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                                        Prologue 
 
                           Trapped in a spiritual battle. 
 
 
He went ballistic; he was so annoyed and angry he turned glowing 
red in colour as if flames of fire were coming from every orifice.  In 
front of my very eyes, he changed into this unrecognisable creature 
of pure evil and hatred. Hatred just emanated from every part of his 
body, as I stood there transfixed by this presence. A presence of 
unadulterated evil and wickedness, he had a hatred for humanity, 
which words cannot justify or express. Fear penetrated every part of 
my body, mind and soul.  With this heightened awareness, I felt 
Satan’s grip on my life had somewhat been shaken and he had been 
knocked back by my response.   I was stuck in this strange spiritual 
world, a world I didn’t know how to escape from; moreover I was up 
against a fallen arch angel bent on my destruction.   
 
“Why me?” I cried out. How had I reached this point in time? Maybe it 
was the sexual abuse as a child that had sparked off this endlessly 
destructive cycle in my life. Perhaps it was going into Local Authority 
care at such a critical time in my early development that had 
vandalised and ruined my young mind. 
 
My understanding screamed out, I was in a world of chaos and 
bitterness, carrying a terrible sense of a loss in my heart that could 
never be made good. I was lost and gone astray in every sense and I 
didn’t know how to get off this path of evil that I had been walking. 
This path that lead to destruction in every way. 
 
Why had my three trusted spirit guides deceived me? Nothing made 
sense anymore.  My eyes were opened to see the counterfeit truth. 

Like many people, I had fallen for Satan’s lies, counterfeit spirituality, 
and all the benefits it allegedly had in store. Its promises were a life of 
enlightenment and self-discovery, but in reality, it led only to a path of 
pain, hurt and lies. 
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                                        Chapter One 9/11         

As with the death of Princess Diana or the assassination of President 
Kennedy, most of us can recall where they were and what they were 
doing when they first heard the sad and horrific accounts of the 
events on September 11th 2001 (often referred to as 9/11). 

On that morning, nineteen terrorists, affiliated to Al-Qaeda, hijacked 
four commercial passenger jet airlines.  The hijackers intentionally 
crashed two of the airliners (American Airlines Flight 11 and United 
Airlines Flight 175) into the World Trade Centre in New York City, one 
plane into each tower resulting in the collapse of both buildings soon 
afterward and extensive damage to nearby buildings.  

I take for granted that most people in the civilized world watched with 
horror as the television pictures were broadcast around the world. I 
personally felt numb to my very soul, saddened that any cause or 
endeavour warranted such action.  How could man have reached 
such a low point in human evolution, moreover considered, planned 
and carried out such a barbaric attack. This act of wickedness goes 
down in history as one of man’s darkest moments. 

I listened to the car radio on my way home from work that day, trying 
to glean the slightest bit of up to date news, still in utter shock. I 
watched the expressions of other car drivers as we were all stationary 
in routine traffic. Drivers changing channels with a look of sheer 
disbelief on their faces. Their mood and look seemed to match my 
own. 

I arrived home; the news headlines seemed more real than ever, as I 
watch the horrific news footage of people jumping to their deaths from 
the twin towers. Their sole aim was to avoid the furnace-like heat: 
what a choice.  

Again, I felt sick to my stomach as I watched two aeroplanes fly into 
the twin towers.  How could anyone commit such a barbaric act? 
What was their motivation, and what drove them to justify their 
actions? All these thoughts just kept swimming around my mind like a 
swirling fog of madness. 
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It was our church personal development assembly that same night.  I 
was a member of a local spiritualist church, a small congregation of 
60 regular attendees. Most people had their own reasons for 
attending. Some went to talk or communicate with their so called 
departed relatives. Some went out of curiosity, some people were 
drawn to the spiritual side of this so called new age religion. Me, I just 
wanted to be the best of the best. What an ego I had.   

I do recall that I did not want to go that evening, as my mind was all 
over the place, but I had to go.  I had started a development 
programme; indeed, I was several weeks into developing and honing 
my clairvoyant skills and, as I mentioned earlier, I had to be ‘the best 
of the best’. 

I do recall the regular parishioners for this mid week session were 
somewhat smaller in number than normal, I thought this was due to 
the events of 9/11.  We would usually sit in a large circle. This was 
considered normal practice, as it helped us to develop our medium-
ship skills. I felt it had a symbolic meaning, but never really 
questioned the reason for this.  

I do recall we started as usual with a CD playing soothing, meditative 
music in the background; this had the effect of altering the mood of 
the group. This would then allow us to slow our breathing rate down 
and enter a more meditative state of mind. After several minutes, I felt 
myself enter a more relaxed, open and suggestive state of mind. 
Indeed, once in this state of openness, one could receive and interact 
with one’s spirit guides.     

We were taught by the senor medium to use various techniques, this 
was usually using symbolic pictures, such as visualizing a flower 
opening one petal at a time in our mind, whilst breathing in a specific, 
ordered way. We would then work at opening various points on our 
body, starting with the head or crown shankra, working our way 
through the process.  These are known as (shankra points). 

After approximately 10 minutes of sitting in circle and deep into this 
altered suggestive state of mind, I had an out of body experience. 
This is where your soul leaves the body and goes into the spirit 
realm. 
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When one has an out of body experience (sometimes known as 
astral projection), the normal physical laws of this world do not apply. 
Time and space alter and take on spiritual laws, which are different 
from our physical limitations.   

The Bible tells us in Ephesians 2:2 that Satan is the Prince of the air. 
Satan is no mere earth bound enemy. The Bible calls this realm the 
second heaven. The first heaven is the atmosphere – the clouds. The 
devil and his angels live in what’s called second heaven. God lives in 
the 3rd heaven. God’s angels also operate in the 2nd heaven alongside 
the devil and his angels. I now know it was in this realm, the second 
heaven, where I had had this out of body experience. 

When I became a Christian, the Holy Spirit put it on my heart that this 
was a spiritual frontier, a battle ground, the dimension known today 
as the spirit realm. It is here that angels and demons wage their war 
for individual souls, families, towns and even cities.  

Satan, the king of emptiness and all his deceiving spirits, fallen 
angels and demonic hordes reign over all the world’s darkness, 
torment and despair.    

In this spirit realm, I recall I was in the presence of my three spirit 
guides. Within the time it takes for you to read this sentence, I was 
spiritually looking at the twin towers, all twisted and reduced to a pile 
of rubble. I was seeing the aftermath of this carnage form a spiritual 
stance in the spirit world. It was rather like a black and white negative 
photograph.  An exact copy of the physical bricks and mortar, but in a 
spiritual sense.  

I was behind this physical barrier, a wall of what appeared to be clear, 
transparent glass or crystal, impenetrable. It was as if God had 
placed this protective shield around this site. (Psalm 23 says, “Even 
though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no 
evil.2) With me were many thousands of spiritual beings, all very 
menacing, and sense of evil was all round me. 

These deceiving spirits appeared twisted and perverted beyond 
recall. A clear sense of rebellion was thick in the air, not even 
excused by ignorance, they could never be redeemed, I knew deep 
down that they hated God, but could not comprehend in my mind that 
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I was on their side at that time.  2 Corinthians 4:4 tells us, “The god of 
this age has blinded the minds of unbelievers so that they cannot see 
the light of the gospel of glory of Christ, who is the image of God.” 

My spirit guides told me later that the spirit realm was angry with man 
for such acts. This was to reassure me that the evil that surrounded 
me that night was not directed at me, they were there to protect me 
and keep me safe.   

On the other side of this transparent glass screen, I saw splendid 
beings of light, angelic in appearance. Their task was to take the 
souls of the departed to be with God. They were very commanding, I 
recall, and very bright. I recall that they appeared to spiral upwards, 
holding the greyish human forms in their arms. I saw many angels at 
work in perfect co-ordination; they seemed to carry these souls with 
tender, loving care.  What struck me was that there seemed to be no 
rush, no panic, they had a job to perform and they took great pride in 
this God given task.  They knew the truth and the truth set them free, 
free to undertake their Master’s business.  

Jesus himself taught us in Luke’s gospel about the work of angels 
and ministering spirits in chapter 16. “The time came when the 
beggar (Lazarus) died and the angels carried him to Abraham's side.”            
What became of Lazarus’ body is not stated in the Bible. It may have 
been cast into the potter's field (a place where the ‘unclean’ in biblical 
times were buried). Worn out with hunger, pain, and want of all 
earthly things, he died and was carried by angels. 

Here is a man who, in his earthly life, had not a single friend, and 
now, suddenly, not one, but many angels wait upon him.  His body 
may have had no pall-bearers, but angels carried his soul. 

Abraham's side, or bosom, was a place of paradise in the Old 
Testament; the place where the souls of good men remained during 
the time between death and the resurrection. A place of rest, where 
Abraham welcomed his children; heavenly bliss.  The Jews spoke of 
those who went to ‘Abraham's heavenly abode’ or Abraham's bosom. 

My spirit guides escorted me back to my physical body. As usual, we 
started the process of coming out of our meditative state. I felt 
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reassured in one sense that I had seen these angelic beings of light 
talking the souls of the dead to be with Him in paradise.  

I shared my encounter with the rest of the group, which was normal 
practice, overshadowed by a picture of Jesus on the church wall.   
Each person had a different experience to share.  When I explained 
to my senor mentor and teacher this evil presence, she just smiled 
knowingly and said, “That is why you have your spirit guides with you. 
They will protect you.”       

The Bible teaches us in 1 Timothy 4: 1: “The Spirit clearly says that in 
later times some will abandon the faith and follow deceiving spirits 
and things taught by demons.” 

When I read this scripture with new insight, I reflected on the rise of 
the new age religions in the world today.  The way these false 
systems have spread like a pandemic plague is accurately described 
here by Timothy. People have given themselves willingly and heeded 
the advice given by deceiving spirits and doctrines taught by demons.  
False teachers indwelt by evil spirits who deceive the unwary, 
inspired by demons whose source of power is the devil himself, the 
father of lies.    

In the year 2008, the occult appears to be running out of control in 
every facet of our society. Even people who say they are practicing 
Christians read their horoscopes and know their ‘star sign’. I fervently 
believe that this is just one of the ways that demonic influence has 
infiltrated the church of Jesus Christ some 2000 years later. 

The Holy Spirit warned the church from the beginning that the truth of 
the gospel would be under attack. Demonic influences would attempt 
to lead believers astray and false teachers would lie through their 
back teeth in order to spread their own version of vagueness and 
counterfeit lies. Spiritualism is just one of these ever growing false 
religions that Satan uses to trap the unsuspecting.    

You might not be tempted to sacrifice a lamb on an altar to Satan, but 
dabbling in the occult can seem pretty innocent, harmless fun to the 
un-discerning.  You may consider it's no big deal to just read your 
horoscope or watch mediums on the television. Any fascination with 
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the supernatural can open you up to direct demonic influence. God 
alone is the only acceptable source of power. 

One must always judge the foundation of the teachings you receive. 
The Bible tells us that Satan appears as an angel of light. He masked 
his true identity and his servants will also mask theirs. On the surface, 
they appear to be very nice and friendly and genuine. Just because a 
teacher has a winning smile and quotes the Bible, it doesn't mean 
that he teaches the truth.  

Satan quoted scripture when he was testing Jesus in the desert.  The 
spiritualist church I attended had pictures of Jesus on the walls. 
Some mediums held a crucifix when interacting with the spirit realm. 
They had an old Bible on display, but never read it. We sang hymns 
and said prayers, all the same religious trappings that you would 
expect to find in a traditional church.      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 11

                Chapter Two; God’s Own Country  
 

The Black Country is a unique place with it own culture, dialect and 
language, to some extent.  Gornal and the Black Country have seen 
many changes in the last 100 years, but its people mostly remain 
very proud of their roots.  

For those people reading my book who are not familiar with the Black 
Country or its culture, the Black Country consists of several towns 
and villages in the West Midlands, England. 

The 2 most famous sites are the Wrens Nest in Dudley and Sedgley 
Beacon. The Wrens Nest is famous world-wide to Geologists, who 
come to collect samples of the rare fossils to be found, one of which 
has been christened the ‘Dudley Bug’ and is, in fact, an ammonite. 

It is said that the Black Country gained its name in the mid-nineteenth 
century from the smoke from the many thousands of ironworking 
foundries and forges, belching out thick black smoke, in the days 
before legislation and smokeless fuels. The area is particularly 
famous for its pits, steel and iron works, and nail making.  

Industrialisation in the Black Country goes back many hundreds of 
years. Metal working was important as far back as the 16th century, 
so the history books tell us.  

By the 19th and 20th century, villages had their characteristic 
manufacture, for example, chain making in Cradley Heath.  The 
anchor and chains for the ill-fated liner RMS Titanic were 
manufactured in the Black Country in the area of Netherton. Three 
anchors and accompanying chains were manufactured, and the set 
weighed in at 100 tons. The centre anchor alone weighed 12 tons 
and was pulled through Netherton on its journey to the ship by 20 
shire horses. 

By Victorian times, the Black Country was one of the most heavily 
industrialised areas in Britain, and it became known for its pollution, 
particularly from iron and coal industries and their many associated 
smaller businesses. 
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It was into this backdrop that I was born. My father was a 
metalworker by trade, and my mother a nurse.  

My earliest childhood memories date back to the 1960s. We lived in a 
small, three-bed roomed house three miles from Dudley town. The 
family consisted of me, my two brothers and my mother and father.  
In our family poverty was a way of life. My parents had always found 
it hard to make ends meet, although they did their best, and I recall 
that they always provided for our needs in some way or another. 

It was common in the 1960s for the majority of working class families 
like my own to have a coal fire in the house, as their primary source 
of heat.  I recall these early childhood memories of the coal fire ritual 
with mixed sentiments. 

I recollect numerous mornings, particularly in the winter months, 
when I had to get out of a warm comfortable bed to face the ice-cold 
chill of our bedrooms. Normally, we would try to open the curtains 
only to find them stuck to the window with ice. Shivers ran up and 
down my spine as I tenderly made my way downstairs, still wearing 
my pyjamas. I remember fighting for best position in front of the coal 
fire with my two brothers. My oldest brother always gained the best 
place, but I made sure my younger brother didn’t get next best place. 
That was reserved for me, being middle brother.  A bit of pushing and 
shoving always worked.   

We used to watch eagerly whilst our mother rolled newspaper into 
small balls and strategically placed them in the grate. She would then 
place small pieces of copped wood on the top of the paper. I recall 
gleads or slack (Black Country name for small pieces of coal) were 
put around the wood and paper before she lit the fire. Later, larger 
lumps of coal were placed on the fire when it started to burn. Then, 
about twenty minutes later, a roaring fire could be felt.      

I reminisce how cold it was then, compared to our modern central 
heating systems which come on half an hour before we get up.   

Looking back to those early formative years with mixed feelings and 
emotions, I realize that those early experiences have repeatedly 
helped shaped my life, some for the good and others for the worst. 
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I recollect playing in the large quarry not more than half a mile from 
where I lived.  As kids, we never saw any danger in playing at the 
quarry.   Older kids would lower us down the steep slopes on rope, as 
we pretended we were mountaineers.  I recall the Police catching us 
playing on some heavy earth moving machinery, and giving our gang 
a severe ‘roasting’. It was so bad, we did not go back there for a 
whole week.  

This climbing bug did not leave me.  Our gang had claimed some 
new territory, and we were playing on a building site where some new 
private houses were being built, situated by the old Red Cow pub. I 
started swinging on the scaffolding, bringing to mind the Tarzan films 
I had seen. Then down I went.  I still have the faded scars today, 
some 40 years later, where I cut myself on steel reinforcing wire used 
in the construction industry at that time.   

I recall trying my first cigarette in a camp we made in Murphy’s 
quarry. It’s now a large housing estate called the Milking Bank. I 
didn’t really take the smoke down into my lungs, I just pretended, but 
it made us feel grown up. I was about 7 years old at the time, and in 
five more years I was smoking for real.  

I cannot recall exactly how old we were when my mother invited a 
friend from her work to visit us. She brought a young man with her.  
He seemed very friendly; he even bought us cars and clothes for our 
Action Men toys over the following months. He found time for us 
when both of my parents were busy.  He seemed to be so supportive 
and friendly, always willing to help our busy, overworked parents. He 
was, on all accounts, the next best thing to sliced bread.   

It was not long before my younger brother and I were naively visiting 
him at his home on the Central Drive estate, a few hundred yards 
away from our house. Looking back, this man was a pedophile; he 
sexual assaulted both my bother and me.  History proved this was the 
case. He spent two separate periods of times in prison for committing 
such similar acts on other defenseless children.  

It all started so innocently. You may ask the question, “Did my brother 
or I tell our parents about these acts?”  The simple answer was no. 
He made us swear not to say anything and we were so naive. He 
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said that if we did tell, no-one would believe us. He still kept coming 
round, Mr Friendly.  It was some 30 years later that my parents were 
told what had happened.  

My younger brother, a recovering alcoholic, puts the start of his drink 
problem down to this episode in his life.   

Nonetheless, we did get some respite from his sexual advances.  It 
was at about this time that my parents experienced some difficulties 
in their marriage. They have never stated publicly what actually took 
place or the reasons for their short term separation, and I have never 
asked. Some things are best left un-said. 

I recall the day a team of social workers arrived to take us into care. 
My older brother and I went with two social workers, a man and a 
woman, in their Morris Minor car. I will always remember that the 
colour was green.   

My younger brother went straight to foster parents, and I did not see 
him again for a long time.  

We arrived at a local children’s home feeling utterly rejected and 
confused. We didn’t really know where we were. It was a very 
depressing environment. The other children in our new world were 
fierce and very disobedient.  We had joined a gang of abandoned 
young people who were on the path to self-destruction in every way.  

There was a tension that seemed to encompass all the inhabitants of 
the home. It was a world of bullying and self-survival. I recollect that 
we weren’t there very long; the home was a transition place until we 
could be placed in foster care.  

Being taken into care was like being in a swirling haze of 
darkness. I was continually trying to make sense of where I was, 
but being overpowered by the circumstances and events that 
filled my young and naïve mind.  
 
There was a tedium and stupidity to the whole situation; it 
seemed so un-real, like a nightmare that I couldn’t escape from. 
No one would tell me anything. Why am I here? Why can’t I go 
home? Where are my parents and younger brother?  I tried to 



 15

listen to the staff and hoped I’d be lucky enough to catch a few 
snippets of their adult conversations about our arrival.  I tried to 
make sense of the situation, in my own small and very naïve 
mind.  
 
Nevertheless, just as I began to get some sense and reason to 
this crisis in my life, I became utterly confused again at this 
present reality. Why didn’t they answer my questions?  Why had 
they tricked me? I was lost and didn’t know how to get back 
home.   
 
I rapidly formed a distrust for adults and put up a barrier, it was 
‘them and me’. Every adult I had ever known had let me down, 
told lies or abused me, so why should they be any different.    
 
My whole life was falling apart, nothing made sense anymore.  
However, worst of all, I knew it hadn’t always been like this. 
Behind this murkiness and the darkness that surrounded me 
was a clear memory of good times, playing over the quarry with 
friends.  That was when I knew who I was, when I felt close to 
others. 
 
Now all this had been vandalised, ruined, and my life had been 
left in chaos and bitterness, carrying the terrible sense of a loss 
in my heart that could never be made good. I hated life.  “Why 
me?” my young mind would cry out, but no one would listen.  A 
sense of domination hung over me, escalating at times into 
naked panic.  Could it be that I would be forsaken here for ever, 
deprived of all the loving contact that once sustained me; left to 
putrefy and fall to pieces in this crazy new world that had been 
forced on me and wasn’t of my own free will.  
 
I was alone and felt that no one cared. I hated them, those 
adults in authority and I let them know it.  I would try to fight 
them but they were physically stronger than me and would pin 
me down to the floor and hold me there until I became calmer.   
 
It was around this time that I sensed or became aware of a 
spiritual dimension to my life. I had a total distrust for any adults, 
especially those in power. I was not going to tell them about my 
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spiritual helper who came and gave me insight into people’s 
lives. He gave me premonitions of future events and I used them 
to help me in practical ways. The more I trusted in my helper, the 
stronger the link became. I started catching glimpses of spiritual 
beings and felt a total disregard for people’s feelings and their 
emotions.  
 
I could quite easily pay no attention to people who were crying 
out for help or in trouble; I was devoid of any physical or 
psychological attachment to my fellow human beings.  I had built 
a brick wall around me, and nothing was going to penetrate that 
wall of hardness, or hurt me again. I had developed an ability to 
cut myself off from any physical affection that people tried to 
show towards me. I always questioned their motives and formed 
a picture in my mind that they were out to hurt me in some way.   
 
It was then that I had another strange experience, an experience 
that would cause me to question my human nature in many 
ways.  
 
I didn’t see anything, I only felt this warmth come all over my 
childhood body. I have never shared this experience with any 
one else until writing this chapter.  I felt a strange sense of 
peace and love that words cannot express envelop me. A calm 
reassurance that spoke to my spirit. There was stillness in my 
angry body and mind for the first time that I can recall.  Was it 
real?  Yes, it was real. I have never questioned that this 
experience saved me from a path of further self-destruction. This 
warmth sparked a seed in my mind that someone did care for 
me, far more than I knew.        
 
Was it Jesus? Looking back, I now believe that it was. He spoke 
to my spirit and stilled the raging seas of my mind. Moreover, he 
put a seed in my mind that one day I would be a teacher.  I have 
questioned this all my life: a teacher - a lad who, at that time was 
unable to read and write, and who left school barely able to read 
and write? Only with the passing of time will this question be 
answered and, to some extent, I am still waiting for this to be 
fulfilled.      
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Thankfully, we were moved to a foster family in the countryside. I 
think it was Bobbington in Staffordshire. It was a beautiful house with 
a large garden. I recall a big black oil tank was in the garden, and my 
first impression was that it looked out of place, a bit like my brother 
and I. Obviously, this was where they kept the heating oil for the 
heating system, as they were in the country and at that time not yet 
connected to British Gas. 

I recall my first day at the new school, standing in the playground 
watching the farm tractor plough the fields. I had never seen this 
before and was somewhat fascinated by the furrows this machine 
was making in the ground, and the birds following behind for the 
earthworms which were exposed as the soil rolled over.  I was 
fascinated by the straight lines the tractor was making. It looked so 
easy but I knew it was probably harder that it looked. I was 
considering jumping over the fence and going to investigate this 
further when the bell rang and class started. 

