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Preface
I’ve never thought of myself as a writer, that credit belongs to those who can brilliantly ‘turn
a phrase’, and ones who have dramatic life experiences about which everyone wants to hear.
However I have been encouraged to put on paper our experiences for the benefit of so many
with whom we are coming into contact who are puzzled with where life is taking them and
having difficulty reconciling their belief in a loving God with the seeming lack of answers to
their prayers.
These are very real issues and there are many questions in people’s minds as they see so
many Godly men and women, some previously in leadership, now suffering from infirmities
that we totally believe God, in His Word has promised to heal. We have faced these same
dilemmas ourselves over the more than 20years since Len was diagnosed with Parkinson’s
Disease.
Before that we thought we knew where our life was leading and like most of us had our plans
made when this sudden intrusion disrupted all our hopes and dreams.
But God in His great Grace has begun to unfold to us His ways which are not our ways and
His thoughts which are not our
thoughts.

What seemed at the time to be a dead end in the road of our life turned out to be

just a bend in the road.
While I don’t have all the answers, I do hope to be able to encourage others who may be
facing trials of their own.
After twelve months of getting to know people in our new home town of Toowoomba and
quietly and patiently trusting in the wonderful goodness of God, a new direction is beginning
to emerge, and that is why I’m putting this into writing in the hope that others in similar
situations, and there are many from my observation, may be helped and encouraged.
That is my prayer and desire!
This is our story...

1 EARLY YEARS
Family Backdrop
Our early years were very different from each others. Len, born the youngest of five and
some years younger than his siblings was a post war baby conceived after his father returned
from being a Japanese prisoner of war in Java. His family lived in Redcliffe, Qld where Len
grew up. He was only 10years old when he experienced the death of his father and for his
teenage years his mother raised him alone. Financial necessity required that she work and so
Len became a ‘latch-key’ kid, a situation that greatly affected his life at that time.
I was born the first of six children after my father returned from England having served in the
RAAF also during World War 11. He and my mother were married on his return and my
father then applied to train for the Methodist Ministry. I put in a surprise appearance just
thirteen months later, an arrival that increased the financial strain on my parents. My family
moved around the state of Qld every 4 or 5 years, my father being subject to periodic transfer.
Len and I both felt a call of God in different ways during our early years but this did not
immunise us against the usual teenage trials. We know though that “all things work together
for the good of those who love God and are called according to His purpose” and so those
experiences formed our characters and made us into who we are.
Len aspired to the ministry during his late teens but perhaps the timing was not right so he
continued on his course with the Post Office, working towards a promotion which ultimately
took him into country service, but I’m running ahead of myself.
I completed year 10 high school in Charters Towers in Nth Qld after which time thankfully
my Dad was transferred to Nundah in Brisbane. All my childhood I had dreamed of being a
nurse but I’d been forced to take commercial studies at High School and not the more
preparatory subjects that I would have preferred but which were not available at that school.
Year 10 was the entry level for nursing then but I was still a year too young to apply, so I was
directed into office work firstly at the Methodist Church’s head office and then with
Queensland Airlines and later Ansett Airlines, both now defunct. My parents weren’t keen
about the nursing and so it didn’t ever eventuate.

Marriage
I was considering taking up some Church ministry studies when Len and I met at a Church
Conference in Brisbane, and my heart was totally captivated and led away from anything
other than spending my life with this man of my dreams.
We were married on 23rd November 1968 and continued to live in Brisbane for the next two
years. Our daughter Catherine was born on New Year’s Day 1971 just after Len had
completed his Postal Clerk course with the Post Office. This required his acceptance of a
country appointment which he subsequently received and when Catherine was just five
months old we moved our entire life to Atherton in far Nth Qld.
We loved this part of the world and purchased a beautiful block of land, high on a hill with
great views and proceeded to have plans drawn up for our very first home.

Len’s Music & Teaching Journey
Len, meanwhile was continuing his music studies with a view to making a career in music.
He found a teacher in nearby Herberton and was working hard to complete Year 8 piano
before commencing his A.Mus.A diploma. His teacher just happened [a God-incidence I
guess] to know the acting Principal of All Soul’s Church of England School in Charters
Towers, and also knew that they were in desperate need of a Music Master at the College.
She felt that Len was the answer to their prayers! I begged to differ having vehemently
declared to Len that I never wanted to live there ever again!
Len was asked to come to Charters Towers for an interview and we were given the
opportunity to view a possible house for rent, one owned by the School’s Senior Science
Master who was moving into a college residence. So we made the seven hour drive down for
Len to meet with the acting Head Master, a lovely elderly Anglican Canon who had stepped
in when the previous Principal died suddenly.

Len was offered the job and jubilantly

accepted . . . never mind my total aversion to the town! Then we viewed our future home an old fibro and corrugated iron shack on the edge of town where cockroaches, mice and
spiders dwelt unhindered and the long grass and weeds were a testimony of the long term
neglect. It took every ounce of courage for me to acquiesce and give my husband the
opportunity to further his career in this place.

Every new experience and every major decision can completely change the course of life and
so it was with this one. However while we trust in God to guide and direct us, even poorly at
times He remains faithful to us and keeps us true to his plans for our lives. Len had no
experience with music appreciation classes nor with school teaching so we worked together
to produce what we hoped were interesting lessons. It was a whole new challenge for us
both.
We endured only three months in the shack before something far more suitable became
available to which we were able to bring our second born home. Kent arrived on 18th May
1973 a healthy son, delivered by Caesarean section after a long and difficult labour.
After three years in Charters Towers the Queensland Education Dept. introduced Teacher
Registration for all teachers. Len being untrained was not acceptable to their requirements
and therefore unable to teach any longer in Queensland. And so another trial began but also
an opportunity for me to again escape my nemesis.
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Teachng in Walla Walla NSW
Len finally acquired a position of Music Director at St. Paul’s College in Walla Walla, a
small rural town in southern New South Wales. What an adventure, neither of us had ever
lived outside Queensland. We loved the close intimate nature of this small community of
like minded people, a farming community based around a Lutheran Church and the Lutheran
boarding College.
Len was belatedly granted Provisional Registration by the Qld. Education Dept. allowing him
to do by correspondence, teacher training, provided he attend two vacation schools in
Brisbane each year. Having acquired three music diplomas in Charters Towers he was now
free to turn his mind to this study.
In this new part of the country I took up art, which I had begun while expecting Kent, with a
vengeance. I was greatly inspired by the landscapes of the Riverina District and found a
ready market for my art works. Being prevailed upon to teach beginners I absorbed myself in
the joys of artistic expression which had been denied me for so many years.

We became members of the Lutheran Church, there being no Methodist Church in the town,
and committed ourselves to serve there as was our custom. Len eventually led the choir and
played the pipe organ, while I sang in the choir, joined the ladies group and helped with
producing the weekly newsletter.

Holy Spirit Baptism
Our hearts were for God but there seemed to be a limit to how much of God we could find.
However God responds to hungry hearts and during our fourth year there He led us to the
mighty experience of the Baptism in the Holy Spirit.
This new move of the Holy Spirit was very unpopular with the traditional Churches and the
enthusiasm of the newly ‘baptised’ only led understandably to them being ostracized.
Eventually Charismatic Churches began to spring up where like-minded people sharing
similar experiences could fellowship.
It was to one of these Churches, Christian Outreach Centre, in Brisbane that we were
propelled when we moved back to Queensland after four years in Walla Walla. Len had
completed his teacher studies and was now a fully registered Teacher in Qld, and was
therefore able to obtain employment at Brisbane Boy’s College in Toowong. I was most
disappointed to have to leave the Albury district where my art was being recognized and even
sought after. But God was really moving on our lives and He provided accommodation for
us at the College in return for Len taking on the role of Dormitory Master.

