

The garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness
That they may be called trees of righteousness

The planting of the LORD

That He may be glorified’

Isaiah 61: 1-3

A songwriter immortalised the theme God was playing out here.  ‘God moves in a mysterious way, His wonders to perform’ I had ministered in Britain in 1981 for a period of three full months and I thoroughly enjoyed the experience.  Coming out as a political refugee this time and hoping for a quick resolution of the problems which made me flee Nigeria, I envisaged a two-week stay in England.  (At the worst, I hoped my ordeal would not extend beyond two months).  As things unfolded, my understanding of my situation became less with the passing of time.  I had no means of finding out whether the military ruler in Nigeria had discovered prematurely the plan to form an interim civilian administration and whether I was consequently a ‘wanted person’.  Three successive plans to elect a civilian government got stymied at various stages of the process.  In those circumstances, the mystery surrounding my long-term future and that of my wife and little, dependent children deepened.  

Time was heavy on my hands, since I was ‘foot-loose and fancy-free’.  Looking back, I knew I was secure in the hands of an almighty and providentially active God who had always taken a personal interest in directing the course of my life.  I therefore set out to discover (in prayer) what His immediate plans for my life might be.  Certainly, I had not planned to establish a career as a full-time minister settled in the United Kingdom.  As I pondered what God’s plans for me might be, He reminded me of one major covenant I had entered into with Him.  On the first day of February, 1978, when I had the second of two mild heart attacks (angina at rest) in a row – the first being on 22-12-77-, God offered to double my life-span on one condition.  I was to obey Him implicitly in accepting a total change of direction in my career.  Specifically, to start with, I was to leave the University (and academic work) and move 1000 miles to Northern Nigeria (Kano) as a full-time minister.  At that time, I had not the foggiest idea where He was leading me, and it was that assignment, after thirteen and a half years that led me to my present situation in Cambridge.  Moreover, the political hope I had entertained of serving God by influencing the moral tone of the country from a vantage point of governance seemed temporarily to have vanished.  

However, the Lord reminded me that I was first and foremost, His servant.  I asked for the specific direction He wished me to move into.  He explained that my job description was essentially what He described as His own at the start of His three-year public ministry on earth.    In Luke 4:18, 19 Jesus quoted from Isaiah’s prophecy cited at the beginning of this chapter.  Since this involved meeting the needs of the people around me in a target-oriented ministry, I was guided to set up free healing and counseling sessions.  

I consulted the Rev Janet Pratt, who had hosted the initial Healing Service at Impington.  To start with, she very kindly permitted me to develop two daily slots at the Parish Church in Impington.  I arranged to be ‘in church’ for prayer twice each weekday from Monday to Friday at 12.30pm to 1.30pm and again from 6.30pm to 7.30pm.  During each meeting, irrespective of how many people attended, we read the lectionary portions of Old and New Testament prescribed for each day.  If there were people present, there would be a brief discussion/teaching and counseling and decisions to commit to a life of discipleship sometimes resulted.  I then led prayers which ended with extemporised intercessory petitions addressing the specific needs brought up by those who attended.  Although the numbers involved were small, some outstanding things happened.  Apart from healing, there were situations where faith was deepened or backsliding corrected.  Of those who attended regularly at that time, perhaps the most constant was Glenda, whose faith has blossomed wonderfully and who has remained friendly till the present time.  In this modest way, a ministry was generated which has grown to include many facets, such as a telephone prayer ministry, visits as well as worship services in consecrated precincts.  

The hand of the Lord was upon us graciously to expand the work.  The Rev James Alexander, Vicar of St Andrew’s Church, Oakington, and Cambridge came to see me one evening in June, 1993 at Impington. He brought Iona, his daughter, as well as Ian, the leader of Stepping Stones, the Youth Group in his parish church, and Ian’s assistant, Robin.  After a bit of social chit-chat, three things happened that were of far- reaching importance.  I was invited to lead an outreach for the youth of that parish and their friends from the Deanery during the third weekend in September, 1993.   I suggested that I would need six to eight weeks for the training of counselors for that outreach.  This would require setting up one-hour weekly sessions in July and August ’93.  Both the training sessions and the outreach brought me into contact with a large number of Christians in the area apart from the direct results from the whole programme.   

Second, I was invited to go with them to a service of Celebration at St Andrew’s, Oakington at which Mrs Liesl Alexander gave her testimony and ministered healing by the Holy Spirit.  I became part of the Oakington family.  Third, just before entering their church building, James the Vicar gave me the keys of a Mini-Metro car.  He said, ‘it is yours’.  I was most certainly not used to this level of Christian generosity.  These events had tremendous consequences for the development of my ministry in Britain.  Iona Alexander made illustrated handbills on her computer representing the various needs for healing, deliverance and counseling that people might have.  These proved most useful to invite individuals needing help to take advantage of the daily slots for free ministry.  I now had independent transport which made it possible to attend meetings and conferences, without having to impose on my extremely generous hostess.

My attendance at the Histon Baptist Church Services on Sunday mornings with my hostess also introduced me to yet another set of people.  This brought richness into my life from a completely different direction.  I met a lively red-haired lady at those worship meetings, who also came to the ‘Way of the Spirit’ meetings on Sunday evenings.  She became the second Janet of my acquaintance in that area.  She was friendly, and, in a short time, I met four generations of her family.  Her father and mother, then in their eighties, lived in the village.  Soon afterwards, in addition to meeting Janet’s husband (Paul), I also met her daughter, Debbie and her husband, Nick, with their children.  Janet then introduced me to two additional fellowship groups.  I went with her on Monday mornings to a ‘Prayer for Israel’ group, which met off Hills Road in Cambridge.  I had been a victim of ‘replacement theology’, but I was very quickly shown Holy Scriptures, which opened my eyes and reassured me as to the immutability of God’s declared purposes and affections.  
Finally, I went with her to a meeting on Tuesday evenings in the house of Peter and Claudia Clements.  Other ministers were similarly invited, although the main group consisted of families which had fallen out with the then pastor of Histon Baptist Church.  There was, for example, Bob, who was a retired Scottish minister living in the village.  He was just over 80 years.  His experience and wisdom supplied a quiet input of rare quality.  There was the occasion when he challenged me to lead the group in a lunch-time outreach in Market Square, Cambridge.  It resulted in a tremendously satisfying outing with the group.  So it was that my week filled up with varied activity.  Regularly, there was ‘Prayer for Israel’ on Monday mornings, ‘Para-Histon Baptist’ Group on Tuesday evenings, ‘Way of the Spirit’ meetings on Sunday evenings, as well as the slots for need-oriented ministry on the weekday afternoons and evenings at Impington Parish Church.  