I was more interested in the farmer outside than in doing schoolwork.  
Some of the lads wanted me to make friends, but they spoke 
differently from me. I found their accent hard to follow for the first few 
days, but it did improve.  In class I noticed they could write words and 
sentences and I really struggled.   I still had a deep distrust of adults 
and found teachers equally challenging.  Some teachers would make 
me stand up in class and read aloud. I could not read very well and 
most of the class found this funny. It wasn’t funny when playtime 
came; they got a good ‘4 penny round their lug hole’ right hand punch 
to the ear. This would always result in me having to see the 
Headmaster. 

I would be in trouble again, sent to  Headmaster for fighting yet again. 
I would wait outside the office door knowing what to expect. I didn’t 
feel intimidated, nor was I scared. I had a total disrespect for authority 
and all the shouting and threats fell on deaf ears.    

I learned new tactics. Very often I would change items of clothes in 
the other children’s pump bags. I would change a pair of shoes to a 
small size or change a new pair of shorts for old shorts.  This would 
get people arguing amongst themselves, leaving me ‘clean’. The 
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teachers soon realized what was happening, and I was in trouble 
again.  

The social worker used to make regular visits to the foster parents 
home address and I knew they were talking about us. I didn’t trust 
them one inch.  

Then came the time when I had a postal order from my social worker. 
I think it must have been for my birthday, as it was during the 
summer. I recall going to the local village post office to cash the 
cheque.  I saw a large fish bowl half-full of water, and around the top 
was red jam. In my inquisitive way, I asked the shopkeeper why she 
had a fish bowl, half-full of water with jam around the top. She told me 
it was to keep the wasps from going onto the food.  

The fish bowl acted as a trap and tempted the wasps and bees to 
come to the sweet, sugary jam and not the produce on display. Also it 
acted as a deterrent to stop them stinging customers.   

What a great idea I thought, and couldn’t wait to try this out for 
myself. I raided the pantry looking for red jam and a container 
suitable to catch bees. Having found the jam and a cup, I went 
looking for wasps to catch. I had covered the cup with copious 
amounts of sweet, red jam and went hunting. 

I was going to have my own little army of wasps and train them to do 
tricks. Quite a few minutes later, plus several stings and what 
appeared to be numerous very large red lumps all over my body, I 
gave that up for a silly game.   

I had started to settle into the routine of going to school and exploring 
the countryside. I recall climbing local trees and spending many an 
hour just watching the wildlife coming and going. For the first time in 
my life I felt some form of stability. Indeed, looking back now and 
reflecting how I would just sit and watch these animals and birds 
interact with their surroundings so naturally, allowed me to calm my 
troubled spirit down.  It was as if the creator of the universe was using 
His creation to still a troubled, chaotic mind. I would ask questions in 
my own inquisitive mind. 
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What made the song bird sing its song? Several times I would follow 
the tracks of animals back to their burrows or nests.  I found that I 
liked watching these animals and found a strange peace and quiet 
out in the countryside.   The countryside had a natural order about 
itself and it’s only when you align yourself with its rhythm that you see 
the true beauty that it holds.   

Our time in foster care came to an end when my parents got back 
together, and my two brothers and I returned home to our parents. 
Shortly afterwards, we moved house. This time we moved about a 
mile away to Musk Lane in Lower Gornal. 
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                          Chapter three : Growing up 
 
 
We had just moved into our new council house in Lower Gornal, and 
the old man next door was eccentric, very old, but quite harmless. He 
had certain magnetism about him. He was a fountain of knowledge, 
whatever subject we talked about I was fixated.  He seemed to know 
things and had been to places I could only dream of. In my eyes, he 
was not an ordinary adult wanting to demonstrate his authority; he 
was beyond that.  He was a man who commanded respect in the 
highest order.  He had been there, done that and wore the tee shirt, 
as the saying goes.  
 
I think he was an old soldier and had seen action. However, he never 
spoke about this but I got the impression his eyes had seen many 
things that he would never forget or talk about publicly. He was a 
quiet man; nothing phased him, from chopping wood to planting 
seeds in his garden. He had quietness about him, a stillness that I 
sensed about him. Animals and wildlife just used to be at ease in his 
company, an odd sight.           
 
As regular as clockwork, a strange ritual used to take place every six 
weeks. Sorting, boiling, and adding ingredients to this strange 
concoction in the little brewing house. The smells extended through 
into the garden and then into our house.  I had never smelt anything 
like this before; a strange combination of aromas filled my nostrils.  
 
I found out later that he had brewed some Gornal ale, proper stuff. I 
remember tasting this concoction some weeks later. It had a weird 
and wonderful taste, but brought a warm sensation to the inside of my 
body for a short while. 
 
That was my first drink of beer I recall.  Mr D also added to my 
learning. This old man, in the few years I had known him took the 
place of my grandfather, in my mind anyway. My own grandfather 
from my mother’s side, had died at the time of my birth and I never 
knew him.  He was a coal miner by all accounts.  My other 
grandfather had also died, he was a soldier.  In a weird and wonderful 
way, I was the recipient of this old man’s unconditional kindness and 
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generosity.  At about the same time, my natural grandmother from my 
mother’s side moved house. She moved just a couple of streets away 
from where we now live. Oddly enough, we could gain access to her 
house via a hole in the adjoining fence at the bottom of our garden.  
 
My grandmother was a hard centred woman. She lived with my step 
granddad. He was a nice enough chap, but seemed hen-pecked by 
my grandmother’s overpowering mannerisms and self-centred 
attitude.   
 
I recall in the late 1970s there was a national sugar shortage and 
rationing was taking place in most shops. My grandmother was a 
natural hoarder. She had a large box with at least 80 bags of sugar. 
Oddly, she did not take sugar in her drinks. I recall my mother having 
an argument over borrowing some sugar one day. However, my 
grandmother refused to lend my mother sugar for our cereals at 
breakfast time. It was a few weeks later that we saw my grandmother 
pouring bag after bag of sugar down the cast iron drain in the yard, 
and my step grandfather pouring boiling water on top of the sugar.  
Apparently, one night following a heavy drinking session in the 
working men’s club, my step granddad had had a little too much to 
drink. In the middle of the night, and still under the influence of 
alcohol, he lost his bearings and mistook the cupboard for the toilet. 
He emptied his bladder into the sugar box containing all 80 bags of 
sugar. My grandmother made his life hell as a result, poor guy. 
 
Life was still hard for my family. I recollect having my first air rifle for 
Christmas, a Webley and Scott 1.77. My new friend, Roy and I used 
to have target practice in Ellowes Woods, just a few hundred metres 
from where I lived.    
 
Tin cans, bottles or what ever we could find. Things quickly 
progressed to shooting at each other like proper combat soldiers. We 
would sneak up on each other and let off a pellet. Wow, it didn’t half 
sting if it hit you in the leg. We became experts in camouflage, trying 
to avoid being hit with a lead pellet from our air rifles. We were the 
original paint ballers.   
 
Until, one day the ‘old bill’ (Police) caught us, and we were taken to 
court and found guilty of using air guns in a public place. We were 
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both fined, but the old magistrate, I think he must have been a Gornal 
bloke, let us keep our guns, on the condition that we were 
accompanied by an adult. We agreed. That lasted at least a week, 
which was good for us, before we began to sneak our guns out of the 
house. 
 
We moved house again, now we went to live in Upper Gornal. This 
was about a mile and half from Lower Gornal.  I soon made new 
friends and joined in lots of laddish behaviour.  I recall that on one 
occasion we found an old abandoned motor bike. We were quite 
ingenious in many ways, and after several hours managed to get the 
motor bike started. What fun we had had with that old bike, making it 
jump ramps and speeding all round the fields until it suddenly it came 
to an abrupt stop.  
 
My mate shook the bike from side to side to see if there was any 
petrol in the tank.  We could not feel anything. Therefore, we came up 
with the bright idea of opening the petrol tank and having a look 
inside. It was dark inside the tank and we could not see any petrol, so 
one mate took a match and held it over the petrol tank, while my 
other mate had a look inside.  
 
Whoosh… went the explosion. Then as my mate looked up, we saw 
that his face was as black as coal. Most of his hair had vaporised in 
the explosion. Luckily, he was not burned and only superficial smoke 
remains from the explosion were left on his face. Nonetheless, my 
mate had to have a very short haircut that day. We abandoned the 
bike and move on to new adventures.  
  
I started senior school at Ellowes Hall, a large comprehensive school. 
I was in the bottom class of the bottom stream, and was proud of that 
fact as most of my mates were there also.  Most of the lads had tried 
smoking at some point, and watching the senior lads smoking around 
the traditional smoker’s corner made me envious. I wanted to emulate 
them.  
 
I soon took to this like a duck to water, and joined the ranks of 
smokers, a group challenging the authority of the school in every way 
we could. They said we could not smoke, we showed them we could.  
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I was caught red handed by a teacher and marched off for due 
punishment and the normal warnings that accompanied being caught 
smoking. After several sessions like this, the teacher finally caned 
me.  This went on all throughout my school years; it was like cat and 
mouse games. The teachers knew who we were, and on wet days, 
they did not even bother to find us. It was a game. 
 
I remember most lunch times going down the local shop and buying 
two cigarettes and two matches. This was common practice among 
the smokers. I used to take mine to my step granddad’s house, Joe 
Oakley in Wood Road, two streets away from the school. He had 
retired by then and sadly, my grandmother had passed away some 
years earlier. Joe and I used to have a smoke together. When I 
hadn’t enough money for our usual fag he would supply one. I had a 
soft spot for him although it had not always been like that. 
 
I remember him giving my brothers and I a right good telling off. 
Years earlier whilst playing, my brothers tied one end of a washing 
line to the bed and the other around my grandmother corset.  I 
subsequently put on this corset on like a mountaineer would put on a 
safety harness, and they held the rope whilst I went abseiling from 
the window on the first floor.  
 
Looking back at this event, this climbing bug would only come to a 
sudden end when one day, across at Ellowes Woods, when swinging 
from a rope swing attached to a tree over the brook, I fell from a 
height. I broke both of my arms in the fall; oddly, I could not walk 
even though I did not feel any pain in my legs. My mates managed to 
get me on the back of his homemade go-cart and take me home.  At 
the Accident and Emergency department, they had to sedate me 
before they could reset my broken arms, which ended my climbing 
career. Nevertheless, I still had that rebellious streak in me and it was 
a welcome respite from school life. 
 
I returned to school after having my plaster casts removed. It was 
about this time of year that industrial action by some of the teachers 
was taking place in our school. I recall there was some work to rule 
scheduled and this meant unsupervised lunch periods. This was 
great fun for us, no teachers, only the dinner ladies to oversee us. I 
recollect getting a few friends together to hold our own industrial 
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action. Several of us formulated a plan to go on strike ourselves. We 
kept our plan of action secret until the day in question.  I remember 
the bell going for morning break time period. This was when key 
people like me got together and made minor adjustments to the plan 
that would soon come to fruition.    
 
The plan was simple: we would have a mass exodus of 100 plus kids, 
leaving school and meeting up at the local shops in Ellowes Road. 
Our aim was to meet up just outside the chip shop. We would 
demand supervision for meal times or else we would not return to 
school. It was a complete red herring, of course, we loved not being 
supervised but any excuse to cause trouble could not be missed.  
 
The bell rang to return to class and that was our signal to leave the 
school gates. I remember people looking round for someone to make 
the first move. I thought to myself, if I don’t make this first move we 
won’t go at all. I started to run towards the gates shouting and trying 
to motivate the others into action, but it was as if the fear of reprisal 
was holding them back. Then the odd trickle started as they saw me 
and a few other lads and girls leave the school gates. In total about 
30 of us had reached our destination, the chip shop in Ellowes Road. 
We had a cigarette to celebrate, but, “What now?” one lad in the 
crowd asked. I said we sit and wait.  Soon we saw the Deputy 
Headmaster and another teacher pull up in their car and demand we 
return to school or else. He stated the Police would be called. I knew 
at the time we had to play for time, so I suggested he call the Police, 
as we were on official industrial action. I was the spokesperson for 
the group and collectively we were in danger at meal times, through 
the teacher’s industrial action. Therefore until we could get a 
guarantee that we would be supervised properly we would not return 
to school. I suggested he call the Police, and thought this would 
counter his bluff.  
 
Whether he or some one else from the local shops phoned, I will 
never know, but the Police did turn up about 15 minutes later.  I 
recollect they were pretty upset, but we all held our nerve and when 
he couldn’t use threats to make us return, the Police Officer changed 
his tactics.  We still wouldn’t move; we had made our point, and by 
now I had missed my maths lesson which was a good result. The 
Head teacher finally arrived. He took a different stance and oddly 
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enough thought our action was using our initiative. He invited us to 
come back to school and talk through our concerns over a cup of tea. 
We duly agreed and spent a pleasant morning listening to the 
Headmaster sing our praises.  We had won a victory.  
         
I was thirteen when I got my first tattoo: a small knife on my left arm. I 
was the first boy in school to get a tattoo. At games the teacher 
spotted the tattoo, he reported me to the Headmaster, who informed 
my parents. They were not bothered; they gave me the money in the 
first place. I was threatened with being expelled from school if I had 
any more, but let off with a warning. 
 
I saved as hard as I could over the next several weeks, dug gardens, 
washed cars and collected bottles to take back to the local beer shop. 
In four weeks, I had earned enough for another tattoo. I had set my 
mind on having another tattoo and nothing was going to stop me. I 
was developing a strong trait that what ever I set my mind to achieve 
I would accomplish the task at all cost.  
 
I would not follow the crowd or be put off achieving my goal. I had set 
a goal and had a plan in my mind of how to achieve it, and would not 
rest until I had accomplished the task. I was so motivated and 
focused to get the rest of the cash I needed for my tattoo.  Four 
weeks later I had my second tattoo on my right arm. This time it was 
even bigger in size.   
 
I have thought on many occasions that if the school had not made 
such an issue over this tattoo I would not have had the second tattoo 
so soon. It was this adult authority over my life again, rising its ugly 
head. I had worked so hard to get a reaction, that when it failed I had 
to seek some other endeavour.   
 
The tattoo did not get the required results that I had planned. The 
school took no notice; I could not seem provoke a reaction.  
Therefore, I had my ear pieced. This may not sound like a big issue 
today, but in the early seventies, this was very uncommon, especially 
for school kids. 
 
I took a dining needle and piece of soap and after several attempts 
succeeded in making a hole in my left ear.  Shortly after, when the 
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trend took off and everyone was having his or her ears pierced, I had 
a second earring in the same ear. This was radical at the time: two 
earrings in one ear.  
 
It was around this time that I met Lin, my wife of 24 years as I write 
this account of my life in the year 2007.  We met at the local youth 
club, and I was 12 or 13 years old at the time.  Lin was three years 
older, and we became very good friends. Lin could see something in 
me that I could not see in myself.  Our paths would cross quite 
regularly over the next several years, but that happened later.  
 
The next three years was pretty much the same thing, except I looked 
much older than my physical years portrayed.  I was always the one 
fetching the cigarettes or alcohol, as I looked the oldest out of our 
gang. In addition, when I had enough money, I used to frequent the 
local pub at fifteen, the Bricklayers Arms in Upper Gornal. Later it 
changed its name to the Pig on the Wall. Strangely enough, this took 
its name from an event that allegedly took place many years earlier.  
 
Strange folk these Gornal lot. Who would put a pig on the wall to 
watch the band go by? Only a Gornal bloke.  
 
It was around this time that I had my first experience with church. It 
was Christmas Eve, and we had drunk quite a lot of alcohol, spirits 
were high. There were several of us that night, drinking, having a 
laugh and larking around. My mate suggested we get warm in the 
church that was open, St Peters Church in Upper Gornal.  We went in 
not aiming to cause trouble, but when you’re under the influence of 
alcohol your perceptions and actions change.  
 
We were asked by the welcome team on the door to keep quiet and 
orderly, but the more we tried to keep orderly the louder we became.  
Finally, my mate was physically sick, and we were escorted off the 
church grounds very quickly.  It made the local papers; it was like a 
trophy in some bizarre way.  ‘Youths disrupt local midnight mass.’ We 
were stars, we had made the local paper. What a laugh. Had we 
been youths in today’s society we would have received an ASBO and 
would have gloated about that in a similar way as some youngsters of 
today.  
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Looking back at this event with new eyes as a born again Christian, 
this is one of the most regrettable actions I have ever taken in my life. 
The simple fact is that no-one had ever gone to church in my family; I 
had never read the Bible or associated with any Christian.  On the 
contrary, Christians were viewed as wimps, and train spotters in our 
family, weak people, judgemental and sanctimonious.  They 
pontificated and sounded off about the Bible in words only but would 
live a totally different life to the teachings of Christ from Monday to 
Saturday.        
    
Many people have interpreted that Jesus was timid, weak and frail.  
The world’s impression of Jesus is an unbelievably nice person, 
rather an effeminate man in our macho society, who was totally 
unrealistic about the world and unable to cope with its array of 
complexities and problems. 
 
This misrepresentation the world paints is so far from the truth it is 
astonishing, but who paints the picture and, more to the point, who 
challenges society’s views and attitudes? 
 
Just look around the world today for a few moments. Consider what 
sin has done. That awful moment in Eden when Eve was promised 
insight, understanding and freedom but has a resulted blindness, 
ignorance, and oppression for the completely human race of man. 
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Chapter Four : So you think you’re a man? 
 
 
Sixteen, yippee, time to leave school and head for the world of work. 
I left school on the Friday and started work on the Monday. My first 
job was working for a big manufacturing company, Alfred Allen’s and 
Son in Upper Gornal. The factory had a reputation for making top 
class fabrications worldwide, some projects were for the UK oil 
industry I recall. 
 
I worked in the pressure vessels department making pressure 
vessels and other large steel fabrications.  Some of these fabrications 
could be as long as 12 metres in length with a diameter of 4 metres. 
Some sections weighted 30 tons or more, if my memory serves me 
correctly.  
 
They were bulky and it was very hard work. I bring to mind how 
physically tiring this world was, come three o’clock in the afternoon I 
was ready to go home. Not likely, we had another hour and half of 
work left before I could go home.            
 
I soon realised that this cocky ‘jack the lad’ attitude that had carried 
me through school all these years, cut no ice with these real men. I 
was the outsider, in a different world, the tea boy with no real say. I 
had to earn respect and show my metal. This was a hard world with 
hard men. Some men had known reputations from serving in prison. 
Some were street fighters and I knew their reputations were genuine.  
 
These men were the salt of the earth, genuine Black Country men; 
they worked hard, played hard, and most of them, to my knowledge, 
provided for their families by working unbelievably hard, in conditions 
that would be considered filthy and dirty in our sanitised world today. 
The welding fumes were like the smog in Victorian England. The heat 
and sparks from the grinding of steel were everywhere.  The noise of 
sledge hammers on steel nearly burst my eardrums as it echoed 
along  these enormous cylindrical tubes 30 foot in length.         
  
My first week was over, I had made it! I could have a lie in on 
Saturday morning, fantastic. Nonetheless, Monday morning rolled 
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round quickly enough. I was learning to weld. Arc welding requires 
you to put a pencil-like steel rod coated with flux into a hand held tool. 
You would then make contact with the steel causing an electric 
current to make an arc. This caused the metal rod to melt and a weld 
would form. I was given a large facemask by the Foreman to protect 
my eyes and face from the flashes caused when welding metal. 
 
These flashes were very bright. The dilemma was that the glass 
screen in the mask was so dark you could not see through it until you 
started welding. The problem for a novice was that you had to line the 
rod up with the area I intended to weld. This required one to look 
around the mask, then line the rod up before one made contact with 
the steel, which then caused an arc.   
 
Get the timing wrong, one got a flash right in your eyes, a bit like flash 
photography when you get the spots in front of your eyes.  
 
Anyway, I got ‘the flash’ as it’s known in the trade.  This is where a 
layer of skin is burnt on your eye surface. Cold teabags were the 
solution to ease the pain, one of the old boys said knowingly.   
  
I spent two years working there until I was made redundant alongside 
the other 200 men. It was Christmas, what a present I recall. Finding 
a job had become a little more difficult, but I had a few contacts.  
 
It was around this time I entered the timber trade. I really enjoyed 
working outdoors, it made such a change from that large factory. I 
started learning about the different timbers and what function they 
played in the construction industry. This was real man’s work I 
thought.  
 
It was mesmerized watching the craftsmen make something out of a 
rough piece of timber. Watching a moulded section being created on 
a spindle moulder always fascinated me. I worked in several areas of 
the timber trade and gained a good working knowledge of timber and 
the construction industry.  
 
Work seemed regular and Lin, my future wife, came back on the 
scene.  To say she was never in my life is a bit of a red herring. Lin 
and I always kept in touch, from our first encounter all those years 
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ago at the youth club. We used to play darts in the pub; I would then 
walk her home at the end of an evening.  Lin always showed an 
interest in my Alsatian dog, especially on our feasts night. 
 
On Friday nights, we used to have fish and chips after the pub. I 
recall it was always chips for me and several scallops for my dog. 
(Scallops are large battered potato rings.)  Sheba, my dog, used to 
look forward to our midnight feast. I think she knew it was Friday night 
strangely.             
 
Lin and I started going out together on a more formal basis, boy 
friend and girl friend.  I think everyone in Gornal knew we were a 
match except for us. In our eyes, we were good friends. We had a 
genuinely platonic relationship.  I would not abuse a friend like this; 
she was the only person ever to tell me the truth as she saw it. Good, 
bad or indifferent, she would say it. She always spoke honestly, never 
out of malice or a vendetta to get even, especially when I acted in a 
way that was different from her upbringing.   
 
Lin was a proper Black Country girl, hardworking, down to earth and 
genuinely an honest woman.  She never looked for trouble and never 
started trouble. Nevertheless, she could hold her own in any situation, 
even toe to toe in a scrap if needed.  She lived by a set of family 
values that were taught her by her parents, good people, salt of the 
earth.    
  
We had not been going out long when I started putting aside money 
each week to buy an engagement ring. Six months down the line, I 
had saved enough. I asked my friend to come with me to pick the 
ring. He was a good friend, and told me I was mad getting married at 
such a young age.  
 
Albeit, I would not let anyone influence me, I had made my mind up 
and that was final. Hell and high water would not stop me, that same 
determination I knew I had had driven me on.  The fact is that if I set 
my mind to do something, then I will complete it. 
 
