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I, Jeff Reuter, live in Madison, South 
Dakota and am happily married to my wonderful 
wife Deb.  We have two perfect children, Abbie 
and Katie.  Our oldest daughter, Abbie, has given 
us even more perfect grandsons named Isaiah, 
Israel and Judah.  Our youngest daughter Katie 
has given us a perfect granddaughter, Karlie and a 
grandson Levi.  And even though most think their 
grandkids are the best, ours really are.  OK, I 
admit that is my personal opinion and yours may 
be a little different, but we really do love our kids 
and grandchildren and our whole family, and this 
is the start of understanding how the Father really 
loves us.   
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We were all born and raised in small 
Midwestern communities and because of that we 
have a natural fear and distaste of big city life and 
traffic.  This has nothing to do with the book or the 
subject of Father, but just wanted to let you know 
we really are just common average small town 
folks.  Don't worry; you big city folks will catch on 
right away.  We've been told you're smart and 
cultured, and we believe it.   

 
We have always lived in the Midwest even 

though I think God wanted me to live in the 
mountains.  Why?  Because the first time I saw 
them back in 1972 and beheld their beauty and 
majesty, I figured that God must have sneezed, 
hiccupped, or blinked when He placed me on this 
earth and I ended up in the Midwest by mistake.  
But I have come to the conclusion that He knows 
what He is doing even though I don't always 
understand or even agree.   

 
I thought you might be interested in a 

thumbnail sketch of the history on how this book 
was born.  God called me into the ministry in 1999.  
Prayer Life Ministries is the name I felt God asked 
me to call the ministry I would be involved in.  That 
outreach originally focused on prayer and spiritual 
warfare seminars.  Things were going fine, but I 
still yearned for something I didn't have.  In 2001 I 
found the missing link to my yearning.  That was 
the year I met my heavenly Father in such a way 
that it completely changed the direction of my 
ministry and life.   
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After attending the first Father Heart School 
taught by, Ed Peorik, James Jordan and the late 
Jack Frost, I began doing Father Heart 
Conferences.  This was my chance to give away 
what the Father had and continues to give me, His 
love.  As I unfold this story of how I grew up 
looking for a father, both naturally and spiritually, 
you might find your own experiences in the pages 
of this book as you searched for the same thing.  
As your personal life and upbringing in some ways 
mirror the events and struggles that I went 
through, perhaps the similarities will help you to 
find the Father you might have been looking for all 
your life.  Just remember, He is looking for you 
with more fervor than you are looking for Him.  
Once you start looking, you will find Him.   

 
 

 

"The Father Heart message is not some new-
fangled thing that has come along and will fade 
with time.  It's not even a new teaching.  It's a 
revelation of the truth that has always been.  Why 
do we need this so badly?  Because we the 
church, need to look, operate, and demonstrate 
the power and compassion of God just as Jesus 
did.  How did Jesus do that?  By being a son to 
the Father.  When we begin to believe that we 
really are sons and daughters of the Father, the 
way Jesus did, we will begin to hear the Father's 
voice in ways that we never thought possible.  
When the church begins to co-labor with Christ by 
only doing what we see the Father do, and say 
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what we hear the Father say; the lost will see the 
real love, compassion, and power of the Father.  
This demonstration of the love of God made 
manifest through His church, will rock the world in 
a wave of evangelism and prepare the bride for 
her groom, Jesus."—Jeff Reuter 

 
 
 At the end of the book you will find a 

simple prayer that will help lead you to a 
relationship with the Father of Father's, God 
Almighty, other wise known as Dad.   
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Chapter One 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 São Paulo, Brazil 
 
 

 "All right team, get some words of 
knowledge and prepare to come up on stage and 
give them so we can get started in ministering to 
these folks."  

 
 My heart was pounding and seemed to be 

stuck in my throat as I received these instructions.  
I was one of eight team members at a church in 
São Paulo Brazil.  Yes, I had gone through the 
training course with Global Awaking, and I had 
received the specific training about words of 
knowledge, but I hadn't actually ever gotten or 
given a word.  I was scared to life (sounds better 
than death).  What was I going to do?  I remember 
thinking in my mental state of panic, "Where do I 
get these words of knowledge?  Is there a word of 
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knowledge store close by?  Should I ask someone 
who is more spiritual than me?"  I was starting to 
reach for the panic button.  What do I do?  We 
only had a few minutes before Mike (the pastor 
who was traveling with us to the churches) would 
call us up and hand us the microphone we would 
use to give our words of knowledge for people to 
be healed.  My heart was pounding so hard I 
thought people standing around me could 
probably hear it.   

 
Finally I called out to God saying, "Lord, I 

came here to learn how to pray for people and 
how to hear your voice.  Right now would be a 
really good time for you to come through with a 
word of knowledge.  Otherwise, what am I doing 
here?" 

 
 It was a prayer of desperation, and just in 

the nick of time God came through.  One moment I 
was in a state of extreme panic, which was 
interrupted by seeing a picture in my mind that I 
realized was a word picture from God.  It was as if 
I stuck my head inside a man's chest.  I could see 
on the back side of his heart a black spot that I 
somehow knew was a dead portion of this heart 
and it represented a condition that was inoperable. 

 
About this time pastor Mike called for the 

team to come up on stage and start delivering 
words of knowledge.  I was still petrified at the 
thought of standing in front of the huge crowd.  Not 
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only that, I couldn't determine for sure how to 
describe what I had just pictured.   

 
As we started for the stage, I pleaded with 

God again.  "What am I going to say, Lord?" God 
spoke to me and said, "By the way, Jeff, the man 
that has this heart condition is not here, but a 
member of his family is." 

 
Oh great! I went from panic mode to heart 

palpitations and shortness of breath mode.  If 
something didn't change here, they were going to 
be praying for me and perhaps doing CPR to get 
my heart started again.   

 
We all climbed to the stage, and I made 

sure that I was at the end of the line, so I had 
more time to sort things out in my mind.  
(Unfortunately it also provided more time to 
suffer).  While I was trying to get my act together, 
God spoke again.  "Call for a man that has 
problems with his right knee." 

 
This sounded a little more reasonable as far 

as words of knowledge go.  And better as far as 
how to be able to pray for someone, but the first 
word was still bothering me.  Tension mounted as 
they passed the microphone down the line.  
Eventually it would end up in my hands.  This was 
it.  It was now or never.  I uttered a quick prayer, 
"I'm going to give this word just like You showed it 
to me and let the chips fall where they may." 
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 My career as a new minister of praying for 
the sick was about to begin or perhaps begin and 
end at the same time.  When they handed me the 
microphone, I stared out into the crowd of about 
300 people.  These folks are counting on the 
American team to pray for them and are expecting 
results.  I sure hope their faith is stronger than 
mine right now. 

 
As I began to speak into the microphone, 

and the interpreter began to interpret, I felt a 
calming peace come over me.  I gave the word 
picture as I have already described it, including the 
footnote that the person wasn't here but a family 
member was.  As soon as I finished these words, 
a young lady jumped from her seat and ran 
towards the stage, screaming loudly in 
Portuguese.  When she finally calmed down, she 
told the story of her father who had just had a 
severe heart attack and was still in the hospital.  
The doctors had said his condition was inoperable.  
She said she knew the word was for her and her 
dad.  Because of a shortage of interpreter's, 
someone else prayed for her as she stood in for 
her father.   

 
When that scene finally calmed down, I 

gave the final word of knowledge about the man 
with knee problem.  A gentleman from the back of 
the church came forward to be prayed for by me.  
By this time, the prayer ministry for the sick was in 
full swing.  All of the team members were praying 
for the people that responded to the words of 
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knowledge that were given.  I waited for a few 
moments until they finally found an interpreter for 
me.  I asked for a little background information 
about the man I was about to pray for.  My 
interpreter spoke with him for a few minutes and 
then provided me with the details.   

 
This man was one of Brazil's leading 

evangelists.  He had injured his knee while 
carrying cement bags during a construction 
project.  He'd had surgery, and the doctors had 
done all they could, but the severe pain would 
never leave.  It was affecting his ability to work 
and making life miserable for him and his family.   

 
First of all, I thanked God (in a very 

facetious way) for sending a highly spiritual, 
mature, well known minister of the gospel to me.  
As if I wasn't already so nervous that I should 
probably have been on Prozac, God sends me a 
man of the cloth.  I began to pray for his knee and 
within a few minutes the man fell over in the power 
of the Holy Spirit and began weeping very loudly.  
I knelt over him and continued to pray. 

 
As I was praying in the spirit for him, God 

gave me another word.  "Tell him he still has some 
residual Father Heart issues to deal with." By this 
time the man rose to his feet, began doing knee 
squats and jumped up and down, trying to make 
his knee hurt.  At least that's what it looked like to 
me.  Then he spoke to the interpreter and told him 
that his knee pain was all gone, and it was healed.  
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He, the interpreter, and I began to rejoice and 
thank God.   

 
The interpreter was summoned away by 

someone else before I could tell this man that God 
had more for him.  The gentleman understood 
some English, and I managed to let him know that 
I had more to tell him but needed to wait for the 
interpreter to return.  About thirty minutes later we 
gathered again to finish praying.  I told him what 
God had told me.  He informed me that he had just 
been to a Father Heart conference several weeks 
before and that God had done a real work in his 
life.  He said he wasn't sure what the issue would 
be.   

 
Just then God spoke to me again and said 

the word "abandonment".  I told him what God had 
just spoken to me and when he heard it, he broke 
into tears.  When he finished crying, he shared his 
story about having been adopted when he was 
only a few months old and raised by very loving 
parents.  However, he often wondered why his 
natural parents had abandoned him.  It wasn't a 
major issue in his life, but it bothered him.  We 
prayed for him with this new information, and 
Father did what Father always does.  He healed a 
broken heart.   

 
This was the beginning of an adventure of a 

lifetime.  This was the start of coming to a new 
understanding of how the love of the Father 
ministers to our spirit, soul and body and brings 
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the needed healing.  The revelation of the love of 
the Father and how He really wants to deal with 
his kids began to unfold in my life.  But before I 
share more of the wonders of what Father has 
done and is still doing in my life and ministry, let 
me back up in time and tell you the story of how all 
of this began.   
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Chapter Two 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 In the Beginning 

 
 
 It was a warm summer day in Hartford, 

South Dakota, and I found myself playing outside 
as normal four-year-old boys like to do.  At a very 
young age, I loved to play with tools of any kind 
and even attempted to build things with them.  
However, this day would be the beginning of a 
memory that would deeply influence how my life 
would unfold.  The trauma would shape and mold 
me into the person I would become.   

 
It's funny how you remember certain events 

in your life that seem as vivid now as the day it 
happened.  For some, these memories are fun, 
loving and full of joy.  For others, it's full of hurt, 
pain, frustration, and confusion.  The latter is what 
I experienced, yet it seems small and insignificant 
now to the extreme level of hurt and despair I 



17 
 

witness in the ministry prayer lines at our Father 
Heart conferences. 

 
  The memory began as I found out at supper 
one night that my father's tools seemed more 
important to him than me.  You see, I left Dad's 
hammer outside as I was playing on that summer 
day, and I forgot to put it away.  The following 
night at supper, I was in trouble.  My dad hollered 
at me and spanked me as if I had committed some 
heinous crime (at least that how it seemed in my 
eyes).  That was the night this four year old began 
to realize that my father didn't seem to like me 
much and would only approve of me or show me 
any semblance of love if I didn't make any 
mistakes.  I'm sure there were many similar events 
like this one that occurred before this happened, 
but somehow this incident was burned on the 
pages of my mind and soul.   
 

I made a lot of mistakes as a young boy, 
and I was frequently reminded that I would 
probably not amount to anything.  I was told that if 
I didn't shape up I would probably end up in 
Plankinton (a boy's reform school) or prison.  Now 
you might think that my life was filled with serious 
crimes that warranted these kinds of threats, but 
that was not the case.  My mistakes were the 
same any young boy would engage in.  Forgetting 
to take out the trash, not cleaning the backroom 
good enough, not keeping my room clean enough, 
and not doing a perfect job of mowing the lawn 
seemed like the norm for me.  Making these 
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mistakes as a young boy was not so unusual, but 
the reaction of my father to this kind of behavior 
seemed irrational and unfair to me at the time and 
still does today. 

 
 As a young boy growing up, I only 

remember seeing a father that was mad most of 
the time, yelled a lot, and demanded perfection in 
everything.  I felt like I was more like a hired hand 
or employee that just happened to live on the job 
site rather than a son.  It seemed to me that 
having fun was only a luxury that could happen 
when Dad wasn't around.  When 5:30 arrived Dad 
came home from work, the fun had to stop and 
mental preparations had to be made to face an 
angry, tired and frustrated father.  It seemed that 
all he was interested in was to find out what I had 
done wrong that day.  I still remember the nervous 
feeling I would get in my stomach when I would 
see Dad's car coming towards the house.  One car 
in particular I remember was a 1955 blue Pontiac.  
I remember it so vividly because the grill on this 
car reminded me of my dad's angry face.   

 
Living in the Midwest in the late 50's early 

60's was not very conducive to receiving any kind 
of encouragement or support in the arts as a 
possible career choice.  Unfortunately, the only 
talents I seemed to have as a youngster were 
drawing pictures of cartoon characters and 
building things.  As I look back now, I realize that I 
was already a contractor at the age of about ten 
because I was constantly being commissioned to 
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build really cool tree houses or go-carts.  The only 
payment I needed at the time was simply being 
asked to do it.  Someone actually needed and 
wanted something of value from me, and it 
seemed to feed my need to be accepted.   

 
My art talent started to show up in my 

kindergarten class while we lived in Minneapolis.  I 
remember when we were supposed to be taking 
our naps, I would draw pictures.  For the PTA 
meeting for our kindergarten class the teacher 
asked me to draw a picture.  So I drew a picture of 
a clown on a large piece of brown paper that was 
normally used for making large paper signs for 
schools.  The picture was about three feet tall and 
two feet wide.  The picture was kept by the school 
and later placed in an art gallery.  I didn't find out 
about the gallery until my late teenage years when 
my mom showed me my kindergarten report card 
along with a special note from my teacher that 
said I should pursue a career in art.  I don't think 
my parents were trying to keep anything from me.  
The Midwestern mindset just didn't seem to 
consider art a legitimate way to make a living.  
Therefore, our father's myopic vision was that the 
goal of life was to get a good job (one which paid a 
regular wage).  As I was growing up, that did seem 
to be life's only goal.  Get through school, find a 
good job and live happily ever after.  The only 
problem was the happily ever after part.  Our 
family, at least from my perspective, didn't seem 
very happy about anything.  Mom on the other 
hand was a very loving person.  Her love and 
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compassion seemed to offset the unhappy 
atmosphere in our home, at least when Dad wasn't 
present.   

 
Many of our friends seemed to have dads 

just like ours.  It seems now that this whole 
generation of dads was somewhat alike.  Many 
had been involved in World War II and some had 
even lived through part of the great depression.  
The fifties seemed to be a time of prosperity, 
bringing an easier life, yet the memory of the past 
depression and war was still fresh in the minds of 
the fathers of my day.  This was a time in our 
history that seemed to shape the paradigm of what 
it meant to live a successful life in America.  Work 
hard, get a good job, buy a house, have kids, and 
repeat the process.  However, this lifestyle left little 
room for dads to focus on being dads.  Their focus 
was on making a living and the mindset of hard 
work first rarely gave way to relationship with 
family first.   

 
My friend Sam (name changed) however, 

had a very different dad.  Sam came from a larger 
family of six kids, most of whom were very good in 
sports.  Sam's dad was a fun loving guy and 
always helpful and supportive to his boys.  I often 
remember wishing that my dad was like him.  It 
was just fun to be around Sam's dad.  He helped 
his boys learn sports and encouraged them every 
step of the way.  I remember thinking how lucky 
Sam was to have a dad that liked him and enjoyed 
spending time with him.  This always gave way to 
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the question I had asked myself a thousand times.  
Why was my dad always so mad, and why didn't 
he seem to like me? 

 
I want to take a moment and honor and 

give credit to my father for the good things he did 
teach us boys.  He taught us to be honest, fair, 
work hard, do the very best we could at whatever 
we did, and keep our word.  These qualities have 
stuck with me and my brothers Jon and Tim, and 
all of us have had good successful lives and are 
all serving the Lord.  These qualities that Dad 
taught helped shape my character as a person.  
These are good qualities to be learned by any 
person, and Dad taught them well.  He just didn't 
know how to do it in a loving way.  But I also 
understand now that you can't give away what you 
have never received.  Dad did the very best he 
could with what he had.  And I want to thank him 
publicly through this book and through these 
statements to assure him that I know now that he 
did do the best he could, and I love him for that.   

 
Even though grandpa (Dad's father) was a 

fun guy to be around for us grandkids, I don't think 
grandpa ever held Dad in his lap or told my dad he 
loved him.  This problem of not being able to show 
or display any loving affection probably goes back 
dozens of generations.   

 
Just because a people group (like the 

Germans) have for generations not been very 
good at showing outwards signs of affection or 
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love, does not mean that certain nationalities are 
incapable of showing love.  It does mean that for 
generations the enemy of this world has 
embedded lies in our minds about how to show 
love to people.  If those lies never get corrected, 
every generation of those people groups will be 
convinced that they can never change.   

 
This would be a prime example of an 

ungodly belief that has plagued the world.  Our 
only true example of showing love to one another, 
regardless of nationality, is the example of Christ 
himself and how He displays love in scripture.  We 
have seen the proof of this love in action when we 
see how God heals broken hearts at our 
conferences.  And how for the first time, many 
experience the love of God, in ways they have 
never experienced it before and how it was always 
intended to be.  However, not being able to 
receive or display love, unfortunately, leaves one 
with a life full of unloving or hurtful memories.   