CHAPTER THREE
THE HALF –YEAR OF BREAKTHROUGHS

‘Arise, shine, for your light has come; and the glory of the LORD is risen upon you’- Is 60:1

‘For who has despised the day of small things’ –Zec 4:10

‘I am watching over My word to perform it’ –Jer 1:12 
It had been a hard first half of the year 1993.  There was anxiety and there was fear.  There was no certain understanding of what God was planning for me.  All that I had left was blind faith in the Lord Jesus.  If He had been so faithful in the past, (and He had been incredibly good tome) it was highly probable that He would be faithful in the future, because He is nothing if not consistent.  It only remained for me to see how exactly He would arrange things for His own glory in my life.  The second half of 1993 started with a wonderful act of God.  The Healing Service at the Parish Church of Impington had caused a mild stir.  One of those who attended gossiped the news to an agnostic nephew who lived with an atheist girl-friend.  Jo, the atheist, had been in bed for a year.  She was carted about in a wheel-chair.  Before that, however, she had studied Spanish at the university and, apart from being gainfully employed using her skills in Spanish-English translations and vice versa, she also taught aerobics in the evening.  When she learnt of what happened at the Healing Service, she was anxious to see for herself what she could gain from it health-wise.  She was at a point of desperation and simply tried everything that came her way.  

Since she was averse to any form of religion, the church environment was foreign to her.  She, however, got hold of my phone number.  ‘Can I come and see you, please?’, she inquired.  ‘Yes, of course’, I replied.  And so we fixed an afternoon in the first week of July.   Her partner brought her and left to do his business.  She sat in her wheel-chair in my hostess’s living room.  Without any preamble, I went straight to the point.  ‘I have to confess that I cannot really do anything for you, but I know who can’.  This followed the usual about the weather.  ‘I am willing to introduce Him to you and we will see how you get on with Him.  I sketched briefly the biblical description of Jesus Christ and how I had known Him to operate when presented with this type of need.  I illustrated what we might attempt to do with true stories of Jesus miracles I had witnessed in my own ministry at first hand.  Her attention was riveted on me.  It was obvious that she thought I was genuine.  ‘You have to take my word for it that Jesus is already here, because that is what He promised in His Word’.  Without waiting for her to reply, I went on.  ‘There are three steps to take.  

First, if there are any grudges you have against anybody, you have to let go of them and release the people involved in an act of total forgiveness.  Second, you have to dissociate yourself from your disability and renounce it.  Third, you have to mentally picture yourself doing those things you could not do previously.  You will be able to take those steps only if you believe that Jesus can do what the Bible says He can do and also that He is actually present and willing to do them’.  This was the crucial step.  If she believed the true stories I had told her of Jesus miracles (similar to biblical ones), she should have no difficulty.  Faith comes from hearing the Word of God (Rom 10:17).  She would then accept that Jesus has authority over all diseases (Mat 28: 20).  She would also accept that Jesus is relevant in the here and now (Mat 18: 20 and Hb 13: 8).  If she did not believe my true stories, there would be no point in going any further.  In the event, it was obvious that she believed, because she proceeded to try it out.  I suggested to her that it would be wise to ‘engage’ with Jesus for the long haul, because the Devil, who was the author of the disabilities she suffered had more afflictions in his store for the future.  I led her in a prayer to articulate these resolutions verbally (Rom 10: 10).  

The result is now history.  I asked her to standup and do a few exercises with me.  She not only bent down to touch her toes, but she went on to do press-ups and other strenuous ‘aerobics-type’ exercises.  When her partner returned, he was overwhelmed.  He took her home, walking behind her folded wheel-chair to the car.  She was challenged right away by members of her family.  They all suggested that it was a temporary change resulting from a ‘mind over matter’ psychological manipulation.  However, as she stuck to her ‘guns’ the challenges faded away.  She became so confident that she could no longer keep the good news to herself.  She told her story first to Chesterton Chronicle and then to Cambridge Evening News.  There were many letters to the editor of the Cambridge Evening News and there was much discussion.  Finally, she got a half –page of the Independent newspaper of Easter Monday, 1994.  I was later invited to feature with her in the Esther Rantzen Chat Show on Healing on December 1, 1994.           

That was the first of many breakthroughs.  There was an old lady from Histon, who was bent double.  She had problems in her spine and was like the lady described in Luke’s Gospel, chapter 13 vs 10 et seq.  After this lady’s daughter had left us alone in the church building, she made confession of two secret sins in her past, and she was gloriously healed by the Lord.  She stood up straight.  There were also two situations of acute depression during that period, one in a lady in her early forties and the other in a gentleman in his late twenties.  Both had been sent on as referrals after ministry at the Oakington Monthly Celebration Service.  In both situations, their careers were threatened by severe emotional crises.  The Lord wonderfully cleared the way and they were able to go over the hurdles, and move on to greater things.  

Perhaps the greatest breakthrough of the half-year was with regard to the removal of the block to the arrival of my wife, Bridget and the three little children left with her in Nigeria.  I have described earlier what strenuous efforts were made to change my visitor’s visa to a ‘missionary’ one.  The Joint Council for the Welfare of Immigrants, with their base in Old Street, London now added their official presentation to the letters written by influential friends to the Home Office on my behalf.  They all drew a complete blank.  It was then that a God-incidence occurred.  A lady named Susannah was visiting us at tea-time at my landlady’s in Impington.  Again, she had been referred for counseling and prayer after receiving ministry at Oakington.  ‘Do sit down while I dispose of this telephone call; I will be with you shortly’.  I ushered her into my hostess’s sitting room.  While I was on the phone, my booming voice filled the house as I described the horrors of my immigration situation to a cousin.  When I had finished, Susannah called me.  ‘I need to apologise to you, because I was eavesdropping’.  She went on.  ‘I believe I can help to solve your problem’.  She took down my Home Office File Number, as well as other details of my case.  She made a telephone call there and then, to a gentleman in Birmingham.  This was to a man who had retired as a distinguished top civil servant from the Home Office and was about to immigrate to South America.  He promised to sort it all out because it had all been due to a simple misapprehension.  