Bible College
Kent started school that year and so for the first time ever I was home alone and trying to find
my feet. Inspiration for painting abandoned me, the concrete landscape giving me no joy
whatever. However what I did find to do was some sermon typing for the Church and it was
while typing a sermon address for the Bible College of that year that the Lord spoke to me
about Bible College. “Sure Lord, I’ve always wanted to go to Bible College, but You’ve got
to speak to Len about it, it has to come from You, I can’t influence him in something so
important.” It must have been about six weeks later when Len came in one day having just

returned from taking a class of students to an ABC Concert, something he’d always dreamed
of doing, and said to me “I was thinking about Tuchekoi today.” Mt. Tuchekoi is where COC
had their Bible College at that time. “Oh” said I, my antennae secretly shooting up, “what
about Tuchekoi?” “Well, uh . . . Bible College.” said he hesitantly. “What about Bible
College?” I questioned. “Well . . . ,” and so he confessed that he was feeling a strong God
pull towards attending Bible College next year. By now he was almost grovelling so I let him
off the hook by telling him how I too had felt that call just a few weeks previously.
God is so good. To have confirmed this to us both so that any reaction against our decision
would not sway our determination was pure Grace on His part. He gave us enough time to
make preparations both physically and financially for the coming year of full time studies.
This was another career change for Len but one that we both willingly embraced. We had
vision for our lives and it involved full time service to our Lord. What a tremendous
privilege and opportunity. GOD IS A GOOD GOD!
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2 FOLLOWING OUR GUIDE
Bible College
We were both 33years old when we took our children and towed our caravan to Mt Tuchekoi;
having packed and stored the rest of our worldly belongings in someone’s shed. We were in
for the ride of our lives!
As well as Bible Studies we began a huge lesson is trusting God. There was no such thing as
Austudy in those days. We had the previous year saved enough finance to pay for our board
and tuition at the College with a small amount left over for incidentals. The first major
necessity turned out to be the need of a suitable small bus to take the 20 children of the
students to the COC school at Woombye, a 50km drive away. Len felt that we should trade
our near new Toyota Corona in on a 15 seat bus for this purpose and so we set about
searching for a good second hand one that would fit the bill. We did find one and it took all
the money from the Corona trade-in plus all our remaining funds to purchase it! The other
parents agreed to pay the petrol cost leaving us to take care of the maintenance, a matter of
total dependence on God because we had no more savings and no income! God is so good
and totally took care of the few needs that came up.
There were 33 students in college that year and 22 of us were married couples with 20
children between us. Throw into that mix close living quarters, a shared dining room and
then cramming all the children, high school and primary ages, into a 15 seater bus for a 50km
drive each way to school and you have a real pressure cooker combination. We may have
been committed Christians but we were also human and when our children were threatened
we faced our biggest challenge and the safety valve did blow on occasions. This was
character development accelerated!

Personal Crisis
Many were the experiences of that year but one particular event really impacted my life. I
became very sick with a virus affecting many in the district at that time. On this memorable
night I retired with a very high fever and a ‘floating’ feeling. During the night ‘someone’
woke me and gently told me to ‘breathe’. Surprised, I did as I was told and promptly went

back to sleep. Later—I have no idea how much later—the same ‘person’ [I believe it was my
angel] woke me again and again commanded that I ‘breathe!’ This time I woke up enough to
realize what had happened and for the rest of the night propped myself up not wanting to risk
it happening again. During that night I had a vision: I was standing on a road, and along the
road to the right of me stood Len and the children who were only 9 and 7yrs old at the time.
To the left of me and up the road was the gate of Heaven with the angels beaconing me to
come! I had to choose which way to go . . . and yet I knew what the answer had to be. We
were preparing for our life of ministry and our children were still very young. I knew Len
really needed me. But the most surprising thing to me was the drawing power of Heaven! I
so much wanted to go that way! The crisis passed and I quickly recovered.
I have no fear of death, in fact I still look forward to the day my Lord calls me home. That
will be my Graduation Day!
I so agree with Lord Tennyson in Crossing the Bar:
“Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me!
And may there be no moaning of the bar,
When I put out to sea…”
I’ve told my family not to be sorry for me when I answer that call.
I love what St Paul said:

“For to me to live is Christ, and to die is gain” [Phil. 1:21]
and that’s exactly how I feel. I’m not wishing to die but I happily acknowledge that there
will be a day when I meet my Lord and Saviour face to face and that will be GLORY!
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Sunshine Coast
As our College year progressed Pastor Neil Miers from the Sunshine Coast COC at
Woombye approached Len asking if he would come on staff at the Church at the end of the
year. Len was a very accomplished pianist who was invaluable to the Church music team, he
also held a teacher’s registration which was important for the fledgling Church School and
he’d just completed his Bible College training all of which made him a desirable member of
staff. This was an ideal appointment from all our points of view. It also meant that our
children could continue in school without having to make another change. The College year
completed and the graduation ceremony performed, we packed the van and headed for the
Sunshine Coast and a new adventure.
It was a growing time for both of us. Len arrived with his work already cut out for him and
was totally occupied from the very start. I on the other hand was at a very loose end. The
house at the Church was offered to us to rent but was not available for the first three weeks,
so we set up our Caravan in the grounds of the Church/School and waited. With both of us
having studied all year and both graduated at the end, I suddenly found myself without
anything to do and no recognition of qualification gained.

It was challenging and

discouraging to say the least. I spent much time crying out to the Lord for some clarity of
purpose and meaning in the whole thing. Of course as often happens He was silent, allowing
me to learn to be patient and trust.
Len too had his challenges. While his heart was in the Pastoral area as well as the music, he
was of necessity employed in the school as Principal, simply because of his registration. This
was a very ill fit and caused him much grief even though he did the best that he could. When
he could take the pressure no longer he purposed to resign at which time he was moved over
to pastoral visitation and music direction, a much happier mix.
It wasn’t long before I found my place, becoming involved with the ladies Bible Studies,
helping out in the Church office and then as it developed the Restoration Prayer Ministry, a
ministry pioneered by Pastor Nance Miers and a tremendous tool for restoring lives. Along
with supporting Len and raising our children this made for a very fulfilled life.
Len also began to produce and direct Christian musicals using the considerable talent
available in the Church. With a cast of 56, and all the main roles being filled by excellent
soloists these productions became well known in the Church community around SE Qld.

during the early 1980’s. One musical we performed was ‘The Witness’, which we took to
several towns to the delight of the audiences and Len was asked to repeat the performance
several years running at Easter. Each presentation was followed by an altar call and the fruit
from this was very satisfying to the cast and all who worked to bring it about.
We grew much during the six years we were there. Many people on coming out of Bible
College think the training is completed at the end of the studies but we all found that was just
the beginning. And one lesson was that God didn’t just take the hard things away and make
the sailing easy, but His Grace strengthened us as we learned things often the hard way.
When we thought we couldn’t go on, and yes there were many times that we felt like that, He
would send us a word of encouragement to hold us on course. Like the time that Len had had
all he felt he could take and in a confrontation was given the choice, “work with me or leave,
you’ve got a week to decide which one.” I was almost overwhelmed because I couldn’t see
how he could continue on and thought his only option would be to leave, and where would
we go? That was when a new song based on Scripture was introduced to the Church
“Fear not for I am with you . . . Says the Lord. When you pass through the
fire you’ll not be burned and through the waters you will not drown . . .”
How the Lord ministered to me as I sang that song, over and over again to quiet my trembling
heart while I waited for Len to make his decision!
At weeks end he decided to stay and settle, but we repeated that unsettling almost annually.
I called it his ‘annual itch’. Len had such a desire to pastor his own Church that nothing less
would ultimately satisfy.
Christian Outreach Centre was pioneering Churches in the Eastern States of Australia at this
time and Len became convinced that we should go out and pioneer. Now pioneering with
COC involved an approved and mature couple feeling a call of God and prayerfully moving
into a town and starting meetings that would ultimately grow into a Church. There was no
financial support available other than what you could raise from offerings so in all wisdom,
as well as the call of God you needed some financial backing behind you before starting out.
We had nothing left in savings due to having used all ours for Bible College and then our
earnings after that had been subsistence only. So when Len made his first real suggestion to
me about pioneering I convinced him that we’d need at least $2,000 to back up such a
venture! That quelled the impulse quite rapidly.
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Changes
It was 5th December in 1985. We had the day before moved house on the Sunshine Coast
and our phone wasn’t reconnected until later that day. That would not normally have been a
problem or even noteworthy except on this occasion. My parents had now lived in their
retirement home in Cleveland, Brisbane for three years with the ‘granny flat’ attached so that
Mum could take care of her elderly Mother. Eleven days previous to this they celebrated
their 40th Wedding Anniversary which we’d honoured by throwing a surprise party of family
and friends. Now this week had been occupied with preparing Christmas presents, wrapping
them and parcelling up ones to be posted. A very happy week according to my
Grandmother.
As they prepared for bed the night before, Mum was suddenly overcome with an excruciating
headache which quickly sent her into semi-consciousness. Dad phoned the Doctor urgently
who came quickly and called for an ambulance. My dear Mother had suffered a massive
cerebral haemorrhage and passed away at 3.30am the next morning. Dad withheld phoning
family until 6am when he called my brother in Dalby who immediately set out on the 3 hour
drive to be with Dad. All the family was notified except us who were without a phone and
even calls to COC in Woombye somehow didn’t receive a response until a desperate message
around 10am which had me summonsed from a special ladies meeting.
It was unbelievable. Mum was the hub of the family, a healthy 60year old with no health
problems. She and Dad had been childhood sweethearts and now Dad was devastated,
shaken to the core. Grandma too never imagined that her only daughter would pre-decease
her. We came together, all of us and stayed, common grief binding us in a special bond, until
we could farewell her.
However life must go on and Dad and his Mother-in-law continued to live on supporting each
other in their loss until two years later Dad remarried and Grandma moved herself into a
retirement home where she lived for another six years before quietly going home.
At this time my desire for us to have our own home rose up again and I decided that if we
were ever to save for a deposit on a home then I would have to do something. I had again
dabbled in oil painting and produced a few works of art which had easily sold, so I set about
painting miniature paintings of local tourist attractions and mounted them on tiny easels
which my Dad produced for me. I found a ready market in the souvenir shops around the