 
An incident that took place when I was 

seven or eight was etched in my mind as one of 
those hurtful memories.  We went to the local 
Lutheran Church in Hartford, and Dad was picking 
me up from Sunday school.  We didn't have paved 
roads in Hartford so all the roads were muddy 
after each rain.  Well, it had rained that day and 
when I walked from the sidewalk in front of the 
church to Dad's car, I got my new suede shoes 
muddy.  The reaction I got from Dad was similar to 
what you might expect if someone had just robbed 



23 
 

the bank or killed someone.  I was hollered at and 
slapped for getting my shoes muddy.  I responded 
with "what was I supposed to do fly to the car or 
something?" That was met with another slap and 
the promise of a spanking when I got home.  My 
dad always kept his promises, and he 
administered a doozy of a spanking.  I remember 
thinking how unfair it was to get into trouble for 
something that I had no control over.  I really 
never did figure out how I should have gotten to 
the car.  Maybe someday I would learn to fly, I 
thought, but even that wouldn't get my dad's 
attention.   

 
Another incident happened around that 

same time in my early years that we actually laugh 
about now and I even tell this story in my 
conferences.  We were taught, when I was 
growing up, that you always clean your plate.  
Why?  Because money didn't grow on trees (even 
though I checked every spring when the leaves 
came out) and there were people in China starving 
to death.  One night at supper, I'm not sure if I was 
just full or didn't like what we were having, but I 
slid my plate forward and said I was finished.  As 
you might expect, I got the old "there are people in 
China starving to death so finish the food on your 
plate." I decided to find out just how hungry these 
people in China were so I slid my plate a little 
further forward and said, "Well then, just box this 
up and send it to them." I'm still not sure just how 
hungry the people in China are, but after a stinging 
slap to the face I decided the people in China were 



24 
 

not much of a concern to me.  However, the angry 
father I was facing was my concern, and he told 
me in no uncertain terms that I was never to 
challenge him again in this way.  At that moment I 
was tending to agree with him, especially since my 
face was still stinging from the slap I had just 
received.   

 
We also discovered at a very early age that 

getting hurt or sick seemed to anger our father.  It 
wasn't till many years later I would discover why 
Dad always got mad at injuries and sickness.   

 
When I was born, my mother almost died.  

She began to hemorrhage and didn't realize it 
herself until she was too weak to call for help.  
When the nurses came in to attend her, they found 
her lying in a pool of blood.  They quickly began 
treating her but didn't have much hope of saving 
her.  This message of little hope was reported by 
the doctor to my twenty-year-old father.  I can only 
imagine the emotional devastation that entered my 
father's heart at that time.  I was never told how 
much time passed between this message of "your 
wife will probably die" to the report that she is 
going to make it.  But during this time of waiting, 
my dad's heart was emotionally damaged.   

 
These are the times in our lives where the 

enemy of this world takes advantage of us.  The 
enemy uses these times as an opportunity to plant 
lies in our minds that often affect us the rest of our 
lives.  Lies such as, you're responsible for this, you 
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should have tried harder, you're helpless, you'll 
never be able to deal with this, you're worthless, 
you're no good, etc.  When these or similar lies are 
embedded in our hearts and minds, it sets the 
stage or creates a trigger in which negative 
emotions will surface at a later time in your life.  
This near death experience with my mother, along 
with the proceeding several months of problems 
with my health as an infant along with Mom's 
continued health issues, wounded my dad's heart 
in a very serious way.   

 
 These combined problems, along with 

some issues in the family prior to my birth, were 
the catalyst that began causing nerve problems for 
Dad.  The end result for Dad was a lifetime of 
taking prescription drugs to deal with the 
emotional pain that these events caused in his life.  
Physical or emotional pain witnessed in others 
became a trigger that caused the same feeling of 
helplessness and emotional stress that happened 
in the original event with Mom and the health 
issues that would occur in the near future.  We 
often don't relate our emotional hurts and 
woundedness with an original event, but there is 
always a root source to all emotional pain.   

 
How do most of us deal with emotional pain 

when it's forced into our lives?  Some run away 
from life, some get angry, some just stuff their 
feelings, other's get depressed, some even take 
their own lives.  Regardless of which one of these 
categories we fall into, the enemy of this world 



26 
 

gets to win the major portion of the battle by 
messing up our lives.  Unless we discover how the 
Lord can and will heal our wounded emotions, we 
end up living with the lies and hurts that the enemy 
plants in our heart and minds.  This story is a 
prime example of the many wounds that people 
carry throughout their lives and how this affects 
those around them.   

 
My birth and the health issues that followed 

were indirectly responsible for the emotional pain 
that Dad was experiencing.  Therefore, I was the 
constant reminder of these emotional hurts in his 
life.  As I grew up, I didn't understand how getting 
sick or hurt always affected my dad in a negative 
way, but I always felt like it was my fault.  Now I 
know why.  However, at the time, I didn't 
understand nor did my father.  The truth is my 
father did love me but because of these hurts and 
other wounds in his life, he didn't know how to 
show love.  Wounded people wound other people, 
even the ones they love.   

 
One day while playing at a friend's house, I 

got hurt but decided not to tell Dad.  Not only did I 
get hurt, but also we were breaking the house 
rules of no running in my friend's house.  I was 
going to be in double trouble.  As I ran through the 
living room of my friend's house, heading for front 
door, I didn't look close enough for where the 
handle was on the storm door and I missed it and 
went through the glass portion of the door.  As I 
got up amongst the broken glass, I noticed that my 
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chest hurt awfully bad.  When I pulled up my shirt, 
I discovered that my chest sported an inch and a 
half long wound.  A flap of skin dangled, and I 
should have received many stitches.  It didn't take 
long to decide that I couldn't tell Dad because I 
couldn't handle the thought of getting in trouble on 
top of the pain of the injury.  So I taped it up, 
toughed it out, and hid my injury for almost six 
months.  By this time it had healed but left a rather 
ugly scare.  Then one night after our baths, Dad 
saw the scar as I tried to slip from the bathroom to 
the bedroom before he would see us.  He 
confronted me and wanted the story of how it 
happened and why I didn't tell him.  So I told him 
the story.  Even thought he was spitting mad, he 
didn't punish me.  I figured that he probably felt 
bad when he heard the reason why we never liked 
telling him when we were sick or hurt.  Believer it 
or not, but I remember thinking to myself, "maybe 
he does care a little bit about me because he 
didn't even punish me or anything." I actually hung 
on to this memory as a positive sign.   

 
We lived in Minneapolis, Minnesota for two 

years when I was in kindergarten and first grade.  
Jon and I shared a bedroom in what was once a 
three-season sun porch, but for a couple of young 
boys it was great.  I seemed to have a love of 
comic books at this time and would look at them at 
night after we went to bed.  We weren't allowed to 
have any lights on after bedtime so looking at my 
comic books became somewhat of a challenge.  
At the tender age of six, I solved this huge 
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technological problem with a good old-fashioned 
flashlight.  Only one problem, the batteries only 
lasted about two nights.  My next solution goes 
back to the brilliance of a cave man (of which I 
don't think there ever was any unless Adam lived 
in a cave after leaving the garden).  The answer?  
Fire! We seemed to have an abundance of 
wooden matches.  To hide the flicker of the flame, 
I put the covers over my head, lit the match and 
enjoyed my comic books.  Now before you judge 
me too severely for engaging in such an incredibly 
stupid act, let me inform you that I burned 
hundreds of matches under my covers without 
ever burning the house down.  I think that's quite 
an amazing thing for a six-year-old. 

 
 When the pile of spent matches was found 

under my bed some weeks after this wonderful 
indoor\outdoor camping style of reading comic 
books incident, I was obviously in big trouble.  Dad 
asked which one of us was responsible for lighting 
matches in bed.  We both denied we were the 
one.  So Dad put both of us in the broom closet, 
shut the door and said we couldn't come out or eat 
supper until one of confessed.  Brother Jon tells 
me that this is where he learned to develop his 
selling skills.  He somehow convinced me to 
confess knowing I would have to face the 
consequences of our father's punishment.   

 
The truth of the matter is I think both of us 

were really hungry, and I thought I might as well 
have one last meal before the sentence was 
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handed down.  This was one time that the 
punishment probably fit the crime, yet to a six-
year-old it was devastating.  I was told to pack my 
clothes in several brown paper bags and leave.  I 
could no longer live there because I was too much 
of a danger to the rest of the family, and I would 
have to make it on my own.  Dad lay in my bed 
and my brother Jon lay in his bed as they watched 
me go through the closet and pack my clothes. 

 
I was scared out of my mind.  After all my 

clothes were packed, I kept looking through Jon's 
things wasting time hoping Dad would change his 
mind.  Finally he said I could stay.  I could tell by 
the look on my brother's face that he was enjoying 
the whole event of seeing me in trouble.  I must 
say I rather enjoyed the times when he got in 
trouble also.  (Don't worry; Jon and I are the very 
best of friends to this day.) Even though Dad (or 
probably any dad) would never follow through on 
such a punishment, the thoughts going through 
this young man's mind was once again that of 
"Why doesn't my dad like me or love me.  How 
could he do such a thing to me?"  We laugh about 
the story now at family events, but to a six-year-
old, it was totally serious.   

 
That summer we moved back to Hartford, 

South Dakota.  For some reason, pertaining to 
Dad's work, he and Mom were unable to make the 
move until fall, so Jon and I stayed at Grandma 
and Grandpa Reuter's for the summer.  It was the 
most wonderful summer of my life.  Not only were 
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my grandparents really nice people, but my dad 
was absent from my life and I felt a tremendous 
sense of relief.  Our grandparent showed us the 
love that we so longed for.  Whenever we visit 
Grandma, we would often talk of that summer 
because it was special for them too.   

 
Childhood memories are often a topic of 

discussion when ministering to folks.  I have heard 
good solid Bible believing, spirit filled, on-fire 
preachers make statements like, "You can't 
continue to wallow or whine about your childhood 
problems; you have to move on and just get over 
it." I have heard them say with a bit of sarcasm; 
"don't give me a story about how your father or 
mother didn't love or hug you enough; come on 
let's grow up and be big people now." Or they say, 
"Almost everyone had a tough upbringing; that's 
life, so let's move on."  

 
Even the world has caught on to the victim 

mentality phrase of "oh, you poor person, your 
mother or father probably didn't love you or hug 
you enough." They make fun of the whole process. 

 
These statements are partly true.  None of 

us should wallow in the pity party of the past.  Part 
of the dilemma here is the fact that clinical 
psychology has figured out that dealing with past 
issues is not only beneficial but also necessary to 
move on with life.  However, psychology at its best 
can only help define the problem.  It can offer no 
solutions that are permanent.  Hence the need for 
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continual counseling in order to keep on top of a 
problem that never goes away but is made to feel 
less serious for a season.   

 
When the Holy Spirit, the ultimate 

supernatural counselor, steps on the scene, the 
problem is not only dealt with, but goes away.  By 
going away, I mean that it no longer has any 
negative effects and the memory of the incident 
that caused the wounds no longer generates any 
pain or suffering.  Here is what the scripture 
contains about being set free from our emotional 
(and other issues) in life.  John 8:36 says,  "So if 
the Son makes you free, you will be free indeed."   

 
There are definitely bad habit patterns in a 

person's life that can be discovered and dealt with 
in secular counseling.  Some patients are even 
able to change habit patterns enough to make a 
huge improvement in their lives.  However, failure 
to deal with emotional and forgiveness issues at 
the point of origin will always leave a person with a 
love deficit in their heart.  Until that hole in the 
heart is filled and healed by the love of our 
heavenly Father, an individual will always be 
lacking and looking for love and acceptance in the 
wrong places.   

 
The end result, if we don't find this answer, 

we live a defeated or partially defeated Christian 
life that has little or no witness to the unsaved.  If 
we as Christians are unable to have the victory 
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over the issues in our lives, then what do we have 
to offer those who are lost?   

We say "We have salvation and eternal life 
to offer".  They say, "If your God is so powerful 
and loving, why do you seem to have all the same 
problems I do?  How can I trust a God for the 
promise of heaven when He doesn't seem to be 
able to take care of your everyday problems?" 

 
Whether we want to admit it or not, that's 

what's going through the minds of the unbeliever.  
To add to the problem, when the unsaved see 
positive benefits from human counseling, they 
question the need for God in their lives.  
Everyone's life (saved or unsaved) can be 
improved by addressing bad habits and applying 
good principles.  When Christians don't apply 
Godly principles to their lives and don't show any 
improvement, it simply adds to the argument of the 
unbeliever that God either cannot or does not 
intervene in the everyday affairs of life.   

 
Maybe it's time we offer the unsaved the 

package deal of salvation, healing, and 
deliverance.  This package deals with the Spirit, 
soul and body.  By the way, this is what Jesus did.  
He set the whole man free.  Then he said, "As the 
Father had sent Me, I also send you." John 20:21 
Maybe it's time for all of us to review our lives and 
even our methods of trying to reach the lost and 
just become what Father wants us to be.  Then we 
will see people come to us and ask "What is it 
about you that make you so different."  
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In different parts of scripture, we see people 

making statements like "We can tell this man is 
from God, or He speaks with an authority we have 
not seen."  Mark 1:22 "They were amazed at His 
teaching; for He was teaching them as one having 
authority, and not as the scribes."  What makes 
them say this?  Only one thing, Jesus spent so 
much time with Father that He took on the 
character and characteristics of Father.  He was 
the exact representation of the Father in human 
form.  As we search the scriptures, we find that 
people were drawn to Jesus.  He didn't have to 
seek them out and try to get them to come to 
some church, seminar or revival service.  He was 
the exact representation of the Father and that's 
what drew people to him.  If this be true, then our 
goal should be to become so much like the Father, 
that people are drawn to us.  How do we do this?  
By finding Father, and Jesus is the only one that 
can lead us to Him.   
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Chapter Three 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The teenage years 
 
 

Somehow, most of us manage to get 
through those younger years even with the 
wounds in our hearts.  I think part of the delusion 
is that we think when we get older and more 
mature and independent, we can just tell 
ourselves that we are tough enough to handle 
things now on our own and we continue the 
process of pulling away from our parents, 
especially our fathers.  We take on the attitude 
that as soon as I'm out from under the control and 
authority of this home, I'll do things my own way, 
and that will give me a sense of value as a person.  
We'll somehow let our dads know that they were 
wrong about us. 
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What I'm going to tell you now will really 
blow your mind, or maybe not.  If we go through 
life and never deal with these issues with our 
fathers, we, in most cases, are destined to 
become just like the ones we say we dislike or 
hate.  Why?  The enemy of this world will visit 
every generation of children with the same 
problems unless at some point the lie or ungodly 
belief is corrected and replaced with the truth.  
When any of us is faced with these kinds of issues 
in our lives, we either give in to the lie or live a life 
of low or no self esteem.  That results in a 
defeated image of ourselves.  Either way we live 
with the lie that we are not worthy of being loved.  I 
was rebellious.  It was not an outward rebellion but 
an inward revolt.   

 
When you live with an authoritarian, 

performance-driven, perfectionist father, you learn 
quickly that outward rebellion is painful.  Unless 
you don't mind spanking or slaps to the face, you'll 
keep it internal like I did.  Let me take a moment 
and assure you that Dad never ever physically 
abused any of us kids in any way.  I grew up in an 
era of time where spanking, as a form of 
punishment, was the norm and by the way it was 
also effective as a deterrent.  This form of 
discipline was also used in my home with our 
children.  What was the difference?  Spanking a 
child as a form of discipline requires love.  
Spanking a child as a form of corrective discipline 
without love becomes punishment.   
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Our heavenly Father never punishes, He 
always disciplines with love.  That's why when you 
receive punishment, you always leave the 
situation with the feeling that I'm not worthy, or I'm 
too bad to be loved or I must have deserved that 
because I'm a bad person.  Punishment never 
corrects but rather tears down and destroys.   

 
Loving discipline says, "You're going the 

wrong way, and I need to help you make some 
changes, but don't worry because I'll be with you 
all the way." 

 
I once heard a story (I think it was on the 

Dobson program on Christian radio) of a young 
teenager that was caught lying to his parents.  He 
was given ample warning to stop this activity 
because it was a sin.  He was informed that it was 
wrong and any further acts of lying would result in 
consequences.  A few days later, the young man 
was caught lying again.  This time the discipline 
consisted of grounding him to confinement to the 
attic bedroom for several nights apart from the rest 
of the family.  After supper, the young man was 
sent to the attic room for the first dose of 
sentencing.  That night, the young man lay in his 
attic bed, pondering his actions and feeling very 
lonely without his family.  His father also lay in his 
bed pondering the situation with his son. 

 
Finally about midnight, the father could take 

it no more.  His heart was breaking with the 
thoughts of his son spending this time alone.  He 
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climbed up to the attic bedroom and said to his 
son, "We all must face the consequences of our 
sins in this life.  What you did was wrong and I 
can't let you just get by with it without facing the 
consequences of your actions.  However, I want 
you to know that you don't have to face this 
discipline alone.  I will face it with you.  I will spend 
this time with you and go through it with you." 

 
The father crawled into bed with his young 

son, as they wept together and embraced.  For the 
next three nights the father of this young boy went 
through this time of discipline with his son and 
helped him face the consequences with the one 
that loved him, his father.  This is a wonderful true 
story of what a loving father is really like. 

 
Needless to say loving discipline in our 

home was conspicuous by its absence.  Loving 
discipline didn't exist because Dad didn't know 
how to discipline in a loving way.  It wasn't 
because he didn't want to, but because he didn't 
know how.  Dad was raised in the same manner, 
so he could only give to us what he had received.  
You can't give away what you don't possess.  In 
other words you can't show or demonstrate love to 
your kids if you have never experienced it yourself.  
It took a revelation of the Father's love for me to 
really understand this concept.   