Coincidentally, we had arranged to end a day of fasting with a prayer meeting the very next day.  This was to be on the first Friday in December, 1993 in the Histon Parish Church Hall.   At that meeting, the members of the ‘Way of the Spirit’ group, the Histon Baptist Tuesday Fellowship Group and my Oakington Christian friends from the Parish Church were all present.  They gathered to cry to the Lord to intervene on our behalf.  The result was nothing short of a miracle.  The following day, Saturday, I received my passport from the Home Office, duly stamped with a ‘missionary’ visa for a year.  I faxed a copy of the relevant pages to my wife in Lagos, Nigeria.  She presented them to the British High Commission in Lagos the following Monday and got visas for herself and the three children.  My friend from the House of Lords paid £1000 for their flight tickets on British Airways and we met them on Tuesday morning (8th of December, 1993) at Gatwick Airport.  

I had not realised how many deep relationships I had formed since I arrived twelve months previously.  My wife had a royal welcome.  Two friends came with me in two cars to the Airport to transport my wife and children with their luggage back to Histon/Impington.  As we came into Mill Road, Impington, there were balloons lining both sides of the road all the way to the house at number seventeen.  Several bouquets of flowers awaited us in the house.  We had wondered whether my hostess would be able to cope with the hugely increased numbers.  Peter Curtis-Prior, the Church Warden (with Dianne, his wife) in whose house the Sunday evening meetings were held, came to see me.  They were off to Argentina for five weeks to see their married daughter, Anna and we could stay in the house until they came back.  

Two weeks later, the Rural Dean, Canon James Newcome came with an even greater offer.  An incredible opening had occurred to occupy a lovely house in Bar Hill, Cambridge for seven months.  A lady Methodist minister had to spend time in Nottingham during the probationary period after ordination.  Her husband was a Director of Robert Sayles in Cambridge and they had a tastily decorated house.  There had been four attempted burglaries in the five months the house had been left empty, and they were glad to have us stay in the house.  Friends offered to lend us crockery and we were to move in at the start of January, 1994.  In the meantime, Greta generously offered to give all of us the main meal of each day whilst we stayed at the Curtis-Prior’s.  God had broken through on our behalf and we had a wonderful Christmas.  When those seven months at Chestnut Rise ended, we were offered the vicarage at Stonefield; in Bar Hill (James was made Dean of Chester Cathedral).  We stayed there until we were offered a church to pastor one year later.
CHAPTER FOUR

Need – Oriented Ministry
‘Heal the sick, cleanse the lepers, and raise the dead, cast out demons.  Freely you have received, freely give’ Mt 10: 8

‘I give unto you the authority to trample on serpents and scorpions, and over all the power of the enemy, and nothing shall by any means hurt you’ –Lk 10: 19.  

We had considerable help in moving into Chestnut Rise, Bar Hill.  In particular, Diana Stanyer, assisted by Ros and Mark, made time to see us settled.  A friend of Diana’s, Sal Whittaker, gave us a set of crockery, on loan, as well as some items of furniture.  There was a bevy of ladies from the Bar Hill Community Church who came to show my wife round Bar Hill.  I was to work with a group pf ministers under James Newcome, the Rural Dean in the Local Ecumenical Project.  This brought in Anglican, Methodist, Baptist, Quaker and Roman Catholic traditions working (with their various insights harmoniously) to cater for a purpose – built community.  This was a pilot project for a new initiative and there had never been anything quite like it before.  This facility, though used for worship and other church meetings, was capable of being adapted for a large number of other functions, including a theatre stage and a baptismal pool.  There were two prayer rooms, one of which was also the vestry.  I had already obtained permission from the Vicar, Canon James Newcome to transfer the lunch-time and evening slots I had started at the Parish Church in Impington to the Bar Hill vestry.  

The design of Bar Hill itself was perfectly suited to the requirements of our need-oriented ministry.  Facilities were centralised.  There is a huge TESCO superstore which sells most things.  There is a Health Centre, catering for most of the basic health needs of the community.  There is a Primary/Nursery school in addition to a library, Cinema, restaurants, playing fields etc, etc.  During our stay there, there were always people milling about around the central facilities.  If there were any jobless youth or drug-addicts, they would be found loitering around these facilities, too.  If anyone was feeling low, or ill, or lost, or lonely, they were likely to wander to that section of Bar Hill sooner or later.  I had time on my hands.  Apart from a few meetings of clergy, I was free to spend time praying in the vestry, reading or visiting in the homes of needy people with members of the community.  The older two of my dependent children (Elizabeth, aged seven and Rebekah, aged five) went to the Primary School and I walked them to and from the school.  Soon after we settled there, our faces became well known in Bar Hill, what with shopping and playing in the fields, visiting the Health Centre and Library, as well as at the Church facility.  My wife, Bridget, made a quick impact on some ladies in the area, particularly because she loved prayer and was very sensitive to the voice of the Holy Spirit.  Many ladies from the community became firm friends with us, and some have remained close till now (Katy, Helen, Sweekim etc).  

There was also the preaching segment of my ministry.  There was, it seemed, a regular feature of challenge in most of the messages I gave.  I preached most often in Oakington Parish Church and the parish Churches at Longstanton, Willingham and Rampton, in addition to the Bar Hill Community Church.    There was usually no opportunity for direct ministry after those worship sessions, on a one –to-one basis.  On enquiry, individuals who desired to pursue a line of discussion further were directed to the Bar Hill vestry on weekdays.  Gradually, this evolved into a useful arm of my ministry.  There were the occasions when Christian literature was handed out in front of TESCO stores in Bar Hill.  Once or twice, low-key talks were given to young people gathering for smoking etc on the field at Bar Hill.  