I brought a diamond ring with the money I had collected. Lin did not 
have a clue; I had kept it a secret from everyone. As normal, I went to 
call for Lin at her home address. She came to the door and invited 
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me in as usual. It was 7.30pm I recall and Coronation Street had just 
started on the television. 
 
I summoned up the courage to ask her to marry me; she looked shell 
shocked when I produced the ring, albeit she accepted the ring and 
my offer of marriage. It was not very romantic I suppose, but I have 
never been that way inclined.  I don’t have a romantic bone in my 
body. 
 
Not like our friends, who one night put a pink jumper over the bedside 
lamp to make the ambience and environment more romantic. That 
was fine until they nearly set the room on fire.  I’ll stick with being 
boring in that department, thank you very much.            
 
Finally, when Lin had come back to earth we told our respective 
families. My family were taking bets on how long it would last, but that 
is a different story.  
 
We had arranged a little celebration at the Black Bear pub; both our 
families met for the first time.  Overall, it was a good night. Lin’s mom 
and dad did not frequent pubs and hardly drank alcohol. However, 
her brother John could give it some. I liked John, he always spoke the 
truth.  My family had several drinks and became loud. They liked their 
tipple.       
 
Plans were underway for our wedding. What woman, honestly, does 
not dream of a white wedding in a church? Well, that was Lin’s plan 
and she was not changing her mind for anything. 
 
Knowing my wife Lin, if she makes up her mind to do something she 
can be very stubborn and unwilling to change or even compromise. It 
was a Church wedding, or nothing.  
 
We went to see the local vicar in Upper Gornal. Yes, you guessed, it 
was ‘St Peter’s Church’, the very church I had been kicked out of 
three years previously on Christmas Eve.  Did he recognise me?  No, 
I do not think he did. Close one. Should I tell Lin? Better not. To this 
day I don’t think I have spoken of this event to her.  
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It was customary to have the banns read in church for six weeks and 
we were expected to go. I think I managed the odd Sunday morning 
but I made some lame excuse to the Vicar that I was an ambulance 
driver and was on call on Sundays.  I don’t know whether he believed 
me or not, but it did get me out of going to church.   
 
Anyway, a date was set for the 10th September at 3 pm. We had also 
booked the Church hall, which had several beer pumps on tap.    
Our wedding day came and it was emotional. Lin’s gran had died only 
a few weeks earlier. She had held on to this earthly life as long as 
humanly possible to see her granddaughter go up the aisle but, sadly, 
this was not to be. However, we both carried her in our hearts that 
day.   
 
All the planning Lin had put in place seemed to work like clockwork.  
Planning and arranging is a trait that my wife has in abundance.       
Everything was there where it should be, at the right time and place. 
We had saved hard for our wedding, which left us no money for a 
honeymoon. We did not mind that as just two weeks earlier we had 
had keys to a one-bedroom council flat in Sedgley.   After a good 
night of celebration, we went home to our little flat. It was clean and 
tidy but had very little furniture. 
 
I soon rectified that by making some furniture. I made a large pine 
welsh dresser. Additionally I made and, I will say, a spectacular 
coffee table out of the best Brazilian hardwood for our living room, 
and kitchen cupboards out of Swedish red pine. And of course, most 
of the wood to make these items came from dubious sources.  
 
Life was starting to look good for a change, and we settled into 
married life. At 20 years of age, I was the king of my own castle.  
That was until our elderly neighbour locked us out one evening. 
 
We lived in a block of four flats, two up and two down with a 
communal entrance, which shouldn’t have been locked. We did not 
mind it being locked as it made the older ones feel more secure at 
night time. Then one night we went round the pub with our friends. 
We arrived back at closing time only to find the door locked and 
bolted. Try as hard as we could we could not get any reply from the 
neighbours.  Therefore, in sheer temper I kicked the door in, glass 
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and wood everywhere. We walked over the glass and wood to get a 
brush to clean up the mess. Then my foot started to squelch. Yes, a 
gash right to the bone in my ankle. After being stitched up at the 
Accident and Emergency department, I saw the funny side to it, what 
else could I do. 
 
I had wicked temper and from time to time lost it big style, but the 
next time I would meet my match.   
 
I recall one night Lin and I had an argument over something silly. 
Anyone who knows my wife will verify she likes a soak in the bath. At 
that time we had to heat our bath water up by a cylinder that held 
about 30 gallons of water and took a couple of hours before it was hot 
enough to use.  She had just completed filling the bath and went into 
the bedroom to undress, at which time I walked into the bathroom 
and pulled out the plug, letting all the water drain away.  Was she 
mad?  That was understating the obvious.  She picked up a plate 
from our welsh dresser and threw it at me. I had to move pretty 
quickly as the plate went past my head. It came to rest in the door, 
embedded still in one piece half way through the door. Let’s just say I 
have never emptied her bath again. She could be a feisty lady at 
times, and would need to be to keep me in touch.                    
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                                 Chapter Five : Emma was born 
 
Fully recovered from my ankle injury I returned to work. I had just 
turned 21 years old and was always looking for a way of making extra 
money, especially in the winter when the timber trade slowed down. 
 
I had the bright idea of taking my heavy goods vehicle driving licence. 
I enrolled with a little firm, Hanson, in Kingswinford, close to Dudley in 
the West Midlands for a week’s lesson. It was £250 at the time which 
was quite a lot of money for us; indeed, I only had enough money for 
a one-week course.  Pass or fail, that would be the end.  I passed a 
two and half hour driving test a week later at Cat and Kitten Lane on 
the way to Stafford.  
 
Oddly enough, my mother that day had brought us a little kitten so we 
called her Lucky. We had a problem with mice in the flat. There 
appeared to be a nest in the flat below and they came up through the 
floorboards.  The council had put poison under the bath in our flat but 
it made no real difference. Gornal mice are very smart, preferring to 
leave the poison and eat the chocolates we had started to collect for 
Christmas that year. 
 
Nevertheless, our new cat soon sent them packing. I recall she was 
as barmy as a rail out (crazy cat). Lin had just purchased some new 
velvet curtains; these were all the rage at that particular time and cost 
quite a lot of money.   
 
One summer’s evening when we were watching television, we were 
dazzled by the sunlight flooding in the room through our front window. 
We drew the velvet curtains to reduce the light.  Wow, it was like a 
light show at a fire work display, holes were running up and down the 
curtains where Lucky had climbed them during the days while we 
were at work.     
 
It was a good job for Lucky that she was outside; I dread to think what 
Lin would have done if she caught her.  Life was looking good; we 
were both working with a regular income of money coming into the 
house. We acquired some luxury items and we also purchased a 
sports car. British racing green, a splendid colour. It was a two door 
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soft top MGB midget.  We felt fantastic driving along the country 
roads with the top off. Neither of our parents had a car of any kind at 
that time, so having a sports car was a first. It was a bit of a novelty to 
us so we enjoyed it while it lasted.   
 
Lin found out she was pregnant; we were both over the moon at the 
prospect of becoming parents. However, sadly this was not to be the 
case. Mid term in her pregnancy, Lin had to go into hospital and have 
an operation to remove the baby that had died in her womb. This was 
my first real experience of death and dying. I felt devastated to the pit 
of my stomach and felt physically sick at the same time.  I 
remembered how it used to kick in Lin’s stomach, cocooned in a 
world of flesh and blood. A little life, snuffed out. A life that would 
never experience the joys of growing up. The joys of running or 
playing football.    
 
Lin was a brave woman; she was very strong and very courageous 
for her age. I do not honestly know how she handled it, but she did. 
For any woman to lose a child is a devastating experience and, in 
those days, health care professionals didn’t seem to have the 
expertise or counselling that is available today.  
 
Life returned to normal after a period of soul searching and asking the 
question, ‘Why us?’ the normal questions one asks when handling 
bereavement. A cycle of denial, bargaining, anger and sadness seem 
to enter one’s life.     
 
We did not think anymore about children and seemed to shut this out 
of our minds as if it had never happened, but one day Lin said she 
was pregnant again. We both felt overjoyed and somewhat 
apprehensive, nevertheless as time passed we felt that this 
pregnancy would go all the way. The first few months were the worst, 
but this definitely improved when it became evident that Lin was 
going full term.  
 
We started making plans to move house, accordingly we applied to 
the Council to move to a property with more bedrooms. We had never 
considered buying our own place; this was not the done thing in our 
families as no-one had ever bought their own home.   
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Lin put her organisational skills into overdrive and got most of the 
items we would need for the first six months. She packed her hospital 
bag ready for the journey into hospital should it be required at short 
notice.  Astonishingly, two days later in the middle of the night, her 
waters broke six weeks earlier than intended.   
 
I telephoned the hospital to warn them that we were on our way. We 
loaded our little sports car with Lin’s case and all the essential items 
she would need. I managed to get her into the passenger seat in a 
fashion, trying to make her as comfortable as possible. I raced off like 
Sterling Moss, covering the two-mile journey to the hospital, the 
Rosemary Edam maternity unit in Dudley. The tyres were nearly on 
fire with the speed I was driving.  I pulled up outside the hospital and 
pressed the buzzer. The nurse came and let us in.    
 
I need not have rushed as Lin was in slow labour. Emma was on a 
go-slow, a trait she would have all her life, in the nicest sense. 50 
hours later and still by her side, exhausted and stinking to high 
heaven my wife gave birth to our first daughter, Emma weighing 4 
pounds and 16 oz.   
 
The nurse put Emma in the high dependence unit, as she was six 
weeks premature and a little blue.  
 
This gave Lin some respite, oddly, and allowed me to go home and 
get some sleep.  Before I got into bed, I recall loading the washing 
machine with our dirty clothes that needed washing. Woollen 
jumpers, blue jeans, white cotton tops, you name it, it all went in for a 
boil wash.  As you can imagine, it came out an odd sight, but Lin saw 
the funny side and that was the last time I did the washing.   
 
Looking back at the birth of my daughter, I had a strangest feeling of 
parental responsibility. I knew at that moment that I would die to 
protect my child and my wife at all cost.  This sudden urge to protect 
and nurture overrode any feelings I had had previously. I felt 
wonderful.  However, this joy and accountability would soon be tested 
to breaking point. 
 
Lin had postnatal depression which, in those days, largely went un- 
treated and un-diagnosed.  We had a health visitor who was always 
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very smartly dressed, professional, and her appearance was 
exemplary. Her hair was always immaculate, her nails polished and 
her make up just right. She was a youngish woman, albeit a little 
older than Lin and I. It transpired that she did not have any children 
herself; it was all text book knowledge. She would pontificate on how 
Lin should pull herself together.   
 
Several years later, we saw this same woman in the supermarket 
with three little children; the hair was a mess, the make up non- 
existent and her professional demeanour had been blown out of the 
water. I have always wondered what lesson she learnt from having, I 
assume, her own children.       
 
We were officially overcrowded.  Our little one bed roomed flat was 
not big enough and therefore we were offered a three bed roomed 
house in Sedgley.  The house was run down and needed a 
considerable amount of work doing to it; however, we took the keys.  
 
There was a strange feeling in the house, a coldness, I sensed 
immediately that something spiritually was not right in the property. I 
had this ability to detect spiritual in-balances, a legacy from my 
childhood.  It was as if the fabric of the house had absorbed all the 
screaming, abuse and hurt of its past tenants. Had this house been 
the centre of many conflicts? Was this ground holding secrets of past 
hostilities not open to the naked eye?    
 
It was only years later when our next-door neighbour informed me 
that the occupant had been drunk one night and choked on his own 
vomit and died.  The couple had split up some years previously, after 
a long and bitter conflict.   
 
The house had an eeriness and coldness about it. I soon got to work 
on that, I completely decorated every room in the house and started 
to transform the jungle out the back into a garden for our family.  This 
was our home and with what little money we had we would transform 
it. Lin’s velvet curtains took pride of place, holes and all.      
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                Chapter Six :  Claire’s born 
 
I had this strange, unrealistic desire to protect and shield my family at 
all cost. I had totally changed and took everything out of context. In 
my mind I saw a world that was unjust and cruel in many ways, a 
world where a quarter of its population would go to bed hungry and 
many thousands would die of starvation and malnutrition.  
 
I saw the effects of poverty on the world and to some degree knew 
what that was like. I would watch the news only to see a world where 
people would endure nights of misery and intense pain as multiple 
sclerosis, muscular dystrophy, leukaemia, cancer, malaria and 
countless other diseases and infections took their relentless toll on 
humanity. I thought of the countless casualties of war – victims of the 
war for instance, a world in torment and pain.  
 
In a peculiar fashion, the only solution I could find was to increase my 
earning capacity and earn more money.  I thought this would then 
enable me to purchase the best things in life for my daughter and 
protect her from the ravages of this world. . This little girl was not 
going to want for anything money could buy.  Oddly enough my wife 
told me she was pregnant with our second daughter, Claire, which 
compounded my emotions and desire to protect my children at all 
cost. Claire was born on the 5th May 1990 and was perfect in every 
way. I was so proud of having another little girl my heart nearly broke 
with joy. I also wanted to protect my little girl from all harm.   
 
Indeed the only way I could accomplish this task was to earn more 
money, rob a bank or gain some qualifications, or learn a trade of 
some kind. 
 
I have never sought the easier options in life or the fast track to solve 
problems, so bank robbery was out. I passionately believed there was 
never such a thing as a free meal. Past experience had taught me 
there was no free meals metaphorically speaking. People usually had 
an ulterior or clandestine motive behind them.  Look at the Trojan 
horse left at the city gates of Troy. People will always offer the gullible 
the fast track solutions or get rich quick schemes. Not me!  
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I could scarcely read and write, I left school with no qualifications and 
knew that would be a real problem for me. I knew I needed to change 
and providing for my daughters future was the key to motivate me 
into education. I had a clear goal, I knew what I needed to achieve, I 
had set my mind to accomplish gaining some qualifications, and I 
would not fail. 
 
I had an aptitude for carpentry and joinery, but knew I had to be able 
to read and write proficiently, otherwise they would not let me on the 
course. I knew each course had a certain amount of written work. 
Therefore, I lied through my teeth to get on the course.  I had an inner 
confidence that masked any weakness. I could sell sand to the Arabs 
if I had to. I had learned to be all things to all people, mainly to get my 
own way or get the best piece of the action.        

Change is painful and anyone who says it is not is either mad or 
never took on the challenges that accompany change. All human 
beings find it difficult. All change is crisis in one way or another, since 
it removes old securities from us and requires us to face up to 
challenges we have never met before. This was certainly the case for 
me.  Up to that point, most of my life had been involved in change of 
one kind or another. I have learnt that change opens up the door to a 
whole range of emotions, insecurities, and opportunities, which need 
to be conquered.  These insecurities can come to dominate one’s 
thinking in such a way that one does not see the possibilities that are 
set out before one. It is far easier to live in our old ways and in our old 
selves.  

Change involves the chipping away of old learnt behaviours and 
attitudes. Learning can be a humbling process and it certainly 
humbled me in many ways. The truth is that when we turn away from 
our old nature and see the new unexplored potential that is ready to 
be tapped into, we discover our identity - the person we were meant 
to be.  Fear can stop you achieving greatness and keep you in a 
world of mediocrity.  

Being changed does not happen by sitting in an armchair; you have 
to get off your backside. It means that one needs to put an emphasis 
on future planning - there is nothing wrong in planning for change and 
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preparing for it but the reality can be somewhat different. Indeed the 
key to success is to not give up. Everything in your human body, 
mind and soul will tell you to stop, you’re not good enough, there are 
better people with more talent than you. Nevertheless, keeping going.  
That was the only tool I knew that worked. So I just kept going; that 
constant chip, chip, chip soon broke the back of that four-year course.   

Yes, in the four years, it took to gain my advanced City & Guilds 
qualification in carpentry and joinery, I had taught myself to read and 
write. I still had major hang-ups about grammatical sentence 
structuring, the use of verbs and other punctuation, but I got by.      

I did so well in my exams that the senor instructor, Mr Ken D from 
Dudley College, advised me to undertake a teaching certificate.  

This opened up a new world of learning. The midnight oil was burning 
bright most nights as I researched adult learning alongside preparing 
assignments. Part of this course required me to teach carpentry to a 
genuine student group. I had to prepare several lesson plans and use 
teaching aids: mind-blowing stuff. I was tasked to teach at Dudley 
College in their building section run by Mr Ken D, the lecturer who 
advised me to embark on this course. Ken was more than pleased at 
my request, an extra pair of hands.  

I remember I taught a group of young men on some sort of training 
scheme at the time. I cannot recall whether it was compulsory that 
they attended.  Most of the group made an effort and gained some 
rudimentary carpentry skills, but this one young man gave me some 
serious attitude, to the point of being disrespectful.  I don’t know 
whether he knew I was doing this on a voluntary basis to complete 
my teaching hours, and gain accreditation towards my teaching 
course. 

Therefore, it was a different ball game for me; I wasn’t a teacher who 
had to play ball, I was not officially on the books. I had another job so 
I had nothing to lose.  I asked this young man to accompany me to 
the wood store out the back after several hours of put downs and 
negative, derogatory comments aimed at me. He came out, sliding 
his feet along the floor in a halfhearted fashion. He was the 
mouthpiece for the whole class who looked on.    
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I am six foot four inches tall and weigh sixteen stone. I picked him up 
by the scruff of his collar and he hung there in mid air, he was 
somewhat speechless. His face wore an expression of disbelief and I 
could see I had gained his attention.  I held him there about a foot off 
the floor whilst I enquired if he had a problem with my teaching style. 
You know he did not and strangely, from that day we had a mutual 
understanding.  He turned out to be a nice person and showed a real 
aptitude for woodwork.  The senor instructor never even cottoned on; 
well I do not think he did.  

Another twelve months later, I successfully attained my teacher-
training certificate. This qualification was a prerequisite for teaching 
adults. I recall celebrating this achievement with a group of twenty 
other successful candidates. Some were already teachers in their 
own right, albeit they still needed this qualification.  

I recollect it was two weeks before Christmas and I thought work was 
going well. Indeed, it enabled me to pay for my adult education 
classes. Albeit I returned one afternoon to the builder’s yard where I 
worked full time, only to find the gates locked.  

The bizarre thing was that they were normally open at this time of 
day; moreover, there was a peculiar man standing opening and 
closing the gates. A stranger who seemed to know what was going 
on but kept deadly quiet. 

When I enquired of him why the gates were being locked and 
manned by a security guard, he made no comment. On reflection, it 
all makes sense. I, along with my fellow workers, had quite a lot of 
expensive equipment that belonged to the company and needed 
accounting for. Nevertheless had I known precisely what lay ahead of 
me and had I known the true state of affairs, I would have held out for 
my wages at least.   

Being made redundant at this time of year can be very stressful. This 
time the firm went into liquidation. I recall walking out with my 
industrial safety boots that the company had supplied. No wages, no 
holiday money and certainly not the Christmas bonus we had been 
promised.  What a Christmas. 
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After Christmas, I started looking for work in the usual places, sadly, 
all doors seemed closed. It seemed oddly bizarre that every avenue I 
tried, doors just closed. They would slam shut. It was as if this 
strange hand was directing me along another avenue.    

I was reading the local newspaper one evening, when I read an 
advertisement seeking a qualified person with teaching experience to 
teach therapeutic woodwork for disabled people.  

The position was a six months contract for Sandwell Social Services 
at a large adult day centre. I thought to myself that this would get me 
through the winter months, and then I could get some regular work 
elsewhere.  

I sent for and completed the application form. Indeed, I managed to 
get an interview. Again, as I recall, I wasn’t totally honest with my 
application form and experience, but I could talk for England. I knew I 
had more knowledge about woodwork than the panel. This became 
obvious to a blind man, from the ridiculous questions they asked me. 
From my look round the workshop, I saw several health and safety 
issues that needed addressing urgently. I took the chance and told 
them what I had seen and the potential accidents and litigation that 
could follow if action wasn’t taken. Moreover, I also came up with 
solutions that could rectify the problems. They were hooked, no 
getting away now. I was subsequently offered the job and given a 
start date.  

The day centre was a single story 1960 building that needed some 
modernisation work to bring it back up to standard. It was situated 
two miles outside Oldbury town centre off the main Birmingham to 
Wolverhampton main road. 

The staff seemed to take a genuine pride in their work and felt a real 
sense of accomplishment that they were putting something back into 
the community.  

The day centre was very well equipped with a hydrotherapy pool run 
by physiotherapists. It had a large purpose built rehabilitation kitchen 
to teach home economics, alongside an art department and a fully 
functioning woodwork department.  
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Daily we had over one hundred local disabled people attend for day 
care centre each day.     

 

Chapter Seven : My first encounter with Christians 
 
Causeway Green Day Centre was not a bad place and the people 
were pleasant enough.  For me it was a major transition, as most of 
the people I associated with prior going there swore like troopers and 
were quite coarse in their character.  Up to that point, all my life had 
been take, take and more take. My philosophy in life was ‘do unto 
others before they do it to you’ which, broadly speaking, was 
outsmarting them and take all you could whatever was on offer.     
 
To be perfectly frank I hated the experience with a passion for the 
first four months. I was like a fish out of water and struggling to 
survive. I had no previous experience to draw upon and was in new 
territory.   
 
I have often looked back on this period of my life and believe I 
learned many skills as a result, and became proficient in areas that I 
would later rely on so heavily. It was as if someone had planned this 
journey for me beforehand. A bit like the pioneers in the Wild West, 
their destination was important, but it was the journey that changed 
their lives and made them the people they became.  
 
Looking back, I nearly walked out more than once, although I had this 
underlying responsibility to provide for my family that always over-
rode that urge.  
 
I had learned to play the game and mask my true feelings about the 
work. In my eyes, this was not a real man’s job, albeit there were two 
other men working there. Real men worked outdoors by the sweat of 
their brow.  Real men did not do personal care tasks; I thought then 
that this was a woman’s job.  How could a man take someone to the 
toilet and wipe his or her backside? How could a real man bath a 
person? It came so easily to these people, they did it with such 
compassion and care that astonished me.       
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As with most things, I soon clocked the system and found what made 
everyone tick. I played up to those who needed their ego boosting. I 
played a willing learner for those who wanted me to know their vast 
knowledge and experience; I listened attentatively and nodded in the 
right places. I joined in when they had their group discussions, 
watching and learning their strengths and weaknesses. I was 
preparing a game plan in my mind should I need it one day. ‘Keep 
your friends close and your enemies even closer’ goes the saying.    
 