 
My defiance was inward.  I obeyed because 

I had to and not because I wanted to.  It's like the 
story of a young boy who went to school for the 
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first time.  He wore his favorite baseball hat and 
wouldn't take it off in the classroom.  The teacher 
insisted he remove his hat.  The young boy 
replied, "This is my favorite hat, and I never take it 
off." The now angry teacher replied, "Take your 
hat off NOW." 

 
The young man took off his hat and said, 

"On the outside my hat is off, but on the inside I'm 
still wearing it." That's how life was in the Reuter 
home.   

 
Sports seemed to be a possible answer to 

the dilemma I had with my dad.  If I could be good 
at sports (like my older brother Jon or my friend 
Sam), then my dad would like me.  So I went out 
for basketball, football, and track when I was old 
enough to do so.  Even though I had no desire to 
be active in sports, it seemed that it was the thing 
to do if I wanted to fit into the mold or pattern that 
the Midwestern mindset embraced.  I guess it was 
just the thing to do if you were a young man in 
school.  The pressure didn't come from my father 
to participate; it was the pressure of my peers and 
society.  I even tried baseball when I was about 
twelve but was so horrible at it even I was 
embarrassed.   

 
The problem was that I was only average at 

best in any of these sports activities, unlike my 
friend Sam or my brother Jon.  So now I was once 
again being compared to those who could perform 
to standards I couldn't compete with.  I could never 
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make enough baskets in basketball to ever get a 
compliment from Dad.  I could never make a 
touchdown or receive that long pass in football in 
order to hear the "good job Jeff".   

 
There was a time in track when I actually 

got pretty good at the 440 relay.  We broke the 
state record in my sophomore year but were 
disqualified at the state meet because I tripped 
and stepped out of my lane.  Although I was 
greatly disappointed for my teammates and 
myself, it didn't matter to Dad because he never 
came to a track meet anyway.   

 
By the time I was sixteen I had learned a 

few things besides that I wasn't any good at 
sports.  I learned how to hunt and trap, I was 
getting very good at drawing pictures, and I 
learned how to argue with my dad.  There wasn't 
much in the way of physical punishment by this 
time; it had switched to verbal.  Hollering and 
screaming at each other became the normal 
routine in our home.   

 
Dad had this insatiable desire to always be 

right.  You could never win an argument with him 
even if he was dead wrong.  The words, "I was 
wrong and you were right" were not in his 
vocabulary.  Therefore our frustration grew even 
greater with each argument.  I reached the point 
where I had zero respect for my father.  However, 
in spite of all of this, I still felt a certain need to 
seek his approval.  What a paradox.  Why would 



40 
 

anyone seek the approval or acceptance of 
someone they really didn't like and who returned 
the sentiment?  I'll tell you why.  Our heavenly 
Father has placed in the very DNA of our souls the 
desire to love and be loved.  It is completely 
natural to want to please and receive acceptance 
from our fathers.  Even people who were hurt so 
badly by their dads that they hate them and never 
want to see them again have a hidden desire in 
their souls.  It's just covered with so many layers of 
hurt that it has trouble coming to the surface.  If we 
bury our hurts and wounds long enough, it gives 
the appearance that things are OK and it doesn't 
hurt anymore.  But when someone pushes that 
button that brings up a painful memory, the hurt 
comes once again to the surface with a fury much 
like the very moment it happened. 

 
What do we do with this memory or pain?  

Most of us just stuff it back down into our souls by 
using counterfeit affections that the enemy of this 
world offers.  A counterfeit affection is anything of 
a worldly nature that the enemy of this world can 
offer us to take the place of the genuine love and 
affection that God offers us.  Why do we allow 
counterfeit affections to take the place of the real 
thing?  Because they bring a temporary sense of 
relief to the immediate pain we are feeling.  We 
are all masters at finding pain relief if we can.  The 
enemy offers drugs, booze, sex, work, and 
entertainment, along with many other vices we 
give into.  He will even try hard to make us believe 
that good old father time will heal the wound if we 
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just sweep it under the rug long enough.  The old 
saying that time heals is a fine example of an 
ungodly belief.  Time has never healed anything, 
Jesus is the healer.  Time teaches us to live with 
our pain.  I have seen many times at our 
conferences, in the prayer lines, the Holy Spirit 
reach in and gently bring that painful memory to 
the surface, and then watched Him perform the 
miracle of healing a broken heart.  That's what 
Father is best at, healing broken hearts.   

 
The last two years of high school proved to 

be as uninteresting as the first two.  We moved 
from Hartford to Madison, South Dakota where I 
still reside.  The buzz at the high school was that 
two really good football players were moving to 
town and the team was in need of some good 
players.  It didn't take long to find out that the story 
should have said one good player and one skinny 
kid that specialized in warming the bench.  I didn't 
get to play one minute of even one game that 
season.  Even when we were winning by a 
landslide (which wasn't very often since we had a 
terrible team) and the coach put in the second and 
third string teams, I still didn't get to play.  That 
was it! I was tired of trying to please everyone else 
and never getting anywhere.  I was finished with 
sports.  From that point on I concentrated on what 
I was good at.  I devoted my time to hunting, 
fishing, smoking Winston lights and learning how 
to paint wildlife pictures from my friend, John 
Green.   
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John just lived one block away, and the 
Green boys were into hunting, fishing and their 
dad, Larry Green senior, was a fabulous wildlife 
artist.  He did his artwork for pleasure and worked 
at the same power co-op as Dad because he 
couldn't feed a large family on artist wages.   

 
Larry Green Sr. and his son John taught me 

how to paint.  It didn't take long for me to catch on 
because I had the eye for it.  At the end of my 
senior year, I had been accepted to an art school 
in Nelson, British Columbia in Canada.  I didn't 
have any money for school so I decided to go up 
for the summer and work my way through art 
school.  John Green decided to go with me and try 
to get into school when he got there.  We had a 
vision and a plan.  I was going to show my father 
that my talents and desires were going to work out 
even though he considered art a waste of time.  I 
was going to become an artist and make a living at 
it. 

 
 At the time I owned a 1955 Chevy.  We 

took out the back seat and loaded it with gear and 
paintings.  Most of the paintings were John's.  We 
planned on selling them along the way for 
expenses.   

 
Our stop in Jackson Hole, Wyoming proved 

to be an interesting experience.  We arrived the 
evening of June sixth.  It was about seventy 
degrees when we set up our tent that evening, but 
we woke up to about six inches of snow.  We 



43 
 

packed up our wet gear and headed for Teton 
Pass but didn't get far.  The grade was about ten 
percent, and the old Chevy was tired.  We started 
up the hill, and when I shifted into second gear, 
the car just stopped and killed.  I started it again, 
put it into first gear, but once again it wouldn't 
move.  We had to back down a half mile of 
mountain road, get a running start, and leave it in 
first gear before we finally made it to the top of the 
six mile climb.  Going down the other side was just 
about as much fun, trying not to burn out the 
brakes. 

 
About a week later we arrived in Canada 

only to find an obstacle we could not overcome.  
The country had recently passed a law that 
required us to give up U.S. citizenship to even 
apply for work.  The unemployment rate in Nelson, 
British Columbia was thirteen percent.  Needless 
to say, we weren't going to give up our U.S. 
citizenship to look for work we probably wouldn't 
find.  We stayed for one more week and fished to 
our hearts content and then started home.  I knew 
what awaited me when we arrived.  Once again I 
had failed and I would hear loudly and clearly from 
my dad that he was right and I was wrong.   
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Chapter Four 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 Looking for Fulfillment 

 
 
When we returned home from Canada, it 

didn't take long to obtain my own apartment and 
get out from under the rule and criticism of my 
dad's house.  That fall I attended our local college 
and chose criminal justice for my major.  Why 
criminal justice?  I don't really know; it just 
sounded interesting and exciting.  Now that my art 
career was over, I had to do something and this 
sounded as good as anything else. 

 
After two years of school, I took a job with 

the county as a deputy sheriff.  Not long after I 
started with the department, I met Deb, my wife to 
be.  She was the secretary for the States Attorney, 
so I saw her at the States Attorney's office on a 
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regular basis.  She was blonde, beautiful and 
somewhat available.  By that I mean that when her 
current boyfriend went away for a couple of 
weeks, I saw this as the opportunity to boldly 
move in when I wouldn't have to confront him.  
Pretty courageous, huh?  She took one look at this 
165 pound, tall, not so dark but handsome man in 
uniform, and she couldn't help herself.  Not even 
Robert Redford (assuming he would have been 
young enough), (or Brad Pitt assuming he would 
have been old enough) could have stood a chance 
against this knight in shining uniform armor. 

 
She just couldn't resist and had to have me 

as her soul mate.  It was hard to think any woman 
could resist me.  Now her story may be slightly 
different than mine, but I think I got it pretty 
accurate.  Anyway we got married eight months 
later.  I'm pleased to say that it only took about 
thirty-two years of marriage for her to get me 
straightened out, but now I'm nearly perfect.  (By 
the way my next book will be on humility and how I 
attained it).  As I look back now, I'm sure God led 
me to this wonderful woman even though neither 
one of us knew the Lord at that time.   

 
Having authority as a law enforcement 

officer can at times be pretty ego inflating.  I 
remember one incident where I flexed my muscles 
of legal authority as an officer of the law.  
Collecting late real estate taxes was the 
responsibility of the Sheriff's department.  This tax 
law in our state superseded all other financial 
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obligations.  On this occasion our subject was a 
farmer who owed many thousands of back real 
estate taxes. We arrived to collect. 

He smiled as we told him we would have to 
take some of his machinery and sell it to pay the 
taxes.  He said "everything I have is mortgaged at 
the bank and I owe more than it's worth so you 
won't get anything after the bank gets theirs." 

 
We smiled back and said, "Back taxes take 

precedence over all liens and loans.  We will sell 
your combine and keep all the money and you'll 
still owe the bank for it." He quickly took out his 
checkbook and wrote a check for the taxes.  I 
remember thinking "Boy, this authority thing is 
awesome. This must be how my dad felt when he 
was bossing me around at home." Luckily for me, 
even though my dad was very much an 
authoritarian, he did teach us right from wrong.  
Abusing authority was wrong, and I knew it.   

 
After four years on the Sheriff's 

Department, receiving a whopping 725 dollars a 
month for about eighty hours of work each week, I 
decided to make a change.  Any other kind of work 
had to pay better and provide better working 
conditions.  Having all that authority wasn't what it 
was cracked up to be, and I was tired of the hours 
and the pay.  Once again, as I tried to fill the void 
in my life with something that appeared like it 
might fulfill, it too failed, and I was destined to 
keep searching.   
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The next stop was sales.  This change 
would finally fulfill all my desires and dreams.  I 
made more the first week in sales than I did all 
month in law enforcement.  I remember wondering 
how I could I have been such a fool for so long.  
(You're probably remembering the match story 
about now.) There was lots of money to be made 
out there, and I was going to get my share.  So 
began my life in the field of sales, which would last 
more than twenty years.   

 
Deb and I had been married about three 

years by the time I started into the sales field, and 
to supplement our income (and feed my ego), a 
good friend of mine and I invaded the Country 
music scene.  We both played guitar and sang, 
and we seemed to have a unique blend to our 
voices.  Duane had a wonderful voice that covered 
up the flaws in mine, and I had a good sense of 
timing that helped us to produce a pretty good 
sound together.  We started out by playing for 
some Christmas parties at a food market that 
Duane and I worked at before I got married.  
Eventually, we broke into the local bar scene with 
a country band called JADE, Jeff and Duane 
Entertainment.  It didn't take long before we 
became a local hit and were booked months in 
advance.  Singing in bars was yet another attempt 
at filling the void in my heart, but with what I didn't 
know.   

 
For awhile, fame, even at a local level, 

seemed to fill the void I needed to plug.  But like 
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all counterfeit affections, it only filled the void for a 
season.  When counterfeit affections stop fulfilling, 
life has a way of staring you back in the face.   

 Old problems seem to return like the 
proverbial bad penny.  The fun of something new 
soon grows old.  What you think is the answer to 
your lack of contentment turns out to be just 
another thing in your life that probably needs 
money or time to maintain or fix.  It becomes the 
stuff in our lives.  What's stuff?  Well, you have 
stuff in your closet, you have stuff in your garage, 
you have stuff in your basement, and you even 
have stuff in your stuff.  We all fill our little worlds 
with things that we think we must have for some 
reason.  And a lot of this stuff we buy because we 
think its going to fulfill our lives in certain ways.  
Yet it always seems to be lacking.  So what do we 
do?  We buy more stuff.  In the end you have to 
buy a lot of boxes to put your stuff in so you can 
deposit it in costly storage units along with 
everyone else's stuff.  Jesus said that one-day 
everything on earth would be consumed by fire.  I 
think its going to be a rather large bon fire 
considering all the stuff we all have.   

 
Just one year after getting into sales, I met 

the man that would eventually lead me to his 
church where Deb and I gave our hearts to the 
Lord.  His name was Dennis, and he and I worked 
together in sales.  He was called, at the time, a 
religious freak.  He spoke often of the things of the 
Lord, which irritated most people.  In spite of that I 
found him to be really interesting.  He asked me 
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one time as we were traveling together if I knew 
anything about the Bible.  I truthfully informed him 
I didn't.  I went to church and Sunday school as I 
grew up but really didn't know much about the 
Bible.  However, I did say that even though I didn't 
really know anything about scripture, there was 
one thing that I was sure of that was in the Bible. 

 
"What's that?" said Dennis.  
 
"I'm sure somewhere in the Bible it says 

that if you give a man a fish you will feed him for a 
day, but if you teach him how to fish he can feed 
himself for a lifetime." 

 
Dennis smiled, and in a very kind way, 

informed me that this was really good advice, but 
it's not in the good book.  (I know you're thinking 
about that match story again.) After this level of 
humiliation, I became acutely aware that I was in 
need of some teaching.  Dennis became a teacher 
of biblical truth for me and eventually invited us to 
his church. 

 
I don't remember much about the message 

that day other than the part about receiving Christ 
as your personal savior.  I remember thinking, 
"Boy this sounds like a great deal.  I bet everyone 
here is going to raise their hands along with me for 
this once in a lifetime deal." So I bowed my head, 
closed my eyes, and raised my hand to indicate I 
wanted to receive Christ.  Then I did what we were 
instructed not to do.  I quickly peeked to see if the 
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rest of the church people had their hands up.  
They didn't.  I quickly pulled my hand down 
thinking, "How can I be the only one to take 
advantage of this wonderful plan of salvation." In 
spite of my immediate embarrassment, Deb and I 
went forward, prayed and received Christ as our 
Savior that morning.   

 
Life dramatically changed for Deb and me, 

and I quickly began to consume anything I could 
get my hands on pertaining to Jesus.  I studied the 
scriptures and read every Christian book I could 
find on various topics.  We got plugged into the 
local church and life was good, except for one 
thing.  Duane and I were still playing in the band. 

 
It's wonderful how God works.  The Lord 

had been working on Duane's life at the same time 
He was working on mine.  Both of us got saved 
before either one of us knew the other had met the 
Lord.  We were now faced with the dilemma of 
what to do with the band.  We both knew we had 
to quit, but what about the bookings that were six 
months in the future?  We stopped taking new 
bookings and finished up on the ones we had.  
Our last gig was New Years Eve, and we were 
glad.  We were finally finished with secular music.   

 
 A couple months later we were 

approached by a local two piece band that had a 
contract they couldn't fulfill because one of them 
was sick.  They asked if we could come out of 
retirement to fill their engagement.  It paid 300 
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dollars, and it just so happened that both of us 
needed the money, so we went for it.  The crowd 
numbered about 400 people and all seemed to be 
having a wonderful time except us.  Usually, when 
people respond to your performing, it feeds your 
ego in ways that can only be explained by actually 
experiencing it.  However, this night was different.  
It seemed as though there was an invisible wall 
just in front of us that blocked all the response 
from the people and our egos didn't receive 
anything.  As a matter of fact, it had just the 
opposite effect on us.  The crowd was responding 
to the music and the entertainment in a wonderful 
way, but it just wasn't getting through to us. 

 
On the trip home that night, Duane and I 

spoke very little but both of us knew this truly was 
our last secular performance.  Any singing from 
this point on would have to be for the Lord.   
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Chapter Five 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Still looking for love in the wrong places 
 
 
It took about a year from the time Duane 

and I quit singing in the bars before we began 
putting together some Christian music.  By this 
time we were both attending the local Assembly of 
God church.  As opportunities arose, we began to 
sing some specials in church.  This eventually led 
to the formation of "Brothers in Christ", a Christian 
singing duet.  We went from singing in the bars to 
singing in the churches.  And once again, it 
seemed to fill a void in my heart.   

 



53 
 

This time the void was filled in a somewhat 
legitimate way.  I was letting Christ fill a spot that 
was once was taken up with the enemy.  This is 
always a good practice.   

 
Whenever we drop a segment of lifestyle 

that was used by the enemy to fill a void in our 
lives with a counterfeit affection, we must now fill 
that void with the truth of God.  Why?  So it can 
renew our minds and direct us to the only one that 
can fill that void, Father and His love.  If we don't, 
the enemy will return and convince us that the 
former way of life or habit pattern wasn't that bad 
so why don't you just pick up where you left off.  
After a while it feels so comfortable doing things 
the old way that we easily get back into the same 
rut.  Only now we feel even better about being 
back in whatever problem we were are in.  Each 
time this happens we get our lives buried deeper 
and deeper into the trap that the enemy wants us 
in.  The end result?  We miss the destiny that 
Father has planned for our lives, and in the 
process we probably hurt many people along the 
way instead of helping them.   