A warm relationship had developed between me and the youth at St Andrew’s Church, Oakington.  Often, individuals in their group invited me to semi-social engagements (e g pub visits, to watch snooker, play squash etc – this was apart from my weekly game of squash during that period with Mark Fisher of Histon Church.  At other times, I gave talks to the whole group, named Stepping Stones.  On one such occasion, I reviewed Philip’s ministry in Samaria (Acts 8), with them.  After the talk, I made a call for those who desired some form of ministry to come forward.  There were a few who committed their lives to follow Jesus Christ.  There were others who sought for the power of the Holy Spirit.  I prayed for those making first-time commitments en masse, but then sought to do one-on –one ministry with those seeking baptism of the Holy Spirit.  Since all this took place in the lounge of Rev James Alexander’s vicarage, there was no great sense of privacy.  As I led one of the girls in prayer, she (Asia) started to pray in a language foreign to her.  To encourage her, I was also praying in other tongues.  It so happened that I was unknowingly praying in Urdu, her mother tongue.  In 1974, this was the first language I spoke under the influence of the Holy Spirit.  It was first identified as Urdu on my way back from an academic trip to Kyoto in Japan for an international conference (see ‘From Medicine to Miracles’).  Perhaps the most important enrichment to my life at that period came from my meetings on Wednesday mornings with James at the St Andrew’s Vicarage at Oakington.  I had a Bible Study and Prayer time with him at 5.30am, which was followed at 7.00am by informal Holy Communion, shared with others, in the church building.       

It would be a wild exaggeration to suggest that huge numbers were involved in the vestry ministrations.  However, word went round that the Lord Jesus was ministering through these situations.  Pat Heap of the Religious Services Programme of the BBC Radio in Cambridge organized a set of three talks on Healing in the summer of 1993 and another set of three in the summer of 1995.  I was also interviewed on ‘Sunday Morning with Harry Secombe on Palm Sunday 1994.  This was entirely due to the working of God’s grace, as the publicity was absolutely unexpected and unsolicited.  

Since the functional roles I performed did not attract any remuneration, it is possible to wonder how a family of five survived from day to day in these circumstances.  Non-stipendiary clergy in the Anglican Communion were usually retired folk on full pension from the State or /and a diocese or else they might hold full time paid employment during the working week.  Otherwise, they would be people with independent means.  I did not fall into any of these categories, and did not qualify for State Benefits.  Nevertheless, the Lord graciously provided liberally for all our needs.  Very seldom in the history of human relationships have a few people allowed themselves to be so mightily used of the Lord to relieve the necessities incurred by one pilgrim family.  The first benefactress was the steady and longstanding friend from my days as a Cambridge postgraduate student, Greta Wakefield (Pam Kynock, also from the same background, supported her in this exercise).  The Stanyers were early and consistent friends.  The Curtis-Priors initiated the processes involved in housing us and fighting for our visa and have remained friends.  The late Rev Eric Hague and his wife, Dr Greta Hague got us furniture and drove great distances to visit us for fellowship.  St Andrew’s Church, Oakington, with the Rev James Alexander and his wife, Liesl, made a home for us at the Parish Church and gave us our first car.  The family friendship spanned three generations, because James’s late father, Hugh and his daughter Iona also showed us considerable kindness.  Rosalind Simmonds and Mark Graham have been outstanding in constancy and friendship.  

CHAPTER FIVE

PARISH –BASED   WORK

‘When you come together, everyone has a hymn or a word of instruction, a revelation, a tongue, or an interpretation etc... .’ (1 Cor 14: 26) 

Unexpectedly and indeed, quite suddenly, at the beginning of July 1995, our lives were dramatically changed.  The Rev James Alexander of St Andrew’s, Oakington,  had made representations to the Bishop, with the support of his PCC, that his parish were prepared to buy a house for us to live in, and set us up in ministry, if the diocese did not solve our problem.   We were invited by the late Bishop Gordon Roe to travel to Norfolk for a meeting with two half-parishes.  He warned us that my wife and I might not be found acceptable to that community.  It was a rural area and they were simple people, unused to academic styles of expression.  Second, they had probably not met ‘blacks’ before.  Nevertheless, they had a need.  The last vicar (the Rev Alan Harvey) had left many months earlier and the Bishop reckoned that I was quite accustomed to filling in for inter-regnum situations. Rev Harvey had given them a taste of the healing ministry with laying on of hands.  He had also encouraged them to visit regularly a ‘full gospel’ arm of Colin Urquarht’s Kingdom Faith ministry known as ‘Flaxley House’, based at Holme-next –the sea and headed by Brian Spence.  

We were not unduly anxious, because when we prayed, the Lord had told us that He would go before us and give us favour.  We had a pleasant drive to King’s Lynn and found the village of Wiggenhall St Germans.  We met in the Church auditorium.  Seven hundred years old, the building had seen better days, but had a remarkable, antique beauty.  The Archdeacon and Rural Dean, with two wardens each from the St Germans and St Mary Magdalen arms of the Wiggenhalls were present.     After the preliminaries, there was a question thrown from one of the wardens from Magdalen.  This was in response to a final enquiry from the Archdeacon to see if there were any reservations to appointing me as a House –for- Duty Minister.  ‘How do you expect to maintain your family, since there is no remuneration attached to the post’?  My answer (prayerfully crafted under the guidance of the Holy Spirit) was that God, who feeds the ravens, would surely look after our needs.  That answer appeared to deal the death blow to any doubts and queries lingering in their minds.  It was settled that we should be given the post, although it was quite obvious that one or two participants gave in rather grudgingly.  In fact, however, the Lord had pre-determined things from the foundations of time.  A lady known as Kathy, originally from nearby Grimston, who was at the time a missionary in Bethany, near Jerusalem in Israel, had received a vision.  In it, she was informed that she was returning to the United Kingdom to be pastored by a ‘black’ man.  She did not know of any pastors of negroid descent in the King’s Lynn area, but returned a few months later to be received by us.  In addition, Micky was part of the Wiggenhall St Germans’ charismatic group (originally from Northern Ireland)  and he brought a word of prophecy to the group three months before the interview predicting that the Lord was bringing a ‘black’ pastor to the area in response to their prayer.  

It was clear that the Lord prepared the grounds in even greater detail.  Since 1993, Peter and Diana Stanyer had paid for the whole family to attend Colin Urquhart’s Kingdom Faith Conference week at Peterborough every year.  Not only did they pay the registration fees for the whole family, but they helped in many other ways.  Apart from financial, logistic and prayer support, we became part of their unit leadership at the Camp.  (Eventually, we led our own unit at the Kingdom Faith Conference).  Just before the 1995 KF Conference, we moved to Norfolk.  We packed our things from the Bar Hill vicarage at Stonefield, Cambridge to the Vicarage at Wiggenhall St Germans on the 28th of July, 1995 greatly assisted by Mark Graham and Ros Simmonds...  