I played the game and adhered to what they wanted me to do in a 
fashion.  I found this strange, new politically correct culture was very 
oppressive and contradictory in many ways. They all played the game 
and took ownership of these strange ways. They never really 
questioned the underlying reasons for this political correctness. They 
followed the party line.  As for me, I kept my opinions to myself. 
 
The only real respite I got was in the woodwork room. I was with 
some old boys, men who had worked in industry before their illness 
or disability. I could relax in their company and let my guard down. 
I recall we had some laughs reminiscing about what they had done 
during their working lives. Most of the men had worked in heavy 
engineering and I had some understanding of this from my first job, 
all those years ago. I had I real respect for these men and women 
who had worked long and tedious hours providing for their families in 
the hell-hole factories.   
 
Most days the clients went home about 3pm in the afternoon, on the 
ambulance we used at the centre. Indeed after we had tided up and 
moved the tools, we got together as a staff team for a debrief on the 
day and to catch up with the gossip. 
 
We had the usual cup of tea. I recall Jean, the manager, was a born 
again Christian and very passionate about her faith.  Jean was a 
woman who lived out her faith in many ways; without a doubt she 
always led from the front by example, a trait I admired in her.   
 
Jean had an uncanny knack of bringing every conversation we had 
around to the subject of her faith in the Lord Jesus.  I watched 
eagerly for any signs of weakness in her Christian beliefs.  Week by 
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week I studied her style and how she applied her faith in practical 
ways. Jean was not a doormat, nor would you take her for one. She 
was a very intellectual and practical woman in many ways.  Finally, I 
had an opening to challenge her faith, not in a disparaging or 
unsympathetic way, but a searching and probing into why a God who 
so loved the world would let people suffer illness like these men in the 
woodwork room.     
 
She responded in the most practical of ways and even gave an 
illustration. I recall her saying one of the gifts God had give men was 
the gift of free will and free choice. She held to the belief that God did 
not make us all like cars, on an automotive line. We were all 
individuals, hand made masterpieces. I had to agree that it sounded 
plausible, oddly enough.      
 
By then I had learnt the rudimentary elements of working for an equal 
opportunities employer. Sandwell Social Services had staff from 
different religions and cultures working alongside Christians. Each 
was very passionate about their culture and religious beliefs; 
moreover, each individual could claim their way was the correct path 
to follow, which was all a little confusing to the uninitiated.  I had 
some harmless fun challenging Jean about her beliefs that Jesus 
Christ was the way, the truth and the life and no-one came to God 
unless through Jesus.  Jean never lost patience with me, nor 
deviated from her belief in the bible.  
 
I recollect we had some debates about other religions. It was like a 
tennis match: some Jean would win, some I would win. Nevertheless, 
I could not knock her faith, she took blow after blow but I could not 
get her to alter her way of thinking. She was as solid as a rock.       
 
Six months came and they asked to extend my contract for another 
six months. I had to agree, as I could not find alternative employment. 
It was as if every door was closed shut.  Every time I tried to find 
other employment, some weird thing would happen: someone or 
something wanted me to say there for a time and that was that.  
 
I still could not take to or become accustomed to personal care, it was 
above me I felt at the time, but Jean our manager was one woman 
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who would lead from the front. When in need, ‘all hands to the pump’ 
was her motto. 
 
She would do anything; I recall her bathing a new man who hadn’t 
had a bath in years. He stank to high heaven; nonetheless, she got in 
there with the compassion of Mother Teresa.  She took verbal abuse 
from clients who were in pain and discomfort without flinching a 
muscle, water off a duck’s back. Nevertheless, she would stand up to 
the most antagonistic or fierce man or woman when required.  
 
We had a small duty office where we would issue members of the 
public with disabled bus passes and disabled parking badges. Some 
people would get very physical and lash out with their sticks if you 
refused them. Jean would always stand her ground; another trait I 
admired about her. 
 
I was learning to keep my cool more and not lash out when people 
challenged me. I still had the potential to stand eyeball to eyeball and 
use other means to gain the upper hand if I had too, although I knew 
that I needed to adapt to this new environment. It was as if someone 
was sending the ‘oddballs’ in Sandwell to me. Strangely, I was 
learning new skills to defuse situations; I learned to watch body 
language and the subconscious actions clients made. Nine times out 
of ten, I could predict a situation before it arose. 
 
Not long after, we had a new member of staff transfer to our 
department. Nick was also a born again Christian but more fanatical 
than Jean.  
 
Oddly enough, Jean put Nick with me to learn the ropes; I have 
always questioned this action, as I was the new kid on the block and 
only a temporary member of staff.  Nick picked things up relatively 
quickly, but found some things were harder to grasp.  Nick used to 
read his bible each morning before the shift started.  I always found 
him to be pondering on the passages of scripture. It was if he was 
walking with Jesus in his mind.  
 
Jean and Nick hit it off straight way, they had a common bond and 
together it was as if they were sharpening each other. The Bible says 
that iron sharpens iron, and this was certainly the case.  
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Nick was easier to wind up than Jean; he was so fanatical that it 
became a game to me in many ways.  I would say something 
controversial that I knew would challenge his beliefs and then ask him 
for his opinion. Well of course, this started a whole debate amongst 
the team, everyone would add his or her views and feelings. Nick 
would scratch his head in disbelief.  
 
However, you could not knock his unshakable faith, Nick the man that 
was so easily wound up would not budge one inch about his belief in 
the bible and Jesus. Anyone in their right mind would have to admire 
their commitment and their faith. I envied them deep down, they had 
something that I did not have.  
 
I recall he was helping me one day in the woodwork room when 
unexpectedly he asked the strangest of questions, “Do you know 
Jesus as your personal saviour?”  Before I could even get over the 
shock, he asked, “Do you accept Jesus as your personal saviour?” I 
had to say no, because that was the truth. However, deep down I had 
a weird feeling in the pit of my stomach. My conscience was calling 
me to question my response.     
 
Several weeks later, my temporary job became permanent after a 
short interview. Oddly enough, I had started to become accustomed 
to this work and the potential income in the field of management.    
 
Again, I enrolled at college and started a two-year Diploma course in 
social care work.  This was the hardest course I had ever undertaken 
in my life. Social work theory and practices, the law, various 
legislation around social care and other, similar topics. Each module 
had assignments and projects that had to have a 60% or above pass. 
There were also three hour written papers each year with a major 
project, which encompassed the last two-year course.    
 
I completed this with a merit, an outstanding achievement, I thought. 
By now, I had enrolled to study management training. Another twelve 
months and I had achieved a certificate in management studies.    
 
I had my first real experience as acting manager in one of the 
learning disability homes. I did this for six months and then returned 
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to my substantive post at the day centre.  I now had a taste for 
management, moreover the nice income and financial security this 
brought. 
 
Life was going well again and I had sub-consciously planned the rest 
of my life. I was aiming for the top and nothing was going to stop me 
from achieving a senior management post within Social Services. 
 
The Christian path that Jean and Nick were on did not really interest 
me. They kept suggesting and making comments that Jesus always 
answered genuine prayer and if you ask God to reveal himself he 
would. I obviously thought he would manifest himself and I would be 
able to see him eye to eye.      
                       
I can honestly say that I genuinely, for the first time in my life, asked 
God to make himself known to me in a real and practical way. He 
knew my heart and that no man would have convinced me. It had to 
be God or no-one.   
 
I prayed a simple prayer in my car whilst driving to work and said 
something like this.  “If you are real God and I can see you with my 
own eyes, and experience the unconditional love that people say they 
receive then I will follow you all the days of my life.”   
 
The next day I was attacked by a client’s father at work.   
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                                  Chapter Eight : Assaulted  
 
 
It was a lovely June day; I recollect the year was 1994. Everything 
started out as usual that day, but certainly would not end that way. It 
is quite extraordinary how the events of one day can transform one’s 
life. In less than eight hours, my life would be on a downhill path in 
many ways.  I recall I got up for work at the usual time, the normal 
rush with two children getting ready for school, the fight for the 
bathroom and normal commotion around the house were all part of a 
typical family routine.  
 
I kissed the kids and my wife goodbye and drove the ten-mile journey 
to work. This took about 45 minutes so I had my music on in the car. 
My mind was racing ahead to what courses were available for me to 
achieve my long-term goal, and what we had planned for the fast 
approaching weekend.   
 
I call to mind, I was working with one of the young man at the time; I 
will call him Peter, although that is not his real name. Peter was born 
with a complex set of needs, which made him physically disabled, 
albeit he had quite a good mind and could articulate his wishes and 
needs.   
 
 Peter had aspirations to live independently from his family and spoke 
openly to staff and other professionals about his wishes. In view of 
the fact that I became a permanent member of staff with Social 
Services, I took on the responsibilities of being Peter’s keyworker. 
This was a person responsible for helping to arrange case meetings 
and liaise with other departments inside Social Services and the 
NHS.   
 
Several meetings had already taken place to establish exactly what 
Peter wanted; these meetings were well attended by Peter’s social 
worker, family and other relevant people.  I remember his father, 
particularly, got a little heated at some of these meeting.   
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I recall it was late afternoon and I was sitting at a table in the service 
user canteen with my back to the door. I was in a world of my own, 
thinking about the weekend ahead and what we would do with the 
kids. Several clients were in the canteen at the time, sitting at 
different tables, most of them had some learning difficulties and or 
cognitive impairment of some kind or other.    
 
I recall I was sitting very close to the table minding my own business 
when, all of a sudden and without any warning, Peter’s father - who 
was six feet tall and about 17 stone - put his right arm around my 
neck. The inside of his arm at the elbow joint was against my 
windpipe and he started to squeeze hard. It became extremely 
difficult to breathe and I tried to break free.  However, I was severely 
restricted because I was sitting down in a chair wedged by the table 
in front of me.  
 
As I struggled, he then began to lift me up by the neck. My entire 
body weight was support by my neck as my legs were still in a sitting 
position wedged under the table.  
 
The more I struggled to break free the tighter his grip became around 
my neck. I recall he held me there and I felt myself going light head 
and faint. 
 
I had just enough energy left in my body to reach behind me and grab 
him with my right hand. I had a strong grip, but I had no leverage to 
cause any serous damage. Nevertheless, I had hold of him and the 
harder he squeezed the stronger my grip became. I felt him trying to 
break free so I gave one last yank with all my remaining strength and 
I know that must have been painful and caused him discomfort.  He 
subsequently dropped me and I went crashing back in the seat. My 
memory is a little vague and I cannot honestly recall whether I passed 
out or not, but one thing is certain, I could not recall him leaving or 
walking out of the building, that part of my memory was intact. 
 
I felt pins and needles in my arms and hands; my neck was red and 
swollen and I was very disorientated. My manager wrote in a 
subsequent statement that I was ashen in colour when she saw me. I 
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recall several clients who witnessed this attack heard my neck snap 
from 6 metres away.    
 
I went to Birmingham City Road hospital for x-rays and tests. The x-
rays were clear, albeit they said I had a very severe sprained neck 
and put a soft collar around my neck.  
 
I was off work for two weeks to recover. Over this period, the pins and 
needles sensation in my arms worsened. Additionally, I started losing 
strength in my right hand and lost some power of grip, furthermore 
my face became so numb even to the point you could put a needle in 
my skin and I felt no sensation. I was off work for another month and 
started to get dizzy feelings, nearly passing out as a result. 
 
My Doctor referred me to a specialist who arranged for an MRI scan.  
This is a tunnel like machine into which your whole body goes, and 
magnetic resonance pictures are taken of the soft tissue. In the mean 
time while I was waiting for this procedure my condition worsened, 
my neck seized and I lost most of the movement in my neck. I was in 
constant pain and nothing appeared to ease this.  
 
Another month went by.  My condition deteriorated and I applied for 
industrial injuries benefit, as I was only receiving half pay by now from 
Sandwell Council.  
 
The Doctor from the Benefits Department in Wolverhampton 
assessed me as being 30% disabled as a result of this assault. 
Another month went by and I started to get flash backs and re-live 
this attack in detail.   
 
I found myself re-living the event, again and again. This happened 
both as ‘flashbacks’ during the day, and as nightmares when I was 
asleep.  I recall these were so realistic that it felt as though I were 
living through the experience all over again, minute by minute.  
 
I saw colour pictures of it in my mind, but I also felt the emotions and 
physical sensations of what had happened – I could smell the sweat 
from under his arms, and hear his lungs inhale breath.  I could hear 
every sound, and feel the choking pain as his grip increased around 
my neck. 
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 It eventually becomes too upsetting to re-live the experience 
repeatedly day after day; it’s as if your mind cannot take any more. 
So I started to distract myself subconsciously.  I tried to deal with the 
pain of my feelings by trying to feel nothing at all – I became 
emotionally numb. I started to exchange fewer words with my family. I 
stopped washing and shaving and went into a world of my own.  
  
I found myself staying alert all the time of the day and night, as if I 
was looking out for danger. I could not relax.  If I walked up the street 
and heard footsteps, I had to stop and wait for them to pass. 
 
I felt anxious and found it hard to sleep. My wife started to notice that 
I was getting increasingly tense and irritable. These episodes only 
reinforced and underlined my sense that life was not fair, or safe. This 
traumatic experience made it very clear that I could die at any time. 
When one’s own life flashes before one’s eyes, it’s too late then to go 
back and repair old bridges. Bridges of broken relationships, bridges 
of forgiveness. Bridges of ‘if only I had known’. 
 
Another blow came when my wages stopped completely, this just 
reinforced the fact I could not provide for my family.  
 
Going back to 17th June 1994, I reported this to Dudley Police who 
sent two officers to take a statement of events that day. I recall they 
took contemporaneous details of the incident and left.  Two weeks 
went by and no communication had taken place. 
 
It transpired that Dudley Police, who hadn’t yet allocated an officer to 
pick up the investigation, sent the details to Sandwell Police, as the 
assault had taken place in their area. 
 
By the time the Police had spoken to the witness some two weeks 
after the assault date, they could not recall the exact details. This 
made me so mad because if the Police had taken statements on the 
actual day, then these clients may have been able to give more 
details. I don’t blame the clients; it was not their fault that they could 
not remember; after all most had short term memory problems. 
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Anyway, things went form bad to worse, no-one at the centre took 
any statement from the client so vital evidence was lost. 
 
In addition, another manager at the centre let this man back into the 
building to drop his son off that Monday morning, and he spoke to 
clients who had witnessed this incident. This appeared as a total lack 
of regard for the incident previously. I saw this man with my own eyes 
as I had gone into work, accompanied by my wife, to write a 
statement.   I was so shocked and angry at their incompetence.  
 
Anyway, moving on, everything that could go wrong went wrong. I 
had reached a new level of despair, desolation and anguish in my life. 
I was in constant pain. I had lost my ability to work and earn money 
for my family and my mind was all over the place. 
 
One day when all my family were out at school and work I got a large 
knife and went to find this man. I searched for him but could not find 
him.  I have no doubt that if had I found him that day I would have 
killed him. My level of anger towards this man was so highly charged 
that nothing else mattered. I did not even consider my family or their 
needs. My sole aim was to seek revenge and kill this man.  Nothing 
would have stopped me; the adrenalin in my body was running so 
high that he would not have had a chance. 
 
When I could not find him, I broke down and cried openly. This was 
the turning point mentally: I was now going to fight and get better. I 
started by taking this man to court to claim compensation.  
 
I started civil proceedings and took him to court. It was never about 
the money, it was about me not being a victim any longer. I took him 
to court, fought the case myself, and won. It would have been 
revenge had I got a solicitor to fight for me, but that wasn’t my style. I 
always did my own fighting.   
 
I was awarded damages by the judge but the man would not pay. He 
was claiming it was all a joke, that he never intended to hurt me. I 
commissioned the bailiffs through the court to recover goods to the 
value of the fine; he paid up in the end. My kids had new bikes that 
year. 
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I took one of my managers through Sandwell’s grievance procedure 
for maladministration and failure to act in accordance with 
procedures. This went to Directorate level. They agreed that 
procedures needed tightening up and changed several procedures to 
make it easier should this ever happen again. I felt glad that my 
experience helped to change outdated procedures and that other 
victims of assault would have more help and support.      
 
I was also awarded £9,000 from the criminal injuries board for the 
assault. It may not seem a lot of money now but £9,000 was a lot 
then.  
 
I thank God that I did not find Peter’s father that day when I went out 
to kill him.  Oddly enough, I was still very angry and hurting inside to 
the point that it was starting to destroy me. There was a well of anger 
and hate that needed to come out before it started to internalise and 
destroy me. 
 
I was sitting at home one day, still bitter and twisted at the last ten 
months, when I audibly heard the words, “It’s time to get better.” 
Strangely enough, I wasn’t scared. I felt a presence in the room that 
was calming and gentle, this invisible presence was like taking a hot 
bath for your soul, so peaceful and calming with a strange sense of 
reassurance.  I knew it was time to get better and I did so: over the 
next 18 months I made a full recovery. No pain, no mental scars, 
nothing. 
 
I even saw this man again many months later. By this time, I was well 
enough to have caused him some serous physical injury if I had had 
a mind. I had regained my strength and physical wellbeing, and I was 
younger than him and fitter by now. I looked at him straight in the eye, 
eyeball to eyeball, meaningfully, almost wanting him to say 
something.  He could not look me directly in the eye and his head 
went down. I knew from that moment that this man had no power 
over me anymore and the only power he could have was that which I 
gave him in my mind.  Oddly, I forgave him in my mind, I was not 
ready to verbalise that but instantaneously it was as if a lead weight 
had been lifted from my mind and soul.   
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When I reflect back on this experience, many things come to mind. I 
know without any hesitation that I am a man who was taken to 
breaking point and given a choice to be a victim or to be a survivor. 
 
It was a time of soul searching which enabled me to look at my own 
human frailty. One minute a strong confident man, the next minute a 
man unable to work. In the blink of an eye, my life had changed.   
 
With hindsight, this experience was to be my training ground for the 
biggest battle of my life. My eternity would be at stake in the next 
battle, a battle between the dark forces of hell and good.  
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Chapter Nine :  The Christening 
 
Things seemed to be getting back to a semblance of normal at work 
and in the family. We had a good holiday that year in Spain. I think 
we all needed the break from what the last 18 months had taken out 
of us all as a family.   
 
Lin’s mom and dad came with us and they truly enjoyed their 
experience. For two weeks, they were able to indulge themselves as 
grandparents with Emma and Claire.  My two children had a special 
relationship with Lin’s mom and dad that I had never had with my own 
grandparents. There seemed to be this natural, unconditional love 
present and it emanated from every action and deed. Just watching 
them together was heart warming to see. They interacted at a 
different level and pace than most adults I knew. They made time for 
the girls, watching them play and playing alongside them in the 
strangest of child games they invented on the beach. 
 
They were never harsh nor raised their voice in any manner. They 
never lost their temper or became angry when things went wrong. It 
was like watching a master stonemason chipping away at a block of 
stone to reveal the beautiful statue underneath.  They had learnt the 
art of entering their world and looking at life from my children’s 
perspective - a talent lost in this present day fast pace of life.  
 
While they were indulging in this mutual fun, it gave Lin and I some 
time together, which we needed. 
 
Back in England my further education was going well.  This relentless 
drive to gain more qualifications came back with a newfound passion. 
I started more management training and set my goal on another 
course. 
 
It was about this time that I saw a job advertised in the local paper for 
a manager of a day centre in Walsall.  The position in question was 
managing a day centre for Walsall Social Service older people’s 
services.   
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I sent for an application and went for an informal look round. My first 
impression was, ‘I’m not working here.’  It was too small with only 20 
service users each day. I was used to 100 service users per day and 
a lot more resources.  
 
I had made my mind up that I was not going to work here, when I 
heard that same reassuring voice that said, “This is your job”. I knew 
it was a spiritual presence and, to some extent, I knew it was that 
same spiritual presence that kept turning up in my life at certain key 
moments.   
 
I was invited to attend an interview and given a topic to research and 
present on the day of the interview.  
 
Oddly enough, it was about training and development, a subject I was 
more than qualified to talk about, moreover I was deeply passionate 
about this topic. For that reason, I wrote a comprehensive instruction 
booklet on how I would develop a staff team in the current mixed 
economy of care, with all the changes that were taking place in social 
care at the time with the implementation of the Community Care Act.  
The presentation lasted about 20 minutes.  
 
In total the interview lasted about two hours and I felt totally 
exhausted, albeit I was offered the position two days later. I 
discovered that thirteen other candidates had applied for the position, 
all with suitable qualifications and probably more experience than I 
had.    
 
I said my farewells to Sandwell Social Services with mixed emotions. 
I had grown accustomed to the operational way the centre was 
managed and I knew every procedure inside out. I had learned such 
a lot from Sandwell Social Service about adult social care that I was 
fully able to manage a smaller unit with my eyes closed.  I said 
goodbye to the service users, again with mixed emotions. 
 
I recall one woman, Pam, who was a physically disabled woman 
attending the day centre. I had the opportunity to save her life one 
day, and as a result got a written commendation from the then 
Director of Social Services Mr Brian Leake on the 29th July 1993.  
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We had taken a party of disabled people on a trip in Ludlow when 
Pam collapsed and stopped breathing during an epileptic fit.  Jane, a 
fellow colleague, and I gave mouth-to-mouth resuscitation and heart 
massage for 40 minutes until she was airlifted to Russell’s Hall 
Hospital by air ambulance.  There was a report about the incident in 
the local paper; this was my second claim to fame, albeit a little better 
than the last one, being thrown out of a midnight mass church service 
all those years ago.   
 
I started work on the 10th May 1999.  It was a bit of a cultural shock, 
as it seemed that Walsall Social Services were stuck in a time warp. 
Things were very traditional and institutional in many ways.  I had my 
work cut out bringing this centre into the 20th century. To say that 
people were resistant to change is one thing, but overt sabotage was 
another.   
 
On my first day I was introduced to the staff team by the former 
Acting Manager of two years, and briefly shown the toilets and where 
to hang my coat.  After the formalities were over - which lasted twenty 
minutes - I was left in charge, on my own to run the office. I didn’t 
even know the telephone number.  Looking back, I should have just 
worked out as this was clearly unrealistic and un-professional. 
 
I had to sink or swim. I was going to swim and did I swim. I had one 
golden rule: to watch, learn and observe for at least three months 
before implementing any changes or altering routines. It was good 
practice to get to know your team’s capabilities, their strengths and 
their weakness and develop them. I would always have a shared 
vision empowering the staff to take ownership of innovations and 
ideas and then use joint planning to achieve our shared vision, but 
the gloves were off. 
 