Coast and so began a small business, painting as many pictures as I could find the time to do.
By the end of the year I had raised $2,000. That is when the ‘annual itch’ again hit but this
time my trump card no longer existed, I had $2,000!
On the surface it seemed very fool hardy to leave everything secure and step into the
unknown, but we weren’t working on the ‘surface’. This sort of venture required a deep trust
in the leading hand of God and a certainty of His provision each step of the way. Great faith
you may think, not really. . . more like, faith in a Great God!
We packed our belongings and stored them, then headed to Brisbane for the six week
intensive Ministry School which was to prepare us for the challenge of pioneering a Church.
We had no idea where we would be going at the end of the school as it was mostly left to
each couple to seek God for their mission post, so we trusted God that He would show us in
good time. Three weeks into the school most of the students knew their destination and were
praying already for their towns, we still had no idea. So in desperation one afternoon I went
aside to really seek God about this matter. In an open vision I saw the three states of Qld,
NSW and Victoria as relief maps, and suddenly it was as if a light was turned on behind
Victoria! I gasped as I really felt the Lord loved me too much to send me out of Queensland,
and Victoria is so cold! However in obedience I took myself in my imagination to the border
of Victoria near Albury and asked the Lord where in Victoria? I felt Him prompt straight
south, but I countered ‘no’ because I knew there were no large towns just south of
Albury/Wodonga. Then I felt that I was to look at a map, and when I did so I saw that
directly south, in Gippsland, was the town of Sale.

I really wanted Len to get some

confirmation from the Lord himself but when he pressured me to know what I was feeling I
told him of the experience. He wasn’t surprised because he confessed that Sale had been on
his mind also.
We submitted our thoughts to the oversight committee and after some consideration they
agreed that this was of God. So we were set and very excited to learn as much as possible
about our new home town.
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Pioneers in Victoria
It was no small thing to move our teenage children away from their friends and school and it
hurt us very much that Catherine missed out on the job opportunity that was waiting for her
on the Coast and that we had to take Kent out of the Christian School and put him into a State
school in Sale because there was no Christian School there. These were things we had to
commit to God because they were beyond our control, but this mother heart ached because of
the trials our children endured as a result.
We left Saturday morning early the day after Ministry School finished, and headed across
two states to reach our new home. Len declared on the way that we would find a house to
rent the day we arrived and I sensibly kept quiet about my doubts. We drove into town on
Sunday evening and booked into a Motel. Then as soon as the Real Estate opened on
Monday morning, the only one that had replied to our earlier query, we were on the doorstep.
Amazingly they had just received notice about a house that would be available by midday! It
was perfect for our needs and we were resident by that afternoon. The only problem now was
our furniture that had somehow gone missing! We were told it would be stored in Melbourne
waiting an address from us and would only take a few hours to come out, but now no one
knew where it was, the truck was missing! Four days later after many phone calls, it finally
arrived and we were able to do more than camp on the floor of an empty house.
We spent that week settling Kent into school and looking into opportunities for Catherine.
Len also managed to find some part time piano teaching to help with the finances. We
needed to rent a hall and put some advertisements into the local paper for our meetings
starting the next Sunday. We delivered the official ‘press release’ about COC to the local
newspaper and they in turn sent a reporter to photograph and interview us personally.
We were a family act, with Catherine becoming accomplished on the piano and Kent on the
drums. I prepared the communion and made up the newsletters to be handed out at the door
as I welcomed those coming to the meeting. Len of course was to lead the service and
preach the message.
Sunday arrived and we placed the sandwich board at the door of the hall set out the chairs and
waited . . . Finally at 9.30am one lone lady arrived. So we proceeded with our service, of
sorts, giving her ample opportunity to share the questions she naturally had. She came again
that evening bringing her husband and a few folk from another small group also came to join

with us. It was an encouraging beginning. That was February 1987 and when we returned to
Brisbane for Conference in May we were delighted to report that we had 90 people now
fellowshipping with us.
We were on a mission. We had a mandate from God and we embraced it with enthusiasm.
We established home groups and appointed leaders over them, gathering those leaders
together each week for teaching and fellowship. Then later in the week those leaders would
take that teaching to their own groups. I did a similar thing with the ladies’ mid-week
meetings. Following on from the lead we were given at Ministry School we started a 6am
prayer meeting five days a week for an hour. All leaders and others were encouraged to join
with us and they certainly did, even during the cold winter months. Our days were very full
of planning and preparation, visitation and counselling where necessary.
The responsibility was huge but the satisfaction also was immense and we

immersed

ourselves in the work God had called us to do with great intensity. We had a wonderful
group of people from many walks of life, from a variety of backgrounds and experiences, join
with us and support us. We praised God for adding so many beautiful ones to our lives.
They enthusiastically supported the ventures we initiated to reach into the community while
at the same time helping us to nurture and teach the new Christians among us.
The big sacrifices we felt were made by our children. We had a call and a vision that far
outweighed any disadvantages we experienced, but it was our vision and our calling. They
were still teenagers and preparing for life and while I would have loved for them to be
involved in a vibrant youth group that would develop and strengthen their Christian walk,
that option was not available. We included them as much as we could in the ministry but I
know it was hard.
One Sunday morning shortly after our arrival we discovered Kent sitting in the car counting
the offering to see if there would be enough for us to survive on, and there was. Such was his
anxiety about our situation. There are times in our lives when we must leave our children in
the Hands of God!
Kent eventually managed to obtain an apprenticeship as a Printer which itself was a miracle
in such a small town. We could see the hand of God upon him.
We had only a handful of youth, but youth leaders are like the proverbial hens teeth, almost

impossible to find, and without a good youth leader it is very difficult to operate a successful
youth ministry. We tried to fill this gap with different activities but we realized that our own
age and giftings were not appropriate for this task. However we did have ones willing to take
charge of the Children’s Church program which we ran in conjunction with our Sunday
morning service, and we had a good number of children each week.
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Gippsland Leadership Role - and Stress
Christian Outreach Centre grew state wide and when Victoria was divided into regions Len
was asked to become the District Chairman for the Gippsland.

This responsibility he

embraced gladly welcoming the opportunity to assist and encourage newer Pastors and stand
beside them as a mentor.
Just a few years into our time in Sale, Len began to experience troubling physical symptoms
which proved difficult to diagnose. He was handballed from Neurologist to Physician, to
Naturopath and finally even a Psychiatrist who informed him that he was his own worst
problem but probably wouldn’t change! Helpful that. When all other ideas fail blame it on
stress.
When Catherine was 19years old she became engaged to Wayne [now Joseph] Swan and with
our blessing moved to Melbourne to be nearer to him. She had been Len’s secretary and our
chief musician and her departure left a huge hole for us and for the Church.
They were married two and a half years later in Melbourne. She made a beautiful bride and
my heart almost burst watching her walk down the aisle on the arm of her Father. Then the
fathers, both being Pastors had the joy of sharing the ceremony.
As the years went on the Church continued strongly but some serious incidents involving
leaders put more stress on us. As well as that Len’s physical condition was a growing cause
for concern. When you know things are not right in your body it really plays on your mind,
particularly when no one in the Medical Profession can give you any reason or explanation
for the apparent phantom symptoms! I myself had to resist the temptation to think it was all
psychosomatic. A friend who had nursed for many years recognised his difficulties and

quietly told me that she thought he had Parkinson’s Disease. This thought was echoed by a
Neurologist in Melbourne
who prescribed a medication suitable to this. However when Len noticed no apparent
improvement he chose to disbelieve the Neurologist’s diagnosis, not wanting to go that route
particularly because his sister was suffering from that disease and we had seen the
progressive results of it.
Never-the-less Len was obviously unwell and some of our ministerial friends

became

troubled for him. A Pastor visiting us from Queensland and thinking along the ‘stress’ lines,
suggested a total break, offering Len the opportunity to come work with him and so be
relieved of the pressures of Senior Pastoring.
This seemed like the only way out of what was becoming an impossible situation so when our
State Chairman asked if we were going to leave, Len paused for a moment and then simply
said “yes”. Our successor was already waiting in the wings and an easy hand-over was
enacted. We had served for six years in Sale.
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3 FINDING NEW DIRECTIONS
It was a difficult move back to Queensland. We left so much of our hearts in Sale, as well as
some very good friends and the Church we had so eagerly pioneered. It was also heart
rending leaving Catherine behind in Melbourne even though we knew she had Joseph and
many friends there. Kent was almost finished his apprenticeship being given his papers early
because the schooling part was complete. He was free to come with us but hesitated a little
finally following us three weeks later.