 
Even though we had replaced a worldly 

activity with a Christian activity (and that's a good 
start), I discovered this only brought a measure of 
comfort but still didn't totally fill that God-shaped 
hole in my heart that only Father can fill.  
Swapping any worldly activity for Christian activity 
is always a good thing if we understand our 
motives for doing so.   
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This is the part that can so easily deceive 

us if we have no or little understanding of who 
Father is.  Whenever we are engaged in any 
Christian act of service, we must ask ourselves a 
couple of basic questions.  One, am I doing this so 
I can look good to other Christians and the 
unsaved?  Two, am I doing this because I think 
God will be more pleased with me, and I can find 
His favor so He will love me more?   

 
First of all, He can't love you any more than 

He already does.  He loves you with an everlasting 
love.  Finding His favor is a separate issue and 
has nothing to do with His love for you.  What is 
our motive for evolving ourselves in any Christian 
activity or work?  If you're like most people in this 
world, you're probably struggling with at least two 
or more motives.  Some are looking for personal 
gain; some think that God will love them more if 
they do something for Him.  Some are looking for 
a name in ministry, some want to look good before 
men, and some do things for the right reason.  I 
remember Jack Frost telling us at the Father Heart 
School that our goal must be to get our motives to 
be at least 51% in the direction that God wants.  At 
this point, we will be going in more of God's 
direction than our own, and then we will begin to 
make a difference in the work of the kingdom.  
Why do we struggle so much with the other 49%?  
Here are some insights into the answer to that 
question.   
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The enemy of this world is a cunning and 
intelligent adversary.  I often tell people that even 
if Satan and all of his demons were the stupidest 
creatures God ever created (which by the way 
they weren't), they still have a huge advantage on 
us.  Why?  Because one doesn't have to be very 
smart to let the experiences of life teach us a thing 
or two.  I call it being street smart.  Experience has 
always been a wonderful teacher.  I haven't 
always let it teach me the way I should, but life 
always has a way of letting us re-test.  After 
getting bitten a few times from making bad 
decisions, we usually catch on.  Now think of this.  
Satan and all of his demons have been around for 
at least 6000 years since the fall of man.  Not only 
is he a cunning adversary, but he is the most 
experienced in being street smart.  In other words, 
we don't have a chance of overcoming him on our 
own.  I've tried and failed in my own strength.  I 
have come to realize that He that lives within me 
has more power in one hair on His head than all 
the hordes of hell can muster up together.   

 
Now that I know this, and now that you 

know this, everything should be just fine from now 
on, right?  Right!!! It should be, but it's usually not.  
Why?  Because we are all still in the process of 
having our minds renewed to think and act like 
Christ.  Receiving and believing the word of God, 
both written and spoken, along with worship and 
prayer, are the best ways I have found of letting 
God renew my mind.  However, there is one little 
catch. 
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 We must first remove the lies that the 

enemy of this world has so cleverly placed in our 
minds.  If we try to mix God's truth with the present 
lies that are embedded in our minds, the results 
will be a twisted or partial truth that in the end will 
disappoint us and probably get us into trouble.  If 
we are aware of the fact that our minds have 
ungodly beliefs embedded in them, then as God 
reveals the ungodly belief, which was probably 
stirred up by reading or listening to His word, we 
have a decision to make.  Are we going to listen to 
the Holy Spirit's voice of conviction and allow the 
change in our hearts to happen or will we dismiss 
it because we don't want to deal with it?  I'll cover 
more on how to get out of this trap in a later 
chapter.  Right now let me get back to the story.   

 
Duane and I continued our singing ministry 

in churches for several years.  It seemed to fill the 
void in my heart at least for the time being.  What I 
didn't realize was that filling a void in your life with 
some Christian activity is perfectly fine as long as 
you're doing it for the right reasons.  To my way of 
thinking my Christian life was somewhat normal 
and it even seemed like I had my act together.  
Now that I had become a Christian, I thought I 
needed to get myself involved in some Christian 
activity which would show the world that I am a 
Christian causing many to come to Christ through 
my efforts.  This time I was trying to fill my void 
with Christian activity or ministry.  Yes, ministry 
can be as much of a counterfeit affection as 
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anything else.  Duane and I had a good sound, we 
were saved, we had a testimony, and we wanted 
to be known as the bar singers turned Christian.   

 
Does God want you to sing for Him if you 

can sing?  Yes.  Does God want you to give 
testimony of how He changed your life from what 
you were to what you now are?  Of course.  
However, our identity needs to be established by 
our relationship with Christ and Father instead of 
what we do.  The world sees our actions, and they 
make their evaluation of us as Christians by what 
they see.  When we are more concerned with the 
opinions of men than we are of God's viewpoint, 
we are in trouble.  That puts us into the category 
of man pleasing, which stems from fear of man 
issues, which come from not knowing who we 
really are in Christ.  Not knowing who we really are 
in Christ comes from not knowing the Father that 
Christ is trying to get us back in touch with.   

 
Recognizing our talents and abilities and 

offering them up to Christ to do with what He 
wants seemed like great plan.  There is only one 
problem with this mindset.  Christ isn't interested in 
you or me giving Him our talents and abilities for 
His great plan.  He is only interested in us giving 
ourselves to Him.  He is fully aware of your talents 
and abilities.  He gave them to you.  He wants 
you.  Why?  Because His plans for your life are 
always connected to what the Father wants.  
Christ redeemed us so He could lead us back into 
fellowship with Father.  He came to reveal who the 
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Father really is.  Christ was the exact 
representation of the invisible God our Father.   

 
You see, in Old Testament times, all of 

mankind reached the point where they no longer 
really knew who God was.  Their perception of 
God was that of someone really far off in heaven 
someplace and if you didn't make Him mad and 
followed the law, life wasn't too bad.  It was all 
about performing to be good enough.  With a few 
exceptions, (David, the prophets, a few good 
kings) mankind had lost any connection with God 
on a personal level.  They thought, some day, the 
Messiah was going to come and take them out of 
their personal and nationally unfavorable 
circumstances and rule and reign as soon as He 
showed up.  However, most everyone in the Old 
Testament had lost their connection with the living 
God.   

Moving now from the Old Testament into 
the New Testament, the disciples, even after 
spending almost three years with Jesus Himself, 
still didn't get the full revelation of why He came.  It 
wasn't until just days or weeks before the 
crucifixion that they finally got it.   

 
In John 14:5 Thomas said to Him, "Lord we 

do not know where You are going, how do we 
know the way?"  Jesus said to him, "I am the way 
the truth and the life, no one comes to the Father, 
but through Me.  If you had known Me, you would 
have known my Father also; from now on you 
know Him, and have seen Him." 
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Philip said to Him, "Lord, show us the 

Father, and it is enough for us." 
 Jesus said to him, "Have I been so long 

with you, and yet you have not come to know Me, 
Philip?  He who has seen Me has seen the Father; 
how do you say, Show us the Father?"   

 
This is a critical portion of scripture in 

understanding the Father.  Many look at this 
scripture as their reason for not going after Father 
on a personal level.  They reason, "as long as I 
know Jesus and He is just like the father, in fact 
He said if you have seen me you have seen the 
Father, then I guess that must be enough." It's not 
enough! Why would any of us want to leave out 
one third of the trinity in our personal relationships 
with the Lord?  We believe in Jesus, the Holy 
Spirit, but what about Father?   

 
 Philip was still having trouble 

understanding who the Father really was.  He 
understood that Jesus was the Son of God, but it 
didn't dawn on him or the other disciples that 
Jesus was showing them what the heavenly 
Father was really like.  Their inability to see the 
Father in Jesus is proof that the enemy of this 
world had succeeded in destroying mankind's 
perception or paradigm of who Father really was.  
Jesus was the exact representation of the invisible 
God.  Jesus showed us what the Father would 
look like if He showed up in the flesh.  Jesus was 
trying to get the disciples to see that they, and the 
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world, could once again have relationship with the 
Father as it was in the beginning.  Over and over 
in the scriptures, Jesus said or made reference to 
the fact that He came to reveal the Father.  By the 
end of John 16, they finally got it.   

 
Likewise today, most believers see the 

Father as someone who is far off somewhere in 
Heaven somewhere between Jesus and us.  And 
it's a good thing that He is far off and Jesus is 
between Him and us because many have the 
opinion that He is angry, upset, and not real happy 
with us because we seem to keep sinning and 
upsetting Him.  We don't feel worthy to be loved by 
Him and spend most of our lives trying to keep 
Him at a distance.  What is the end result?  We 
live a defeated or partially defeated Christian life 
and our witness if often weakened or virtually non-
existent.  To make matters worse we have this 
attitude that we are better than the rest of the non-
saved world, even though most don't look like it.  
Then we find ourselves constantly criticizing and 
looking down on the un-saved and making 
judgments on how they should find Jesus and get 
their lives straightened out.   

 
 The real question we should be asking 

ourselves is this.  Are the unsaved drawn to us 
because of our loving attitude and concern for 
them?  Is the world drawn to us like the world was 
drawn to Jesus?  Did you ever notice that Jesus 
never had to advertise His meetings or get a 
current modern looking web-site?  Wherever He 
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showed up people were just naturally drawn to 
Him.  Why?  You might say "well He was the son 
of God so He had some obvious advantage." You 
could probably argue that point just not with me.  I 
believe He was one hundred percent God and at 
the same time one hundred percent man.  He 
chose to lay down His position and power as God 
and become man. 

 
 That begs the questions then what was it 

about Him that seemed to draw people?  I believe 
it was the simple fact that He showed them what 
the Heavenly Father was really like.  He 
demonstrated the love of the Father in every 
ministry situation.  He was simply doing what the 
Father told him to do and showed him to do.  Why 
is that so crucial?  Because only God can see into 
the heart of a man and knows just what is needed 
to touch that heart and soul to change them 
forever.  That is why we need so desperately to 
keep our relationship with Jesus very close 
because He is the only one that can reveal more 
of Father to us.   

 
Well, at this point in my life, I like Philip, still 

didn't see the Father in Jesus and I was still 
looking to fill that God shaped hole in my heart.  
Duane and I continued singing in churches until 
about 1993, and I must say that it was fun, 
fulfilling, and even exciting at times.  I felt good 
about doing something for the Lord, but that 
activity still did not fill the void.   
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Chapter Six 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 One half hour in Hell 

 
 
I'm not sure of the exact date that my trip to 

hell occurred, but it was sometime in the summer 
of 1993.  I will never forget the effect it had on me 
as an individual and as a believer.  As I look back 
at this dream now, I see how God used this 
terrifying look at hell itself to prepare my heart for 
the destiny He had planned for me.   

 
During this time in my life, Deb and I were 

enjoying the raising of our two wonderful girls.  I 
was teaching adult Sunday school at our church.  
Deb was involved in Quiz Kids (a Bible 
memorization program), and life seemed good.  
Then right in the middle of what seemed like a 
normal life, I had this dream that upset my little 
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world of comfort.  It's as real to me today as it was 
the night it happened.  Here how it unfolded. 

 
It didn't take long to go to sleep that night, I 

seemed tired from the activities of the day.  
Suddenly I found myself in a place that I have 
never been before, and it was horrifying.  Let me 
try to describe the view as I remember it.  I was 
standing on the shoreline of a large expanse of 
water.  The shoreline went on for as far as I could 
see.  It seemed to arch slightly to the right but 
went on forever.  The sky was blackened with 
thick smoke and fog.  I could only see about ten to 
fifteen feet above the buildings on the beachfront.   

 
 To my left about a hundred feet from the 

water stood brick buildings which appeared 
vacant.  They had the appearance of the type of 
buildings you would see in a slum district of some 
large city.  The windows and doors had all been 
broken out.  The buildings seemed to all be 
connected as you would see in a city.  Some were 
small and others were large, but all were empty 
and dreary looking.  The color scheme was 
common for all, a dull gray brown.  Behind the 
buildings, I could only see a few feet because of 
the same fog and smoke that lingered above 
them.  It was hard to tell if it was day or night 
because of the fog and smoke.   

 
 What I saw next brought a fear into my 

soul that I can't even describe.  About one mile 
from the shoreline, the water was on fire.  I knew 
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at that moment that I was looking at the lake of fire 
in Hell.  The air was filled with the putrid stench of 
sulfur, rot and death that filled my nostrils to the 
point of making me sick.  For the life of me, I 
couldn't figure out why I was there?  I knew that I 
was saved, so why was I there.  Fear gripped me 
in such a way that I could hardly breathe.  I was 
standing there trembling when I noticed that I was 
carrying my Bible.  The first thought that came into 
my head was "If I'm dead, how did my Bible show 
up with me?  You can't take anything with you 
when you die.  How could I be dead and still have 
my Bible?  How could I end up in hell, I knew 
Jesus?  What is going on?"  I cried out to the Lord, 
"Jesus where are you?  Why am I here?" Then a 
voice behind me said "Don't worry.  You're not 
here to stay.  That's why you still have your Bible." 
I turned to look and saw a man that I knew who 
had died fairly recently.   

 
I was very surprised to see him here, but it 

was comforting just seeing someone I knew.  As I 
looked again at the shoreline, I could see 
thousands of people.  Some were sitting, some 
standing, some walking slowing, but all were 
looking at the lake of fire and watching as the 
flames very slowing inched their way to the shore.   

 
The man behind me spoke again.  "Come, 

I'll show you around."  
 
We walked into one of the building to look 

inside.  It was empty as were all of the buildings 
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with the exception of humans.  All of the buildings 
had people in them sitting watching and waiting for 
the fire to reach shore and burn them but not 
consume them.  They could not die again but 
would remain in this tortured state for an eternity.  
There was crying, wailing, and looks of fear unlike 
anything I have ever seen or ever will see.  People 
didn't seem to even notice us as we walked from 
building to building seeing the same thing 
everywhere.  All eyes were fixed on the fire that 
they all knew would come one day to shore and 
consume them without killing them.  They would 
live forever in the torment of the lake of fire.   

 
 Then I saw another man that I knew; this 

time though it was someone that was still living.  
He said the same thing to me that the first man 
said.  "Don't worry Jeff, you're not staying, that is 
why you still have your Bible in your hand."  It 
seemed funny to me to see someone who had not 
yet died in this place.  I remember thinking, "What 
is he doing here if he is still alive on earth?" Could 
it be that this is the place he would be going if he 
didn't change his lifestyle and get serious about 
Christ?  I didn't say anything to him as to why he 
was here.  I was too terrified at the thought of not 
knowing how I was going to get out of here even if 
I could.  I had no sense that this was a dream; it 
was too real.  However, I had a thin ray of hope.  I 
was still carrying my Bible and was told twice that I 
was not staying.  That's when it struck me.  Hell 
was a place of absolutely no hope.   
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The absence of any hope was written on 
the faces of all that were there.  There was a 
feeling and sense of despair, depression, 
hopelessness, and fear unlike anything I have 
ever seen or will see in this life.  Take your worst 
fear and experience you have ever had in your life 
and multiply that by a million, and you still could 
not grasp the feeling and depth of hopelessness 
and fear I was experiencing.  It virtually took my 
breath away.  There was no place to run, hide, or 
escape.  There were no bargains or pleas to make 
with God or anyone.  Everyone just sat with eyes 
fixed on the fire that would one day come and 
consume them without killing them.  Even though I 
have just tried to describe the conditions that I was 
seeing, feeling and experiencing in hell, nothing I 
have just said can come close to what it was really 
like.  It is just beyond words.   

 
Then as quickly as I arrived, I returned to 

my bedroom.  I remember thinking that it seemed 
like the time that had lapsed was about thirty 
minutes.  I was in a cold sweat.  I sat on the edge 
of the bed trying to regain my composure, but I 
was still feeling the same fear that I had just 
experienced in hell.   

 
What was going on?  Then the question 

came to me, "Am I dreaming right now.  Am I 
really in hell, and I have fallen asleep and I'm 
dreaming that I am back in my bed and this is the 
dream, and I'm going to wake up and really be in 
hell?"  It took almost fifteen minutes of crying out 
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for Jesus for me to fully realize that I was totally 
awake and in my own bed, and that the 
experience I just went through was the dream and 
my bedroom was real.  Then I asked the Lord and 
myself why this just happened?  Why did I just visit 
hell?  The only reason I could come up with at the 
time that made any sense to me was that God 
wanted me to see the devastation, destruction, 
and hopelessness that the enemy of this world is 
planning for all that he can deceive.   

 
This experience, needless to say, had a 

major effect on my heart for the lost.  My mind was 
filled with all the people in my family and friends 
that were not saved.  This was simply another part 
of the plan that God had set up in my life to bring 
me to Himself.  He was setting the stage for me to 
see the call He had on my life for ministry.  Not 
long after this interesting things began to occur.   
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Chapter Seven 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Still looking 
 
 
After about a year and a half of attending 

the Assembly of God church, I began teaching 
adult Sunday school and was placed on the 
deacon board.  Teaching adult Sunday school was 
great.  I was in my element and gifting.  I loved 
teaching and diving into God's word.  Reading 
Christian books from many authors was a regular 
part of my daily spiritual diet along with the Word.  
It didn't take long for my head knowledge to 
exceed my ability to be obedient to what I was 
learning.  That's a dangerous thing.  What usually 
happens to us when we know more than we are 
able to experience on a personal level is that we 
become very judgmental of others but not 
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ourselves.  It's the old "take the log out of your 
own eye before you remove the speck from your 
brother's eye" syndrome.   

Do you know why many of us get sucked 
into this black hole?  Because we have fear of 
man issues in our lives that make us more 
concerned about what others think about us rather 
than what Jesus thinks about us.   

 
In spite of this, God used this time to teach 

me the scriptures.  I liked teaching and it seemed 
that I could reveal God's word in an 
understandable way.  Once again I convinced 
myself that this was as good as it could get.  
Teaching was a gift I could share with the body. I 
was daily in the word and learning and was 
content once again for a season.   