That same evening, the family went camping for the Faith Camp Week.  We made two wonderful contacts at that week’s conference.  The Rev and Mrs John Wilson introduced themselves to us that week.  He was the Vicar of St Andrew’s at Terrington St Clements and very warm and steady friends they have proved to be.  They, in turn introduced us to the Rev Barbara Savage and her husband, Brian at the conference.  Barbara was, at that time, the Methodist Minister in charge of the circuit which included Wiggenhall St Germans and Terrington St Clements, among others.  These two couples became regular prayer partners with us (my wife, Bridget and I).  This invaluable and close friendship continued until they moved three years later.  We also met Tony and Liz Williams at that camp meeting.  Tony was, in fact, one of the Wardens of Wiggenhall St Germans and his wife could be described as one of the ‘moving spirits’ placed by the Lord at St Germans for that period.  We sat down with the Williams at the camp and I sketched out the plan God had placed on my heart for the Wiggenhalls.  Tony got an ordinance survey map of the area including the six villages I was to minister to.  With this before us, we were able to plan strategies for reaching out to these six villages.  Finally, the preparation received a mighty boost from the counseling session I had with the late Rev Hugh Alexander.  Already in his nineties, he gave me wise, friendly and fatherly counsel.  ‘Rural ministry’, he said, ‘rested entirely on the efficiency of home visitation.  If you are visible, you will be liked.  There is no other formula’.  

From the detailed and informative preview Tony and Liz Williams gave us of the spiritual life of the place, it was possible to prayerfully construct a modus operandi for our ministry in the Wiggenhall parish work.  Based on the wise counsel received from Rev Hugh Alexander, an essential preliminary step to real work had to include at least one visit to each home in the six villages.  With the help of the ordinance survey maps and the electoral rolls from the Post Offices,  we discovered that there were 650 homes in the six villages of Wiggenhall St Germans, Wiggenhall St Mary Magdalen, Wiggenhall St Mary the Virgin, Wiggenhall St Peters, Saddlebow and Tilney-cum-Islington.  The first attempt to visit in the village where we lived (Wiggenhall St Germans) did not meet with much success.  In prayer, I was reminded of a huge change in disposition which came over most English individuals over the period of festivity at Christmas.  I had been a temporary postman during three consecutive Christmas vacations from Oxford (1957, 1958 and 1969) and had observed how mellow and friendly most people became during the holiday period at Christmas.  Armed with personal Christmas greeting cards for each family, I trudged round 600 of the 650 homes in all types of weather (sleet, snow, rain, hailstones and fog) for three weeks in December, 1995.  By the time that exercise was over, most people in those villages knew the face and voice of the Reverend Bill.  

The next hurdle to vault over was the communication barrier.  I had to find a way to introduce the person of Jesus Christ, whom I serve – what He said and did and what He says and does today.  There were two huge difficulties.  The first was that most of the people I met had a very poor exposure to the Bible (unlike the average Briton of 25years ago).  Indeed, only about 1% of the sample of about 3000 people had any accurate idea of who the historical Jesus Christ was.  The second was that whatever publication we devised had to be quite simple.  What was especially fortunate was that there were willing volunteers to distribute the Good News ‘letters’ around the homes.  Because of the plethora of non-biblical ideas floating around the churches, it was important to clearly define what our stand is on most issues not only to the unchurched, but also to those sitting on the pews.  We made a gentle start on a weekly basis, but soon had to make a change.  The publication became a monthly one and an editorial committee now included not only the Williams, but also Angie Yeoman (who became coordinator, editor and producer), Lotte Murphy, Sandra Cousins, Beattie Lewis and Leslie Best.  All I did from then on was to write a teaching/preaching message for each issue, known as ‘Rev Bill writes’.  The publication has continued till the present time.  About 500 homes were reached monthly by this publication, which was designed to maintain an outreach slant.  There has also always been an art contribution from Lotte on the front page and a Youth page from Leslie Best.  

Apart from publications as a means of getting over the communication barrier, the degree of intimate fellowship needed boosting.  We considered that the original aim in Acts 2: 42, namely, to structure teaching of the apostle’s doctrine, prayer, intimate fellowship (koinonia) and ‘breaking of bread’ into the worship patterns in the parish was a good thing.  To correct the deficit, we added pastoral group meetings at different times and locations into the time table for the week.  These would meet the need to boost teaching, prayer and fellowship.  Thus, in addition to going to Flaxley House( where Brian Spence had meetings, and some members had already been attending those meetings),  we met at the St Germans Vicarage, the Williams’ household at St Peter’s,  and group meetings developed at Margaret Cooke’s house and at Angie Yeoman’s.  

Finally, a time of ‘free worship’- charismatic style, developed on Sunday evenings at St Germans’ Church.  For purposes of additional daily prayer on weekdays, I was in church (Monday to Friday) twice a day- morning at 6.30am and evening at 6.30pm at St Germans and once a day at Magdalen at 12.30pm.  The evening meetings allowed us to be our ‘brother’s keepers as during the initial few minutes and after the meetings ended, we caught up with each others’ news items.  For most of the four and a half years in the parish, there were extended prayer meetings on Friday evenings and these sometimes had an all-night character.  

Brian Spence (or a member of his team) came on Monday evenings for teaching and there was a charismatic –type prayer/fellowship meeting on Wednesday evenings as well.  The Wednesday evening meetings were replaced by meetings at Margaret Cooke’s house as time went on.   In addition, my wife held some Friday meetings for ladies and there were the existing arrangements for the children of the parish.  The Christians from the Methodist Chapel (next to the Vicarage at St Germans) joined in some of these meetings.  There was an understanding between the parish church and chapel at Magdalen also, but this was a different arrangement and predates our arrival.  In addition, my wife kept ‘open house’ and individuals or groups were made welcome for purposes of prayer/deliverance and counseling at all times.  This was to continue our need-oriented ministry, established during our stay in Cambridge.  Apart from those who came to church in this area, individuals from near and far took advantage of these opportunities, from King’s Lynn and other nearby towns.  