We were grateful for somewhere to go and also thankful to God that people cared enough to
offer us an interim placing while Len’s health problems were investigated. Our Pastor friend
gave instructions to the Church leadership that no pressure was to be placed on Len. He was
encouraged to do general visitation but leave the leaders for the Senior Pastor to take care of.
He was also able to indulge his passion for Piano and choir.

We happily threw ourselves into the work becoming a part of this well established Church
and getting to know the people. But all of this care made no difference to Len’s physical
condition which continued to be a cause for concern. He consulted with anyone in the
Medical profession who was recommended, including a Naturopath who absolutely assured
him that even though he couldn’t say what the trouble was, that he absolutely knew he did not
have Parkinson’s Disease! Great relief!

Kent turned 21yrs old at this time and decided to contact a class mate from primary school
who shared his birth date. She in turn tracked him down also and they wished each other a
happy 21st birthday. They had not seen each other for eight years so their first meeting a few
weeks later was a little daunting, however it was love at first sight for Kent. And so Christine
Lewis came into our lives and family. They were married just six months later and Kent
moved to the Sunshine Coast where Christine lived.

After two years in this Church we felt the Lord was telling us to move on, but to where? We
attended the Church State Conference in October of that year expecting to receive an
invitation or at least some direction for the future. Nothing! Not knowing what else to do
and not wanting to let down the Pastor who had been so kind to us, we made up our minds to
settle again.

Early the following year we were both asked to come to the Pastor’s office. Len was sure he
was going to be asked to fill a greater role. Imagine our shock at being told that the leaders
of the Church felt they couldn’t work with Len anymore, that he was causing a rift between
the Pastor and leaders and would therefore have to stand down! We were given a few
examples of their grievances, which really amounted to small misunderstandings and which
we needed to learn from so that we could be more sensitive in future, but no opportunity was
given for defence nor for reconciliation. The decision was final. The shock was immense!
The hurt was crippling! We felt as if our very breath had been taken away. We were totally
humbled.

We had no desire to stay there, realizing that the Lord was probably prompting us to move
earlier to save us and the Church from this anxiety. So we quickly packed our belongings
and with the help of a few supportive friends quietly left town. We found a house to rent in
Brisbane and joined the head Church at Mansfield. It had been arranged for us to receive our
Long Service Leave payout, and this helped us survive. Not the way we would have
preferred to spend our first long holiday though!

We realized that this could either make or break us, and if we allowed this hurt to turn to
bitterness we would spiral downwards and be disqualified from any future ministry. With
every ounce of effort that we could muster we set about forgiving those involved. It was one
of the hardest things we’d had to do but do it we must! With God’s help we would search our
hearts and learn from this.
Len needed a job now but we also realized that his body couldn’t work a full eight hour day
without becoming totally exhausted. I suggested that he should apply for the Disability
Support Pension, something that he’d totally refused to even consider previously.
reluctantly he set about applying.

So

He was referred to a Commonwealth Doctor for a

diagnosis. Good luck on that one I thought! This lovely elderly gentleman arranged for Len
to see a Neurologist on Wickham Terrace. The diagnosis? . . . Parkinson’s Disease! Len was
shattered. However the Doctor prescribed medication which he said would confirm that
finding by making a real difference in his body. And it did, I had a new husband.

Now, with the correct medication, he was able to work but finding a secular job at his age and

with his specialty was impossible. We managed to survive, just, that year but all our selfconfidence was gone and we felt we had very little to offer or to live for. I even considered
the possibility that we were maybe going to die because it seemed to us that the Lord had
finished with us here.

We were diligent in our daily devotions of prayer and Bible reading, but as for hearing
anything from the Lord, well “the Heavens were as brass”. But we knew God was still on
His Throne, was still in control of our lives despite how we felt, and we clung on to Him .

Our extended family was a very strong main stay, loving us, supporting us and not asking any
awkward questions.

My Dad and Step-Mum lived in the same suburb and we really

appreciated our visits with them and the love we felt.

There was one bright spot in our lives that year and that was the announcement from Joseph
and Catherine who were by now living in Sydney, that they were expecting a baby, our first
grandchild! The baby was due in December and Cath wanted me to be there to support
Joseph at the birth. I was overwhelmed by this privilege. But how do I plan a visit to Sydney
when I really can’t predict the exact date of arrival of this baby?

As it turned out about three weeks before the due date, Joseph and Catherine had to come to
Brisbane on Church business and so they suggested that I drive back with them. This suited
us all and so I did. On their return it was discovered that Catherine’s blood pressure was very
high and she was immediately admitted to hospital, where she stayed for the next three weeks
until the birth. Their darling little son whom they named Ryley arrived on 20th December.
Being at his delivery was an unforgettable experience.
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Castle Hill, Sydney
Len was given a flight down to be with us all for Christmas and I shared with him about their
great Church and how much I had felt welcomed by all. I suggested to him that maybe he
should be looking for work in Sydney and that we could become involved in this Church
where our family was already established and where I believed we could again be actively

occupied. I also had a desire to be near Cath to help her. I had an agreement with the Lord
which I’d made with Him when Cath moved from Sale to Melbourne, that I’d willingly
release her now if He’d allow me to be close to her when she had her first baby. Now six
years later I was seeing how this could happen.

So at the end of the Christmas break Len stayed on with Joseph and Cath to look for work
and I returned to Brisbane to pack up the house and arrange the removal of our goods and
chattels.
Contrary to what I expected it wasn’t any easier for Len to find work in Sydney than it had
been in Brisbane. He was also assigned the task of finding a suitable house for us to rent
before the furniture arrived, and this was equally difficult with the financial restraints we
were under. There were some nights when Len, staying with the family there passed up a
meal on the excuse of ‘fasting’ because he was so embarrassed about not being able to pay
them any board. They were difficult days, they were hopeful days, but we still knew God
was there, working on us and building strength into us, even though we couldn’t always feel
it.
We settled into a house in Castle Hill with our two dogs and the sixteen gold fish that I’d
transported from Brisbane. We also took in a boarder to help defray the expenses, a lovely
Dutch man who added to our lives.

We were still healing and God in His mercy allowed us time for that. We needed to
overcome the sense of not being worth anything to the Kingdom of God. We needed to know
that God still had a place for us.

Len did some training in office work and finally did find an office job with a transportation
company. It was far from ideal with what he described as ‘the boss from hell’. He succeeded
a line of female employees who had quickly moved on and it didn't take him long to
understand why that was. He tolerated the verbal abuse and angry outbursts both directed to
himself and other employees who chanced to appear at the wrong moment, for quite some
time. Driving him to work one morning when I needed the car I noticed him visibly tense up
as we approached the office, and I thought to myself that this was not good for his health!
However we needed the money and so he endured the abuse despite the risks. Parkinson’s

Disease isn’t helped by stress. Finally on one such outburst the boss told him to get out and
not come back, so Len took him at his word and left. Later the boss protested by phone that
he had not meant it, but it was too late Len wasn’t going back.
I became involved with the Church as much as I could, with ladies’ meetings and also some
counselling. That was challenging in itself because when I was called upon to come, I often
didn’t have enough money for the bus and train fares to get to the Church. Sometimes I
caught the bus then walked between train stops to get there, counselled the person concerned
and walked back to the bus stop. But no doubt the walk was good for me. My passion was
my baby grand-son. I adored him and he adored his Grandma. No matter how difficult
things were, there was still Ryley to bring joy to our lives.
We had an opportunity to meet up with Pastors whom we’d known previously who had been
seemingly unfairly removed from their Church. They had heard of our troubles and felt a
kindred spirit with us so had sought us out. Of course there had been misunderstandings
involved and things were done that really hurt them, but it was too late to reverse it. They
were becoming very bitter over the whole incident, understandably. But we knew there was
more to it than they perceived and we pleaded with them to look for the hand of God in it and
not allow bitterness to overcome them. In the long run if we will just trust God to work out
all things according to His purpose things will turn around for our good.
Very sadly they wouldn’t or couldn’t heed our advice and continued in their anger and
bitterness. Eventually even their Marriage failed.
It was only by God’s Grace that we were able to rise from the ashes. He was restoring us and
we were learning that it was only His strength and His enabling power that would see us
through. ‘“Not by might, nor by power but by My Spirit” says the Lord.’ [Zech. 4:6] That
was such a valuable lesson. When we are young and enthusiastic we think we can do
anything, even our labours for the Lord are often in our own strength. It isn’t until we
discover that of ourselves we can do nothing that we learn to really lean on God and His
might.
We’d been in Sydney just 18months when Joseph was asked if he and Cath would go to
Warrnambool in Victoria and Pastor the Christian Outreach Centre there. I was gutted! But

Joseph asked us to come with them and help them. I said to him “Joseph, it’s one thing to be
left stranded in Sydney when you leave but it would be a very different thing to be left in
Warrnambool when you up and leave! It’s the end of the earth!” We were over making
mistakes, we had to know if or not it was God!
We agreed that we’d pray about it.