 
Being content for a season is probably a 

good thing for most of us.  It gives us a chance to 
enjoy a stopping-off place in our process of getting 
to know our Lord.  If we didn't have these seasons 
of contentment, we would probably give up striving 
for more of God because we can get very weary in 
this search for more.  However, contentment can 
also create another problem.  If we are satisfied 
with our spiritual walk, we have a tendency to get 
lazy.  Laziness opens us to more attacks from the 
enemy.  When we get beat up from the enemy 
enough, we cry out to God, He answers, and 
hopefully we get back on track.  God devised a 
great system to keep us on track, but the process 
can also be a very unpleasant one.  It doesn't 
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have to be a painful experience, but it usually is 
until we find the one we are looking for, Father.   

Does that mean that once we find the Father, life 
will not be filled with painful experiences?  No, it 
does not mean that.  But it does mean that our 
ability to cope with what life throws at us will be 
greatly changed.  When we begin to better 
understand the love of the Father, it enables us to 
enter into His rest.  Jesus spoke of this in Matt.  
11:29-30 "Take My yoke upon you and learn from 
Me, for I am gentle and humble in heart, and YOU 
WILL FIND REST FOR YOUR SOULS.  For My 
yoke is easy and My burden is light."  

There came a point in this season of 
teaching the adults in our church, when I became 
restless once again.  Only this time it was a bit 
different.  It was a longing for more that I hadn't 
experienced before.  I met with my pastor to get 
his opinion in the matter.  I explained that I wanted 
more and was restless and almost felt like God 
was calling me into the ministry, but I couldn't 
imagine what God could do with me in the 
ministry.  I was just an adult Sunday school 
teacher.  He smiled and said "I have wanted to talk 
to you for some time now about what I feel God 
wants you to do.  I believe He wants you to 
become more involved in ministry, but He said to 
wait until you mention it yourself."  

 
I was blown away.  To hear my pastor say 

that he felt I should consider ministry was almost 
more than I could handle.  The thought that God 
could use me in this way was not part of my 
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paradigm.  To be used in your natural talents like 
our singing ministry was one thing, but to be 
considered to actually preach or teach outside of 
my own church was something I never thought of 
as even being possible.  Why would God want to 
use me?  I was told most of my life I would never 
amount to anything, and even though I had 
accomplished a few things to prove my dad wrong, 
why would God want me?   

 
About this same time Pray-Tell-Ministries 

came to our church for the second time in fifteen 
years.  Ron Auch was the founder of that ministry, 
which focused on developing people's personal 
prayer life.  When Ron ministered to our church 
the first time, I learned how to pray an hour a day.  
Before then I knew almost nothing about prayer, 
so I just did everything he told me to do.  
Amazingly, I found out that if we do what we are 
told by those that are more spiritually mature, 
things work out pretty good.  Prayer became the 
cornerstone of my relationship with the Lord.  This 
teaching on prayer brought me to a level of 
spiritually maturity that I never thought possible.   

 
Throughout this fifteen year period from 

Ron's first to his last visit, I had gotten to know 
Ron through a friend of mine who was related to 
him.  On Ron's last visit to our church, he informed 
us that he was going to discontinue his traveling 
ministry and start a church in Wisconsin.  When I 
heard this, my heart sank.  I told Ron, that he 
couldn't quit because his ministry was too 
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important.  He just smiled and informed me that it 
was a done deal.  This information really shook 
me up.  Prayer had become so important to me, 
and I knew from many talks with Ron that the 
church in general had fallen away from praying.  
For several nights I asked the Lord what He was 
going to do.   

 
It was then that the Lord began to put on 

my heart to go into the prayer ministry that Ron 
was quitting.  I struggled for several weeks with 
the idea and finally talked to a good friend about 
what I thought God was asking me to do.  He 
agreed, and said I should pursue the ministry.  I 
called Ron and told him what I felt the Lord was 
calling me into.  He thought it was a good idea and 
even suggested that I move to Wisconsin to 
continue Pray Tell Ministries under the supervision 
of his ministry.  Moving to Wisconsin was out of 
the question with all of our family in South Dakota 
and a wife that had very strong ties to family.  (I 
wasn't too excited about moving either).   

 
I decided I would give it go on my own and 

called Ron to let him know.  Ron offered for me to 
come to Kenosha and get filled in on how to do the 
prayer ministry and pick up the necessary seminar 
materials.  I didn't feel right about using all of 
Ron's materials because I hadn't put any of it 
together myself.  I felt I should be responsible for 
putting my own material together.  That's when 
Ron showed me that he had gotten the material 
from Dick Eastman's prayer seminar.  He assured 
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me that if you trace all this good material back to 
the source you would find out that it all originates 
from God himself.  Ron assured me that God 
didn't mind if we used His information in prayer 
seminars.   

 
The next step was to get prepared, find a 

guinea pig audience that would listen to me, and 
get started carrying out my calling from God.  My 
first audience was comprised of the students at 
Teen Challenge in Brookings, South Dakota.  It 
wasn't a tough sell because I was on the board at 
Teen Challenge, and Mike Gilmartin, the director, 
was the friend that told me to go for it.  Pastor 
Kent was on the board at this time and was a 
friend of mine.  He was the pastor of a charismatic 
church in Brookings.  Pastor Kent attended my 
prayer seminar at Teen Challenge and gave me a 
wonderful word of encouragement when it was 
finished.  He said he was pleasantly and 
unexpectedly surprised at the quality of my 
teaching and speaking abilities.  He said he could 
see that my heart was definitely in it, and I would 
be accepted by the church as a legitimate ministry. 

 
 That's what I needed to hear.  Once again I 

thought I had filled the void in my heart by doing 
something for God.  I was obeying His calling for 
ministry in my life.  Now part of what I was feeling 
was legitimate.  I was answering the call of God in 
my life.  It just wasn't filling the God shaped hole in 
my heart because there isn't any ministry or calling 
that can fill that hole.  I didn't know that at the time, 
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but God knew the path He was taking me down.  
He knew that getting me involved in ministry was 
the path needed to get me lined up with the proper 
people, events and circumstances that would lead 
me to Him.   

 
My first church seminar was the Assembly 

of God church in Chamberlain, South Dakota.  
Things went well at that seminar, and I came to 
realize that I could do ministry and gain the 
respect of the congregation and the pastors.  In 
other words, I could stand with the educated and 
ordained men of God and hold my own and even 
teach them a thing or two.  I thought I needed to 
demonstrate to others that I had some value, not 
only an individual, but as a person in the ministry.  
Within a few months, I was booking churches on a 
regular basis.  It was fun to help people realize 
that prayer was really an important and necessary 
part of the Christian walk.   

 
Within a few months, I was putting together 

a spiritual warfare seminar that allowed me to 
return to many of the churches to follow up with 
warfare prayer teaching.  Things were going along 
just fine doing both seminars, but I was soon 
approaching the "I'm getting bored" stage from 
presenting the same material over and over.  
During these seminars, I was not doing any altar 
ministry even though many came forward to meet 
with God on their own.  Praying for people at the 
altars with an expectancy of positive results was 
somewhat foreign to me.  For years I served as a 
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board member in our church and prayed for 
people almost every Sunday, but never saw 
anyone healed physically or emotionally.  Praying 
to heal someone seemed to be more or less just a 
nice gesture.  We all believed in healing, yet never 
saw it manifested in any of our church services.  
Unfortunately that set the stage for a wrong 
paradigm for me in regard to ministering to people 
at the altar.  About a year later that paradigm 
would be radically altered.   

 
During these first few months of ministry, I 

began pursing my credentials with the Assembly 
of God (AG).  I thought that now that I had been 
received as a legitimate ministry, I needed the title 
of Reverend to give me some credibility.  In the 
spring of 2000, I was credentialed with AG and 
now bore the title of Reverend.  Surely people 
would really have to listen and respect what I had 
to say because I was a genuine pastor.  Or so I 
thought.   

 
It was the second sectional ministers 

meeting in our section, and all of the pastors in our 
section met at the AG church in Madison for the 
meeting.  Our District Superintendent, Dave 
Nelson, also attended.  There was something 
special going on at this meeting, but I don't 
remember what it was.  I don't remember because 
I was so consumed with myself and letting 
everyone know that I was the new kid in town and 
they all probably needed what I had to offer.  At 
one point of the meeting, everyone was praying for 
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everyone else's ministry from the front with each 
taking a turn.  To my surprise, they prayed for 
everyone else's ministry except mine.  I was 
devastated.  We were told to break for twenty 
minutes and pray for something, I don't even 
remember what.  I was still devastated with the 
fact that they forgot me, the prayer guy.  I went 
downstairs to pray but not for the request.  My 
prayer was more of a whining to God about how 
they forgot to pray for my ministry.  How could 
they forget?  Here we are praying for something 
special, and I'm the prayer guy.  I figured I forgot 
more about prayer than most of them had ever 
learned.  It took about fifteen minutes for God to 
gently take me by the nape of the neck and get my 
attention. 

 
He spoke very clearly to me that day.  He 

said "Jeff, I know you're the prayer guy, I'm the 
one who called you to this ministry.  If you will quit 
trying so hard to get everyone to notice you, I'll 
take care of it for you." 

 
Wow! That was loud and clear.  I repented, 

asked for forgiveness, tucked my tail between my 
legs, and went up stairs to join the others.  Only 
now, after a talking to by my heavenly Father, I 
came back to the meeting with a different attitude.  
Dave opened the session with this remark.  "We 
forgot to pray for our newest minister and ministry, 
Jeff Reuter with Prayer Life Ministries." Dave said 
a wonderful prayer that calmed my heart and 
assured me that Father was on my side, and I 



77 
 

knew Father had heard my prayer of repentance.  
This was a turning point for me and the ministry, 
but not in the way you're thinking of right now.   

The sectional meeting I just spoke of was in 
October or November of 2000.  In January of 
2001, I went with my pastor, Mark Cronauer, to a 
prophetic conference in Minnesota.  This was my 
first prophetic conference, and I decided to go 
looking for all the phony, fleshly, flaky whackos I 
could find and show the rest of the world how I 
could spot phoniness.  However, Pastor Mark 
(who by the way brought the first Father Heart 
message to our church) advised me to look for 
God in these meetings rather than trying to spot all 
problems I might encounter.  This tactic was a bit 
foreign to me because I had come to master 
Pharisee thinking.  What's Pharisee thinking?  It's 
the mindset that says you must advise and correct 
all other ministries because most of them need 
correcting.  I had all the answers to all of life's 
problems; just pray an hour a day and expose all 
the phonies.   

 
 This time I took the advice of my pastor 

and prayed to God that I would only see what He 
wanted me to see at this conference.  What I 
encountered next would change my life and begin 
the process of breaking down my Pharisee walls.   
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Chapter Eight 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 Starting to turn the corner 
 
 
For the first time in my life, I witnessed 

teenagers, grandmothers, and everyone in 
between worshiping God from their heart in their 
own ways.  It involved everything from sitting in 
the isles to jumping up and down, dancing, waving 
their arms and some sitting quietly as I did.  There 
was freedom of expressive worship I had never 
seen or experienced before in my life.  It was 
exhilarating.  It was amazing to me, and I actually 
remember thinking to myself, "I'm not offended or 
even concerned that these people are worshiping 
in these different ways."  Before, all that would 
have consumed me was identifying all the phonies 



79 
 

operating in the flesh.  This was probably one of 
the first times in my life that I actually entered into 
worship with just God and me.  I was no longer 
concerned with how anyone else was worshiping.  
It was my first real worship experience and it was 
great. 

 
During the evening session, an interesting 

thing happened.  The speaker stopped his 
message, looked out into the crowd of about 
thousand people and pointed to a man and his 
wife and asked them to come forward.  The man 
and wife were Pat and Val Holloran.  The speaker 
said to Pat, "You're a seer aren't you?" 

 
Pat answered affirmatively.  The speaker 

said, "God is going to increase your gifting."  He 
pointed to Val.  "And you will write down the things 
he sees in a book." 

 
The next thing that happened took me 

totally by surprise.  Val and his wife both fell over 
like a couple of oak trees.  The speaker just turned 
back towards the audience and continued his 
message as if nothing had happened.  It was like 
time had stopped for five minutes, something 
completely out of the ordinary took place, and then 
time started again.  This event definitely grabbed 
my attention and interest.   

The next day during a break, I walked up to 
Pat and introduced myself.  We sat down, and he 
began to look around me and above me in a 
strange way.  I said, "What are you looking at?"   
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"Your angels," he said. 
"You can see them?" 
 "Yup." 
"Is that what it means to be a seer?" 
"Yup." 
 
 I was having a real hard time believing 

what I was hearing.  He said there were angels 
walking around the conference room trying to give 
people gifts but most were rejecting them 
unknowingly.  By this time I was willing to take a 
leap of faith and believe what this guy was telling 
me even though it seemed completely off the wall 
from what I was taught.  There was just something 
about him that made it believable; I just couldn't 
put my finger on it.  We talked for bit and I told him 
I was in a traveling ministry, but things were going 
pretty slowly at the moment and I couldn't figure 
out why.  He began to prophesy over me and what 
he said blew me away.   

 
He said I had the strongest anointing for 

restoration of anyone he had every seen.  (I had 
no idea what that meant).  He said I would call for 
sick people to come out of the audience with 
words of knowledge and they would be healed.  
He also mentioned I had something he had never 
seen before.  I had five angels with me instead of 
the usual four.  Two of the five were warring 
angels.  He seemed to be amazed at what he was 
seeing and I was amazed at everything I was 
hearing and seeing.  He said that whatever God 
had planned for me was going to be a spiritual 
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battle of great intensity; hence the need for the 
extra angel.  Needless to say, I came to the 
meeting with a somewhat critical nature and left 
with my paradigm on the spiritual realm blown 
completely out of my little Pharisaical box.  I wasn't 
sure what was going on, but my spirit bore witness 
that this stuff was good.  Pat eventually became a 
very close and dear friend, which is the topic of 
another chapter or perhaps even a book.   

 
Pastor Mark and I left the meeting on a 

spiritual high, so up in the clouds that we didn't 
pay any attention to the empty gas gauge resulting 
in our running out of gas about an hour south of 
Minneapolis.  After we resolved that problem, we 
got back on the highway and talked all the way 
home about the many spiritual experiences we 
had encountered.   

 
The rest of that year was somewhat 

uneventful in terms of ministry.  I had booked 
about six conferences for the year and a couple 
the next.  During this time, I began to have 
problems with my back.  It wasn't any single event 
that seems to be the cause; it just seemed to wear 
out, probably because of misuse over the years.   

 
By late October I had my first back surgery.  

I remember waking up in the recovery room so 
happy that the pain of surgery seemed incredibly 
minor compared to the pain I was experiencing 
before.  It only took about a week, and I felt like a 
million bucks again.  However, that million bucks 
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turned into a deficit again because the problem 
resurfaced in fewer than thirty days.  I couldn't 
believe what was happening to me.   

 
Just after Thanksgiving, I went in for my 

second back surgery.  I experienced the same 
thing again with the pain.  It was so wonderful not 
to experience such severe pain after the surgery.  
It was hard for me to figure out where God was in 
all of this.  During this time, I would go for walks at 
the Community Center with Pastor Mark.  I needed 
the walking exercise for my back therapy, and 
Mark spent hours walking with me telling all about 
the Fathers love for my spiritual therapy.  What 
was funny is that I couldn't figure out why he spent 
so much time telling me something I thought I 
already comprehended.  I mean, after all, can you 
really be in ministry and not know that the Father 
loves you?  I didn't think so.  I was soon to find 
out.  What happened next was even hard for me to 
believe.   

 
By January fourth of 2001, I was having my 

third back surgery in a period of less than three 
months.  This time I underwent major surgery.  
They had to fuse two vertebrae, put in two metal 
plates and take some bone from my hip for bone 
grafting.  When I woke up from this surgery, the 
doctor was standing next to my bed.  He asked 
how I was feeling.  The first thing I told him was 
that he lied to me. 

He said, "What are you talking about?" 
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I said, "You told me I was going to have 
back surgery". 

He said, "You did." 
 
"No I didn't.  You dropped me off the top of 

the hospital roof to the street below and then a 
semi truck drove over me." 

 
He smiled, but I didn't.  It's hard to smile 

when you want to scream.  I guess the surgery 
went well, but I couldn't attest to it because of the 
awful pain I was experiencing.  I went home with 
some really strong narcotic pain killers that worked 
well for the pain, but left me unable to work for the 
next three months.  It was during this forced 
vacation that the Father finally made contact with 
me.   
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            Chapter Nine 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 The Breakthrough 
 

During this recovery time, Pastor Mark gave 
me some tapes by Jack Frost on the Father's love.  
Mark had been talking to me about the Father's 
love for three months, and I guess he decided it 
was time for me to hear about it from the source of 
his own understanding.  I had plenty of time on my 
hands, so why not listen?  I'd heard this stuff a 
hundred times before from Mark, I figured one 
more time couldn't hurt?  What happened next 
would change my life forever.   

 
As I was sitting in my recliner listening to 

the first tape of Jack's testimony, the Father 
descended upon me in a manner that's hard to 
describe, but I will try.  It felt like liquid love was 
being poured out on my soul like thick honey.  It 
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started at the top of my head and ran down to my 
feet very slowly.  It was like being wrapped in a 
blanket of love.  I had never felt such love ever 
before in my entire life.  I saw myself (in my minds 
eye) crawling up on the lap of my heavenly Father 
as a small boy perhaps five or six-year-old.  Father 
held me tightly in His arms as a father would in the 
natural.  At this point I slipped to the floor and lay 
there crying for the better part of an hour.  They 
weren't tears of fear or hurt but tears of absolute 
joy.  I didn't want it to ever end. 