Initially, two factors contributed to this.  A lady named Eunice, who was Baptist from King’s Lynn, did marketing work in and around the town.  She offered to take our handbills (inviting the sick, sad, lonely, demonized and other needy folk to come for help or telephone for prayer) as she went on her rounds.  Gradually, the range of our services increased significantly.  Second, I ran into Pastor Richard Shipp, who was in charge of the Open Door Christian Fellowship at Haddenham.  He also had a monthly outreach meeting at Little Thetford.  I preached, on invitation at his church worship services and at his outreach meetings, a few times, and this brought me a new type of clientele.  A large number of his congregation consisted of travelers, otherwise known as gypsies.  As I met and ministered to them, I got fairly close to some of them and some lasting relationships were established.  The ‘open-house’ philosophy meant a huge workload for my wife, who also shared the ministry fully.  

The third aspect of the new package the Holy Spirit led us into concerned participation.  The key thought is that corporate worship should not give room for a large ‘spectator’ population at a church meeting.  Room should be given for everyone to participate in bible reading, public prayer, healing, prophecy and to make other contributions under the supervision of the pastor and elders.  In the standard liturgical worship service, unless it is deliberately introduced and structured into the order of service, there is little room for ‘ordinary ‘ folk who attend for worship to make an input.  Because  1 Cor 14: 26 recommends that everyone who comes for worship should contribute a prayer, a song, a word of exhortation, prophecy etc, the congregation was now taught to adapt to the biblical model.  (Most of the St Germans congregation had bought the New Testament –spoken on tapes, from the Scripture Gift Mission - and we had listened to it in parallel during the same period).  Individuals were encouraged to pray from their seats on specific subjects - extemporised.  
The Rev Alan Harvey (the previous Vicar) had trained a few people to join in laying hands on sick individuals at the altar, following the Holy Communion, and some more were added to this number.  In addition, the free worship evening services gave more room for Holy Spirit –filled individuals to join in ministering across the body and this included giving prophetic utterances and speaking in tongues, with interpretation.  In this way, the whole idea of ministry became one shared with as many as felt they were able to participate.  Ephesians 4: 11-13 suggests a training of the whole body of believers to participate fully in ministry under the supervision of the leaders.  Area pastoral groups were created (Fitton Road, Tilney- cum- Islington, Mill Road,  Magdalen –near the church) where mature Christian members, in collaboration with myself undertook home visitations for counseling, comforting during bereavement or ministering to the sick.  Margaret Cooke (Fitton Road), Angie Yeoman (Tilney- cum- Islington), Lotte Murphy (Magdalen), Sandra Cousins (Lynn Road), the Williams (St Peter’s Road), and the late Beattie Lewis (Mill Road) were the ones which got established early, though Kathy Mitchell and Micky McCafferty joined me all over the whole area as time went on.  Micky very kindly carried on with the Youth Club I had founded after it became completely secularized and I had to withdraw.    

The unsolicited publicity which my ministry had received, already mentioned above –viz  newspaper publications in the Cambridge Evening News (1993) and the Independent (1994), the talks on BBC Radio  (Cambridge-1993 and 1995) and the appearances on National Television(1994 –ITN and BBC) created a mild celebrity image.  As a result, individuals in the village who only met with me at baptisms, weddings and funerals, but were not otherwise members of the church, occasionally sought for prayer.  Two prominent examples spring to mind.  There was Syd Butters, who had painful, crippling arthritis of both knees and accosted me at the foot of the St Germans bridge to ask for prayer.  He was healed and gave his testimony to Anglia TV.  There was also Jack Smith from Magdalen, who had a heart attack and asked for prayer with laying on of hands in hospital.  Because the Lord touched him, his daughter, living nine miles away came to ask for deliverance when her house in Emneth was ‘haunted’, and the Lord graciously cleansed her home.  This publicity brought groups (sometimes from afar) to have sessions of teaching and healing.  Prominent examples are the visits to Stoke Holy Cross Anglican Parish group, which originated with a visit from the pastor, and the Norwich group of mystic Christians (Rev Llewellen’s group).  I also went to Bournemouth to minister to the Churches Society for Psychic Studies.  During that visit, I had the privilege of praying with the late Bishop Gordon Roe in his last few weeks of life.  

There was a mild stir in March, 1996 at the first Annual General meeting of members of the St Germans’ Parish Church.  There was a small group of deeply-committed Spirit filled Christians who resolved beforehand those non-committed members should not lead in the church by serving on the Parochial Church Council.  We had some days of fasting and prayer.  At the Annual General Meeting, the ‘old guard’ was ousted and every one elected was a deeply committed Christian.  One of the decisions at that important meeting was that there should be an informal (non-liturgical) Holy Spirit controlled time of evening worship on Sunday evenings.  To implement this, Richard Clarke and occasionally also Derek Tripp and other musicians played on the guitar to accompany the singing of choruses.  Prayer was extemporized.  There was clapping, dancing, prophesying as well as the more charismatic-style teaching/preaching and the laying on of hands.  Individuals were sometimes ‘slain’ by the power of the Holy Spirit and there were healings and deliverances.  The Rev John Wilson and his wife were frequent visitors from Terrington St Clements.  Like the Friday ‘all-night’ prayer meetings, attendance was not restricted to Anglicans, and these Sunday evening meetings attracted a great variety of visitors, sometimes from other towns (eg Cambridge, Watton, King’s Lynn etc).  There were many occasions of utter blessedness.

The normal business of parish church life went on undisturbed in spite of the interregnum.  I was a House – for – Duty Priest (a non-stipendiary clergyman), and although an informal arrangement was made which allowed me to carry out all duties of fully paid priests, the administration of the church parish was officially in the hands of others.  In Wiggenhall St Germans, Mrs Angela Yeoman was the Chairperson of the Parochial Church Council and both wardens (Tony Williams and Barbara Rogers after the changeover mentioned earlier – with Sandra Cousins later replacing Tony Williams) were responsible to the Rural Dean and the Archdeacon.  The worship for children and youth, organized by Liz Williams and Margaret Cooke received a lot of help from my wife, Bridget, who also brought the ladies together to meet fairly regularly.  That was the general picture at St Germans Parish Church.  