I helped them pack and clean and when all the furniture was loaded onto the van and all the
necessities for the trip and my darling little grandson were settled in the car we stood and
waved them off. My heart left with them as I stood disconsolately watching them disappear
down the road. What did I have to live for now?

For two months we sought the Lord. It had been agreed that we would visit them in July and
the time was coming quickly. Joseph was waiting for an answer from us about moving down
to help them and with our visit looming he was arranging meetings for Len to speak at. . . a
carrot before our eyes for sure! I was feeling good about moving there but didn’t trust my
own emotions. Len needed to hear from God and I suggested to him that Joseph wanted an
answer, so we really needed to know the will of God before going. That night Len stayed up
to pray when I went to bed and some time later he came to bed and whispered to me “we’re
going to Warrnambool.” What happy dreams I had that night. I felt that the Lord impressed
on me that we had ‘unfinished business’ in Victoria.

We kept our decision as a surprise to share with them on our visit, and it was received with
much joy and offers of help in every way.

Three weeks later we moved.

So began a new chapter in our lives, and praise God a much happier one.
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4 WARRNAMBOOL
Happier Days
We settled very quickly into the beautiful city of Warrnambool situated on the shipwreck
coast of Western Victoria. Right from the start we loved this city nestled between two rivers
and perched on the rugged coastline of the Southern Ocean. With its close proximity to Port
Campbell National Park famous for the twelve apostles and other well-known features of the
Great Ocean Road, to the Grampians just an hour’s drive north which are spectacular
mountain ranges that rise abruptly out of a very flat plain and Mt Gambier with its famous
blue lake a two hour drive west, we had much territory to explore. And explore it we did!

The Church there once quite large, now consisted mainly of University Students who were
resident there for the length of their studies. Joseph and Catherine had already established a
rapport with these young people before we arrived and they greeted us warmly and were
more than willing to assist us in our settling.
The Warrnambool Church was also care-taking a small work in Hamilton an hour’s drive
north which consisted mainly of older people, and Joseph asked us to oversee this work. It
meant two trips a week for us but we found these folk so inspiring that we were delighted to
go there. Mobile phone coverage was not very wide at that time so our trust was in God to
see us safely there and back each time. We broke down only once on the road and that was
right outside a farm house not far out of Warrnambool and we were able to use their phone to
call back to Joseph for help.

We worked very happily with Joseph and Cath, our talents and abilities complementing
theirs. It was also a great delight to be close to our Grandson again and be a vital part of his
little life. It wasn’t very long before they announced to us that another baby was on the way!
Keely arrived on 4th May 1998, a beautiful, happy baby who smiled at everyone and
absolutely adored her big brother.

Life was very full, spent between Church activities and baby-sitting and just generally
assisting wherever necessary.

Len decided to do a TAFE course in Welfare mainly to gain a qualification in counselling,
something that was close to his heart.

He found it very interesting and challenging

particularly due to the imbalance of men to women. There was a strong feminism element
that left the few men, at times feeling very uncomfortable. However he was able to become
accredited as a counsellor which was his sole aim.

For two and a half years we worked very happily together and then Joseph was approached
by the COC President and asked if he would be willing to come to Head Office in Brisbane to
help write, set up and run a training school for future Youth Leaders. To Joseph and Cath
this seemed like the pinnacle of their career! They shared this with us and asked us on behalf
of the Oversight if we’d be willing to take over the Church as the Senior Pastors so that they
could move to Brisbane. It felt like the right decision and we agreed.

Joseph called together the leaders and key people in the Church and in a special meeting told
them they were leaving and that we would be taking over from them. There was stunned
silence!

Then out of the stillness one lady got up and came over and hugged and

congratulated us. That was all. I went to bed feeling overwhelmed that night and wondering
if anyone else would support us. I dreamt that night that Joseph was coming back for a visit
after being away for some time and one leader, the one I thought was least likely to stay with
us, stood there and said to him ‘Look we are all still here’! I took that vivid dream as a
promise from the Lord.

So again we helped them pack their belongings and this time we waved four of them off. My
darling little grand-daughter was 18 months old and was very much a Grandma’s girl. How
can you tell a toddler what is happening and explain why Grandma has disappeared? Cath
told me that Keely looked for Grandma for weeks after they left. What a heart wrenching
thing that was for me.
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Pastors Again
As we began to formulate our strategies I was confronted with old familiar thoughts . . . You
can’t do this, it is too difficult for you, you’ll fail! My heart was sinking and I realized that I

needed to tackle this enemy head on so I immediately began an extended fast. As I prayed
and fasted the fears subsided and were replaced by a strong confidence in the One who calls
and equips!

Having learned though painful experience that we could do nothing of ourselves we now
became very conscious that in Him we can do all things. It wasn’t going to be Len and I who
led this Church, it was going to be the great Shepherd of the sheep and we His undershepherds would work with Him. There was no longer a striving to build the Church, but a
quiet restful following and obeying.
Another enemy that hinders many in ministry is financial lack. The old prayer ‘you keep him
humble and we’ll keep him poor’ rising up again to pull us down.

The first Sunday

morning’s offering was a $5 note and some loose change! Len phoned our District Chairman
in Melbourne and told him that if this is what it was going to be then we didn’t want any of it
any more. We still laugh about it today, but at the time it was deadly serious. Our Chairman
came down on Monday and we formulated a budget and a plan which eventually erased the
debts we’d inherited and gave us a living. There was never a repeat of that first Sunday, and
I’m convinced that the enemy was using it to discourage us at the start.

Len was in his element now. He loved to visit people and they in return really appreciated
his pastoral interest. The Church grew in leaps and bounds, with each new family being
visited within a few days of their coming to Church. I inherited the books to keep balanced
which was always an interesting activity, with an unknown figure to work with each week but
God was faithful and we eventually were able to save some finance to put towards a future
lease.

Our numbers grew which was always encouraging. However we also said goodbye to the
University students as most of them finished their courses and departed. A couple of them
however stayed on in Warrnambool and were able to find work. Some of them boarded with
us briefly but one young man stayed three years and became like a son to us. Rowan was a
nurse during the week but took care of our Children’s Church on Sundays. He was such a
blessing to us having a very obvious call of God on his life. Len had the joy of marrying him
and his lovely wife in due course.

As the Church grew we found ourselves needing more help so applied to the Principal of the
Bible College in Brisbane for any students looking for a placement at the end of the year.
One couple answered the call and came with their four children to help us. Graeme and
Helen were amazing and their help to carry the load was invaluable. Graeme felt it his God
given task to be available to do anything Len needed him to do and this was so great for Len
who didn’t have much stamina due to the Parkinson’s.
Apart from sharing his problem with the leaders Len kept very quiet about Parkinson’s
Disease feeling embarrassed about it and not wanting people generally to know. However at
every opportunity he requested prayer for healing of visiting ministries, knowing that God
had said that He is our healer, and that by the stripes of Jesus we are healed!

We had taken over the house that Joseph and Cath had occupied because the lease still had
three months to go when they left. It was not going to be re-leased after that as it was on the
market for sale. It was a lovely big home and I decided to enjoy it while I had the chance.
After being there for nine months with no sale the owners were becoming very anxious about
selling and so the Real Estate increased their efforts. One week we had nine separate
inspections and at that point I suggested to Len that it was time we seriously looked for
another house. That was when I heard the Lord say on the inside of me “all right I’ll sell it
now”. I suddenly became alarmed and repented that maybe I’d been delaying the sale. The
Lord said to me “ well I said I’d give you the desires of your heart.” We quickly found
another home that was very suitable. God has always taken care of our housing!
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Fruitful Ministry
For the first few years we hired a school hall for Church and each Sunday Morning early the
chairs were set out, the musical instruments brought in and the sound gear and overhead
projector and screen put in place. It was a huge job done by just a few willing workers which
then had to be reversed on Sunday night after that meeting. In due course our finances made
it possible to look to taking a lease out on a building. We found an empty warehouse in the
industrial estate with a large showroom that made an excellent auditorium. It was perfect for
our needs and we were finally able to have an established and recognized position in the

town. It made it so much easier not having to set up Church each week. We had a place for
mid-week meetings now and so a ladies’ work was begun and also a youth group. Offices
were available too and I was able to move Church business out of our home. We also
continued food distribution from that address.

Len loved to preach and his messages were very well received. People loved his practical
and inspirational addresses. I also took a turn at preaching on a reasonably regular basis.
Others with a talent for this were also encouraged to share on occasions. Our musicians team
grew with new ones stepping up to fill vacated places and always produced a great sound and
good lead for our Sunday services.

