Chapter 1: My story
Proverbs 24:3-4, “By wisdom a house is built, and through understanding it is established; through knowledge its rooms are filled with rare and beautiful treasures.”

The early days ….

I would say my last 50 years has been pretty exciting! Others may disagree. I’m quite sure others have looked on with amazement and maybe a bit of confusion. Let me explain; I was born in America, moved to Australia at 11 where I lived for about 23 years. I have lived 12 years in Thailand and I’m now living in the UK. Like I said, I’ve lived a pretty exciting life! Questions like, “Where do you come from?” are a bit difficult for me to answer.

I was born in Lakeland, Florida in 1957 and moved to Australia’s Gold Coast with my parents when I was 11. That was 1967 and decimal currency was just being introduced into Australia. I went to Southport Primary School and can remember my first day of Aussie school. My teacher said something and with my good ole southern manners replied, “Yes ma’am.” The teacher was delighted and thought all the kids should address her in such a way! 

I was not popular that day! 

Thankfully I skipped a grade and ended up in Mr. Rose’s class in grade 6. Much nicer and I worked hard on developing an Aussie accent so I could blend in! The sunny beaches of Miami and Surfer’s Paradise on Queensland’s Gold Coast were a great place for a kid to grow up. I enjoyed the beaches; going to school in bare feet, my hair was long and blonde and I was learning to fit into Aussie culture. Unfortunately I was never slim.

Sadly my parents separated about a year after we moved to Australia, pretty sad for a 12 year old and I began to get involved with the wrong crowd and got into drugs and stuff. By 15 I was one of the biggest drug pushers in my high school. My school had a bit of a reputation at the time and we lovingly nicked named Miami High as “Marijuana High”. Our principal, Mr. Callaghan was not impressed! 

But then some really weird stuff happened and a few of my school mates started to tell me about Christ. I was not going for it at all. Soon my best friend’s wife connected with God and I discovered by accident that one of my best friends was a backslidden Pentecostal Christian! Truly one of the worst most despicable things on God’s green earth you can be; a “backslidden Pentecostal Christian”. 

My step brother got saved first and then took us all to church the next Sunday. That Sunday March the 3rd 1974 I got powerfully saved at 17 ½ years old.  I’ve never looked back. 

Soon after I was saved I quickly knew I had been slated by God to do church ministry. My first ministry was setting out chairs at church which was held in the Southport Masonic Lodge Hall every Sunday morning, it was a mathematical equation my pastor explained to me; “chair-ology” it was called. After 6 months I got my own set of keys and opened up on my own. Soon after I became a Sunday school teacher, it was awesome me and 6 little 5 year old boys! 

I wanted to follow in the footsteps of my pastor and mentor Tom Whiting. Tom Whiting was the pastor of my church on the Gold Coast. At the time the only AOG church there. He was an awesome man and a real father to me and a whole generation of us boys. He was not only our pastor, mentor but a hero of the faith. He laid foundations into our lives; he was a man of the Holy Spirit too. So after my conversion he noticed I was called of God and encouraged the call of God. He laid hands upon me many times and imparted something very powerful in my life.

I went to the Assembly of God Bible College after being saved for only 2 years. It was up in the mountains behind Sydney in a town called Katoomba. They accepted me as a student and for three years I studied for the ministry. One of my lecturers went on to become my mentor for life. His name is Philip Hills. Phil had a powerful impact upon my life too. He encouraged the church planting spirit within me and prophesied over me whenever he could; he was also a man of the Holy Spirit. We especially enjoyed his lectures because we would almost always have a move of the Holy Spirit. It was awesome!

I enjoyed Bible College; I especially enjoyed theology with Fred Lancaster. I always felt that theology was the super structure of my ministry and my life. When I finished college I knew that I’d never fall into error because of men like Fred Lancaster and my principal Aeron Morgan. Aeron Morgan was an expositor of the word. He was an orator and powerful preacher – he was a pulpiteer. One night he preached for two hours on, “Who is the Anti-Christ” and even when he finished preaching we still didn’t know who the Antichrist was. But I’ll never forget it. Aeron made sure we had correct theology and knew how to accurately open the word of God. 

After college I was invited to become the youth pastor of Shepparton AOG in the upper northern regions of Victoria. The Goulbourn Valley was a fruit growing area and after a tough first year as a youth pastor I moved to Alice Springs to pioneer my first church. For those of you who don’t know, Alice Springs is the centre of Australia in the Northern Territory. I was there for three years and it was the closest I had ever had to a “desert experience.” My closest AOG church was Mt Isa and that was 1,100 kilometre away! And we were surrounded by the burning red sands of the Simpson Dessert!

But it was during that time I met and married my wife Denise. Thanks for the big help from Phil Hills we were married in 1982 in Melbourne at Richmond Temple as it was called then. From Alice Springs Denise and I moved to western Victoria and pioneered 3 more churches. Horsham, Hamilton and Warracknabeal were the towns we worked in. 