It was quite a different atmosphere at Magdalen.  Wiggenhall St Mary Magdalen was somewhat more conservative than St Germans.  Nevertheless, the Gagens – the husband, Peter was one of the Wardens and the wife, Marjorie, (who was the organist), injected a strong, spiritual element to the worship, both being strong, bible-based Christians.  Soon after I arrived, Lotte Murphy moved from New York.  Her family lives next to the Church at Magdalen, and her older son read one of the lessons at the Sunday service.  She herself, being a devoted believer, contributed not only to the editorial work of the newsletters from their inception, but also made sketches and other works of art for the parish and attended the daily weekday meetings at Magdalen.  About the same time, Robin and Leslie Best joined the Church at Magdalen with his family. In addition to contributing the Youth section of the newsletter every month, Leslie regularly attended the evening free worship services with her husband, Robin.  Although from the start, I prepared and gave the same message each Sunday at both St Germans and Magdalen, it was not received in the same way by both congregations.  I noticed that before I had gone far with my talk, I had lost most of my audience at Magdalen.  When I sought the Lord’s help in prayer, the Holy Spirit counseled me as to the totally different perspective from which the largely older congregation at Magdalen looked at God.  ‘If you give the same message in a less challenging manner, using a quieter tone of voice, it will be better received’ the Holy Spirit said.  This advice paid off, and they were able to accept me as one of them.  

Many factors contributed to make our four and half years of service in the Wiggenhalls more turbulent than usual.  The local tradition in the area is that it takes about seven years to be accepted and fifteen to be absorbed as a ‘native’ of the area.  My efforts at increasing the communication links between the parish and the residents of the six villages had made things a lot easier for me, than it would otherwise have been.  First, they were simple, rural folk.  Second, we were people originally from a foreign background.  Up to a point, we were adapted to the culture, but our skin colour spoke volumes about our origins.  Third, in spite of following the liturgy faithfully, once it was known that I believed in spiritual healing in the name of Jesus Christ, and in the gifts of the Holy Spirit as listed in the Bible in 1 Cor 12: 8-10, the backs of the older, more traditional Anglican worshippers were up.  Nevertheless, I listened to the Holy Spirit and the strong, prayer support and wise counsel of the ‘charismatic’ group kept the church ministry going in both halves of the parish.  In addition, my prayer partners (Rev John Wilson and Rev Barbara Savage) brought me into their church groups to preach and minister.  This brought me acceptance among the ‘elite’ of the churched population of the area.  By the time the next incumbent arrived and was installed, the Diocesan Bishop, the Rt Rev Stephen Sykes had very flattering comments to make about my work for that period of four and a half years.  Finally, the congregation of both half-parishes added my name to the list of pastors (usually reserved for incumbents) stretching back hundreds of years.    

CHAPTER SIX
Ripple Effect

‘I know, O LORD, that a man’s life is not his own; it is not for man to direct his steps’ Jer 10: 23. 

‘For I know the plans I have for you’, declares the LORD, ‘plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future.’  Jer 29:11.

What started inconspicuously as a non-stipendiary Sunday diversion, (or so the Rural Dean thought), blossomed into a full-time twenty four- seven ministry.  As news spread of the good things Christ was doing using me as one of His tools, invitations steadily poured in for outside engagements.  However, before I could honour those invitations, I had to find Holy Spirit-filled people to hold the fort, especially when my absences spread over the week-ends.  The Lord was very gracious, and He raised up committed labourers who were consecrated to His service.  Even before we moved to Norfolk from Cambridge, we had cautiously responded to a few invitations outside our own North Stowe Rural Deanery.    My wife and I went to two Anglican churches in Babraham and Ashill as well as one United Reformed Church at Linton.  The grace of the Lord was bestowed on those outings.  

Two other types of activity started whilst we were still in Cambridge and continued after we moved to Norfolk.  My family and I had been so lovingly integrated into the life of the St Andrew’s, Oakington ministry whilst we were in Cambridge that we regarded that parish as our spiritual home in England.  From time to time, they ran alpha courses (Nicky Gummel’s) and I got regularly involved, for a number of years in the ‘Holy Spirit’ weekend.  They were very enjoyable outings, and we saw the hand of the Lord moving graciously to bring salvation, baptism with the Holy Spirit and healings on those outings.  The other body I worked with was the Full Gospel Businessmen’s Fellowship International.  After giving my testimony in early 1993 at the Cambridge chapter, I was fortunate over the years to preach and minister at Stamford, Colchester, Norwich, North Walsham and Great Yarmouth, and in some cases, this happened more than once.  These were blessed occasions, particularly because it always brought together people from different walks of life, with very varied backgrounds and needs, but God was always there to bring glory to His name.     

Although the Lord had instructed me to stop taking up salaried jobs since February 1988, I was not sure whether this was for a season or on a permanent basis.  During those times when I had to endure ‘trials’ on my faith walk, I felt tempted to look for paid employment.  Although it always had to do with ministry, it never worked out even for temporary, short periods of time.  One such attempt, provide to be very interesting.  I went up to Tower Bridge, London, for an interview at the Intercontinental Church Society.  The General Secretary, Patti, was very nice and she presided over an interview at which the Anglican Diocese of Europe and their church at Rotterdam were represented.  It was decided that I should go, with my wife, to spend a weekend at Rotterdam.  We very narrowly missed getting the job.   Nevertheless, the Society (ICS) felt they should retain their association with us and suggested we should consider the seasonal chaplaincies for English-speaking holiday makers in Europe.  This was 1996, and there was a vacant slot at Zermatt, in German-speaking Switzerland for two weeks that July.  So it was that we spent two glorious weeks in a town with almost no motor traffic, walking the mountain slopes of Matterhorn and inviting people from most European and other continents to consider Jesus and the church services at St Peter’s Anglican Church, Zermatt.  I made a T-shirt with scripture verses in front, and a drawing of St Peter’s at the back, to attract attention and invite comment.  In addition to two church services on Sundays, we had fellowship meetings on weekday evenings, reading the Bible and praying for needs.  We enjoyed it so much that we repeated the experience on three successive years, taking our children for the final visit in 1999.  We stumbled on a Pentecostal fellowship in the hills on that last visit, where we were privileged to minister as a family, using various spiritual gifts, with the help of an interpreter.  