At the end of the first week I had changed every operational 
procedure in the building, and it was chaos. Now we were all 
swimming and I knew I had the canoe and the means of paddling it. 
 
Things got worse over the next several months, which I fully expected 
but I held to my decisions and would not budge.  I had made a plan 
and I was working to that plan; I would not deviate from it.  Staff went 
above my head, which again I fully expected, but I had pre-empted 
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this and had discussed my vision with my line manager, who was 
supportive of the changes and vision I had for the centre.  
 
The centre as a whole started to encompass the changes and 
routines when things started to become calmer and less chaotic. Staff 
and service users started to notice the positives of having a 
structured and planned day.  Staff were more accountable and, as a 
result, were empowered to take ownership of their ideas. They had 
autonomy to plan and undertake these new innovative ways of 
working. 
 
We started to gel as a team and became more relaxed in each 
other’s company. They could see the benefits and were reaping and 
harvesting their rewards in many ways. 
 
It was at about this time that I found out that most of the staff team 
were practicing spiritualists or attended clairvoyant sessions. Most 
days after work they would get the tarot cards out and read each 
other’s fortunes.             
 
I had just interviewed and selected a senior care officer, Joanne, who 
was a known practicing spiritual medium and healer. Joanne was 
undertaking a three year course into faith healing and was in her last 
year. The course was running at her spiritualist church.  
 
Joanne and the other staff kept asking me to go to their meetings but 
I was a born ‘do as you do but don’t involve me’. 
 
I recall it was my weekend off work and Lin and I were invited to a 
family christening which was taking place on the Sunday morning.  It 
was Lin’s niece and her husband that were celebrating.   
 
The christening took place in a little traditional Church of England 
church. The Church itself was a fantastic looking building with 
impressive architecture and the grounds were equally striking. 
The church itself was situated by Himley Hall in Dudley.  
 
I recall our family sat on the back rows; I personally sat on the back 
seat and the back row. I was sitting there, minding my own business, 
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there but not truly there in a sense. I was following the service on the 
cards provided; it was nice enough in the traditional sense. 
 
Then the woman vicar started to undertake Holy Communion and 
people started going forward row by row when, unexpectedly, I had 
this enormous compulsion to go forward and join the queue. The 
more I thought about it the stronger it got. It was overwhelming and I 
couldn’t think or feel anything else, my mind was racing at two 
hundred miles an hour. This urge to go forward was beyond a natural 
impulse, it was like a steel object to a magnet.  I had to go forward. 
 
I stood up and shuffled my way past my family, who looked at me in a 
strange and peculiar way.  Nevertheless, the compulsion to go 
forward was beyond my understanding.  
 
I joined the line of people going up for communion and I felt their eyes 
burning on my back. Every time I had this thought, something 
stronger pulled me forward. I finally reached the front and observed 
what I was supposed to do. I knelt down and joined the line waiting 
for the vicar to bless you or give you Holy Communion. She 
instinctively realised that I didn’t know what I was doing, so she asked 
me if I wanted a blessing. I must have said, “Yes”. She placed her 
hands on my head and it was as if fire had gone through my body, 
from my head to my toes. I felt strange and looked at her hands to 
see if she had some strangle blessing device. She had nothing I 
could see visibly. 
 
The reality hit me like a ton of bricks, I had to walk back to my seat. I 
couldn’t tell anyone what I had just experienced; they already thought 
I had lost the plot.  Their faces said it all, but politeness kept them 
from asking why. In the pub later, nothing was said or spoken but I  
felt somewhat strange.   
 
This feeling would not go away. It was as if I had been opened up in a 
spiritual sense. The blindfolds were off and I would be given a choice.         
 
      
   
   
 



 61

   
Chapter 10 : The Spiritualist church  

 
One of the members of staff at the day centre approached me one 
day and said she had had a message from the spirit realm for a man 
named John. As I was the only John she knew, therefore, she passed 
the message on. I recall it was a little vague in its meaning, leaving 
many opened ended questions and unreciprocated thoughts. I recall 
brushing it off in my usual indifferent approach to all spiritual matters. 
 
Nonetheless, I did believe there was a spiritual realm and that people 
could make contact with spiritual beings.  In short, the answer was, 
‘Yes, I believe but don’t involve me”.  Indeed, for the greater part of 
my life, I had seen or experienced these apparitions in one form or 
another. I did not fear them, why should I, they had been there for the 
best part of my life, they did not bother me, so I didn’t feel threatened 
by them.   
 
In addition, I had this uncanny ability to tell a charlatan a mile away. I 
only had to be in their presence for a few seconds and I could tell. 
When you are sensitive to the spirit realm as I was, you have the 
ability to pick up feelings and environmental changes. There was 
always an inner sensation that took place deep within my body, mind 
and soul.  I would hear words or see pictures appear in my mind’s 
eye, feelings and emotions were heightened beyond my normal level 
and instantaneously I had knowledge of past events in their life, for 
instance.   
 
I recall many times the staff at the day centre spoke of what had 
taken place at the meeting and what messages they had received. 
They knew I had some ability and kept getting these messages from 
the spirit realm for me to attend their meetings. Week after week, I 
kept turning down their invitation to attend one of these meetings. 
 
Finally, out of sheer frustration, I said I would go with them. Firstly, to 
shut them up and secondly to stop these so-called mediums sending 
messages to my workplace via my staff members. I was going to 
prove these were charlatans.   
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As I drove to that spiritualist church that night, I prayed to God, which 
was totally out of character for me, asking Him to watch over me and 
protect me. Oddly enough, I knew deep down it was wrong to go but I 
had a strange compulsion to attend. It was as if I had started on a 
journey and needed to learn some lessons along the way. I was at a 
crossroads in my life spiritually.  I was sitting on a spiritual wall of 
mediocrity, neither one thing nor the other.    
 
I found the little church in the back streets of Darlaston in Walsall. It 
was a little run down and nothing spectacular from the outside, albeit 
it looked like a church.  
 
I parked my car round the back of the church, feeling a little 
apprehensive, and walked around the front of the building.  I was on 
my own and went through the vestibule to enter the main church. 
 
At the door was Sarah, a senior member of the church, shaking 
hands and welcoming all attendees. She smiled and put her hand out 
to shake mine, which I reciprocated. I took her hand. As soon as our 
hand came together ‘WOW!’  We both jumped, it was as if electricity 
had passed from my body into hers, she felt it and I felt it. I think this 
experience shook her and she was somewhat overwhelmed, a new 
sensation for her. It was as if some spiritual power or reservoir had 
been drained from my body and I was open, if that makes sense. I 
have asked the Holy Spirit in Jesus’ name to help me write this 
account in details that the reader can understand. The picture I 
received was like a fish on a fishmonger’s tray after being prepared 
and filleted. I was spiritually open to receive both good and bad. 
Much later in my journey I would have to make a choice that would 
ultimately affect my eternal destiny. 
 
I joined my work friends at the front of the church, oddly enough this 
time on the front row. I sat there while several hymns were sung and 
several prayers were offered. Then a medium came onto the 
platform. She began giving messages out to the audience, very 
vague to start with and generally non-specific. I looked at her to gain 
eye-to-eye contact but she would not look at me. By this time, my five 
colleagues noticed this and commented how odd it was.  
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The messages became more credible and plausible as time went by, 
giving names and recalling deathbed experiences of so-called loved 
ones. She still would not look me in the eye or give her attention in 
my direction. By this time she had made eye contact with every 
member of that congregation except for me.  
 
She concluded the session and left the platform and we sang another 
song. I said to my colleague that I was going home and wished them 
well. I recall saying this was not really my cup of tea and I did not do 
religious things like this.  I had made my mind up that this path was 
not for me. 
 
I am a little reluctant to use real names of staff that were present so I 
will change some names to protect their identity.  As I was leaving, 
Mary went over to Sarah, the woman I had met on the door earlier.  
 
I was walking down the aisle when she stood directly in my path. 
Mary was behind her. I had no alternative but to stop, she tried to 
engage in some conversation as if some strange force was working 
through her and trying to persuade me to stop, but my mind was 
made up, I was going home and that was it. I had made a decision, 
no more spiritualist churches for me, once was enough. Indeed, I had 
made my mind up and that was it, nothing was going to change my 
stubborn mind now. I went to side step her and all of a sudden, this 
spiritual male presence left her body and went through my stomach 
area and out of the top of my head.  
 
I saw its physical transparent features come directly out of her body, 
as if it had free will to be there. It clearly took on the features of a 
male figure as tall as me and far more stocky in build. It was a 
powerful and intimidating presence. It wore what looked like the habit 
of a monk, albeit it was a greyish white robe.     
 
The force that hit my stomach made me double up as I went to the 
floor, knees bent and doubled up. I felt winded and physically sick 
because this presence had violated me.  I caught my breath and 
stood up, I looked at Sarah and she looked back, again we had both 
felt this presence and force. She was now in full swing telling me I 
was a natural medium and I should be working the platform as a 
medium.    
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I know this presence was familiar to Sarah and that she had allowed 
it to enter her body freely many times over. In spiritualist terms, they 
call these spirits guides. Indwelling spirits do have greater control 
when working from inside a person. 
 
I am out running my narrative a little, but I feel it is important to 
understand what took place when this spirit passed through my body. 
 
Firstly, I need to establish a couple of Biblical premises that all 
demons and spirit guides are liars and deceivers and follow Satan, 
the father of lies. Secondly, they have no legal claim to a physical 
body, they are trespassers. 
 
Spiritual trespassers will continue to claim occupancy of a human 
body until they are legally challenged. This can only be through the 
authority of Jesus Christ and no other way.  Acts 4:12: ‘Salvation is 
found in no one else, for there is no other name under heaven given 
to men by which we must be saved.’  Demon spirits know how to and 
do enter by force if that have to, albeit they would prefer to indwell in 
human bodies by invitation.  Satan does use a mixture of truth and 
error to deceive the human race, indeed spirit guides are just one 
means of deception. This is one of Satan’s greatest stratagems, to 
offer insight and knowledge.  
 
Besides, we see evidence of Satan’s counterfeit and false religions 
on our very doorstep. Indeed we live in a world that has an insatiable 
appetite for knowledge about the unknown. Millions are turning to 
astrology, horoscopes, mediums, psychics and the occult for a word 
about their future. Indeed, they accept the doctrines of demons as 
truth.  
 
I would like to suggest, from personal first hand experience, it is one 
of a demon’s main objectives to enter and indwell any willing or naive 
human body.  Insomuch as they can obtain a greater advantage in 
dominating that person, far more than when they are working from 
outside.  
 
Continuing with my account, I listened to Sarah for a while but went 
home disturbed by what had happened. Over the next few days, I 
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could not concentrate on routine day-to-day things. This experience 
played on my mind.  A young vicar (KD) attended the centre once a 
month to give Holy Communion to the client attending the centre. I 
spoke with him in passing about the experience at the spiritualist 
church, and he told me to be careful. I was still very confused. 
Several more messages came through the staff for me to attend the 
church.  
 
One evening shortly after this event, in a dream like sleep, I saw the 
face of a man I had never met before and just left it at that, a very odd 
but life like dream.  I decided to go to the church again, if only to find 
the underlying cause of what had happened.  I went again and lo and 
behold, the man I had seen in this dream-like vision was on the 
platform giving out messages. His name was Mac. I knew 
instantaneously in my mind that he was a genuine medium. After he 
had finished he made his way towards me, partly because I was a 
new member and partly because he felt a strange connection with 
me. He told me straight way that I had the gift of clairvoyance and 
had the ability to be a medium.  
 
He explained things about the spirit realm that seemed to fit my life 
experiences to that point in time. I knew he had the gift of medium 
ship. Mac was a genuinely nice guy, and I wholeheartedly accepted 
as true everything he was saying.  
 
Mac taught me some breathing techniques that had been passed 
down to him. He swore me to secrecy not to share this technique with 
anyone. I used this technique and quickly entered into another state 
of awareness. Mac told me that if I started to come regularly, he 
would show me more.  I was hooked.         
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                                   Chapter 11 : Sitting in Circle  
 
I started attending this small spiritualist church on a regular basis. My 
first impressions were that they all seemed genuinely nice people. 
These people appeared to have a compassion for the hurting people 
of our community. Some mediums were spiritual healers and ran 
sessions free of charge; some would go to the hospitals and lay 
hands on the sick and use their gifts or calling in that direction.    
 
By the same token, there also appeared a variety of reasons why 
people attended. These varied from curiosity about the spirit realm, 
invitations from a friend and sadness for the loss of a departed friend 
or family member to people wanting spiritual healing. Additionally, 
there were people like me who had had some sort of spiritual 
encounter.  A real cross section of society.  
 
One phenomenon that stuck out like a sore thumb as I recall, was 
that many accomplished mediums of longstanding had some form of 
physical aliment or disability that caused pain and discomfort in their 
everyday lives.  
 
These took the form of arthritic knees, hips or spines.  One could 
argue from a demographic perspective that a considerable number of 
people in this deprived area of Walsall had similar aliments and most 
had never been involved in the occult, and I would agree.  Oddly 
enough, when they got onto the platform to deliver their messages 
from the spirit world they were totally free from any physical ailments 
or pain. It was as if they had a new lease of life. They could walk 
without their sticks or walking aids. They manoeuvred around the 
platform like accomplished ballerinas. 
 
Luke 13: 10-13: ‘On the Sabbath Jesus was teaching in one of the 
synagogues, and a woman was there who had been crippled by a 
spirit for eighteen years. She was bent over and could not straighten 
up at all. When Jesus saw her, he said, “Woman, you are set free 
from your infirmity.” Then he put his hands on her and immediately 
she straightened up and praised God.’ 
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When I asked several of the mediums for the explanation and reason 
for this remarkable transformation in their physical health, they put it 
down to their spiritual guides working in them and through them. They 
explained that they felt in their own bodies the spiritual guides 
bringing people from the spirit realm more closely. This would 
facilitate a greater clarity of message, as well as demonstrating to the 
watching crowd in the congregation that this was a genuine spiritual 
encounter with their loved ones.  
 
I have been deceived many times myself in the course of my own 
mediumship by the greatest deceiver the world has ever known, 
Satan, the father of lies. He used a mixture of strategies to deceive 
me. I have no hesitation in suggesting to the reader that this was 
another deception.  
 
I would like to put forward to the reader that it is through our unique 
individual experiences and our conclusions about these occurrences 
that we draw upon our own interpretations. Insomuch as we allow 
Satan to builds his strongholds in our lives. These experiences are 
what we call reality, and are based on our limited and somewhat 
misled thoughts and opinions.  Satan had certainly used these 
mediums to speak his message to the world, a world, which I eagerly 
wanted to join. 
 
I had no real knowledge of Satan or demonic spirits and accepted the 
reality and teachings of the mediums. As I said earlier, they appeared 
to be nice people, albeit there was a certain hierarchy and inflated 
over-ego amongst mediums.   One up-man-ship was the name of the 
game and I wanted to be the best of the best. 
 
I approached mediumship in the same cavalier attitude that I 
approached all other forms of learning; I wanted to be the best of the 
best. I was so eager to glean the slightest bit of knowledge that would 
progress me further. I started reading books on the subject and found 
an array of books detailing how to develop your gifting. I was reading 
two to three books each week. I would buy books, borrow books from 
the library and borrow others from mediums and from the church 
library.   I would hang around the mediums watching their styles and 
trying to find someone I could emulate. Mac was supportive, but I 
knew he could only take me so far. I needed another mentor, more 
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knowledgeable.  I had developed at such a fast pace, indeed I had 
learned techniques many people had been trying to achieve during 
years of sitting in development circles.  
 
It was as if I had been placed on a fast track to learning by some 
higher order of spiritual beings. I was developing meditation 
techniques and discovered that I could practice out of body 
experiences. I wasn’t alarmed at these episodes as I had had 
previous ones as a child.  
 
I recall during one of these sessions going to a spiritual dimension I 
had never been to before. I was fully conscious and aware of my 
surroundings. Before me was a great crystal mountain, indeed it 
appeared to surround me on all sides, it was as if I had been 
encapsulated by this enormous sight. The crystal appeared to be 
tinted with blue.  
 
There was a strangeness to this place when I look back, an eeriness 
surrounded me but I was never able to put my finger on it. It was as if 
my mind had been closed to the whole truth.  When I spoke about 
this experience, I was told it was a place of spiritual healing on a 
higher plane than earth. I was told that crystals are for healing and 
getting a certain balance to one’s life. I was told that I had needed to 
go there before I progressed further. I was told that it was a special 
place that not many people go or are ever taken to. My ego was 
getting bigger by the minute and my pride was swelling. I liked this, I 
liked being special and gifted.      
 
I was now quite accomplished with meditation and becoming very 
cocky and confident. I was mediating one day when I saw an angel of 
light coming towards me. I was transfixed by this splendid angelic 
presence; it’s garments were fluttering as it approached me. It 
appeared to have beams of light passing from it’s body, it’s majestic 
splendid just held me there. It was as if I was a rabbit caught in the 
head lights of a car. Then I felt this hard knock on my forehead and I 
knew I had received a mark on my head, invisible to the naked eye.  
 
Again, when I shared this with the leaders they reassured me this 
was a mark that protected me when I was separated from my 
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physical body. It was a symbol to give me right of passage onto 
higher planes. 
 
For those people who have never read the Bible before, two 
scriptures revealed the truth about these events to me, many months 
later when I became a Christian.     
 
2 Corinthians 11:14,15: ‘And no wonder, for Satan himself 
masquerades as an angel of light. It is not surprising, then, if his 
servants masquerade as servants of righteousness.’   
 
Revelation 13: 16: ‘He also forced everyone, small and great, rich 
and poor, free and slave, to receive a mark on his right hand or on his 
forehead.’  
 
I was well on track and the fruits of my labour were showing in many 
ways. I certainly was becoming more arrogant and self-centred daily. 
I was still attending and sitting in a development circle. A couple had 
also joined our small group some weeks after it started. I recall asking 
them about Jesus one day, as I knew they had been spiritualists for 
many years. I put it to them that Jesus was a great healer according 
to one of the books I had studied. His retort shocked me slightly; he 
was very disparaging of Jesus and said he was just an old Jew. A 
very derogatory comment I thought and one without merit. Again, I 
was troubled by this lack of respect but I didn’t understand why.    

Jesus said, “Many false prophets will appear and deceive many 
people” (Matt. 24:11). Paul wrote, “For the time will come when men 
will not put up with sound doctrine. Instead, to suit their own desires, 
they will gather around them a great number of teachers to say what 
their itching ears want to hear” (2 Tim. 4:3).  

As I look around me at this troubled and lost world, I can clearly see 
that Satan’s only desires to show man the “glory” of sin and not the 
sewer.  

I will try to illustrate this last remark. Take the alcoholic drink business 
for example. Their advertising and marketing strategy show people 
who are having a first-class time, smiling, and enjoying life. The 
commercials don’t show the man who is clinging to the toilet being 
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sick or beating his wife and kids. The alcoholic, spending all of his 
wages while his family have nothing to eat. The true side of sin is 
always ignored by Satan. It is for this reason that if people only saw 
the true consequences of sin instead of the immediate pleasures, it is 
my belief they would never chose that path. 

Like many people, I had fallen for Satan’s lies, counterfeit spirituality, 
and all the benefits it allegedly had in store. It’s promises were for a 
life of enlightenment and self-discovery but in reality, it led only to a 
path of pain, hurt and lies. 

It was around this time that I allowed the three spirit guides to use my 
body. I had become accustomed to seeing, hearing and sharing this 
mediumship gift I had developed. So the next step seemed so natural 
to willingly allow these spirits to use my body for mediumship.       

One may ask how a Demon enters a human body. The answer is 
simple, through sin and darkness in ones life. I had entered into a 
realm of darkness and deception. I had opened a spiritual door that 
allowed free access to all darkness in my life. I had willingly allowed 
these demons free right of passage.  

I had started to notice my voice change when the demons spoke 
through me. The voice took on the so called characteristics of the 
dead person who I interacted with. Not long after I noticed my 
physical features change and also take on the appearance of who 
was coming through from the spirit realm.   I never really questioned 
this development in my so called medium ship.  
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Chapter twelve : The Choice 

 
 Psalm 104:3: ‘He makes the clouds his chariot and rides on the 
winds.’   
 
I fervently believe one of the greatest gifts God gave man was the gift 
of freewill and choice; furthermore, it is my belief God allows every 
individual to use this precious gift as they see fit, even at the cost of 
hurting oneself and God in the process.  God is the perfect 
gentleman, figuratively speaking, and He will not force Himself on 
anyone to love Him or follow Him.  I have contemplated many a time 
that God must watch His children and weep as He sees them on that 
path of self-destruction, only waiting for the invention to take His 
rightful place as a loving, caring and compassionate father. A father 
who so loved the world that He gave His one and only Son, that 
whoever believes in Him shall not perish but have eternal life.     
 
The Bible says that God is omnipotent and omnipresent, all-powerful 
and all knowing and I truly believe God knows our individual hearts, 
minds and character. He sees behind the mask that we wear and 
sees the real persons we could become.  God does not have a 
universal production line that assembles human beings for dispatch 
into this world. Nor was that ever His will or intention for humanity. I 
would like to suggest that God created each of us as unique 
individuals, handmade, unique and precious in His sight.  When God 
created us, He gave us all individual skills, abilities and talents. The 
Bible tells me God doesn’t have any favourites, but He does use 
some of His children for different and specific purposes.   
 
I was at home alone; I recall it was a typical late summer’s day, not 
long after the twin towers incident in New York. There was not a 
cloud in the sky and the temperature was comfortable for the time of 
year. It was late summer 2001 and I was meditating in my normal 
way.  Without warning, I suddenly had an uncontrolled out of body 
experience; this was different in many ways from my customary 
meditation session.  I was on this earth plan but in a spiritual 
dimension, which was new to me. I was still in my house but looking 
into a spiritual world. A world I was very unaccustomed too or ever 
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expected to see. It was a bit like Christopher Columbus when he 
discovered America, staring into a new world with unfamiliar sights 
and sounds.   
 
My physical heart was racing and I knew I was still connected to my 
body, albeit I was absent from my body.   
 
God had allowed me to see behind the physical limitations of my 
natural eyes. I was seeing the world through spiritual eyes and this 
was a new experience.  I had never seen both sides of the coin 
before, nor experienced the consequences of my actions.  Rather, I 
believe I was shown a foretaste of the ramifications of my sin and my 
disobedience towards God.  
 