During our time in western Victoria Denise gave birth to our first child, a boy we called Joel. Joel, as we were to learn many years later, suffered from Williams Syndrome. He was severely disabled. We went through nearly 6 years of looking after him until logic dictated we enrol him into full time residential care. It was a very tough time for Denise and I and one we rarely talk about to others. 

After a few years of being in Western Victoria my wife and I moved to “good-old” Melbourne. In November of 1984 we began Harvest Christian Centre and out of that church we planted another few churches in Melbourne suburbs. This was an awesome time in Melbourne working with Dave & Rosanna Palmer, Gary “Tex” Houston, and Mick Aguis. We all had a whale of a time saw hundreds saved, had rock and roll music for worship, lights and smoke machines and even sported a heavy metal band now called Mortification and it is all definitely the subject of another book one day; maybe a fair-dinkum autobiography! But for those who remember it was one of the most powerful moves of God in its day and it was in 1985!

It was after 13 years of ministry in Australia one wife, two more children Rebekah and Daniel, 8 pioneer churches, and by the grace of God, I was able to establish myself as a respected preacher, church planter, pastor, youth speaker, conference speaker, bible college guest lecturer (hooligan). Things were going great for me. We started our first conference called, “It’s time Australia!” We had Aussie speakers stirring us up and inspiring people to build great churches. Many would have called me a radical but there were other more radical than I was. I had garnered a great reputation and had friends who loved and liked me. (I had those who didn’t like me as well; who hasn’t) I was going places in God, my church was thriving and we were in something like revival. I learned a lot about church life in Melbourne and made some lifelong friends as well.

It was in the midst of all this that Denise and I felt the call of God to Thailand. Many of my friends thought I was mad. One preacher prophesied I was making a mistake; but others knew and they believed I had heard from God. 

We moved to exotic Thailand in January 1991 as a family as missionaries reaching the Thai’s for the Jesus. I was just turned 34 years old. Thailand was colourful! The Thais were beautiful people! Thai food …. I think we’ll have it in Heaven as well. The Thai language was fun to learn and I got “Thai tongued” as well as tongue tied. We did eventually learn the language and began ministry. I travelled the region and enjoyed my time in Asia very much. During that time I was effectively out of regular church life for 12 years! I have to admit that a part of me was pleased.  I knew from firsthand experience that church life could be stressful in a microcosmic way and was sort of glad to be out of it. My time in Asia was very significant and has helped me become what I am today. The unusual combination of church planting, pastoral ministry, missionary endeavours, language learning and the corporate experience I had with World Vision in my last 3 years, had left me uniquely qualified for the work I was to embark upon in England.

During my time out of church life though things changed incredibly!! There was a culture shift both in the church and more importantly in the world

Early 2003 …

At the end of my time in Asia I was with my family on what we believed could be the “family holiday to beat all holidays!” It was Christmas/New Years time 2002/2003 and we went to Europe for 4 weeks! Aussies in Europe; we were “livin’ the dream.” It was a fantastic time. Coffee shops, the Mona Lisa, the Eiffel Tower, croissants and French wines! Hang on … there was also cheese, fois gras and pain au chocolate. I loved it all.  Did I mention the Scare Coure, truffles and hot chocolates on the Champs D’ Elise. 
As a family we still talk about the time we had together; memories were great. We had 2 weeks in Vienna and 2 weeks in Paris. We saw the New Year in watching fireworks over the Eiffel Tower. What more could you want. Only more escargot!

During our time on holiday I had been waiting upon God and during our travels I walked into the Notre Dame on the banks of the Seine River with the thousands of other tourist. As I walked in I sensed very powerfully the presences of God. The sense of the presences of God actually caught me off guard and alerted me that He was ready to say something powerful. It was in the Notre Dame Cathedral that I heard the still small voice of the Holy Spirit. It was a word that would keep me for a number of horrible years and sustain me for lots more good years to come. 

As the story goes I made my way down to the front row of the Cathedral, the place I always sit in church by the way and I began to pray. I thought over my options for the future. We were in the last 6 months of my contract with World Vision and we knew we were meant to leave Asia in June 2003 the grace of God had indeed lifted. I loved working and ministering in Asia. I loved the travel, the food, the frequent flyer points and the airport lounges but Denise, my darlin’ wife, ever faithful and sensitive to God, knew our time in Asia was over. I was a husband, who learned a long time ago that my wife has a “hot-line” to heaven and when she spoke I knew she was right and we needed to move, but where? This was the first time we had to resign a posting without knowing where we were going. It was a bit scary. 