Following the review of ‘From Medicine to Miracles’ by Hugh Sansom in the quarterly journal ‘Healing and Wholeness’, there were a number of attempts to interview me with regard to my experience of Christian healing, but none succeeded until the ‘Signs and Wonders ‘ on Anglia TV.  This was at the end of 1996, and it featured, among others, the work of Liesl Alexander at St Andrews, Oakington, as well as the testimony of Peter and Diane Curtis-Prior.  It also showed my family (my wife, Bridget and the three younger children) in our background, which at that time, was at the Parish Church of Wiggenhall St Germans.  When this was broadcast in February 1997, a number of people who saw it were interested in consulting us, not only as individuals, but as groups.  There was a later interview, again on Anglia TV, showing Timson’s group of historic churches in this area, but it is the ripple effect from these two broadcasts that brought more contacts to us.  Apart from preaching and ministering at a number of Fellowship Centres on Norwich (eg Zion, David Parfitt’s Church among others), it brought Rev Llewellen’s Norwich group of Mystical Christians to visit for ministrations.  That, in turn, led to the invitation to minister in Bournemouth at the Churches’ Society on Psychical Studies Annual Conference (1997).     The Anglican minister in charge of the group of churches around Stoke Holy Cross came for ministry at that time, and kindly invited me to do a day of ministrations to his group of churches.  This led to a warm relationship between us and I ministered throughout the interregnum which followed his retirement from his parish.  A similar situation developed when Rev Craig Millward invited me to minister to a group of Baptist ministers at the Bowswater Centre in Norwich.  Not only did I visit his church at Orsmsby but he ended up setting up a website for my ministry.  I supplied him with a sketch of my ideas.  Using the web space which my internet provider made available, Craig brilliantly produced my original website.  In the year 2000, when I was on a preaching engagement in Tampa, Florida, the Lord gave me favour with a gentleman with the name of Tom Welch and he bought me a domain and re-arranged the website www.healingloveofchrist.com .

CHAPTER SEVEN

Preparation for Refiring

 ‘Eye has not seen nor ear heard, Nor have entered into the heart of man.  The things which God has prepared for those who love Him, but God has revealed them to us, through His Spirit we have the mind of Christ’. 1Cor 2: 9, 10, 16.
‘So shall My word be that goes forth from My mouth

 It shall not return to Me void

But it shall accomplish what I please

And it shall prosper in the thing for which I sent it’ Isaiah 55: 11


The year was 1999.  I was approaching the end of my first seven years in Britain.  Things had worked out very differently from how I perceived them when I came out.  It was important to enquire whether it was safe for me to return to Nigeria, at the very least, for a visit.  The military muslim –dominated government which was in power in 1992 when I left, had been replaced by an elected, civilian administration.  Nevertheless, it was important to establish whether my confrontations with the State Government in Kano during my entire stay of 13 years and a half (the last three years in particular), had made me (on the record books) a persona non grata in the country.  The manner of my sudden departure from Kano informed my cautious approach.  I was certainly not prepared to take anything for granted.  

I had two pastors visiting me in St Germans, Norfolk in 1999, who were both at the receiving end of an anointing ceremony I ministered at in 1986 in Kadaicha, Northern Nigeria.  They both visited to testify how the Lord had graciously performed all the ‘good words’ He had spoken over them through me on that occasion.  One of them had found favour, and now frequently walked ‘in the corridors of power’; He had friends in government who could ascertain beyond any doubt that it was safe for me to return to Nigeria with my family.  He was able to reassure me shortly after he went back from his visit to England.  Meanwhile, I had been granted ‘indefinite leave’ to stay in Britain.  (Indeed, shortly afterwards, we were as a family, made citizens of Great Britain).   The onus was now on me to find out from the Lord what He required of me as a servant of His, and where my theatre of activity in the immediate future would be largely based.  

It had been my good fortune to minister right across the wide spectrum represented in Christ’s body.  It was now decision time.  Besides my main base in the Anglican Church, I had been privileged to minister in the full gospel institutions, in addition to the older established churches.  Some of my friends in the neighbouring town of Wisbech telephoned me in late 1999.  During a recent fast, they had felt the Lord was asking me to come over because of a special area of need near them.  There was an area with a population of about 6000 residents, where the rate of crime, including juvenile delinquency, single parenthood, drug-addiction and hyperactive kids (ADHT syndrome) were all high.  They felt the Lord wanted me to attempt to find a solution.  I thought there was general confirmation, and since the Anglican Church did not offer me, as an NSM retired accommodation, I scouted around for possible options to find housing.  The King’s Lynn County Council put us, as a family, on the list of homeless people and offered to find us a suitable house.  A Christian lady with the name of Sue Lee was in charge of the hunt, working with the Housing Associations in the area.  Eventually, she took us to see a house and landlord in the village of Emneth in the Wisbech area.  As soon as we entered through the conservatory of the house, I felt the Spirit give me a nudge to say ‘this is church’.  We took the place, building on the immediate rapport we had with the landlord and his daughter.  

In the meantime, my web-site was up and running.  In fact, an Indian evangelist living in Chennai (Madras) in South Western India had visited it, and invited me for a glorious set of outreaches in Tamil Nadu (Madras) State and Andra Pradesh (Ongole) at the tail end of 1999.  This had set the ball rolling for the next stage, as many hundreds of souls were won into the kingdom and we had seen many miraculous healings.  We also taught a large school of church workers from different parts of Andra Pradesh.  This gave us a boost to our confidence, because it showed that it was not the end, but a new beginning.  Our move to the new accommodation was not the gloomy affair we had expected but a rather upbeat one.  As we began to think in terms of registering our ministry as a national charity, the Lord graciously linked us with people with experience in this area.  A couple came to camp in the area of Wiggenhall St Germans just before the Indian trip.  Nigel and Barbara Double were longstanding members of the Huntington Community Church and the Plumbline (Network) Ministry. And they linked us with the ministry.  I preached at the Community Church and became a regular member of the Plumbline Network.  They were very helpful in guiding us along the application process towards becoming a charity.  In addition to planning other visits for ministration to Tampa, Florida, in the USA, Canoan, in St Vincent, West Indies, India and Nigeria in the year 2000, we started a House Fellowship at our new abode in Emneth.  The Charity Commission wanted a list of where we had been ministering, and because my wife had spoken at many Women’s Aglow meetings, it was easy to meet this demand.  God has been good to us and we could look forward to the future with a reasonable degree of confidence. 
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