This time I wasn’t just seeing what Satan had engineered and 
counterfeited, I was seeing the censored bits, warts and all. Indeed I 
was aware of the parts of my life that had been masked previously, 
the bits that revealed the true spiritual climate I was living in. These 
areas of my life were now exposed and bare and I had some 
understanding of sin for the first time in my life. 
 
God would not let me be deceived, or give the wrong impression 
about anything. I was fully conscious and aware of what was at stake. 
I had to make a choice; there was no more sitting on the fence.  
 
I was fully conscious and fully aware of all my senses, indeed they 
appeared heightened in some strange way.  I looked up into the sky, 
there was a beautiful cloud, and I knew instantaneously that the God 
who created this universe was behind that cloud.  I knew I was in the 
presence of God Almighty.   
 
I looked down as if looking through the floor and saw below many 
hundreds of metres away the devil. Satan was not in Hell, nor did I 
see any resemblance that he was. He was operating in this spiritual 
dimension and had free movement. He was not chained or locked up.  
The Bible tells us this is the second heaven where the devil and his 
rebel angels live.  Good angels also operate in the second heaven 
alongside the devil and his angels. The bible does say there is a time 
coming when the devil will be sent to Gehenna, the lake of fire, the 
final destination for all wicked angels and humans. It is also another 
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name for Hell.  However, let the reader take note, Satan is real and 
he is on the warpath, aiming to deceive the world.   
 
I automatically knew it was Satan. I have no real comprehension why 
I knew both God and the devil, but I would state categorically that 
everything in my soul, mind and body told me I was in the presence 
of good and evil. There was no mistake; no turning back.  The mask 
was off.  I was to be offered a choice. 
 
The devil took me instantaneously to the East and to the West. I was 
spiritually taken by the devil and shown the pyramids in Egypt. The 
natural laws that govern this world did not apply to the spirit realm or 
to the second heaven that I was in.  Then again, in a moment I was in 
New York. The devil offered me all the trappings of this world. 
Celebrity status, five star hotels, and holidays to far off countries.  
Everything my human body desired would be made available.   
 
The devil offered me fame beyond my wildest dreams, which certainly 
played up to my ego. I would become an international clairvoyant and 
earn considerable amounts of money in the process.  
 
We read that Jesus was also tempted by the devil in Luke’s gospel. 
Luke 4 5: ‘The devil led him up to a high place and showed him in an 
instant all the kingdoms of the world. And he said to him, I will give 
you all their authority and splendour, for it has been given to me, and 
I can give it to anyone I want to. So if you worship me, it will be 
yours.’  
 
The only condition was that I would be selling my soul to the devil and 
I knew it. My spirit cried out no. I would not follow the devil or be part 
of his plans in any way, shape or form. 
 
He went ballistic, he was so annoyed and angry he turned glowing 
red in colour as if flames of fire were coming from every orifice.  In 
front of my very eyes, he changed into this unrecognisable creature 
of pure evil and hatred. Hatred just emanated from every part of his 
body, as I stood there transfixed by this presence. A presence of 
unadulterated evil and wickedness, he had a hatred for humanity, 
which words cannot justify or express. Fear penetrated every part of 
my body, mind and soul.  With this heightened awareness, I felt 
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Satan’s grip on my life had somewhat been shaken and he had been 
knocked back by my response.    
 
I was stuck in this strange spiritual world, a world I didn’t know how to 
escape from, moreover I was up against a fallen archangel bent on 
my destruction.   
 
Then, all of a sudden, out of this cloud I heard the words, “HE SAID 
NO!” and instantaneously I was back in my physical body.  I was 
shocked at the experience and knew I would never go back to 
spiritualism again.             
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Chapter Thirteen : The battle 

 
I had returned to this conscious physical body. Reality hit me like a 
ton of bricks and, for the first time in my life, I didn’t know what to do 
or where to go. I knew to some extent that I had opened a door into 
the occult world and allowed my body to be used by demonic spirits. 
Nevertheless, this door remained open and I felt powerless to close it. 
It was similar to giving the average Joe Bloggs in the street the keys 
to an air force fighter plane and asking him to fly it to Scotland.   I 
didn’t have a clue how to close this spiritual door, I knew how to open 
it but had never asked the question how to I close it. I had been 
deceived and felt lonely and very vulnerable. I was aware of the 
powers of evil as I could still feel them around my physical body and 
my mind was constantly receiving fearful thoughts and images. I was 
open to the powers of darkness and my mind was so confused. 
   
It was like being lost in a swirling fog of half darkness.  My mind was 
like a nomadic tribesman, wandering around from place to place but 
finding no rest. Day and night, I was continually trying to make sense 
of what had taken place, but became overpowered by a kind of 
tedium. I felt desperately lost and on my own with no-one to turn to. I 
was bewildered and terrified in many ways.  I was completely losing 
my grip on reality. I felt soiled, guilty, and humiliated by what had 
taken place. It was so unlike how I used to be that I didn’t even know 
who I was any more, everything that I had relied on was false. These 
guides were just evil demonic spirits out to rob, steal and destroy at 
all costs.  
 
I took some leave from work as I was in no fit state to manage myself 
let alone other people. I went to a local church, St Mary’s, which is 
just down the road from where I live. For some strange reason I knew 
I had to be on holy ground. The thoughts of all those prayers bought 
me some comfort to my troubled mind.  I sat in the church trying to 
come to terms with what had taken place in my life and particularly 
the encounter with the devil. I couldn’t still find any real answers to all 
the questions that were swirling round my mind and was somewhat 
perplexed by this ordeal.  
 



 76

I knew I still had these indwelling spirit guides in my body and they 
would not relinquish their grip on me. Up to that point, I told them 
when they could use my body and they obeyed, that also turned out 
to be a deception of the enemy of our souls, Satan. They had taken 
squatter’s rights and were trespassing, but they would not budge.  
Demonic spirits have real personalities and are able to think, act and 
speak. They manifest their nature and character through human 
beings and follow Satan. Scripture clearly indicates that there is a 
Kingdom of darkness and it becomes evident that the majority of 
Satan’s power and work is centred around deception. Deception is 
the greatest power he has at his disposal.  Deception was his first line 
of attack in the Garden of Eden and it will be his last weapon to 
deceive the nations.        
 
Numerous people reading this account will draw their own inferences 
and opinions. Indeed, in our modern sophisticated and well-educated 
society, some people may argue that I had a severe hormone 
imbalance or that this behaviour was a result of my traumatic 
childhood or the physical assault I had suffered a few years earlier. 
However, that is clearly not what the Bible says. The Bible says it was 
the work of demon spirits, pure and simple. Demons are spiritual 
enemies and scripture employs the analogy of wrestling in reference 
to our warfare with Satan and his hosts.  Wrestling requires close 
quarter fighting, personally grappling with powers of darkness. The 
battle is usually very personal and close.  
 
Day after day, I went to St Mary’s Church.  This little oasis, this 
paradise in my barren desert was my only respite to a certain extent. I 
had the opportunity to speak to the female vicar, Mother E. Vicars 
and other professions working with the members of the public have to 
separate the ‘oddballs’ from the genuine people. The ability to 
differentiate between the genuine character and ‘oddball’ became 
apparent. Once she had realised I hadn’t lost the plot she began to 
pray for me and my family. She even visited my house to bless it and 
take Holy Communion with the other part time Vicar, Father T.  
 
Things got exceptionally bad one night.  I felt these demonic spiritual 
guides were trying to prevent me from eating food; they were also 
trying to deprive me of sleep and wear me down. To some extent, 
they were succeeding. I felt physically sick every time I tried to eat 
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food and unpleasant tastes would fill my mouth. Food didn’t taste the 
same as its usual flavour, or smell as it usually did; it was as if they 
were being masked in some strange way. Lin, my wife, made me my 
favourite dish, chilli, as she could see I was struggling.  Lin never 
judged me or criticised me in any way, she was fighting for her man 
the only way she knew how.  
 
As I sat there eating one grain of rice at a time, I felt this presence try 
to take full control of my body and mind. I fought it with every bit of 
strength I had. My physical features changed, my face took on 
different characteristics, the characteristic of this male demonic 
presence in my body. My voice became deeper and more threatening 
in tone as this battle commenced. It was a battle of mental powers 
and I knew that if I relinquished, he would take control and gain more 
power.  My wife witnessed these physical changes in my face and 
voice.  
 
I had seen this in spiritualism many times previously.  When mediums 
enter into a trancelike state; they seem to get taken over by the spirit 
force.               
 
I felt trapped and frightened; I had never experience such fear in all 
my life. It was as if a wall of fear surrounded me. It was beyond my 
level of endurance but I knew I had to keep going. I was in this 
invisible battle for my mind. The same spirit of fear that taunts our 
mind until you become a slave to fear usually comes first as a thought 
process in our imaginations, until it takes root in our actions.  As I 
said earlier, I am a Gornal man and I do not take well to threats and 
intimidation.  Either you become a victim or you survive.  
 
The next morning I went to the church and sat quietly on my own 
when, out of sheer desperation, I asked Jesus Christ to help me. I 
don’t know why I hadn’t asked Jesus for His help before, maybe it 
was pride or maybe it was because no one had ever told me about 
Jesus. I knew deep down He was speaking to me and had tried to 
speak on numerous occasions in my life but I was too proud and 
arrogant to listen.  I knelt down and, in a state of total honesty, asked 
Jesus to help me. I said I was sorry for walking this path and I needed 
His help.  Believe me, I was sincere.  
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Evil spirits are creatures of darkness they cannot bear to be brought 
into the light.  Deliverance, as I was to learn, is a process and I was 
soon to see three of these spirits manifest themselves in the church.  
As I prayed I knew something had taken place with one of these 
spirits, it was as if it had been cast out my body.  Unbeknown to me, 
my car alarm had gone off at the same time, lights were flashing in 
my house and my wife knew something had happened. 
 
The next night at about three o’clock in the morning, I felt the other 
spirit was cast out of my body.  Again, car alarms went off up the 
street, lights flashed and unpleasant odours occurred. The last 
demon was cast out the following night. He was the leader and much 
more powerful than the other two. I have seen him when he 
manifested himself: very powerfully built, he was the embodiment of 
evil personified.   I felt my physical body lift off the bed in an arch 
shape as this presence left my body, removed by some more 
powerful force.  
 
I was very weak and exhausted by this ordeal and slept heavily. I 
woke up still physically and mentally drained from the last four or five 
days albeit I did, for some strange reason, feel a little calmer than I 
had felt in many days. I was trying to talk to God and get some 
understanding of what had taken place when I felt this presence fill 
the room, very reassuring, very calming and a peace came upon me 
that I knew was from God, albeit I still didn’t comprehend it was the 
Holy Spirit. I knew a spiritual door had been opened, and that my 
body had been used as a temple to Satan and needed closing. 
Looking back, I was still very vulnerable and additionally I didn’t have 
any real comprehension of what was taking place, but I thank God He 
closed this door, this point of access.  
 
Revelation 3:7: ‘These are the words of him who is holy and true, who 
holds the key of David. What he opens no- one can shut, and what he 
shuts no-one can open.’     
 
I felt my spirit being drawn back into my body and oddly enough, I 
didn’t panic nor was I alarmed by this process. I felt so secure and 
safe whilst I was surrounded by this wonderful presence that filled the 
room.  I knew beyond any level of doubt that this presence was there 
to help me, albeit I still had no comprehension it was Jesus.    
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I felt something seal me like a hot knife, it wasn’t painful or distressing 
in any way.  Again, I knew I had been sealed with some kind of 
spiritual mark. It was a seal, a symbol of protection, a symbol that 
declares, ‘this one is Mine, hands off, I am coming back to claim it.’ 
The Lord Jesus does not seal anything that He doesn’t intend to 
redeem.  This seal will not be removed until His final work has been 
completed. Paul said that we who have the first fruits of the spirit, 
even we ourselves groan within ourselves, eagerly waiting for the 
adoption, the redemption of our body.    
 
The following scriptures bear testimony that we are sealed by God for 
the day of redemption.  
 
Ephesians 4:30: “Do not grieve the Holy Spirit of God, with whom you 
were sealed for the day of redemption.”  
 
 2 Corinthians 1:22: “He anointed us, set his seal of ownership on us 
and put his spirit in our hearts as a deposit guaranteeing what is to 
come.” 
 
The door was now closed, and these demonic trespassers were 
evicted good and proper by the Holy Spirit. Nevertheless, they still 
had the power to oppress me and I felt the demonic spirits all over the 
outside of my body. They were trying to claw their way back into my 
body.   
 
Several weeks had gone by and I had now started going to church 
regularly. Each Sunday morning and Friday night, I went religiously. I 
bought a Bible and started reading it. Again, I approached church a 
bit like I had approached everything in my life to that point. To be 
perfectly honest, I did not fully understand what was going on.  For all 
intents and purposes I was walking the path of religion, I was 
becoming a biblical Pharisee.   
 
Holy Communion was an integral part of the service but, because I 
hadn’t been confirmed, I couldn’t take part in this activity. I did ask the 
male vicar one night for Holy Communion and he agreed as a one off.  
 
I took Holy Communion and felt this warming sensation through my 
body. These demonic spirits had spiritually torn me to shreds when 
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they had been cast out of my body. As the symbolic blood of Jesus 
entered my body, I felt these wounds sealing themselves. God for 
some strange reason allowed one leg to remain numb from my hip to 
my knee. Several years later, it is still numb albeit I have no other 
side effects.  
 
In the old covenant, God instructed His people to offer sacrifices. 
These slain animals symbolically bore the punishment for sin that the 
people deserved. Nonetheless, these sacrifices could not cover every 
sin and had to be repeated.  The old covenant was a mere shadow.  
The new covenant brought the reality. Jesus Christ died once for all. 
He was the atoning for our sins, bringing us back into fellowship with 
God.  Without the blood of Christ and God’s grace, it would be 
impossible for us to have victory over sin. 
 
Spiritual battles take energy and in my naïve state of mind I was still 
fighting with all my physical strength.  Spiritual battles cannot be 
fought in natural strength and I was realising this very quickly.   
 
Every night without fail these spirits were climbing all over my body 
and would wake me up. I had terrifying dreams most nights and I 
would wake up in a cold sweat.  In the shower in the morning, I would 
notice marks all over my body: scratch marks, sometimes bite marks 
and other times just pain from aching limbs.  In the early days, I 
would literally cough up blood.  I felt physically and mentally 
exhausted and knew it could not continue much longer as the effects 
of these battles were telling on me physically, emotionally and 
psychologically. 
 
One day I was speaking to a woman who sang in the church. She 
suggested I read a book called, ‘Praying the Jesus prayer’.  A prayer 
that was over two thousand years old. It goes like this. 
 
                                       Lord Jesus Christ,  
                                           Son of God, 
                                     Have mercy on me, 
                                              A sinner. 
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I read the book and this was the first time I had won a battle. Each 
time I was attacked I just kept praying this prayer. I said it for three 
hours constantly one night and it worked. Fantastic.  
 
I still cannot believe that within a week of reading this book, God had 
opened a door for me to visit this order. A Franciscan monk at Glass 
Hampton Monastery had written the book but sadly, he had died 
before I had a chance to thank him. Nevertheless, I would be going 
there to spend a day with them. B, the woman who I loaned me the 
book, was a friend of the monks and supported the work of the 
Franciscan monks.  
 
One other woman accompanied us on that day.  E was also a 
member of St Mary’s Church and a very fine woman indeed. The 
weather was still mild for late September 2001 and as we drove down 
to Worcester through the country lanes, I recall we made good time. 
The drive was pleasant enough albeit I was eager to see these saintly 
men of God.   We turned off the road and up a long dirt track. From 
the road, you could not see the monastery as it was some distance 
up the dirt drive. When we got there, one of the brothers welcomed 
us. I recall that we were shown to the visitor section. It was some time 
later that I spoke with Brother Raymond. I recall he was a little taken 
back by my story but gave me some words I will never forget. In 
essence, he assured me that God never made mistakes and that my 
journey to faith was all in God’s plan.   
 
We had lunch in silence that day, as was the custom for the monks. I 
had plenty of time to walk around the gardens and watch the wildlife. 
It was a day I will treasure. Indeed, it kept me from going mad.  
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Chapter 14 :  The River of Life Stepping Stones. 
                               
 
There were two stone-cutters chipping away in a quarry. Asked what 
they were doing, one said, “I’m cutting a stone”. The other said, “I’m 
building a cathedral”. Are you cutting a stone or are you helping 
Jesus build a cathedral? 
 
I had started a new spiritual pilgrimage and was walking unfamiliar 
territory without a guide. As customary with most journeys up to that 
point, I was finding it difficult to navigate my way around the Christian 
religion. I was so tired and physically and emotionally drained that I 
kept slumbering from using my own strength.  I wanted fast solutions 
and tried to cut corners in many ways.  
 
1 Peter 2:4: ‘As you come to him, the living stone rejected by men but 
chosen by God and precious to him, you also like living stones are 
being built into spiritual houses to be a holy priesthood offering 
spiritual sacrifices acceptable to God through Jesus Christ.’ 
 
Up to this point in time, I had never considered that life is a journey 
from birth to death with numerous encounters and obstacles along 
the way. I had never considered the real value of these obstacles, 
moreover the fiery trials that each Christian will face. I never 
considered that one day the Lord could use these experiences to 
advance His Kingdom. 
 
To illustrate my approach to life up to that point in time and, to some 
extent, my new religious walk, it could be compared to a fast flowing 
river that I needed to cross safely.  I had blinkered myself so I could 
not see the dangers that lurked under the waters or the fast current 
that could sweep me away, all I could think about was the fastest way 
across the river. I never considered that the only way to cross over to 
the other side was to step on the stepping-stone in the river, which 
was there to help me navigate my way across to the other side safely. 
Each one was strategically placed, just big enough and strong 
enough to carry my weight.   Indeed, I had not grasped the 
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importance of each stone and by jumping stones, I would be missing 
real lessons in life only to stumble later when I lacked the necessary 
skills to cope with life’s uncertain events.  
 
I knew deep down that I had to keep moving forward along this 
spiritual path and the price of not moving forward would be 
continuous immaturity and spiritual stagnation. In addition, I would 
like to suggest we all know what stagnant water looks and smells like. 
 
Proverbs 25:26: ‘Like a muddied spring or a polluted well is a 
righteous man who gives way to the wicked.’ 
 
Satan was still having a go at every opportunity; he was like an 
injured animal or a cornered rat. He was out on a major campaign to 
destroy my life and my family’s lives at all costs. He certainly didn’t 
want me to move forward, he want me kept in the bondage of my own 
making.  
 
I didn’t understand at the time that God does assure His children that 
Satan’s activities are limited by Him, especially towards His family.  
Again, scripture clearly demonstrates this assurance in the 
experience of Job, when Satan attacked his person, household and 
possessions.  Although Satan is mighty, he does not have divine 
authority and God always has the last word.  
 
What assurance I now find in these words, but sadly at the time no 
Christian ever told me this biblical truth. In fact no Christian told me I 
needed to be born again.  
 
One Thursday afternoon Lin and I went shopping in Sedgley. We had 
lived in Sedgley for about 18 years by this time and were accepted by 
the locals as part of the community. Sedgley is a small village about 3 
miles from Gornal, still in the heart of the Black Country.    
 
If I had walked this road a 1000 times I wouldn’t be lying, but oddly 
enough I had passed Sedgley Full Gospel church which was situated 
on this road countless times, yet had never taken any notice. 
 
We had walked past the church without even a glance. I had gone 
another 100 metres or so when I felt physically ill, I knew I couldn’t 
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carry on so I said to Lin I would go home. Lin had to collect our 
children from school later that day, so she carried on. 
 
I had just started to walk back home when I had this strange 
compulsion to cross the road to be on the other side. I was becoming 
accustomed to these episodes, as I had had one at the Christening 
all those years ago, when I walked to the front of the church for a 
blessing.  This had also happened when I went to the spiritualist 
church and asked God to protect me.  I had to cross the road, and get 
level to the church, as the compulsion was so strong. 
 
I looked up and noticed the old rusty metal cross hanging from the 
front of the building, and read the words on the large hand painted 
poster about Jesus. As I read the words on the poster in my mind, 
they suddenly became alive in my heart.  I read them again. It was as 
if the penny had suddenly dropped. I read the poster again and it 
made complete sense. It was first time in my life that I knew Jesus 
was alive. 
 
Then I had an experience that would change my life forever and my 
understanding of Jesus Christ.  I saw and felt the risen Christ 
standing before me. The Son of God was meeting me at my point of 
need. All those years ago suddenly came flooding back in my mind. It 
was as if I had been allowed to re-live that moment in time again.  
I recall with great clarity the episode in time when I had challenged 
God to show himself on my journey to work. I saw the flash back of 
me driving my car and crying out in a loud voice, ‘God if you are real 
show Yourself.  Unless I see you with my eyes I won’t believe You 
exist.’ 
 
This had happened one day before I was assaulted, and I believe this 
was the start of my journey all those years ago. Yes, God heard my 
prayer in the car that day and answered in the only way that would 
reach me. It took several years and many obstacles for God to finally 
break down my pride and arrogance and answer my prayer in the 
only way He knew I would respond.  
 
There was no question in my mind that He was the Savour. He had a 
glow about Him and there was tranquillity about His presence that 
was so reassuring.   
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I knew that the Son of God had walked with me every step of my 
journey.  The tremendous pain I had experienced, I knew he felt 
equally in His spirit.  The tears I had cried, I knew He had cried with 
me and for me.  I felt ashamed that I had caused Him to feel my pain 
and sorrow. His response was to take the pain away, replacing it with 
unconditional love. He never judged me; in fact it was I who judged 
me, only to receive forgiveness in abundance from Jesus.   
 
I knew He was aware of all my sins and faults down to the last minute 
detail, but unconditionally He forgave them all.  It was impossible to 
deny or reject the truth about His deity, His divine attributes shone 
through. His absolute holiness surrounded Him, His perfect 
righteousness gave me complete assurance that I was standing in 
the presence of the sovereign Lord of heaven and earth.  He was fully 
man and yet fully God. He was a distinct person, co-equal with God 
the Father and God the Holy Spirit.  
 
I was made deeply aware within my spirit, and simultaneously knew 
deep within His Spirit, that I was one of His lost sheep who had 
strayed away and He had found me. I would go as far as saying I was 
never lost in Jesus’ eyes as He was always in the shadows just 
waiting for me to call for help.  He left the 99 safe on the hillside and 
came after me. He defended me from those ravenous wolves and the 
perilous pitfalls along the way. In the words of the apostle Paul in 
Romans 8:28: ‘And we know that in all things God works for the good 
of those who love him, who have been called according to his 
purpose.’ 
 