 
Finally, I'd had a revelation of the love of 

the Father.  I'm not sure why it took so long to get 
it, but it didn't matter anymore, I had at least 
received what perhaps was only the first 
installment.  This is what Jesus was talking about 
when He said, "If you have seen me, you have 
seen the Father".  This is why people, especially 
hurting people, flocked around Jesus.  He dripped 
with the love of the Father and they could sense 
and see that his love was genuine.  Jesus showed 
humanity what the Father was really like.  Once 
you have tasted of His love in this way, nothing 
else can or will ever satisfy.   

 
Now please understand something here.  

This was an event that is part of a process.  The 
revelation of the Father's love is always to be 
described in this way.  Never do we receive a 
revelation that shows us the complete picture of 
God.  Discovering the character of God is an 
ongoing process that will continue until we see 
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Him face to face.  It's almost hard to imagine that 
after you receive the initial revelation and the level 
of love associated with it, that anything could be 
any better.  But I believe this is just the start.  This 
is the tip of the iceberg.   

 
After I got my first taste of the Father's love, 

it acutely stimulated my appetite for more.  It was 
hard to get my mind wrapped around how I could 
feel such love and how I had missed it all these 
years as a Christian.  I began to consume all the 
information I could get my hands on in terms of 
teaching material about the Father.  I listened to all 
of the Jack Frost tapes my pastor had and ordered 
some more.  This stuff was getting into my blood 
stream, and I couldn't get enough.  I was driven 
with ambition to find more about the Father.  It was 
hard to believe I had failed to find it all those 
years.  My head was so filled up with this new 
download of information that I knew it would take a 
while for me to process it.  I was aware of the fact 
that all Revelation comes in the form of a seed.  
It's up to us to plant it, water it, and care for it with 
the help of the Holy Spirit.  But I also knew that 
one day, if I would follow through in my pursuit of 
Father, this seed would develop into a fruit.   

 
This fruit that is produced (which is love) as 

a result of a revelation of the Father's love, is fruit 
that is to be offered to others, so they too can 
have a taste of the Father's love.  If we think the 
fruit is only for ourselves, we will be left wanting.  If 
you want to experience more of the Father's love, 
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you must give away what you have received.  The 
more you give away, the more you get to 
experience personally.  Pretty cool system, huh?  
To get more, you have to give away what you 
have.   

 
The next few months I found myself 

continually being consumed with the things of the 
Father.  I also was getting the same looks from 
people that Pastor Mark got from me when he 
tried to explain something I thought I already 
understood.  If I discerned correctly, people were 
saying behind my back, "It's so nice, Jeff, that you 
finally figured out that God loves you.  The rest of 
the world already knows this, so please stop 
wasting my time." It was frustrating to see people 
pass this off as something of no real importance 
just like I did for the three months while my pastor 
tried to convince me to investigate this avenue. 

 
That summer, an opportunity came my way 

that would rock my world again.  The Toronto 
Airport Christian Fellowship in Toronto, Canada 
scheduled the first ever Father Heart School 
offered on this subject matter.  Pastor Mark 
received the information and passed it on to me.  
This sounded like a great opportunity, but how in 
the world would I leave home for thirty days, pay 
my bills without working, care for my family, and 
handle all of the other possible problems that 
could pop up if I took thirty days off.   
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 At the time I was self-employed, so I didn't 
need to get anyone's permission to get time off.  
However, there was the problem of money.  We 
already had trouble paying the bills.  How in the 
world could this plan possibly work?  I wasn't even 
sure it could.  All I knew for sure is that I needed to 
go.   

 
The first step was to fill out the extensive 

application which required me to describe my 
encounter of the revelation of the Father's love.  
One of the prerequisites of getting into the school 
was that you had encountered a Father Heart 
experience.  Actually I think they would have taken 
anyone in the school but these types of questions 
filtered out the ones that really had a burden for 
this message.  I filled it out, sent it in, and soon got 
my acceptance notice.  Now the hard planning had 
to be done.   

 
It's always a mystery to me just how God 

works things out, but I guess He knows what He is 
doing.  Between making some extra money with 
my jobs and receiving some donations from 
people who believed in what I was about to do, it 
all came together.  I was going to the Father Heart 
School.  However, between August of that 
summer and January when the school would start, 
life took a few more twists that made the journey 
interesting.   

 
My daughter, Abbie, who was now 

nineteen, was struggling with a relationship in the 
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natural and also struggling with her spiritual 
destiny.  Toronto offered what they called "The 
school of ministry" which was being held from the 
end of August thru January.  We suggested that 
Abbie consider taking a semester off from college, 
go to the School of Ministry, and see what God 
really wanted for her life.  She agreed and decided 
to go.   

 
This was the first time our daughter would 

leave home and venture into the world.  Most 
parents experience the kids leaving home when 
they go away to college.  Our girls decided to stay 
at home and go to our local college.  The leaving 
home for the first time scene was about to happen 
under different circumstances.  She would soon 
leave the protective care of her mom and dad and 
be placed into the hands of the heavenly Father.  
This was an extremely hard thing for my wife and 
me to deal with.  It was just as hard for Abbie.  We 
had a great relationship with our daughters and 
seeing her leave home almost tore my heart in 
half. 

 
Even as I write this, tears come to my eyes 

as my mind goes back to the memory of taking 
Abbie to the airport in Omaha, Nebraska.  The 
walk to the terminal was filled with silence as the 
lump in my throat would not allow me to speak and 
the tears welled up in my eyes.  Abbie was feeling 
the same way but tried to be strong for her dad.  
As we reached the point where we could go no 
further because of security, the expected embrace 
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and tears flowed freely.  Deb and I both managed 
to squeak out a tender goodbye and then watched 
our daughter walk out of sight.   

 
This must be how Father feels at times 

when He sees His kids walking out of His 
protective care.  In these cases though, it's 
because we have wondered off not realizing we 
are straying too far from the Father's house.  Yet 
in some cases, we wander on purpose like the 
prodigal son in an effort to find what we are 
actually walking away from without realizing it.  In 
Abbie's case, she wasn't leaving on bad terms, or 
wandering away, yet she was leaving the 
protective care of her daddy, and I must say it hurt 
my heart beyond description.  Deb was feeling the 
same, and we embraced each other and watched 
her go.  The walk back to the car was pretty silent 
because both of us would have broken out crying 
if we tried to talk.   

 
A couple of week later, we got a call from 

Abbie informing us that she was homesick and 
things were not going well.  She proceeded to give 
us a list of things that were all wrong with her living 
conditions.  This long list included the food, her 
roommate, and anything else she could think of.  
She thought this whole thing was a big mistake 
and wanted to come home.  As a father who had 
just watched his daughter walk out his life to start 
her own, I wanted her home also.  But I couldn't 
express my feeling because I knew she needed to 
make the transition from depending on me to 
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depending on her heavenly Father.  Her mom and 
I had to turn her over to God, and it was one of the 
hardest things we have ever done.  I told her, 
"Abbie, you're homesick and you need to stick it 
out a couple more weeks and then evaluate your 
situation.  If you still feel this way in a couple more 
weeks, then you can come home if you want to." 
We prayed that Father would begin to work on her 
heart, and he did. 

 
At the end of the first month she called back 

and decided she would stay.  Father was starting 
to get a hold of her heart and she was about to 
experience the adventure of a lifetime.  With each 
phone call, we could hear the change that was 
taking place in Abbie's heart.  She realized she 
had made the right choice and this experience 
would shape and mold Abbie into the spiritual 
woman God was planning for her to become.   

 
In January of 2003 Abbie would finish up 

her last month of the school of ministry.  This last 
month would find her in Denmark and Sweden  
doing ministry with the team she went to school 
with.  It's funny how things work out.  The week I 
arrived at Toronto for the Father Heart School, 
was the same week that Abbie took off for Europe.  
She left her bedding at the school for me so I 
didn't have to bring any.  The next month at the 
Father Heart School would prove to be as life 
changing as anything I have ever experienced.   
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Chapter Ten 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Discovering more of Father 
 
 

The first few days at the school were a little 
challenging, probably because of the unfamiliar 
surroundings and the unsettled and yet exciting 
thoughts of what was going to happen in these 
thirty days.   

The events during this thirty day Father 
Heart School would prove to be as much of a 
surprise to me as it was to everyone that attended.  
We all came with the attitude that we needed to be 
taught how to teach the Father Heart Message.  
What we discovered is that the school's intentions 
were to focus on us and our relationship with the 
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Father.  The instruction on how to teach would 
come at the end of the school.   

During these thirty days of school, we 
laughed, cried, worshiped, and experienced the 
love of the Father together in ways I never thought 
possible.  This was probably the most incredible 
spiritual journey one could ever take.  I watched as 
Father slowly and very gently touched, healed, 
and changed our hearts to better understand and 
experienced His love.  For some the changes 
came quickly, but for others it took almost the 
entire thirty days.   

 
This was perhaps a bit like what the 

disciples experienced during their three years with 
Christ as He tried to get them to understand and 
experience what the Father was really like.  As 
each one of us found our way into fellowshipping 
and gravitating into small groups within the school 
of 193, we forged friendships that we all knew 
would last a lifetime.  This was Christian 
community at its finest.  Everyone eventually felt 
safe enough to be real and honest with each 
other.  We came to realize that we all have 
strengths and weaknesses.  This was not a place 
for judging one another; this was a place where 
we could get real with God and each other.  What I 
came realize is that church should be just like that.  
But in order for church to be like this, the members 
would first have to experience the love of the 
Father.  How was this ever going to happen?   
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 Little by little Father began to show me 
what it meant to receive His love and give it away.  
And part of this process of learning to receive was 
to better understand the subject of forgiveness.  
James Jordan,one of the teachers at the school, 
delivered a message on forgiveness that greatly 
impacted my world once again.  I thought I had 
forgiven my father for everything that happened in 
my upbringing, but I was about to discover 
something new about forgiveness.  When the 
subject of my father was brought up, it would still 
trigger memories of hurt and woundedness.  
James Jordan said that memories that still cause 
pain or emotional stress, indicate that there is still 
a root of unforgiveness that needs to be dealt with.  
James' teaching on forgiveness was at a level I 
had not understood before.  His teaching came 
from Matthew18 in the story of the king and the 
servant.  The main thrust of this teaching was 
forgiveness from our hearts.   

 
It was from this teaching that I came to 

realize that I had not forgiven my father from my 
heart.  It was during this time at school that I came 
to the realization that my father was not to blame 
for not being able to show love.  We all are 
responsible for our actions, however, the culprit 
behind Dad's inability to show or demonstrate love 
was the web of embedded lies that the enemy of 
this world planted generations ago.  It was not 
Dad's fault.  When I could see the enemies hand 
in this situation, my frustration and anger were 
now directed at Satan and all his demons rather 
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than my father.  The Bible says that Satan comes 
to kill, steal, and destroy.  In terms of relationship, 
especially with fathers, the enemy destroys the 
image of the heavenly father by destroying our 
relationships with our earthly fathers.  Coming to a 
revelation of this kind of forgiveness enabled me 
to forgive my father from my heart.  I now look at 
my father through the eyes of the Heavenly Father 
and I no longer feel any sense of anger, or hurtful 
emotions of any kind.  My heart is now filled with 
compassion for my dad because God showed me 
how to forgive from my heart.   

 
This message of forgiveness from the 

heart, so impacted my life that it has become one 
of the most important messages that I deliver at 
the Father Heart Conferences I currently do.  We 
have come to find that when we do prayer ministry 
after this message on forgiveness, that it's always 
our biggest night for prayer ministry.  We have 
found that the forgiveness issue is one of the main 
blockages when it comes to experiencing the 
Father's love.  If the enemy of this world can keep 
peoples wounded hearts in an emotional prison, 
he can keep us from really experiencing the 
Father's love in a way that will change the world 
around us.  When we learn to forgive from our 
heart, it allows us to experience the pleasure of 
receiving the Father's love in a much greater way 
and then give it away.   

 
The first experience I had involving this 

lesson came towards the end of the first week at 
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the school.  Each weekday class started at eight 
AM and generally went to about four PM.  Each 
evening service would begin at seven PM and 
usually go to about eleven PM.  At the close of 
each service, there was time for ministering.  All 
those wanting a touch from the Lord would go to 
the front and line up shoulder to shoulder.  On 
some nights the prayer lines would extend around 
most of the circumference of the church.  Rarely 
did I ever miss an opportunity to receive prayer 
ministry during the entire time at the school.   

 
After receiving prayer one night, I was laid 

out on the floor by the Holy Spirit as He ministered 
to me.  After about five minutes, I went back to my 
seat but still felt the need for more ministering.  I 
probably should have spent more time on the floor 
letting God do what He needed to do in my heart, 
but I got up and went back to my chair.  Most of 
the time I sat in the middle of the second row, so if 
God showed up in a powerful way, I would be 
close to the action.  When I went back to my seat, 
I leaned my arms and head over the backrest of 
the chair in front of me.  Most people looking on 
would probably assume I was praying.  What I was 
actually doing was whining to God because I didn't 
feel like I had been ministered to enough that 
evening and I wanted more.  I saw Bill, a man from 
the school, walking around and stopping at 
different people and praying for them as he felt 
led. 
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I had met Bill earlier that week and knew he 
was a pastor.  It appeared like Bill might be 
coming my way, so I prayed and asked God to 
send Bill to me because I just needed a hug.  I 
don't remember just what was bothering me that 
night or why I was feeling the way I did, I just knew 
I needed a hug from God.  I also knew that God 
uses people to administer His healing touch, and 
Bill could be just the man that God might use.  Bill 
began making his way down my aisle.  This was it! 
God was answering my prayer.  As Bill got closer, 
my anticipation of receiving more ministry began 
to excite me.  But Bill walked by and kept right on 
walking.  I was crushed.  All I wanted was for 
someone to just give me a hug.  I needed to feel 
the embrace of God through man.  As I sat there, 
feeling like Father had abandoned me, suddenly 
someone threw their arms around me in a bear 
hug fashion.  I buried my head in this person's 
shoulder and began to weep.   

 
Father did not abandon me in my hour of 

need, I only thought he had.  I wasn't even sure 
who it was that was holding and hugging me.  I 
just knew this was what I needed at this moment 
of time.  After about ten minutes of soaking in what 
felt like the arms of the heavenly Father, I looked 
up to find it was Bill that the Father was using to 
minister to me. 

 
The following morning I talked to Bill at 

breakfast and thanked him for ministering to me 
the night before.  Bill said it was the funniest thing, 
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he was just walking along and saw me praying (so 
he thought) and suddenly, he said he heard the 
Holy Spirit speak to him.  The Spirit told him to 
immediately go and hug that man leaning over his 
chair.  So he did.  Bill was one of those guys that 
didn't have any trouble listening and following 
through on what the Holy Spirit requested.   

 
The next night during the worship service 

the worship leader asked the entire school to 
come to the front and worship.  We all went up 
and began to worship.  After about thirty minutes 
of worship, the leader stopped and said that Lord 
had shown him there were some present that were 
struggling with a particular issue.  He said the Lord 
was going to minister to those individuals.  For 
once it wasn't me that was struggling, but the guy 
in front of me raised his hand.  The worship leader 
said that if we were close to one that raised their 
hands to pray for them as we continued to 
worship.  This man was right in front of me, so I 
laid my hands on his shoulders and began to pray 
in the Spirit for him. 

 
What happened next surprised me.  He 

started to fall over backwards, and it was all I 
could do to catch him and lay him down.  This had 
never happened to me before.  I had prayed for 
plenty of people through the years but no one ever 
fallen over because the power of the Holy Spirit 
had come upon them.  Next I knelt down beside 
him, placed my hand over his heart and asked the 
Father to pour His love into this man and minister 
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to him.  Suddenly I was overwhelmed with a level 
of compassion that I had not experienced before  
causing me to burst into tears.  It was as if I could 
feel this man's emotional pain and struggle in my 
own heart, and I began to realize that I was seeing 
this man through the eyes of Father.  I continued 
to pray for about ten minutes until I felt the burden 
lift from my own heart.   

 
The man remained lying there on the floor 

for most of the worship service.  He neither saw 
nor spoke to me during the entire process.  A 
couple of weeks later, I spoke to this man and 
asked him what happened to him that night.  He 
said it was the strangest thing.  As he lay on floor, 
he could feel my hand on his chest, and he could 
feel the love of God pouring into him.  He said it 
felt like electricity flowing into his heart.  I told him I 
didn't feel anything except for the compassion God 
poured into me.  That night after praying for this 
man, I went to bed and pondered all that had 
happened.   

 
That's when Father spoke to me and said, 

"Last night when Bill prayed for you, you received 
my love.  Tonight you gave it away.  That's what 
this is all about my child." This reinforced my 
understanding that receiving the Fathers love is 
not just intellectual but experiential also.  If you 
have one without the other, your understanding of 
God's love is partial at best.   
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If all you have is an intellectual 
understanding of God's love, you will fall into the 
trap of trying to perform to meet His approval.  If 
all you have is the experiential form of love, it 
seems that you fall into a lifestyle of what we 
called a Holy Spirit junkie.   

 
The church services at Toronto were open 

to the public, so about hundred or more people 
would show up each night to join the service.  Of 
that group there were about twenty that would 
show up each night for one thing.  That one thing 
was to get put down or laid out by the Holy Spirit.  
They loved to shake and bake.  The noisier and 
showier they could be the better they liked it.  I'm 
convinced that most of the bad press that Toronto 
Airport Fellowship received was because of these 
people.  However, whenever and wherever God is 
moving in powerful ways, so does the enemy of 
this world.  He tries his best to mess it up.  Why do 
these kinds of problems exist? 