Len also had a passion for seeing the sick healed. Our Services always ended with an altar
call for salvation, the Baptism in the Holy Spirit and healing. He prayed for anyone and
everyone. There were many testimonies of healings from sore backs to headaches and most
ailments you can name. One man had tinnitus- ringing in the ears - that had been estimated
to be equivalent to two power drills held against his head. He’d had it as long as he could
remember, and it was a source of great trouble to him preventing him from sleeping and
nearly driving him crazy. Len prayed twice for him and the tinnitus completely disappeared!

However no matter how many he prayed for and saw healed, he was never himself able to be
completely healed of Parkinson’s disease. The Lord did keep it very mild for many years
which enabled him to continue the work he loved of caring for God’s people.

I did whatever was necessary to help Len as senior Pastor. While also being a credentialed
Pastor myself I always felt that my main calling was to be a helpmeet for him and stand
beside him as a support.

This created many interesting situations and I found myself

involved and occupied in ways I had never imagined, from accommodating ‘strays’ to
hosting dignitaries, leading Bible Studies, preparing and preaching sermons and many other
pursuits.

My art had taken a back seat during these years but I was inspired to take it up again by
friends. It was here that I first attempted ‘prophetic’ art; paintings that give a message. My
first one was a depiction of the broad road and the narrow road that Jesus taught. It took me
eleven months to complete this work, the first ten months I was trying to decide how I could

portray the scene without putting people in it, because I didn’t paint people. The eleventh
month was taken with learning how to paint people! It was the first of a few that I completed
over the next number of years.
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The Lord Leads
We’d been in Warrnambool now for 6 and a half years. New people had joined us and things
were going very well. We’d managed to establish care groups with leaders who were able to
oversee the welfare of the ones assigned to them, only calling on us whenever there was a
problem that we needed to address. We were very settled and hoped that we could stay here
for the rest of our ministry years and God willing maybe even into retirement. Being settled
can be a dangerous position in ministry!

We started to feel that there was a change coming in the Church, that the Lord was moving us
up to another level. We weren’t clear what that was to be, more stretching, more outreach
into the community maybe or perhaps something that we hadn’t thought of?

Then the shock came. First an uneasiness then a prophetic confirmation, we were not going
to stay here and had to hand the Church over! It was very disappointing for us but we were
terrified of not obeying and then having to be moved out by the Lord. It was HIS Church and
these were HIS people and it was not for us to grasp hold of.

There was indeed change coming but the Lord needed a new kind of leader to take the
Church into the next season. I thought at the time that it was a bit like moving from Primary
school to Secondary school. Len was a very gentle father figure but now the Lord required
people to stand on His word for themselves and not rely on the Pastor.
I don’t think I’ll ever totally understand in this life why this had to be, but despite the
disappointment we had an incredible peace about it. The people were very sorry when we
told them we were moving but there was a very strong feeling in the Church that this was
indeed of God. We were so thankful for that because we felt badly that we were deserting

them. God had indeed gone ahead and there was a Pastor ready and waiting to come into
Warrnambool and take over the Church.

Our big question now was, where are we to go, and what are we to do? Through a long series
of events Joseph and Cath were now living in Geelong and were involved in helping a young
AOG Pastor who had recently pioneered a new Church in Grovedale, in Geelong. Because of
the rapid growth and the addition of some older people they really needed the help of some
older generation Pastors. Joseph told us that he was sure in God that we were to come there
and help out, so in the absence of any other guidance and also feeling that God was indeed
blessing this move we set our sights on relocating to Geelong.

At the same time our son Kent and his wife Christine were wanting a change, and decided to
move to Geelong from Queensland. So for the first time since Sydney we were all together in
the same town, enjoying great family time and having the opportunity to watch our two
grand-children develop. As if that wasn’t joy enough, within a few months both couples
announced to us that they were expecting an addition to their family! In due time two baby
girls arrived just six weeks apart. God had not only answered my prayer to be near Cath
when she had her first baby, but in His wonderful extravagance he gave me the privilege of
being close for all three of her babies and also for Kent and Christine’s! Now we welcomed
Kiannah and Zion into the family, taking our number of grand-children to four.
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Back to Gippsland
We enjoyed being part of this vibrant, growing Church and particularly looking after the
‘over 50’s’. We had some great get-togethers much to the envy of many of the younger ones.
During our two years there however Len was gradually side-lined in favour of younger blood.
Then out of the blue he received a phone call from the COC State Chairman. There was an
urgent need for a person with a strong pastoral gifting to take over the Church in Traralgon
and build it up again. Would we be interested? I wasn’t home at the time so Len called me
up and asked me to come home now as he had something to tell me. That sort of call rings
alarm bells immediately, so I hurried home. I had watched with concern the life in Len
slowly draining away over the previous few months and knew that a lack of purpose was the

primary reason. Now as he animatedly but cautiously relayed the phone conversation to me I
knew what the answer would inevitably be. I asked him to give me some time to think about
it, and took myself off for a walk.

I know that self-pity is a useless emotion so what was the point of wasting time with regrets
about again being separated from my family. More than anything I wanted to see Len being
fulfilled and already I had seen a spark of life being ignited. What more could we say but
’yes’.

The family was disappointed but fully understood having observed the deteriorating situation.
We assured them that we’d happily make the three hour trip back as often as we could to
keep up the contact.

We were invited to visit the Church in Traralgon the following weekend and Len preached on
that Sunday.

Then on Monday morning we had an inspection of a couple of houses for rent,

one of which we applied for. We gave our Real Estate agents contact number as a reference
and were told it would take about four days for a decision to be made. The following
morning we received a call from them to say we had been approved! We were so thankful
that the Lord had again provided something totally suitable to our needs.

It was suggested that we could look at being there for about the next five years give or take,
during which time it was hoped that we would build up the Church and raise up someone to
take over from us. It was amazing to us to be going back just a half hour drive from Sale
where our Victorian experience began.

Len received a whole new lease of life with this appointment and I was delighted to see him
with purpose in his steps. Again we had to say goodbye to family and friends and again we
had to make new friends. I have never found it easy being confronted with a room full of
strangers but my mother who also found that difficult taught me by example that you just take
a deep breath and go for it. And go for it we did receiving a very warm welcome from the
people of COC Traralgon. There were a few people that we already knew and many more
that we quickly got to know.

We had been told that the Church had no money to pay a Pastor so it was going to be a faith

walk again. The devil used this situation to try to throw us, right from the start. On the very
first Sunday morning someone stole most of the tithes and offerings! This was desperately
needed to pay the huge repayment on two buildings that the Church was committed to despite
only just paying the interest each week, so to have most of the offering snatched was a big
blow. Of course the Police had to be brought in and it wasn’t a nice situation for us to begin
with and the guilty ones were never apprehended, although our suspicions remained.
However it was too much of a coincidence, comparing it with our first Sunday in
Warrnambool we laughed it off telling the devil that we were no longer thrown by the finance
trap and that God would provide. Things picked up from then on and we put in place
measures to ensure it wasn’t repeated.

Again we committed our task to the Lord who is the builder of the Church, and again He was
faithful in every way.

The pioneering Pastors, Alwyn and Ruth Hartwig had been

instrumental in seeing that the Church purchased the property. This had originally been a
lingerie factory and had sat derelict for a time before the purchase by COC. Much time and
effort had been put into renovating the old building and turning it into a suitable place for the
Church to meet. But by the time we arrived they had been worshipping there for many years.

We really appreciated the large auditorium and a side room which they called the supper
room attached to a large kitchen enabling us all to fellowship over tea and coffee after the
Sunday morning service. We loved to see that most people stayed and that there was a lot of
interaction going on. Then Len commenced a Sunday evening meeting which we held in the
supper room around the tables and which was very free and friendly and a great opportunity
to invite unsaved friends. It was very interesting to see the number of new people who
wandered in to this meeting, some staying and others visiting from time to time. Willing
workers served soup in winter and a fruit platter in summer following these meetings.

The numbers in the Church began to grow again as the Lord brought in some new ones and
some returning ones. It was Len’s great delight to welcome and then visit these new folk and
we did try to invite new ones for a meal to help get to know them. For me that was quite an
effort because cooking has never been my strong point, but mostly it went over well with
very few disasters! There were some challenges there also and on one occasion we invited a
family of five for dinner. They were new Australians so we knew this would be different but
I cooked the best meal I could come up with complete with trimmings and hoped that it was

also suitable for the three children. I was ready at the appointed time but no visitors. We
assumed that they may be working on their own cultural timing so waited. Half an hour went
by at which point Len decided to call them to see if they were on their way. The wife
answered the phone and said that no they couldn’t come as her husband had come home from
work with a headache and had gone to bed. By then it was too late to invite anyone else so
we played ’mad hatters tea party’ just the two of us sitting at the table set for seven! We had
some things to learn about different cultures. But the good thing was that I didn’t have to
cook for a couple of days.