I thank God daily for my experiences and would not change one 
minute. That experience gave me the assurance that I was on the 
winning side.  
 
It was that night that Pastor Dave Hyde was preaching at the Gospel 
Church in Sedgley, the church he had set up 25 years previously with 
another Christian, but more about that later.  
 
Pastor Dave Hyde spoke about Jesus that night in a sermon he had 
prepared some week earlier. There is no way he could have known I 
was going to be there and his message was so relevant. 
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I would like to suggest that God used Pastor Dave Hyde in the same 
manner God used Ananias to minister to Saul in Damascus. It was 
about five minutes into his message when I felt as if water was 
washing me clean. I knew from that moment I would be a follower of 
Jesus.         
 
I have asked God on many occasions why He allowed me to go off 
the track and experience these fiery trials. And God answered my 
prayer in many ways but revealed the truth through His word in the 
Bible. It is through these fiery trials that the dross in our lives is 
purged.  The stronger the blade of steel that God wants you to be, the 
greater the fiery furnace you will have to go through.  
 
He will have to temper you and shape you for that destiny.  And along 
the way He will let you suffer persecution, misrepresentation and 
disapproval. That’s the tempering process of God.   
 
Since God has a ministry for every person, everyone has to suffer 
self-denial in different measures, some greater than the other.  There 
is no partaking of His resurrection power without partaking of the 
fellowship of His suffering.  
 
However, He will not let you be tempted beyond what you are able to 
endure.  Additionally, He will not let you know what you are not able 
to understand. It is like a jigsaw puzzle, one piece at a time. He just 
gives us one piece at a time.   
 
No suffering is permanent.  All suffering is temporary.  God is not like 
the devil that would like to torment you day and night.  God has time 
for refreshing for you.  So all sufferings, all persecutions will end.  
  
We are bit like frontier people, not dissimilar to the people in the mid 
west in America in the 1800s exploring new lands, a bit like the old 
wagon trains on the Oregon trail heading out to new frontiers.  I would 
like to suggest that when you give your life to the Lord, you enter a 
spiritual wagon train and start moving to a new frontier.  
 



 87

A new frontier between heaven and earth, I would like to suggest, is 
God’s plan so that by prayer and spirit-inspired action we should 
extend that frontier to encompass all God has planned for our 
community, our nation and our world. 
 
However, Satan does not like that idea. Not surprisingly, he tries to 
convince us that the job is too hard. I would like to suggest this is not 
the time to take things easy. The battle rages about us. We are part 
of the great invasion force of the King of Kings. 
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Chapter 15 : My Baptism 
 
If you expect me to say that from now my life was a bed of roses and 
we all lived happily ever after, then think again. In fact I would 
suggest in many ways my life became much more complicated and 
difficult. 
 
There are two things you can count on as you walk with God; trouble 
that works for you which ultimately will build you up, and God’s grace 
to stand while you’re going through it.  As a seed struggles to break 
through the ground it’s sown in, so we develop in many ways, as we 
grow in the soil of adversity.  
 
I knew God was calling me to Sedgley Church, that was transparently 
clear from the start. So I made that my spiritual abode.  Pastor Mike 
was a very experienced Christian and very dedicated to preaching 
and teaching the word of God. Mike had an encyclopaedic knowledge 
of the Bible and always seemed to come up with the right scripture at 
the right time. 
 
After about six months of going to church regularly, Mike suggested 
baptism and explained the significance of this.  After reading all the 
appropriate scriptures and confirming the truth behind Mike’s request, 
I agreed that this was the next step on my journey.  From the moment 
of making that conscious decision to be baptised, I started to get 
hassle. 
 
Spiritually I was still being attacked daily and couldn’t grasp why.  I 
still had this ability to sense and experience demonic beings around 
me and other people, particularly buildings or areas of satanic activity 
where Satan had his strongholds.  I would see them manifest 
themselves and try to oppress me in many ways, but most of all it 
was a battle of minds. I was still troubled by these encounters I had 
had with the devil and demonic creatures, and desperately sought 
answers from the word of God.    
 



 89

 
 
 
 
I prayed to the Lord and asked Him to help me understand in simple 
terms what had taken place. The Lord showed a scene of my life; He 
took me back to that mid-week evening at the spiritualist church all 
those months ago.  He showed me the same demonic being jumping 
through my body. The Lord then showed me the consequences of 
this act. I saw what appeared to be the same spiritual demonic being 
skinned like a rabbit from head to toe, lying on the floor doubled up in 
what looked like pain. 
 
What had actually taken place when this demonic being had 
trespassed un-lawfully and jumped through my body, was that it had 
had gone through the process of being skinned. He had caused me 
pain but he had suffered as a consequence himself. 
 
The Holy Spirit showed me that as a Christian I was in a spiritual 
battle and that demons do suffer and it’s all not one sided as Satan 
wants us to think.  Maybe this demonic being did not experience the 
same level of pain or discomfort as we human beings experience, but 
they do feel pain and discomfort.  
 
The word of God tells us in Isaiah 57:21: ‘There is no peace, says my 
God for the wicked.’ 
 
The Lord also gave me another scripture, this time from 2 Corinthians 
12: When I read this for the first time I nearly fell off my chair. I was 
gob smacked.    
  

Paul's Vision and His Thorn  
‘I must go on boasting. Although there is nothing to be gained, I will 
go on to visions and revelations from the Lord. I know a man in Christ 
who fourteen years ago was caught up to the third heaven. Whether it 
was in the body or out of the body I do not know—God knows. And I 
know that this man—whether in the body or apart from the body I do 
not know, but God knows— was caught up to paradise. He heard 
inexpressible things, things that man is not permitted to tell. I will 
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boast about a man like that, but I will not boast about myself, except 
about my weaknesses. Even if I should choose to boast, I would not 
be a fool, because I would be speaking the truth. But I refrain, so no 
one will think more of me than is warranted by what I do or say.  

To keep me from becoming conceited because of these surpassingly 
great revelations, there was given me a thorn in my flesh, a 
messenger of Satan, to torment me. Three times I pleaded with the 
Lord to take it away from me. But he said to me, "My grace is 
sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect in weakness." 
Therefore I will boast all the more gladly about my weaknesses, so 
that Christ's power may rest on me. That is why, for Christ's sake, I 
delight in weaknesses, in insults, in hardships, in persecutions, in 
difficulties. For when I am weak, then I am strong.’ 

I was somewhat reassured now I had read this account in the Bible, 
and it appeared to be my anchor in many ways.    

Joanne was a fellow colleague at work and a practicing spiritualist 
medium.  She had undertaken a 3 year healing course and was very 
proficient in these occult practices.  I made a decision to tell her the 
truth about what she was involved in, and nothing was going to stop 
me. 

Day after day I gave her the word of God from the Bible, and day 
after day she would challenge my new found faith. I knew everything 
she knew and challenged her beliefs. She accepted I was an 
accomplished medium and started to listen to what I was saying 
about the Bible and Jesus.  I started to pray for Joanne daily and 
asked the Holy Spirit to open up Joanne’s mind.  Joanne had an 
encounter with a large spiritual beast one evening which vomited 
some kind of filth over her. Joanne was visibly shaken about her 
encounter and explained in great detail what she had seen. 

I knew she was not making this up, as I had also seen this beast 
once before, it appeared so large and hideous in shape, like nothing 
in this world. It was mammoth and black beyond description. It was 
evil personified beyond description.  Its level of evil was equal to the 
devil in many ways.     
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I was privileged to bring Joanne to the Lord that day, moreover I 
introduced her to Sedgley Church.  Joanne was also baptised on the 
19th May 2002 and still attends church, albeit now in Walsall, a little 
closer to home.   

It was my baptism day, it was a Sunday morning and I was excited 
and a little apprehensive. I had asked Lin to come and she agreed. I 
recall the church was packed as I entered, we had already chosen 
our Bible readings and songs. I had chosen, ‘In Christ alone’ which 
was the first Christian song I heard after my encounter with Jesus, 
that Thursday night at Sedgley Church.  

The whole experience was fantastic in many ways and so liberating.  
Lin tried to talk me out of doing this, she felt the church was a bit like 
a cult and they had brainwashed me.  Up to that point in time, I hadn’t 
told Lin any of the things I had done spiritually, so she didn’t know the 
full picture.  I don’t blame her really; she has seen things that would 
scare the living pants off most Christians. And in her mind this was 
another one of those.  I didn’t listen to her as I had made my mind up, 
and that was final.  

I remember feeling nervous when I read out my statement before 
going into the water for full immersion.  I climbed down the steps and 
made a public declaration, then went under the water. I came up to 
the surface hearing the song, ‘In Christ alone’.  It was a fantastic day 
and I felt alive spiritually as well as physically. 

After the service had ended we went home and I went upstairs to 
change my clothes. I sat on the bed and audibly heard the words, 
‘You don’t really believe in Jesus.’ I rebuked this presence and 
carried on.      

Life went on pretty much the same, still being hassled by the devil 
daily.  I was reading the book of Acts in the Bible for the first time, 
and read Chapter two, the account of Pentecost and how the Holy 
Spirit came on believers and they started speaking in tongues.  

I knew this must be significant, so I asked God to fill me and 
empower me in the same way. Nothing happened, but I knew God 
had heard my request and if He wanted me to have this gift I would 
get it at some point in time, so I left it at that.  
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I had my normal ritual of praying each morning while driving to work 
and listening to a Christian tape or sermon in the car on the way 
home after work.  A friend had lent me a sermon by Pastor John 
Price from the Church at Junction 10 in Walsall. It was fantastic, and I 
recall he was teaching from the book of Revelation.  I was picking my 
wife up from work that evening when he got to a crucial part of the 
sermon in the tape, when I noticed my wife walking to the car.  I had 
to turn it off, Lin at that time didn’t like Christian music or sermons 
played in her presence. I turned it off, but wanted to know more as I 
was eager to hear the end of the message. 

Next morning I couldn’t wait to hear what Pastor Price was saying 
about Revelation. I was driving down the road and I just turned the 
tape on and said out loud, ‘Sorry, Lord, I can’t speak to You this 
morning, I want to listen to the end of the tape.’ 

God had other ideas; I received the baptism in the Holy Sprit there 
and then. I couldn’t stop speaking in tongues and praising God. The 
tape was turned off and I worshipped with all my heart. God had His 
way and Pastor John Price came second.  

Interestingly, God called me to that church two years later, and I 
became a member of the Church at Junction10. I now get to listen to 
Pastor John regularly.   
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Chapter Sixteen :  Relationships 
                                    
Marriage is an institution ordained by God.  In Mark’s gospel we read 
in chapter 10: 6-9: ‘at the beginning of creation God made them male 
and female. For this reason a man will leave his father and mother 
and be united to his wife and the two will become one flesh. So they 
are no longer two, but one. Therefore what God has joined together, 
let man not separate.’    
 
Lin is more than a wife to me; she is my soul partner and best friend. 
My love for Lin grows daily. However, to get some understanding of 
how influential she was in keeping me on the straight and narrow 
path, I need to take you back to when we first met. Recapping 
slightly, I first met Lin when I was 12 years of age at our local youth 
club.  Lin had carefree spirit with a lightness in her soul that just 
radiated out of her. I was attracted to her from day one, but I can 
hardly imagine why she would show any interest in me. 
 
To say I had a hoodlum and juvenile spirit was an understatement. I 
was on a fast track to self-destruction. I smoked, drank alcohol when I 
could get it and hung round with older guys who had done time in 
borstal (youth offending prisons).  My one mate was planning to rob 
the local shop using a fishing rod and line through the shop’s letter 
box, casting his line by the cigarette boxes hoping to catch one. 
 
Even then I thought it was a stupid idea and didn’t want any part in 
that. He went on to become an accomplished thief and spent a 
considerable amount of time in prison.   
 
I used to see Lin now and again and was always pleased when we 
chatted. Lin had a sparkle in her eyes and an innocence that I had 
never seen in a person before. She was street wise and was no-one’s 
fool, but had an innocent nature about her. She had an inner strength 
and an air of confidence that just emanated from her.  Lin spoke with 
pride when she mentioned her family. Lin would usually tell me about 
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family holidays and what shows they had seen. She had a list as long 
as your arm of all the famous stars she had seen whilst on holiday in 
Blackpool with her family.  I was transfixed by some of her stories and 
enjoyed listening to her.  
 
Our paths kept crossing over the next few years and we started going 
out as a couple. We decided to get married on the 10th September 
1983. Oddly enough it was the exact same day Sedgley full Gospel 
Church was opened for the first time, which was unknown to me at 
the time.  
 
We also got married in St Peter’s Church in Upper Gornal, the same 
church I had been kicked out from that Christmas Eve night.  
 
Lin turned out to be an accomplished wife and a good provider. She 
had come from a stable background and had the blue prints of how to 
build a new life and family environment. Lin taught me things that 
would stay with me all my life. She taught me to be honest with 
myself and not to deny my own identity.   
 
She taught me it’s alright to make mistakes and use them as a 
platform to move on from, a learning experience she would often say. 
Lin had a resilience to her nature and she just kept bouncing back 
and seeing the positives in any situation.  I greatly admired Lin, but I 
couldn’t tell her that at the time.  
 
I had built a wall around me so impenetrable that I would not let 
anyone in that close.  I always kept up a barrier, even with Lin, the 
only person in my life at that time to speak truth into my life.  
 
Our children arrived on the scene, Emma and Claire. Both my 
children are very precious to me and I love them more than they will 
ever know. They also taught me the responsibilities of being a parent, 
which is never an easy task. 
 
18 years later, I was a Christian. A path I would walk alone and 
without Lin by my side. Up to that point in time we had done 
everything together, we were strong and could depend on each other. 
We were equal partners and we would stand together or fall together.  
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We were solid as a rock and nothing could divide us; we were 
partners.  It was at that point in time I had to make a choice.  
 
I was at the point of no return in my Christian faith, it was like queuing 
up for a ride at the fun fair and climbing on the rollercoaster, being 
strapped in and knowing the journey was about to being, and at some 
point I knew it would stir up a hornet’s nest of emotions and fears. I 
was on my own, without Lin. Could I deny my own experience or turn 
back to appease Lin.   
 
When a Christian decides to follow Jesus not everyone will be happy 
about it. Your faith might be their nightmare.  I had made up my mind 
that I would follow my path and walk alone if that was God’s will for 
me. 
 
Sunday morning used to be a nightmare in our house. Week after 
week I knew what was coming the minute I opened my eyes in the 
morning. Lin would all of a sudden change, taking on the 
characteristics of some old fish wife who would just nag and badger 
me about going to church.  This started to take its toll on me and was 
completely out of character for Lin. 
 
I still loved Lin very deeply and knew I wanted to spend the rest of my 
life with her.  I wanted her to understand this calling that was on my 
life, but the more I explained the more resistant she became.  We had 
become poles apart. 
 
I knew I had to make a choice in my own mind: was I going to follow 
Jesus all the way or was I going to tone down my faith and just be a 
puppet Christian, letting others pull my strings. 
 
After many hours of soul searching and prayer, I made my mind up.  I 
decided to follow Jesus and walk out of the life time relationship with 
Lin. I couldn’t believe God was taking me down this path at this point 
in time, but I had to trust Him. It was a bit like Abraham when God 
told him to sacrifice his only son Isaac on the altar. It was only at the 
point when he got the knife out of its sheath and in his hand and was 
clearly going to sacrifice his most loved possession that the angel 
stopped him.  
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I had made the decision in my mind and heart to follow Jesus, when I 
had this overwhelming peace and God spoke to me. He assured me 
that Lin was safe and now in His care. I had relinquished my ability to 
bring my wife to the Lord and handed her over to Him. 
 
It was also around this time the Lord revealed she also had been 
oppressed by spiritual forces. It was one Sunday morning and the 
same routine started about going to church. On my way out of the 
door, the Lord opened my eyes to see what the real problem was.  
 
I saw around my wife a black spiritual presence that covered her from 
head to toe. Its purpose was to oppress my wife and as a direct result 
her character changed. Its evil manifested itself around her and 
changed her personality and attitude to some extent. I could now 
appreciate that it was not entirely my wife but this spiritual cloud of 
blackness that surrounded her.   
 
The Lord told me to read Ephesians 6:10-12: ‘For we do not wrestle 
against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, 
against the rulers of the darkness of this age, against spiritual hosts 
of wickedness in the heavenly places.’ 
 
Paul used a variety of terms to refer to our spiritual enemies. We 
should regard them as being on many different levels and of many 
different ranks, yet they all have one goal: to knock the Christian 
down from their place of standing. 

 
Collectively, they are all members of spiritual hosts of wickedness 
in the heavenly places. They are all part of a spiritual army that is 
organized and established into ranks - and under the headship of 
Satan, the devil, who comes against us. 

 
1 Corinthians 15:24 tells us that principalities and powers have an 
end; one day their purpose will be fulfilled and God will no longer let 
them work. Therefore, God has a purpose in allowing their work. 
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From that day the atmosphere changed in our marriage and Lin 
accepted my calling. She even didn’t mind me reading my Bible in the 
house. There have been ups and downs in our marriage, as with any 
relationship, but we are still together and hoping to celebrate our 25th 
wedding anniversary this year .      
                     
 
The Little Wooden Cross 
 
For some strange reason, I knew in my heart and deep within my 
spirit that being a disciple and follower of Jesus Christ is far more 
than believing the scriptures and being able to quote the right 
scriptures at the right time.  I knew it was much more than that. I had 
the awareness that it required a life of faith, holiness and obedience, 
whatever the cost. When the Holy Spirit comes into a man’s life, there 
is a new power which enables him to overcome egotism and a lack of 
consideration for others, which I had in abundance. I knew God 
wanted to re-shape me and mould me into the person I could be, not 
the person, I thought I could be. I knew God wanted to take me out of 
my comfort zone and this would involve trusting Him completely, a 
task I was unfamiliar with.  
 
I had been a Christian several months by now and fully aware of the 
spiritual battle that raged all around me. I had been saved at a cost; I 
was now a soldier in the army of God. In the natural world, before a 
soldier is given a rifle or shown how to fire a rocket, he goes through 
basic training. One principle for basic training is to build up the 
recruit’s physical and mental strength and stamina.  It is as if the 
army says, “Soldier, we are going to give you the best weapons and 
bulletproof vest money can buy. But first we have to make sure that 
you are tough enough physically and mentally to cope with the task at 
hand and that you can use what we have given you to accomplish the 
mission at hand.” 
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If the army were to take a scrawny man who can barely stand, and 
put the best armour on him and give him the best rifle, he will still be 
a hopeless soldier. He will be easily beaten in any conflict; the armour 
will feel strange and cumbersome, he will not have the stamina to 
endure and therefore fail his mission.   It is my fervent belief that God 
gives all believers a full set of equipment, and He sends us out into 
battle with everything we need at our disposal, but first we have to go 
through basic training. 

 

 Like any Army, Satan also has his specialist, designed to undermine 
God’s sovereignty and power. I found these dark forces of evil were 
experts at trying to oppose me as a relatively new Christian and not 
yet fully aware of my position in Christ. Looking back with hindsight, 
they clearly had a strategy which was to steal any peace and learning 
I had achieved on my spiritual journey so far.  Their sole aim was to 
snatch away what God through His Holy spirit had sown into my new 
believer’s heart, and reclaim their lost territory.  

These dark forces of evil, particularly in my case, knew that if they 
could pervert and distort the word of God they would hinder the 
Gospel message. In my case this would mean a less productive 
spiritual experience and a mere shadow of what I could have 
achieved.  Their second objective was to trouble my mind at all costs, 
as was the case for many months.  The Hebrew word for trouble 
means to make fearful, afraid, to terrify. It speaks of agitation of mind 
and that was certainly my case. 

Fear is a subjective state of mind and each person will experience 
different warning signs based on their coping mechanisms or past 
experiences. These symptoms manifest themselves in physical and 
emotional ways. I certainly experienced anxiety, sleeplessness, 
fatigue, sweating, trembling. I felt feelings of isolation, insecurity, 
desperation and tearfulness.    

I had a little wooden cross that fitted into the palm of my hand and I 
took it everywhere, this was my coping strategy, my spiritual crutch. I 
would even wear it around my neck on a shoelace when out and 
about.  This little wooden cross was given to me by Mother E, the 
Anglican vicar who had helped me from St Mary’s Church all those 
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months ago. In the middle of the night, when I was troubled and 
woken up by terrible nightmares and trembling with fear, I would hold 
onto this cross and it brought me some comfort. This was my crutch 
and I used it daily. 

Most nights I would have conscious mental images in my mind and 
feel the effects in my physical body. I knew I was the presence of evil 
and felt a force or pressure around my head similar to a crushing 
sensation whilst in this dream like state. Notwithstanding, I was 
awake and fully conscious of the evil that surrounded me. The easiest 
way to explain these spiritual attacks were, it was as if I was in a 
movie clip, albeit unlike a movie clip, I experienced all the horror and 
frenzy first hand. Some so-called experts may articulate it was a form 
of post traumatic stress disorder.  Having experienced post traumatic 
stress disorder following my assault, I know that it didn’t resemble 
that experience. This was real, not an episode of memory recall, as 
was the case with post traumatic stress disorder.  

I would cry out to Jesus to help me and get me out of this nightmare 
state of evil, and He did without fail every time.  The Apostle Paul 
clearly tells us in 2nd Corinthians 10: 3-5 that the mind is a major 
area of conflict. 

I recall many of these episodes. It was as if I had to confront all my 
past demons and overcome them one by one. Sadly I didn’t realise 
that it needed to be in God’s strength and grace and not my own, 
which again came down to pride, not seeking direction and help.   

On one occasion, I felt as if my body was floating and a very light 
sensation went through my body.  I suddenly felt an awareness of 
fear rise in my body, as every hair on my body stood erect. I felt my 
body temperature change and I began to sweat profusely. I was 
aware I was surrounded by three very large and menacing evil spirits, 
in what looked like some ancient Roman gladiator arena.  In this state 
of part dream/part reality, I would be confronted and made aware of 
my fear of these spiritual creatures from Satan’s army.  