On the morning of 6th January 2003 I sat in the Notre Dame praying, Daniel, my son was sitting next to me for most of the time. In that hour I asked the Lord what He wanted me to do next? 
His answer surprised me. 
The Holy Spirit said these words, “The next thing you do will be the most significant thing you’ve ever done!” I was astounded by that answer and like Mary, the mother of Jesus “I hid His words in my heart.” I understood the difference between significance and success, I knew about influence and achieving greatness, I’d travelled, had preached in many of the great churches of both Australia and Asia, I was well known in my world. But I was challenged by the word of the Lord and was ready at the ripe old age of 46 to do “the most significant thing I had ever done.” 
I knew my life as a servant of God was not over; I knew deeply the call of God, it was an indelible mark upon my souls. In my darkest nights I knew the Lord had His hand upon me for ministry. I knew in my heart I would return to church ministry. What else could I do but the “work of the Lord?” My scripture to advance was the scripture found in Matthew 7:7, “Knock and the door will be opened.” So I wrote to a few friends back in Oz and was told, “We’re excited about you returning to Australia, we need you here but hey there are no churches available at this time. Our advice is get a ticket and stand in line.” It looked like a closed door and … it was! 

I had written one other email to the UK, it wasn’t answered in over 5 weeks and so I assumed it was lost in cyber space! But 5 weeks later in March 2003 while I sat at my desk in Dhaka, Bangladesh an answer arrived, “… there is a small church in Norwich, UK. They have about 100 people and it is a troubled church, haven’t had a pastor in over 3 years but it was founded by one of the great teachers of England Bob Gordon. If you feel a quickening in your spirit let me know.” 

Well as history will record we did in fact sense a quickening in our spirit. In that mysterious “the wind blows where it want to blow” supernatural way we knew this was the will of God for us. The leadership team of this little church felt something as well. And so Denise and I travelled to the fine city of Norwich over the Easter weekend of April 2003. We were there for 2 weekends. I did everything to be myself and I was true to form in every way! I was a bit bombastic, tried to be funny, was a little aggressive, showed that I believed I was a true leader and generally tried to “just be myself.” Even after a bit of run in with the chairman of the board they still unanimously agreed to call us to the church to become the pastors. (Personally? I think they were desperate for a pastor and a loud Aussie would just have to do! It appeared at the time I was the only one putting my name forward anyway!)

Little did I know at that time that I was about to embark upon a 2 year journey that would take me to Hell and back, thankfully in one piece and a lot wiser about God, His word and human nature. It was a time where I had to be sure about ever foundational aspect of my life, my integrity and calling. In many ways I have referred to this as “the darkest moments of my life,” don’t ask me why, I suppose in some respects I had been through some bad experiences but this did register as the worst on my personal Richter scale. 
I didn’t know church life could get so ugly. Call me naïve but I thought Christian people in the church should have acted differently. It was a very tough time. I am a man of character and for an Aussie, quite polite as well. But it got quite unsightly to say the least. Looking back now (oh how powerful is hindsight - 20/20 actually) I would have done some things differently. 

It was during this struggle and in this dark time that this book was born in my spirit. As I look around the world (especially Europe) I see thousands of churches reduced to insignificance because spiritual leadership has been capped by a controlling and permission giving culture where there are people who have no business running the business of the church. 

It was a very motivating time really. I knew I would get through this and would encourage other pastors, church leaders and just Christians generally involved in church life and leadership to hang in there and believe God. I know now it was the many 3 am of exasperated prayer as I wrestled with demons, my own fears and the real threat to my sanity that I knew I was going to write this book. 

I was going to write a book for pastors all over Europe and maybe the world to encourage them it is worth while paying the price for courageous leadership to bring the people of God through to a place of effective and significant ministry! I knew a book was in my spirit and I needed to get it out of my spirit to encourage pastors about how to create a kingdom of God culture in church to in turn create an unstoppable and irresistible place where people can come and find meaningful connection with Jesus Christ! I was going to write a book which would be a platform for discussion, a forum for deciding on change; I was writing a book which would be a 21st Century ecclesiology, a theology for church and creating environments for powerful encounters with God and salvation. I wanted to write a book because some things are worth fighting for. 

I was going to write a book that would encourage Christian leadership and tell them of a new kind of church emerging in the world today! It would be a church with God’s agenda and motivated by the very cause of Christ. To see a church that would “seek and save those who are lost.” To encourage pastor to build a church culture with right foundations and teach Christian leaders how to build churches that would be a light to the world and salt to a decaying and broken down humanity. I wanted to write a book that would give confidence to leadership and help leaders to be willing to build a church in touch with today (and tomorrow!) with a desire to connect with today and reach the people of today! 

I wanted to write this book while I was still close enough to the 500 mark in actual attendance to be relevant to pastors, leaders and churches that were in faith believing to break through this barrier and see a large, significant church in their city, community and world. 

As you read these pages please feel free to make contact with me and discuss your struggles and triumphs; your trials and your victories. I would love to hear from you and to encourage you in your journey. 
Here’s to great churches touching our world with a message that can bring change and transformation through Jesus Christ our Lord. 
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