 
I believe it's because we try to include the 

things of the flesh without the Spirit.  Our flesh 
desires to have an experience with God, and there 
is nothing wrong with that when our motive stems 
from a Spiritual nature.  The problem comes in 
when all we want is experience without 
relationship.  In the world we call that prostitution, 
experience without any thought of relationship or 
responsibility.  In other words all I'm interested in 
is a fleshly feeling to satisfy my desires.  
Unfortunately, these folks miss out on the 
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opportunity of a lifetime.  When we pursue Jesus, 
we get both relationship and a tangible 
experience.  We get the best of both worlds.  On 
the other hand, there are those that just try to 
prove humans don't have to have an experience to 
have a relationship with God.  Part of what they 
are saying is right.  You don't have to have an 
experience with God to have a relationship with 
him.  The same can be said of many marriages.  
You don't have to be intimate with your spouse or 
experience anything if you don't want to and you're 
still legally married.  Tell me though, how is that 
relationship working out for you?  God gave us the 
institution of marriage to show us how wonderful 
this relationship can be when we do it His way.   

 
You see, you can know of the love of God 

in your mind and have a complete intellectual 
understanding of it.  You can believe it with all 
your heart, and even be able to teach and preach 
about it.  But until you experience it in a personal, 
tangible way, you will never be able to share the 
love of God in the same way Jesus did.  The only 
begotten Son came to reveal the identity and 
character of the Father.  How did He do it?  Read 
the gospels.  Jesus displayed the love of the 
Father in everything He did.  That's why people 
were so drawn to him.  Then He said, "If you have 
seen me, you have seen the Father." In other 
words, Jesus represented the tangible loving 
expression of our heavenly Father. 
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 People's mindset about God's true nature 
is distorted through years of embedded lies that 
the enemy of this world planted and is still planting 
in the hearts and minds of people.  As long as you 
believe the lie that God is angry, unhappy and 
disappointed with you, you will fail to experience 
His love at a level that will change your heart the 
way he wants to change it.   

 
Once the love of God is experienced at a 

deep level, it is only then that we can begin to see 
the rest of the lies the enemy has planted in our 
minds.  This whole process of renewing our minds 
is all about discovering the enemy's lies about God 
and ourselves and then replacing those lies with 
God's truth.  It is the truth that sets us free.   

 
During the rest of the school, we had many 

exciting and heart-warming experiences with 
Father.  These experiences shaped and molded 
each of us into the carriers of the Father's love that 
He would then send into the world.  But before 
Father entrusted the world in our hands, there 
were a few more things we needed to learn.   
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Chapter Eleven 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 What to do with new revelation. 
 

 
I was once taught that when we receive a 

new or fresh revelation of God that it always 
comes in seed form.  The person that may be 
ministering to us when we received it is probably 
operating in the fruit of that revelation.  If we walk 
away thinking that we can now operate in this new 
revelation by expecting to see the fruit in our lives 
right away, we will soon find it doesn't work.  Why 
doesn't it work?  Is the revelation wrong or was it 
not for me?  Am I misunderstanding a truth about 
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God?  One of the problems probably falls into the 
category of not understanding revelation as a 
seed.   

 Within any seed lies the full potential of 
what that seed will be transformed into.  If it's an 
apple seed, it has the full potential of becoming an 
apple tree and producing apples.  Within those 
apples are new seeds that are there for the 
purpose of multiplying themselves.  The fruit of the 
apple is not for the apple tree itself to consume but 
rather for others to consume and be nourished.  If 
God would give us the fruit of the new revelation 
first, rather than the seed, we would probably 
consume the fruit only, thinking about our need to 
be nourished.  Occasionally some have the 
wisdom, because of spiritual maturity, to cut the 
apple open, and extract the seeds before 
consuming the apple and throwing away the ability 
to multiply.  However, this is not the case most of 
the time. 

 
 A more common scenario is that we are in 

need of learning how God want us to deal with the 
seed until it can produce fruit in our lives.  Even 
then, we are not producing the fruit, but rather God 
does.  We simply are learning to set up the 
conditions that make it possible for God to do what 
He already wants to do.  His goal is to give us His 
love, so we can give it away.   

 
The multiplication process can only happen 

effectively when we become more like His son 
Jesus.  Remember, Jesus is the only one that can 
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lead us to more revelation of Father.  Very often 
God will give us a taste of the fruit of His love to let 
us know just how good this fruit really is.  This type 
of sampling is experiential in nature.  However, if 
all we do is ask him to give us samples, rather 
than let him nurture the seed in our hearts, we will 
always be in want of more and be left thinking He 
is holding out on us.  If we will extract from the 
sample experience the desire to want this seed 
activated in our hearts, we will move from a 
sample experience to what is called a habitation 
experience.  A habitation experience is when we 
begin to live in the presence of God in all daily 
activity just like Jesus did.  That's why Jesus said 
"I only do what I see the Father do and say what I 
hear the Father say."  To walk in this kind of 
sensitivity to the Holy Spirit is what accomplishes 
the work of the Kingdom in our lives as well as the 
world.  When we begin to let this happen in our 
lives, we are moving into a life style of what we 
call sonship.  However, this is a process and not 
an event.  Please understand that the process is 
filled with events that lead us into a deeper 
intimacy with Father.   

 
One of the confusing aspects about this 

process can be when someone walks in their 
prophetic gifting but does not understand the 
Father's heart for them.  Gifting should never be 
confused with spiritual maturity.  One can learn to 
operate in the spiritual realm without true intimacy 
with God.  When this happens these folks are 
subject to hearing only part of God's voice and 
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instruction, and the rest comes from their own 
flesh or from demons posing as the Holy Spirit.  
Very often they will give a word out of season.  
That doesn't mean the word wasn't from God.  It 
just means the timing was off.  If the timing is off, 
the word is usually useless.  Also, if these folks 
are hearing correctly from God but don't possess 
the requisite character and maturity in their lives 
there is a problem.  They deliver the word, and it 
may be accurate but will not be received.  Why?  
The world expects a higher level of righteousness 
from those who claim to speak for God, and they 
should.  A lifestyle of righteousness demonstrates 
trust and integrity.  However, I want to also speak 
a moment about the righteousness of the 
Pharisees.   

  
Righteousness is not just about doing the 

right thing and keeping yourself to high moral 
standards.  It's about keeping the high standards 
but doing it out of love.  If you only keep the law 
but don't love, you will be rejected by the people 
the same way the Pharisees were.  Christ added 
love to the law and thus fulfilled the law.  People 
were naturally drawn to Jesus.  Why?  Because he 
displayed and demonstrated the love of the 
Father.  Jeremiah 31:3 The LORD appeared to us 
in the past, saying: "I have loved you with an 
everlasting love; I have drawn you with loving-
kindness." 

 
 When we try to be righteous in our own 

strength, we always fail.  However, when Christ 
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enters our hearts, we now have within us the 
perfect seed which when allowed to develop will 
result in true righteousness.  The righteousness 
that Christ was talking about is the kind that 
changes our hearts so that keeping the law 
becomes as natural as it was to Christ.  He loved 
the Father so much that it was beyond his mental 
capacity to even think about doing anything that 
was outside of Father's will.  In order for us to love 
the Father in this same way, we must let Him 
develop His seed of greatness that already lives 
within us.  How does He do that?  Through Jesus.  
Our responsibility is to position ourselves for an 
encounter with the Father.   

 
The thirty days in Toronto at the Father 

Heart School taught me and 192 others from 
around the world how to fulfill that responsibility.   
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Chapter Twelve 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Back at the School. 
 
 
With the passing of each new day at the 

school, my understanding of the Father's love 
grew.  With each teaching and message given 
during the sessions, the Holy Spirit performed 
surgery on my heart.  Sometimes a particular word 
or story would take my mind back to memories 
that had not surfaced in years.  These memories 
were often hurts that had been tucked away in the 
depths of my soul.  Now the Father was healing 
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them by removing the lies and replacing them with 
the truth.   

I remember one morning when Ed Peorik 
was teaching and something he said stirred a 
memory and a hurt.  It was customary at the end 
of a teaching session to have us come up for 
prayer.  I went forward along with others as 
always, and Ed began to pray for me.  I'm not sure 
what he said but not long after he laid hands on 
me, the Spirit came on me in a very heavy way.  
The next thing I knew I was falling forward right 
into all of the worship teams percussion section.  I 
used to play the drums in high school, but this was 
a new drum sound as most of the drums and 
cymbals crashed to the floor along with me.  It was 
almost as if everything happened in slow motion.  
One of Ed's workers met me at floor and continued 
to pray for me. 

 
What happened next surprised even me.  

The Lord gave me a vision while I was under the 
power of the Holy Spirit.  I saw myself as a young 
boy sitting in the arms of the Heavenly Father.  We 
were in a beautiful park with lots of trees and 
green grass.  There were kids playing all around 
me laughing and having fun.  I remember thinking 
that it sure would be nice to be able to have fun 
like these kids were having.  Then the Father said 
"Go ahead, son.  Go play.  It's OK to have fun in 
the presence of Father." I remember thinking that 
it was rarely OK to play and have fun in the 
presence of my natural father from what I 
remembered.  If Dad was around, we were 
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expected to work; playing was a luxury that we 
could only indulge in if Dad was gone.  Once 
again, let me remind you that this childhood 
memory is from my perspective.  The truth is we 
probably didn't have our work done and when Dad 
showed up we knew he would know it.  We rarely 
felt comfortable playing when Dad was home 
because it seemed to us kids that there was 
always work to be done.  Therefore, it was hard to 
believe that in this vision that I could play, and 
even harder to believe I could play with Father in 
this beautiful setting, but I know I wanted to try.  I 
got up out of His lap, and He got up with me.  Now 
what? 

 "Would you like to fly a kite, son?" 
"With you, Father?" 
 
"Yes, son, let's have some fun."  We ran 

back and forth laughing and doing our best to get 
the kite to fly.  It seemed like we played for a long 
time even though this whole experience probably 
took only a few moments.  When I came around, I 
was weeping softly, not tears of sorrow but joy.  
This was my first revelation from Father that it's 
OK to have fun in His presence.   

 
That afternoon, I shared with Ed, the vision 

I had while laying on the floor during the prayer 
time.  As I unfolded the vision to Ed, he began to 
shake and almost fell over himself under the 
power of the Holy Spirit.  My story blessed him as 
well.  The testimonies of the Spirit's work on our 
heart are to be cherished, shared, and told again.  
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Why?  Because we are instructed to share the 
goodness of God and what he has done in our 
lives, so we can be used as a catalyst to bring the 
love of the Father to the world.   

 
We all had a plethora of experiences during 

these thirty days and in some ways, I wished 
these spiritual experiences would never end.  On 
the other hand, I deeply missed my wife and 
daughters and often thought it be great to have the 
whole family here.  But as all mountain top 
experiences go, you must come back to the valley.  
It's in the valley where things are green and rich 
and growing. 

 
The valley is not a bad place.  It's a 

necessary place where we all learn to grow.  Now 
it was time to take the mountain top experiences 
home and let them marinate, soak, and take root 
in my heart.  The school was a time of forging new 
friendships and now a time of having to leave most 
of these friends behind, knowing we would 
probably never see each other again this side of 
heaven.   

 
In our final days, I had the opportunity to 

visit personally with the late Jack Frost and also 
James Jordon.  I shared with both of these men 
my desire to bring this message to my 
denomination and asked the best way to proceed 
once I got home.  Both gave me the same advice.  
Both in their own way said that the Pentecostal 
Church world wide will be a hard bunch to break 
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into.  I had to know why.  They both indicated that 
many Pentecostals think they have all they need 
because they have and understand the Holy Spirit.  
However, even though the Father is mentioned, 
preached, and even taught about, it is not well 
understood within most of the Pentecostal realm. 

 
Having been a Pentecostal for over twenty-

five years, I could speak first hand about being 
hesitant to change my paradigm without being 
dragged by my heels.  Not knowing we don't know 
something that we think we know (kind of a tongue 
twister) is a hard nut to crack.  It took my pastor 
three months and hours of talking to get me to 
even listen to the Father Heart tapes by Jack 
Frost.  In spite of these challenges, I felt God was 
asking me to bring this message not only to the 
body of Christ in general but to my denomination 
specifically.  I asked both men what I should do.  
Both gave the same advice.  Don't just teach the 
message of the Father's love.  Be the message.   

 
That's probably pretty good advice when 

talking about any spiritual matters.  It's also a mind 
boggler when you think about it.  How do I "be" 
rather than just talk about it or do it?  Becoming 
what Father wants us to become requires a 
different mindset than the usual notions of how we 
should mature spiritually.  The essence of being 
rather than doing comes when we let God change 
our hearts simply by being in His presence.  There 
will come a time when you realize that God is the 
changer of hearts with no effort on our part except 
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to make ourselves available.  How do we make 
ourselves available?  That seems to be the 
question everyone has and there seems to be as 
many answers as there are people.  Let's narrow it 
down to an example in scripture. 

 
The prodigal son story in the Bible is a 

wonderful example of the situation we fall into in 
life if we walk away from the Father's house.  
Once away from His protection, care and love we 
buy into the lies that keep us away from Father.  I 
believe it was in Jack Frost teaching where he 
said we all fall into one of three categories.  Our 
lives either line up with the prodigal son, the older 
son or the Father's son (Jesus).  The prodigal son 
is one position where we are living with known sin 
in our lives, and another position is the older son, 
where we are serving the Father like a hired hand 
rather than a son.  Both know who the Father is, 
but both are also out of fellowship with Father.  
Both are unable or unwilling to make themselves 
available for the Father to show His love.  One is 
in the distant land and the other out in the fields.  
Neither one spends much, if any, time in Father's 
house.   

 
Let's deal with the prodigal son first.  Most 

of us, whether we want to admit it or not, are living 
with some issues in our lives.  Issues ultimately 
somehow translate into some kind of sin.  We 
often justify it because it's such a small issue.  
Regardless of how small we think our issues are, 
they are still prodigal issues if it involves outward 
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known sin.  We don't have to reach the extreme 
like the prodigal son did in scripture in order to 
manifest prodigal issues.  Some peoples' lives are 
filled with huge issues of sin, and it's quite 
obvious.  Other's live with more subtle types of sin 
but never the less its still sin.  In either situation, at 
some point in time our sins will find us out and we 
get to deal with it.  This is where we get the saying 
"The chickens have come home to roost."   

 
The prodigal issues in our lives are actually 

easier to get over than the older son issues.  
Why?  Because most prodigal issues are the 
obvious kinds of outward sins that are hard to 
hide.  Often we might think our sins are hidden, 
but those that know us or live with us see them 
easily.  When the sin or issue is exposed, it's 
simply a matter of deciding if we are going to 
return to the Father's house or stay in our pig pens 
of life just like the prodigal in the story.   

 
When we finally get tired of our life styles 

and come to the end of ourselves, we head for 
home.  What surprises most of us is the reaction 
we get from Father when we show up.  The 
prodigal was ready to be a servant of the Father 
because he knew his father's laborers had a better 
life than he was experiencing in the world.  The 
surprise he got was that Father was not even 
angry with him.  Instead he threw him a party.   

 
This flies in the face of all that fall into the 

older son position.  The older son position can 
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also be labeled as a religious spirit.  It's a spirit 
that says you don't deserve to be treated kindly or 
you haven't worked hard enough to deserve being 
loved.   

What the Father did in this story surprised 
both sons.  The prodigal son, although surprised, 
accepted the love his father had to offer even 
though he was only expecting to be treated as a 
servant.  If this were an actual true story, I would 
have to surmise that this son was able to receive 
the love of his father at this point in his life 
because he probably had at one time had a good 
relationship with his father.  Then because of 
reasons not mentioned, he let the temptation of 
fleshly sin pull him away from the only one that 
could truly satisfy his hunger for love.   

 
One might wonder at this point that if he 

had this wonderful relationship and the love of the 
Father, why did he leave it for what the world was 
offering.  You might ask that same question of 
Adam and Eve when you see them?  They had the 
perfect Father, the perfect place to live, perfect 
weather conditions, no sickness, no disease, 
perfect job, great retirement and in spite of all that 
they still fell into the trap of sin.  So do we.  If the 
prodigal had not had a relationship with the father 
previously, he would have probably felt guilty 
receiving love he didn't think he deserved.   

 
That takes us to the older son position.  

This is the son that served his father out of a 
sense of duty rather than love.  This attitude is 
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clearly seen in his reaction towards his younger 
brother's return.  This life style or spiritual position 
is seen in most of the church today.  If you ask the 
average churchgoer what his relationship with God 
is, he will probably tell you what he is doing for 
God rather than speak of relationship.  To the 
average churchgoer, the party that the prodigal 
received from the father flies in their face also.  
They might agree that it's a wonderful story but 
choke on the fact that the prodigal didn't receive 
some sort of consequence from the Father rather 
than a party.   

The reason I'm so familiar with the older 
son is because I was one for most of my Christian 
life.  Older son issues are much harder to 
overcome because we think we are doing 
everything right.  To overcome older son issues 
requires we swallow much more pride than 
prodigal issues.  And as you know, pride is one of 
mankind's greatest sins. 