The level of hatred and revulsion on their part was beyond 
description. They used their sheer size and power to intimidate me 
and they knew in the natural I was afraid. My fear level had gone 
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through the roof and they knew it, taking morbid pleasure in that fact. 
They wanted to subdue me and destroy me at all cost and fear was 
their primary weapon. Their anger was beyond explanation, they had 
no sense of mercy or compassion, they were totally void of any 
feelings towards me other than hatred. Their coldness and revulsion 
towards me was beyond belief. I remember calling on the name of 
Jesus, that was the only weapon I had at hand or knew worked.  

There was a real spiritual battle taking place in my mind, albeit each 
time I used the name of Jesus they shook. I recall the expression on 
their faces changed, I knew with every part of my body, soul and 
mind they hated Jesus as much as they hated me. They didn’t like 
the fact I was using God’s name, they wanted me to think it wouldn’t 
work, but it did, every time.  
 
As time went by I relied on Jesus’ name more and more in the 
coming battles of my body, and mind.  Let me just summarise: 
spiritual victory begins with the name of Jesus on our lips, but it will 
not be consummated until the nature of Jesus is in our hearts, which 
was the lesson I was learning. 

Over the next several weeks I knew God wanted me to give this 
wooden cross away to a lady who was experiencing a real life crisis. 
God spoke to me through dreams on more than one occasion. He 
also spoke through other people speaking into my life. Individuals 
who couldn’t have known about my little wooden cross or how I relied 
on it. God knew it was my spiritual crutch in my life. I battled week 
after week with God not to give this little wooden cross away but He 
kept on. He was very persistent.   Finally I relented and gave this 
cross away. I had heard a preacher give a sermon about a beggar in 
the Bible who was healed. I knew again God wanted me to give my 
crutch away and trust in Him. The lady really appreciated the gesture 
and thanked me for the cross. I knew that as it had helped me and 
bought comfort to me, it would also bring her comfort. 

After giving my wooden cross away these episodes, these nightly 
battles got worse, I couldn’t believe it. Had I got it wrong, why was 
God punishing me, it all went through my mind and it didn’t make 
sense.  It got to the point where I couldn’t carry on. I was physically 
and mentally exhausted by the prolonged nightly battles. I cried out to 
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the Lord and asked Him why he had let me give this little wooden 
cross away, and why then let Satan increase his attacks which 
became more ferocious, if that was possible. I had lost my crutch with 
nothing to hold onto physically. I broke down and cried to the Lord to 
help me.  I had used up all my own strength. I couldn’t go on any 
more in my own strength. It was the first time in my life I fully 
surrendered to anyone, let alone to God.   

In an instant I suddenly felt these evil spirits flee. I knew that they had 
run as if their life had depended on it.  It was as if the radiance of God 
had blinded them. I quickly felt the presence of Jesus walk into the 
room as if He had been watching and waiting for that very honest cry 
for help. It was if I had walked through the valley of the shadow of 
death and had come through it, figuratively speaking.  I didn’t see 
Him but I knew it was Him. I felt a peace and warmth radiate from His 
presence and it surrounded me like a blanket of warmth and love. I 
felt a spiritual cross being placed in my physical hand and God spoke 
to me. He said you can share this with everyone but it’s yours to 
keep. From that time I have always had a warmth in my hand and I 
know when I close my hand I can feel it.  

Jesus gives the Christian a glorious standing to maintain by faith and 
spiritual warfare: 

 
• We stand in grace (Romans 5:2). 
• We stand in the gospel (1 Corinthians 15:1). 
• We stand in courage and strength (1 Corinthians 16:13). 
• We stand in faith (2 Corinthians 1:24). 
• We stand in Christian liberty (Galatians 5:1). 
• We stand in Christian unity (Philippians 1:27). 
• We stand in the Lord (Philippians 4:1). 
• We should stand perfect and complete in the will of God 

(Colossians 4:12). 
 
Useful scriptures 
  
2 Timothy 1:7: ‘For God did not give us a spirit of timidity, but a spirit 
of power, of love and of self-discipline. 
Colossians 2:15 tells us that Jesus disarmed principalities and 
powers at the cross. 
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Chapter Seventeen :  Bring People to the Lord 
Their own Testimony   

                                   
The Lord has used me in many ways and, at the point of writing this 
closing chapter, it is difficult to summarise or just to recall all the 
wonderful experiences and opportunities He has shown me. 
 
I have an absolute passion for working with people who have been 
involved in the occult and spiritualism and oppressed by the devil. I 
know the Lord has used me several times in deliverance ministry and 
given me the gift of discernment.  
 
The scriptures tell us that Jesus perceived the thoughts of men “in 
His Spirit”.  
 
It is my belief that anyone who operates in the gift of divine 
discernment must have a calling placed on their life, that is a basic 
prerequisite. Indeed, to some extent, one will usually have undergone 
a long process of change which involves the eradication of human 
self-centredness, changing our thoughts and reactions until they are 
in direct alignment with God’s purpose.  
 
In my case this process took many years, indeed it is only in looking 
back that I can now see all the uprooting that needed to take place in 
my life. The uprooting of long term thought systems that bound me, 
that were in direct opposition to God, pride and a reliance on self.   
 
Spiritual discernment is the grace to see into the concealed. It is 
without a doubt a gift from the Holy Spirit to perceive what is in the 
spirit. Its function is to see into the nature of that which is disguised, 
to find the way into the true nature of a person’s needs.  
 
The underpinning of any work of this nature must be rooted in Jesus 
Christ, He alone is the foundation that you work from and it must be 
laid correctly by the architect of the universe. To perceive, we always 
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need to look at the character of Jesus and remain forgiving in nature 
ourselves, for the demons you cast out will speak to you in the voice 
of the man, cloaked as man himself.  
 
As I have said many times, demons are evil personalities and 
enemies of God. Their spiritual objective is to deceive and defile 
human beings. Demons enter through open doors. They have to be 
given an opportunity and an opening must exist.  
 
In order to continue I need to establish a biblical premise that you 
can’t catch or pick up a demon by walking through your local 
shopping centre or standing next to a person.  
 
The door for demons to enter is opened by sin or direct disobedience 
to God.  No true born again Christian can be possessed as that place 
is taken by the Holy Spirit.  
 
Jesus made it perfectly clear that some individual demons are 
stronger than their other counterparts. In Mark’s gospel we read that 
some demons can only be cast out by prayer and fasting. Demons 
will also claim territory or land that has been used by religious cults or 
false religions.  Some people may unintentionally have opened a door 
insomuch as they have artefacts from Africa that have been prayed 
over by the local witch doctor, for example.  All these carry witchcraft 
curses and spells and attract demonic interest.    
 
I recall the last time I was asked by my local Church to pray for a 
family who had been involved in spiritualism. It was clear from my 
initial telephone conversation that the family members were very 
fearful and alarmed at the strange happenings that were taking place 
in the house. 
 
I arrange a convenient time to visit the family with another Christian 
colleague I knew extremely well; indeed Joanne is an ex- spiritualist 
medium herself.  As soon as I walked into the house we both felt the 
presence of two spiritual beings.  
 
We asked the family if they minded us playing some Christian 
worship music in the house, to which they agreed. Earlier I had 
prepared several verses of scripture from the Bible that warn people 
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not to get involved with spiritualism and the consequences if they do 
so. We both shared some of our experiences and part of my 
testimony. 
 
I asked the family to talk me through what had happened and when it 
all started. It transpired that the daughter had been attending the local 
spiritualist church on numerous occasions and had started to sit in a 
development circle.  She had taken her mother along several times 
and had readings in the house.  
 
I was fully aware that books, literature and other false religious 
objects related to Satan’s kingdom definitely attract demonic activity 
and spirits do take up residency in houses or land that has been 
involved in evil.      
 
I asked them if I could pray for them and the Holy Spirit told me there 
was handwritten correspondence in the house from demons that had 
come to them from readings at the spiritualist church.  It was clear 
that they needed to be destroyed. There were also other books and 
related articles that needed to be destroyed.   
 
I had a prayer prepared for cleansing houses and had previously put 
the address details and the family name in the correct order. We 
started in the kitchen and said the prayer. We went into the sitting 
room where we had both felt the presence of two evil spirits and I 
started praying out loud while Joanne prayed in tongues and quoted 
scripture from her Bible. We heard a noise and literally felt the walls 
of the building shake. It was clear they had left. We went through the 
house room by room and felt another presence in the bedroom. 
Again, we prayed and felt it leave also.  
 
There was calmness and warmth which came back into the house. 
Some people may ask, did we cast out any demons in the family 
members. The simple answer to that is no.  
 
A word of warning must be added. I would not undertake such a task 
unless specifically directed to by the Holy Spirit or that person first 
gave their life to Jesus.  To cast a demon out of a non-Christian 
would be a relatively simple task, as demons must relinquish their 
hold on any individual when operating in the authority of Jesus Christ.  



 105

Jesus tell us in Luke’s gospel that when an evil spirit comes out of a 
man it goes through arid places seeking rest and does not find it. 
Then it says I will return to the body I left, but this time I will take 
seven other spirits more wicked, leaving the final condition of the man 
worse than before he started.       
 
 
Holly’s Story  
 
I have changed names to protect individual’s identities. Holly was a 
practising spiritualist medium and very accomplished in her craft. She 
had always been aware of spiritual beings from a very early age. 
Indeed, Holly was fascinated by palmistry, fortune telling, horoscopes 
and tarot cards and used these in all her readings.  Holly had the 
ability to use clairvoyant skill and often foretold the future very 
accurately.  
 
I had known Holly for some time through our similar background in 
the secular world, and had the opportunity to discuss my new found 
faith.  Holly was dead against Christianity from the start and I knew 
through the spirit of divine discernment that she was possessed by a 
demonic spirit. I also discerned it was a male spirit and at times Holly 
would display the characteristic traits of a male.  
 
It took several months of praying and fasting before I had the 
opportunity to pray for Holly. Holly had had a car accident some years 
previously and was in constant pain in her hip. Holly had tried all 
other avenues in spiritualism but they did not work. This was my 
chance, I asked God to help me and I started to pray for Holly with 
her consent. Holly started to feel a real presence and I believe God 
partially healed her that day; He certainly took some of her pain 
away.   
 
Over the next several weeks I had the opportunity to lead Holly to 
Jesus.  At this point I prayed that Holly would be set free from her 
past activities and, as l laid hands on her, Holly’s demonic spirit was 
cast out in the name of Jesus.  Several weeks later I prayed with 
Holly and she received the baptism of the Holy Spirit. Today Holly is 
still an active Christian and she has led many people to the Lord.     
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Hayley’s story 
 
Hayley is a young woman who had moved up to the Midlands from 
Northampton to be with her boyfriend.  Hayley had had a troubled 
childhood in many ways, albeit she cared deeply for her parents and 
younger siblings. 
 
Hayley’s father was a known alcoholic and Hayley had seen the 
consequences of drink in her family in many ways. She had a scarred 
childhood from these events which were very deep and affected her 
emotionally.  
 
 As a youngster, Hayley was involved in the club scene and became 
caught up in the drugs culture. She was also very promiscuous and 
saw no wrong in what she was doing.  Hayley was never told about 
Jesus and had not read anything spiritual.  
 
Hayley was a care worker when I first met her and, through the gift of 
discernment, had the opportunity to speak into her life on several 
occasions. It took twelve months before Hayley let me pray for her.  
The minute I laid my hands on Hayley, the Holy Spirit revealed that 
she was trapped in a world of sin. In Hayley’s own words she said 
she felt as if she was being stifled in a plastic bag. I stopped praying 
for Hayley and we spoke a little, and I then asked Hayley if she 
wanted to be set free and she agreed. The Holy Spirit manifested 
Himself to such an extent that Hayley had a glow to her face and she 
was set free. She was baptised six months later.    
 
Hayley has now returned to Northampton where she is involved in 
ministering to ex-drug addicts through a local church she attends.  
One miracle worth noting, at one point her father was given 10 days 
to live, as a direct result of the alcohol. In answer to prayer Hayley’s 
father stopped drinking and found gainful employment with a local 
Christian months later.     
   
 
Further testimony evidence is to be found in the ‘jpg’ files 
downloaded in this package. 
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                                                 Chapter 18  
T HE STORY OF THE BEGINNING OF SEDGLEY FULL GOSPEL 

CHURCH 

Pastor David Hyde was born and raised in Sedgley. He became a 
Christian in 1956 at Lake Street Methodist Church, Lower Gornal and 
later moved to Eve Lane Pentecostal Church, Upper Gornal.  

It was always Pastor Hyde’s desire since coming into a living 
experience of the Lord to establish a spiritual place of worship in his 
home town.  Dave writes: 

I think as I look back that the planting of Sedgley Full Gospel Church 
was in many ways the kind of thing that you only read about in books.  

The story begins one Sunday afternoon in September 1981. As they 
say, it seemed like any other day, except that during the afternoon I 
had a definite urge to get aside and really pray. My family were young 
then and full of life, but somehow I managed to get a quiet hour. I 
really got into the ‘Spirit’ that afternoon and the burden of my praying 
was a live Church witness in Sedgley.  

After an hour’s prayer I remember coming downstairs and still being 
‘in the Spirit’. In fact I still remember the physical effects of this being 
like electricity flowing through my body. I announced that I was going 
for a walk round Sedgley. It is amazing that no one said they would 
come too, but I’m glad they didn’t. I was so very aware that God was 
still speaking and I really did feel He was taking me by the hand and 
was going to show me where we could begin a meeting. I walked all 
over Sedgley and eventually came to the bottom of Bilston Street and 
stood outside what looked to me to be a derelict Brethren Gospel 
Hall. I knew it was of the strict variety because there was no welcome 
on the outside, just a bald statement that the Word of God would be 
preached there each Lord’s Day evening at 6.30, God Willing. I stood 
outside this building and prayed that if this was the place, then the 
Lord would give it me. After I had prayed this the anointing of the Holy 
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Spirit left me and I returned back home to gather my family up and 
get off to the evening meeting at Church. 

Now here the story becomes interesting because it was on that very 
evening that they announced in that Brethren meeting that the 
Church would be closing down at the end of the month. It so 
happened (or did it?) that a sister from that meeting was talking to a 
Pentecostal sister, who knew of my interest in Sedgley, on the bus as 
they went to work together the next morning. The first thing I knew 
was receiving a telephone call from Sister Edna Hughes (now with 
the Lord) telling me the building was becoming vacant and would I 
like her to get details. I said, “Yes”. The details turned out to be that 
the decision as to who the building was to be sold to was down to one 
remaining Trustee, a single lady, named Miss Benton. When 
contacted Miss Benton wanted the princely sum of £10,000 for the 
building. 

It was around this time that Maurice White came into the picture. 
Apparently he too had been led to pray about Sedgley and felt at first 
that the answer would come from the Sunday School in the local 
school on the Northway.  

Maurice had decided this was not what the Lord was speaking to him 
about. It was about this time Pastor Dave Hyde telephoned Maurice 
White and shared his news with him. In Dave’s own words I 
telephoned Maurice and the rest as they say is history. Our hearts 
immediately became as one on the matter of planting a viable work in 
Sedgley, and Maurice with all his valuable knowledge in business 
soon became the brains behind the project.  

We discovered very soon that if we intended to purchase the property 
we would need to form a Trust of a minimum of three people. We 
therefore began to pray who the third person should be. Within a very 
short time Roger Meredith approached us saying he felt led of the 
Lord to come to Sedgley. Roger was Church Secretary of Eve Lane 
at the time and as far as we could ascertain seemed set there for the 
duration. Our profile was very low key, which made us feel that 
Roger’s approach was our answer to prayer and so Sedgley Full 
Gospel Trust was formed.  
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The three of us will never forget entering the building for the first time 
one snowy January Sunday afternoon in 1982 as the light was 
beginning to fade. What a sight met our eyes. Added to the run down 
state of the building a burst water pipe was flooding the place. We 
must have had vision because the state of everything did not deter 
us. We saw things, as they would be, not as they were. I still see us 
in there praying together in the dusk. 

The main renovation work was contracted out to a firm of builders 
who themselves were Christians and specialised in the restoration of 
Church buildings. The total cost of the renovations amounted to 
£27,000. Our opening day was on Saturday September the 10th 
1983  

(Coincidentally this was the same day I got married to Lin and 
turned out to be my second time in a church.)   

We began with approximately twelve people, but within months we 
were packed to the door. A remarkable joy and liberty in the Holy 
Spirit characterised those early meetings, and awe, as we literally 
saw Jesus building His Church with very little help from us! 

23 years have passed and Sedgley Full Gospel Church has moved to 
a new purpose built site.  Sedgley Full Gospel Church was born by 
the inspiration of the Holy Spirit, in prayer, and through obedience 
and sacrifice.  
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                       Sedgley full Gospel Church  
 

 
 

THAT THURSDAY EVENING 
 Pastor Dave Hyde  

 
I recall the Thursday evening that John walked into Sedgley Full 
Gospel Church. I remember that it was around late October 2001 and 
that I had been booked to speak there for 4 consecutive weeks. I was 
giving Bible studies on the Beatitudes as recorded in Matthew 
chapter 5. 
 
I remember the meeting was poorly attended for Sedgley, and if 
memory serves me right there was no music to aid the singing that 
night. I remember being particularly upset as I recalled the 
attendance and the enthusiasm of former days when the Church was 
newly born. 
 
When John walked in and I realised that he was a newcomer I 
immediately wanted to welcome him, and was even more dismayed 
that the quality of the meeting seemed to me to be particularly poor 
that night. 
 
However, once I began to minister the Word of God I forgot the 
leanness of the meeting, as I sensed that John was receiving and 
drinking in every word. It reminded me of a similar experience years 
before in Corporation Street Walsall. That night Steve Townsend 
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(who incidentally eventually became the Pastor of the Church there) 
came to the meeting out of sufferance, and was born again before my 
eyes, as the Word of God ministered life to him. I remember that 
Thursday night, as I stood ministering in Sedgley and saw light, life 
and understanding coming to John. 
 
It has been a particular blessing to keep in touch with John ever since 
and for us both to be part, these days, of the ever-growing Church at 
Junction 10 in Walsall. I joy over his obvious development in God, 
and in particular his gifting in the area of personal evangelism. I know 
that he is a true and faithful witness to the gospel of Christ, which has 
changed his life radically and forever. I shall ever be grateful to God 
that I was a small part in the events, which the Holy Spirit used, to 
bring John to spiritual birth that particular Thursday evening. 
 
Pastor David Hyde.  
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                               Epilogue  
This book was born out of a deep desire to share my faith with non-
Christians and people caught up in many new age religions.  

                                           
In 1921 Albert Einstein, the world famous Nobel Prize winner for 
Physics, was once asked a question: “What weapons do you think 
they will use in the third world war?” Einstein pondered for a few 
moments and said, “I don’t know the answer to that question, but I 
can tell you what weapons they will use in the fourth world war: sticks 
and stones”. 
 
Many Christians debate whether the devil is on the earth or in hell. 
Countless Christians doesn’t even consider that a spiritual battle is 
taking place all around them daily.  Einstein implied that man would 
destroy civilisation and revert back to a Stone Age existence, I would 
like to challenge that claim. I believe Satan is behind most of the 
destruction and chaos in the world today.    
 
He is the invisible power behind governments and people in authority 
on our planet today. He uses men as a puppeteer would use a 
marionette to enchant an audience.  He is the master puppeteer, 
constantly at work, and always pulling the world’s strings. He is at 
work this very minute, behind the scenes, patiently manipulating the 
architects of our society.  
 
Scripture shows that there are two prophetic streams pertaining to 
Christ’s coming at the end of this age.  
 
The one stream shows the darkness increasing, and the other shows 
the light increasing.  
 
The wheat and the tares will grow together until the end of the age. 
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All occult practices are Satan’s counterfeit form of communication. In 
the last days, there will be increased activity by demon spirits to 
counterfeit and resist the working of the Holy Spirit. 
 
All these profess to gain knowledge which is not available by natural 
means. Most people think they are just harmless fun. The Bible is 
explicit in its warnings to all who get involved in the occult world. All 
such contact is forbidden by the word of God. 
 
Many of the elements of the occult are satanic counterfeits of the 
operation and manifestation of the Holy Spirit. As God moves in the 
supernatural realm, so Satan counterfeits by moving through his evil 
spirits. The purpose behind Satan’s counterfeit is deception and 
enslavement. 
 
The word occult means to hide or conceal things. 
 
Take heed from my experience, don’t open the door.   
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                        End Notes  

                   Useful Scriptures  
2 Timothy 1:7.  For God did not give us a spirit of timidity, but a spirit 
of power, of love and of self-discipline. 

Revelation 12:9-10 . Now War arose in heaven and that great dragon 
was hurled down, that ancient serpent the devil, or Satan, who leads 
the whole world astray- he was hurled to the earth, and his angels. 

2nd Corinthians 4:4.The god of this age has blinded the mind of 
unbelievers so that they cannot see the light of the gospel.   

 Eph 6:12-18 For our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but 
against the rulers, against the authorities, against the powers of this 
dark world and against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly 
realms.  

Romans 8:28. And we know that in all things God works for the good 
of those who love him, who have been called according to his 
purpose. 

The word of God  ( John 8:31- 32 )  

Jesus said if you hold to my teachings you are really my disciples. 
Then you will know the truth and the truth will set you free. 

The name of Jesus ( Luke 9: 1) 

When Jesus had called the twelve together he gave them power and 
authority to drive out all demons and to cure diseases  

Christ in you ( John 1:12) 

Yet to all who received him to those who believed in his name he 
gave the right to become children of God. 
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The blood of Jesus ( Romans 3:25) 

God presented him as a sacrifice because of atonement through faith 
in his blood   

The power of the Holy Spirit ( Acts 1: 8) 

But you will receive power when the Holy Spirit comes on you. 

Test the Spirit (1 John 4:1-3) 

Dear friends do not believe every spirit but test the spirit to see 
whether they are from God. Moving on slightly-this is how we 
recognise the spirit of God every spirit that acknowledges that Jesus 
Christ has come in flesh is from God but every spirit that does not 
acknowledge Jesus is not from God this is the spirit of the anti Christ 
which you have heard is coming and even now is already in the 
world.   

(Isaiah 8: 19-20) when men tell you to consult mediums and spirits 
who whisper and mutter should not a people enquire of their God? 
Why consult the dead on behalf of the living. 

The whole armour of God ( Ephesians 6) 

Finally be strong in the lord and is mighty power. Put the full armour 
of God so that you can take your stand against the devil’s schemes 
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                            Pictures & Letters  
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On holiday with Emma and Claire my two daughters.  
Above Claire below Emma.   
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