Being a country church we had to often host visiting ministries. This is something that we
quite enjoyed. These men and women of God brought great richness to our lives. Our house
had three bedrooms but one was set aside as a study for Len. The other bedroom was my art
room, office and guest room. That meant that each time we had guests I needed to pack up
office and any art equipment that I was currently using and open out the futon bed for our
visitors. We soon realised that it was necessary to buy a more substantial bed for visiting
ministries to use so I relinquished my room and we set it up as a dedicated guest room with a
comfortable queen size bed. I converted one end of the tin shed in the back yard into an art
room instead and managed to find a nook beside the kitchen for my office desk.

This led to a funny situation at one time. Len had had trouble with a wound on his elbow
which progressively worsened and he was hooked up to an electrical closed suction device to
drain the wound. This machine operated 24hrs a day and was carried in a pouch by day but
needed to sit on my side of the bed at night. That was fine as I was able to sleep in the spare
room. However we had a visit from our International President and his wife who were also
friends and so I needed to vacate the guest room. I couldn’t sleep in my own bed so I set up
the futon in my art room/shed.

It was just a tin shed with a concrete floor so I bought myself a mosquito net which I tucked
in all round to keep out any creepy crawlies at night. I put an electric blanket on the bed and
was all set. It was freezing out there being July and I slept with my head under the covers. I
had to sneak out and back in again being careful not to alert our distinguished visitors to the
situation and make them feel bad. It really was very funny and they never did find out.
It wasn’t really very different from the camping that I loved. We had purchased a canvas tent

prior to our last holiday but found it a major set up particularly for Len. On talking with the
family Kent suggested that our tent could very easily be adapted to fit on a trailer and just be
pulled up. He offered to do the work if we bought a box trailer. We did that and then one
Sunday afternoon I drove to Geelong towing the trailer and taking the tent. With me as a
helper he worked for two days doing much cutting and welding to form a bed base and also
attach the two frames that were to hinge. We finished off by trimming the tent where
necessary and then buying the queen size foam mattress for the bed that was across the top of
the trailer. We were all set.

Shortly after that we set off to holiday at the Flinders Ranges in South Australia, a place I had
dreamed of visiting for about thirty years. Our camper trailer was wonderful and I enjoyed
my visit immensely.
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Health Concerns
Len was finding the Parkinson’s encroaching more and more on his life. His walking
difficulties were becoming obvious due to balance troubles and more and more people were
noticing there was something wrong.

He still tried to hide his condition due to

embarrassment but it was apparent that the time had come to be open about it. Only the
Church leaders had been informed up until this point, but now some others were questioning
me about Lens health. So Len decided to ‘come out’ about the problem so that at least people
understood why he didn’t always turn up at the working bees and other physical events.
Their reaction was one of concern for him but certainly no loss of respect as he had feared.

He was totally unable to do any physical labour any more and even mowing the lawn had
become a cause of exhaustion. Reluctantly he handed that job over to me having always
firmly held that it was a man’s domain.
One problem with Parkinson’s Disease is that the dopamine medication becomes less
effective over time and so needs to be increased in strength and dosage. The Neurologist he
was seeing in Melbourne suggested that Len was a prime candidate for the recently

developed ‘Deep Brain Stimulation’ which was a surgical procedure to insert electrodes into
the brain and attach wires from these to a neuro-stimulator, a pace-maker type apparatus
implanted on the breast bone which sends small electrical pulses to the brain. It was a major
decision and he also had to undergo tests by two different physiologists to determine his
suitability. These were long tests and the part that hurt the most was the bill at the end!
By this time we’d already been in Traralgon about four years. The Church had grown and
leaders were added who greatly helped us with the day to day operations. We had home
groups meeting in various places and a ladies meeting running mid-week. Our ‘kids Church’,
always a challenge, was catering to the needs of our children each Sunday and everything
was functioning happily. We also felt impressed to write a daily devotional which was
emailed each morning, six days a week to all the congregation, a task that we greatly enjoyed
but which required much commitment. Then we found that some older folk who didn’t have
computers felt they were missing out, so I set about printing them in a monthly booklet for
these people.

It happened that about this time our State Chairman on seeing Len at a Conference became
quite alarmed at the deterioration in his health. Knowing that Len always kept a good
positive attitude to things our Chairman quietly phoned me to ask what the real situation was
and I guess that my reply only confirmed his fears.

We had tried really hard to raise up someone who could eventually take over from us but the
right person just wasn’t in the Church at that time. So our oversight set about finding a
suitable person to come and relieve Len. This was not what Len had ever wanted and he
fought hard against it.

There was one last window of opportunity that we saw and that came in the form of a two
week healing school in Johannesburg in South Africa. Pastor Alwyn Hartwig, our very good
friend had heard about it and offered to accompany Len and take care of him. There were
incredible reports coming out of these healing schools including a testimony of a woman who
suffered from Parkinson’s being totally healed. It was an opportunity that must not be
missed. Our hopes and faith were very high. I fully expected to see Len dance off the plane
on their return and then we could pack our belongings, store them and hit the road on a round
Australia holiday and maybe a healing ministry trip also. This is what I’d dreamed of for

years but never had been able to do it. Not a problem, we would finally do it when we
retired!

On the night before they were all to be prayed for Len received a visitation from the Lord.
He didn’t see anything but was overwhelmed by waves of the presence of the Lord washing
over him as he lay in his bed. He reported that it lasted quite a while and he was sure that in
the morning he would wake up healed. But nothing changed. I believe that the Lord visited
him to reassure him of His great love for him, but that the healing that Len was seeking was
not the way the Lord had planned for him, at least not for now. Len himself, still isn’t sure
what the visitation was all about but it was most certainly wonderful. The trip was a great
experience for him but there was no change in his physical condition much to our immense
disappointment.

Now we had to decide whether or not to go ahead with the D.B.S. [Surgery]. He had been on
the waiting list for eighteen months and the date for surgery had been set for just a few weeks
later. This would be his only opportunity and would most likely not be offered again, so we
reluctantly decided to go ahead with it. The recovery was quick and within a month the
implanted device was functioning, giving Len a better quality of life but not completely
removing all symptoms. His poor balance and his speech were not helped meaning that he
would need continual care still.

Now we had an uncertain future to face.

Pastoring is what we had worked for, studied for, been trained for and aspired to all our adult
lives. This was job satisfaction and a fulfilling of the Call on our lives all mixed into one.
The sacrifices we’d made were nothing compared to the contentment we experienced doing
what we knew God had called us to do.

We knew the people around us loved us by the fact that in growing numbers they had
continued to worship with us and call on us in many of the circumstances of their lives. We
loved them too and were more than willing to do whatever it took to see them grow in their
relationship with God and with each other. It is an enormous privilege to work with God
under His anointing and feel that you are contributing to His Kingdom. How can we make a
difference in peoples lives when we can no longer lead and do the things we’ve been

accustomed to?

We had seen ahead our road in ministry stretched out before us and Len had been determined
that he would continue to Pastor his people until his dying day. And now the road of our life
was taking this sudden, unexpected and mysterious turn . . .
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5 QUEENSLAND AGAIN
God is Trustworthy
As always our loving Heavenly Father was going before us, preparing the way and setting
into place provision for our future. We had no idea what that future would be nor where that
future would be. We only knew God was in control and that it was going to be very different.

We had never given much thought to retirement expecting rather that we would be involved
in some ministry well into our old age. Consequently we didn’t even know where we would
like to live in retirement. Len had a keen desire to return to Queensland our home state, and
it seemed good to me to be nearer to my family for support if needed. We began to look at
Toowoomba with its milder climate and central location for family. This thought met with
much approval by the wider family.

Then just as we were considering the housing possibilities my sister Judy expressed interest
in their purchasing an investment property in Toowoomba where we could live. This blew
me away as we had received a prophetic word which included this thought: “Changes in
family, good changes, will cause you to look again and see things you haven’t taken into
consideration, that make it viable and possible to step into an area of practical provision. Be
flexible!” We’d had no idea what this could mean but as Judy began to share with me her
desire it suddenly began to come into focus. This was very exciting, to see God’s hand on us
still providing for us!

As the search for a house proceeded, Judy shared with me the figure that her husband, Ron
felt they could go to, but the suitable houses were more than $20,000 above that figure, so
Judy declared that seeing this was God’s plan that any amount above the stated limit was the
‘God factor’ and He would take care of it. She requested that I fly up from Victoria for a
weekend to look at the houses on her short list so that we would be happy with the selected
one, which I did. We drove up from Brisbane and looked over nine houses in one day and
returned with a cropped list of five possibilities. I declared that any one of those would suit
admirably and left it in their hands and God’s for the final decision. One of the five was up
for auction on the following Saturday so the plan was to bid on that one and then if they were
unsuccessful they would make ‘offers’ on the others. To all our amazement they purchased

the first house at auction for $3,000 less than Ron’s top figure! God had indeed taken care of
the ‘God factor’!

There could be no doubt God was leading us. Our only sadness was to be moving so far
away from Joseph, Catherine and three of our grand-children.

Another heart rending

separation, another sad departure for us all. Kent, Christine and Kiannah had returned to
Queensland six months earlier and were now living on the Sunshine Coast and within reach,
but Victoria is a long way away.

Our Church family in Traralgon farewelled us very generously and with great appreciation
for our input into their lives. That had been our immense privilege. The new Pastor was
concerned that we’d been unable to save for our retirement and had virtually nothing set
aside, so he appealed to the people who gave very willingly and lovingly to enable us to reestablish ourselves. These people will always be in our hearts and minds and we continue to
have contact via email and ‘Facebook’ as well as some very welcome visits.

As always our Church home was the most important decision we needed to make on our
arrival. We decided to put aside all natural loyalties and ask the Lord to guide us. We
wanted to be where He wanted us. So we set out to visit a different Church each Sunday until
we found where we felt God was leading. After four weeks of this I began to feel desperately
in need of settling somewhere and so we prayed further for guidance. Len felt that we needed
to go to Toowoomba City Church which we visited at Christmas. I sighed deeply because I
remembered the trouble we’d had in finding the location of this Church. However next
Sunday we returned and found ourselves totally embraced by many of the people. It was so
refreshing and encouraging. It felt just like we belonged and we knew we’d indeed come
home.

With the unpacking completed there were other things to be decided; which Doctor, the best
place to shop & good coffee shops for Len, for example. Being the family driver now I
quickly learned my way around the city.

We had been here less than a month when the disastrous flood of Jan 10, 2011 occurred. We
had two Doctors appointments for Len that day and only managed one, because water
prevented us from reaching the second. We did attempt to drive there but it was over the

other side of town meaning we needed to travel through the business centre to reach it. As
we drove down Margaret Street the traffic was very heavy and almost at a standstill but
because there were so many vehicles in front of me I couldn’t see what the holdup was, and
of course it was still raining heavily. As we inched our way down I caught a glimpse of a
white van parked on an odd angle and finally I was able to see water, and lots of it. I
suggested to Len that we’d better turn at the next street and head up the hill. We rescheduled
our appointment and headed for the safety of home. Praise God we weren’t any earlier
because we could have been caught in the flood as many were. While we were unaffected
personally there was much damage in the city and below the range in smaller towns. It was
an unforgettable day with so much water running through the streets, and the stories that
came out later were both amazing and heart rending.

We settled quickly and easily, making some very good friends. But when the excitement and
business of relocating died down there was the big question of ‘purpose’ to be sorted out in
our hearts and minds.
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All Things Work Together For Good . . .
Len was no longer able to move freely and his speech deterioration made it increasingly
difficult for him to hold easy conversation. Questions bombarded our minds. What were we
to do now? How could we be effective for the Kingdom? I felt the Lord said that for the first
year we were just to rest, which was great and relieved me of the pressure to do and be. So
now we’ve lived through that restful year what do you have for us to do Lord? As if in
answer to our prayer within a couple of days two separate people came quite independently
of each other and expressed to us how inspired they were by us and particularly Len, seeing
us deal with our situation.
While we utterly believe in God’s healing power Len has not experienced it in his own body
to date. We continue to trust God, knowing that His Hand is still holding us. However we
see many people who love the Lord facing their own battles with ill health and sickness and
who are like us not understanding why they haven’t received their healing. Often they are
given the impression that they lack faith for their healing and this only increases the burden
they are under. There are so many things we people don’t understand and in our frustration

sadly we often try to question God. God needs ones who will demonstrate how to live in His
Grace despite their adverse circumstances. It isn’t easy for either of us. Our plans and
dreams have been shattered and we watch as others live our dreams. We would much rather
His Divine Healing thankyou, but He said to Paul
“My grace is sufficient for you, for my strength is made perfect in weakness”
[2 Cor 12:9]
so He says the same to us. If we can show that Grace at work in our own lives and thereby
encourage others who are fighting their own battles then our living will not be in vain. Just
because God hasn’t healed Len doesn’t mean that He has forsaken us, on the contrary His
love and His Grace are more than enough!
We don’t know what lies ahead of us. From a natural viewpoint the prognosis isn’t great but
we don’t look from the natural point, we look from God’s viewpoint and with Him all things
are possible. [Matt. 19:26] At the end of the prophetic word I mentioned earlier there were
these words: “God is no mans debtor and does not forget your labour of love.”

We live in complete peace because we have proved the faithfulness of God in our own lives
over many years. Whenever we have a need someone is stepping up to fill that need, from
lawn mowing to holiday arrangements, without our even mentioning it!

This world is becoming a very scary place particularly for older citizens.
But our ‘God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in time of trouble’
[Ps. 46:1] and He will keep us in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on Him
because we trust in Him. [see Is. 26:3]

This is our testimony and our sure foundation:
Great is Thy faithfulness,
Great is Thy faithfulness,
Morning by morning new mercies I see.
All I have needed Thy hand hath provided,
Great is Thy faithfulness, Lord unto me.
[Thomas O Chisolm]
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EPILOGUE
Len’ Chapter
Attitude
Fighting my way through the trials of Parkinson’s disease, the one important factor I had to
settle on once for all, was my attitude. In learning more about attitude, I learned this by
observing my former senior pastor, Neil Miers. He was a great example for me to learn from.
I recall a time, many years ago, when as pastor of a large church, Neil had to preach through
his sermon, having recently been under attack from one or two members, he had to push
through any negative thoughts. I asked him after he preached that day how he got through his
sermon. His reply was, “You just have to fight through negativity and think positive.’’
Having pastored three churches since then myself, I have learned that I have to control my
thoughts. It is I who has the power to choose the outcome of my feelings and destiny. The
pattern I had observed from Neil, has helped me through many occasions. So it has been the
same process in my handling of Parkinson’s disease.

Angry at God.
At the time of writing, looking back over the last 23 years since then with the disease, I really
believe a positive mental attitude is a must in handling every difficulty or blockage that
anyone may face. Parkinson’s disease, in medical terms, is a chronic disease. A chronic
disease is a disease where a medical condition lasts more than three months. Common
chronic diseases include arthritis, asthma, cancer and diabetes and the like. Parkinson’s
disease is incurable by natural medicine although when people with Parkinson’s die, it is
because of complications from the disease and not the disease itself.
Another problem I see when people with chronic diseases find out they have a medical
problem, they can tend to blame God. That was another decision I had to make. I decided
not to rale at God, blaming Him for my condition. I came to the point in my life where I
realised that I had the disease, and, it being incurable, there was not a thing I could do in the
natural about it. So all in all, I very early came to the conclusion that any negativity or angry
outbursts wouldn’t help,

Finding help.
Being a Christian, I thought the first place to find help to handle this Parkinson’s disease, was
to ask for prayer. I did that – it must have been hundreds of times that people asked if they
could pray for me, not to mention myself asking for prayer. You see, I was first diagnosed
with Parkinson’s in 1990 by a Neurologist in Collins Street, Melbourne, but I didn’t want to
accept that diagnosis. He presented me with a script to see how effective it was.

Well as

that didn’t make any difference with my presenting symptoms, I decided I probably didn’t
need to go back to that doctor. For the next five years with me being in denial, Lorraine and I
went to a number of doctors to find out just what was going on in my body. I didn’t want to
accept this diagnosis because knowing my sister had the disease I thought one person having
the disease was enough.

Depression.
One of the things I was determined to avoid was to fall into the pit of depression. I have
heard since, that depression is a major emotional swing for people with parkinsons have to
cope. My personality is the type where one could give into depression easily. But most of us
know that when we are around depressed people, often times we too will become depressed.
It’s like people who hang around negative people can easily become negative. So how did I
avoid that pitfall?
Being in my 60’s I feel I have had my fair share of challenges during my life. In other words
,I believe I am qualified to speak. I found that as I stayed close to God and His scriptures. I
have found that there is hope for everyone to crawl out of every emotional problem. The
scriptures are full of hope, especially from the book of Psalms and Proverbs. I personally
read a chapter of Proverbs daily It’s so full of good common sense and wisdom. Let me say
that I have had some ‘down’ days, but they have been few and far.

God’s Grace
I want to finish my part of this testimony by speaking about the Grace of God.
The Scriptures declare in 2 Corinthians 12:9.

It says, Jesus speaking, He says, ‘My Grace is

sufficient for you, for My strength is made perfect in weakness.”

Jesus is saying in effect that when you are feeling down or weak or tired, if you will call upon
the Name of the Lord and receive His grace, you will experience His incredible strength. I
know, because I have experienced that strength myself. Face the fact if you have a chronic
condition, that without God what have you got? But with God all you have to do is call on
His grace.

I have come to know the power of God over the last 23 years in ministry. As the disease has
tested my faith – many times, the sustaining power of God has kept me from giving in to this
debilitating disease. I refused to give in to the growth ahead of the disease.
What is up ahead I don’t know. But I do know I am going to keep on doing what I’ve been
doing and trust God.

Len
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