 
Pride is a close and constant companion of 

all older sons in this illustration.  Now you know 
why the Pharisees had such a hard time dealing 
with Jesus.  Unconditional love in action always 
becomes a threat to the religious spirit or the older 
son syndrome.  And now you know why the older 
son in the prodigal story refused to go to the party 
even though the father came to him and invited 
him back home.  When we receive a revelation of 
the Father's love, we start the process of 
becoming a Father's son and leave behind our old 
prodigal or older son lifestyles.   
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Chapter Thirteen 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Life after revelation 

 
 

 After a few months of settling back into a 
normal lifestyle (if there is such a thing), I began 
putting together the material I had learned from 
the school along with my personal testimony.  I 
had put together four messages that I felt would 
help people position themselves for a fresh 
revelation of God's love.  That summer, the 
summer of 2003, I started doing Father Heart 
Conferences.   
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 There was a steeper learning curve to 
presenting the Father Heart Conferences 
compared to the prayer seminars I was used to.  
The difference was that with the Father Heart 
message, I had to pray for people in the prayer 
lines after each message.  I wasn't used to doing 
that.  Even more surprising was how people were 
responding to the work of the Holy Spirit as he 
moved in people's heart.  I began to realize that 
God really can use average everyday people to do 
his work and serve as a conduit of His love.  We 
all agree with that statement, however, most of us 
don't really buy into it until it actually happens to us 
personally.   
 
 Seeing Father in action and healing hearts 
before my eyes was the most amazing thing I 
have ever seen.  Suddenly, the prophetic words 
that had been spoken over me three years earlier 
that God would use me in restoring people to 
people, and God to people was coming true.  
Nothing on this earth touched my heart more than 
seeing people restored.  This was the greatest 
privilege of my life to be used of God in this way.  
And the most amazing thing that still blows my 
mind away is the fact that God can use what 
Randy Clark calls "little old people like me".   
 

I have always been somewhat in awe of the 
testimonies we all have heard in which someone 
had the most terrible life one can imagine.  And in 
the midst of it, Jesus saved them and delivered 
them from their horrible situation in a supernatural 
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manner.  Likewise, I have heard of those that were 
blessed in having wonderful Godly parents and 
were raised in the ways of the Lord.  To see how 
their lives unfold and how God uses them can 
some times be truly amazing.  These two 
extremes, one very good and one very bad in 
terms of lifestyle, always have an exciting heartfelt 
testimony that ministers to the body of Christ.   

 
 But then there are the rest of us, the 

average person with an average lifestyle.  We 
often look at these examples but have a hard time 
putting ourselves in their shoes.  Even though my 
background and upbringing seemed dramatic to 
me, it really pales in comparison to the horror 
stories I hear now in the prayer lines.  So this book 
and my story are for all the average people in the 
world that don't think their testimonies are as 
significant as those with the spectacular stories. 

 
God's plan for each of us is huge and very 

significant in terms of Kingdom work.  Coming to 
this understanding and belief requires us to 
receive a fresh revelation of the Father's love.  
After my first encounter with Father, I would soon 
find out that the key to unlocking almost everything 
in God's kingdom revolves around being able to 
receive His love and give it away.   

 
The balance of 2003 was filled with many 

opportunities for conferences and ministry to 
people one on one.  As my understanding of 
Father's love grew and my ability to hear God's 
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voice sharpened, it became easier for me to help 
people position themselves for an encounter with 
God.   

 
With each conference came more 

confidence that God was going to move in 
marvelous ways.  Helping people find healing and 
restoration was as good as it gets in my way of 
thinking.  By the end of 2003, I was beginning to 
work on a follow-up conference which would be 
named "Walking in Sonship." This was a 
conference that would deal with the question, 
"What do I do now that I've had a revelation of 
God's love?"  Before I could complete my work on 
the new conference, God needed to show me 
some of the ways He needs His sons and 
daughters to understand concerning how His love 
affects the whole man. 
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Chapter Fourteen 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Walking the Talk. 
 
 

Early in January 2004, at the advice of my 
friends Rex and Lois Burgher, I decided to join the 
Global Awaking ministry team for a ministry trip 
the following April in São Paulo, Brazil.  I met Rex 
and Lois at Toronto when I was at the Father 
Heart School.  Rex and Lois were at Toronto 
attending a Leaders School of Ministry.  The 
Father Heart School was at the same time, and we 
shared worship and eating times together.  We 
became very close friends during the thirty days in 
Toronto, and they taught me many things about 
God.  Rex and Lois did extensive training for those 
that went on ministry trips with Global Awaking.  I 
received the training, but still felt ill equipped to 
face what was ahead.  It was an amazing two 
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weeks of walking in the supernatural and seeing 
more miracles than I can even remember.   

 
Randy Clark told us that we would see so 

many miracles that we would forget about them 
after a few days.  I thought he was crazy.  
However, after about three days I had seen so 
many miracles that I couldn't keep track of all of 
them.  Miracles were not previously part of my 
paradigm.  Praying for the sick and seeing them 
healed before my eyes was not in my paradigm. 

 
The first day after the services, I journaled 

every detail of every healing I witnessed and how 
it happened.  By the third night, my journaling 
dwindled down to a few short stories without much 
detail.  By night five, I stopped journaling and 
chose to spend that time catching up on much 
needed sleep.  When you walk in the supernatural 
to the point where it becomes natural, keeping 
track of everything seems as pointless as making 
a detailed journal of my life back in the states.  I 
know some people keep daily journals, but this 
was not part of my lifestyle.  However, part of my 
lifestyle was going to radically change with this 
ministry trip.  Here is part of this ministry trip I'll 
never forget.   

 
 "God, please don't bring that's crippled boy 
to me, please." As seven of us team members 
gathered in front of the stage of this church of 
700 people, what was about to happen would 
once again impact my life forever.   
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 The team had just finished giving words of 
knowledge, but this time I didn't get one.  We 
lined up in front of the stage as Randy Clark 
instructed the people to come forward for prayer.  
In the front row was a young boy who looked to 
be about fourteen years old.  As one person on 
each side of this boy stood and grabbed the 
young boy, it became apparent that he was 
crippled.  They began to carry the young man 
towards the front of the church.  They didn't have 
crutches or a wheel chair for him; I suspect they 
couldn't afford it. 
 

I purposely did not make eye contact with 
them because I didn't want to pray for him.  I 
didn't have the kind of faith necessary to pray for 
crippled people as some of our team members 
did.  That's when I began to plead with God.  
"God, don't bring him to me. Please send him to 
the more spiritual team members." Its must have 
been too noisy in the church for God to hear me 
because God did not answer that prayer.  The 
two men carrying the young boy made a bee line 
for me as if I was the only one praying for 
people.  Again I pleaded with God to send him to 
someone else.  No answer ensued, and they 
continued coming right at me.   

 
 Once again, even though I had experienced 

more supernatural than ever before in my life, I 
was still apprehensive about praying for a big 
miracle.  I felt wholly inadequate to pray for 
someone in this condition.  They stopped in front 
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of me and held the young man up by his arms.  
His name was Lucas. 

 
The interpreter said this young boy had the 

rarest form of Muscular Dystrophy in Brazil.  His 
legs, back and arms were twisted and contorted in 
unnatural ways.  They said he had severe pain in 
his legs and muscle spasm's.  I was beside myself 
trying to determine what to do or how to do it.  I 
simply called out for the Holy Spirit to show up in a 
big way.  I placed my hands on Lucas and began 
to pray in the Spirit.  He began to shake and twist 
to the point where they had to lay him on the floor.  
He was hurting, embarrassed, crying and wanted 
a touch from God. 

 
By this time a crowd had gathered to watch 

the American pray for the crippled boy.  I knelt 
down over his body almost covering it with my 
own.  I'm not sure why I did this but just felt led to.  
Immediately I felt a heat coming from his body that 
was so intense that it caused me to break out in a 
sweat.  I didn't know what was happening, but I 
just knew something was occurring. 

 
I continued to pray in the spirit and also in 

English asking God to heal this precious young 
boy.  Lucas had been crying and covering his face 
with his hands the whole time he was on the floor.  
After about ten minutes, he stopped crying and 
looked at me with a visible peace on his face.  I 
requested the interpreter to ask Lucas if he could 
get up and stand.  He tried but couldn't.  He tried 
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again, but could not stand up or walk.  My heart 
broke for this young boy.  I was so disappointed 
that he didn't get healed I could hardly stand it.  
Then the interpreter told me that Lucas said that 
his legs were free from the spasms and the pain.  I 
rejoiced with them for a partial victory, but my 
heart was breaking with sorrow and compassion 
for this young man.   

 
"God, why didn't you heal him completely?  

What's the point of all of this if they can't see a 
completed work by you, God?" 

 
This seemingly unsuccessful prayer left me 

almost wiped out spiritually for the rest of the 
night.  I still had enough confidence to pray for 
small things, but this event took the wind out of 
my sails.  This was on a Thursday night.  Little 
did I know the best was yet to come?   

 
 The following Sunday we were at a church 
named "The Snowball Church".  I thought that 
was rather a strange name for a church, 
considering their pulpit was made from a surf 
board.  This was a church with a thousand 
members most of whom were twenty-five or 
younger.  Many showed up to church in their 
swimming suits.  I happened to be one of two 
intercessors that would pray all the while the 
message was given. 
 

During the prayer time, I was constantly 
visualizing a heart that was being cut in two.  I 
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wasn't sure what it meant so I finally asked the 
other intercessor what she was getting.  She 
also was getting things concerning a heart.  We 
talked, prayed and asked God what was going 
on.  God revealed to both of us that this body of 
believers was divided in their heart in regards to 
serving God.  Now we knew what the battle field 
was.  We began praying in this direction asking 
God to reveal Himself in a much bigger way so 
they could give their whole hearts to Him.   

 
 When the message ended, it was time to 
pray for people.  Some of the team gave words 
of knowledge, but the flow of words seemed to 
be held back in comparison to other nights.  
Perhaps the divided heart we sensed backstage 
was carrying through in the prayer lines.  I lined 
up on the far left side of the stage, and the 
people began to come.  The place was packed 
wall to wall with people.  For some reason, God 
had given me a stronger than normal anointing 
this night.  The people I prayed for were being 
touched by the Spirit in such a way that almost 
all of them were lying around on the floor like a 
bomb had gone off.  There were bodies 
everywhere to the point where it was hard to find 
a place to walk.  There were not any earth 
shaking miracles, by Brazil standards, but there 
were plenty of healings.   
 
 One lady that came forward for healing was 
suffering with cataracts.  She was unable to read 
my name tag standing right in front of me.  I 
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remember that she was chewing a stick of gum 
like there was no tomorrow.  I prayed for her and 
down she went.  When she hit the floor, she was 
out like a light except for her mouth.  She never 
missed a chew.  She seemed to be out for about 
five minutes and then some friends brought her 
back to me again for more prayer.  They said her 
eyes had improved and she wanted more prayer.  
I prayed again for her eyes and within thirty 
seconds she was down again under the power of 
the Holy Spirit.  Her gums and teeth kept right on 
working the gum.  When she got up this time, 
she could stand about ten feet away and read 
my name tag with no problem.  Jesus had 
healed her eyes.   
 
 All of this had taken place in about a two 
hour time span, and things were now winding 
down.  The place had pretty well cleared out, 
and I was finishing up by praying for the last few 
people.  After most everyone had left, I looked 
up and saw Lucas sitting in the front row.  What 
is he doing here?  This isn't his church.  Not only 
that, but he was sitting by himself. 
 

We made eye contact and Lucas produced 
a big smile.  He motioned for me to come to him.  
I walked up to Lucas, and he told me in very 
broken English that he was waiting for me to get 
done praying for people because he wanted to 
show me something.  He motioned for me to 
step back.  I backed up about ten feet, and he 
motioned for me to retreat further.  When I did, 
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he stood up on his own and walked to me.  
When he reached my arms, we embraced, and 
he said "Jesus heal me.  Jesus heal me." 

 
If I never saw another miracle in my life I 

would had been satisfied with that one.  Three 
days after the initial prayer for healing, Jesus 
completed the work in His timing for His glory.  I 
later found out that Lucas had gone up for prayer 
the following two nights before he finally 
manifested the total healing.  He had come this 
night just for me.  He came to let me know that 
the work Jesus had started the first night he was 
prayed for was completed three days later. 

 
Why did it require three days?  I don't know.  

I do know that I learned that night that God does 
things His way and in His timing. When He starts 
a work, He intends to complete it.  I learned that 
we don't always get to see the completion of the 
work God starts in people.  And I learned that 
this must not stop us from doing what God has 
told us to do.  "Lay hands on the sick and they 
shall recover".   

 
Father was showing me that His intentions 

were to heal the whole man not just the emotional 
part having to deal with Father Heart issues.  In 
other words this is a package deal.  Why stop with 
salvation and inner healing when Jesus died for 
our total healing?  But I was also to learn that 
healing did not always come as we expected.  
Sometimes it didn't come at all.  Let me share one 
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story where it didn't happen, to bring proper 
perspective and balance to the ministry of physical 
healing.   

 
The setting was a typical church service in 

Brazil with standing room only available.  Mike 
was the preacher for this service, and he preached 
a wonderful father heart message.  He instructed 
us to work the crowds of seated people and to 
focus on the people that were obviously touched 
by the Holy Spirit as a result of His message.  At 
the time there was no room at the front of the 
church to pray for people because the church was 
too packed out with extra seats.  We walked 
along, weaving between the seated people and 
praying for the ones that were weeping. 

 
After a while, it became obvious that the 

front chairs needed to be moved to make room for 
people that needed prayer.  There were probably 
six or seven hundred people in this service and we 
eight team members had our hands full.  The 
people formed single-file lines in front of each 
member of the prayer team.  Healings were taking 
place throughout the church as we had come to 
expect.  Seven to eight out of ten people prayed 
for received some sort of healing.  Then my prayer 
line received its first big challenge for the night.   

 
 A young, very beautiful lady, who was 

probably about thirty years old, was my next 
prayer client.  Her beauty was radiant except for 
an ugly cancerous growth on the left side of her 
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face.  It was the size of an orange, discolored and 
hideous looking.  As I began to pray, the young 
lady began to cry.  The noise soon morphed into 
screaming that sounded more like someone who 
was manifesting a demon rather than someone 
receiving healing prayer.  I asked the interpreter 
what the problem was. 

 
She said the lady was frightened that she 

was going to die from this cancer if the Lord did 
not heal her.  Fear had gripped her to the point of 
hysteria.  The situation seemed to escalate with 
each moment.  The prayers did not seem to be 
working, and I was getting worried. 

 
Suddenly I began to hear the Lord say the 

word "Macumba".  I recognized this from a 
previous encounter during the week and knew it to 
be a form of witchcraft which is common in Brazil.  
I asked the interpreter if this lady had been 
involved in Macumba at any time in her life.  The 
interpreter did her best to get the story from the 
frantic lady.   

 
Six months earlier, this young lady had 

been involved in Mukumba and went to one of 
their witch doctors to receive healing.  Instead her 
condition worsened.  Shortly after this happened, 
she was introduced to the gospel of Jesus Christ 
and received Christ as her savior.  In the process 
of her discipleship and mentoring, she was 
instructed to renounce any and all attachments, 
involvement or vows made with the Macumba 
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religion.  She did so.  Now I was confused.  Why 
was God telling me "Macumba" in my mind when 
she had already renounced it?  She continued to 
scream and wail almost uncontrollably.   

 
Sherry, the wife of Pastor Mike, was holding 

down her own prayer line just a few feet away.  
Everyone in the prayer team had a line of dozens 
and dozens of people waiting to be prayed for.  
There was always background music playing to 
keep things a bit more private for those being 
prayed for and also to maintain an open heaven 
atmosphere of anointing.  Even though Sherry 
(pastor Mike's wife) was only about ten feet away, 
I had to raise my voice for her to hear me.  I asked 
if she could help me because I was stuck with no 
clue of  what to do. 

 
She nodded with her head towards her own 

long prayer line and said it would be a while.  She 
could see the frustration on my face and asked if 
she could help by just advising me on what to do.  
I gave her a brief explanation, and she said, "Oh, 
that's an easy one, they probably didn't bind the 
demons when they renounced them, and they 
have come back to torment her."  

 
This was new to me, but I followed her 

instructions.  We prayed again renouncing the 
vows, involvement and any attachments from the 
Macumba occult, only this time we bound 
everything in Jesus' name.  The young lady 
immediately stopped crying.  A peace came over 
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her unlike anything I had ever seen.  Her face 
shone like that of an angel.  I continued to pray 
and petition God for the healing of this cancer on 
her face.  The more I prayed the more the 
compassion of God consumed my heart for this 
young lady.  Tears began to flow down my cheeks 
as God's love poured through me to her.  The 
prayers went on for about five more minutes, but 
nothing was happening as far as a physical 
healing. 

 
I couldn't understand why she wasn't 

getting healed.  How could God's love and 
compassion flow so freely yet she did not get 
healed?  My heart simply broke for this young lady 
as I told the interpreter that I didn't know what else 
to do and that I was so sorry she didn't get healed.   

 
After the interpreter spoke these words to 

her, the young lady made eye contact with me as 
if to speak with her eyes the message the 
interpreter would share with me.  She said it was 
OK that she did not get healed of the cancer.  She 
said it was even OK if she had to die from this 
cancer because the peace in her heart that she 
was experiencing right now was enough, and she 
needed nothing else.  I marveled at the faith of this 
young lady.  I'm not sure I could have been so 
content without receiving my healing if the tables 
were turned.   

 
This was another very important lesson I 

had learned.  We are instructed to lay hands on 
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the sick and pray the prayer of faith.  However, we 
are not responsible for the results.  Not everyone 
that we pray for gets healed.  Do we know why?  
Sometimes we do if God reveals it to us, but most 
often we don't.  We are not God, and there are 
things that only He knows and He doesn't have to 
explain everything to us.  God obviously sees the 
big and complete picture and knows what's best 
for each situation.  Maybe this girl would see her 
healing at a different time.  Maybe she would die 
in the peace she was experiencing.  Maybe God 
needed me to see that when we do all He has 
asked us to do then it's time for us to let God be 
God. 

 
This was the myriad of thoughts going 

through my mind.  My level of compassion was 
through the roof; my heart was aching for this lady.  
I was somewhat confused as to why God wouldn't 
heal her, yet my faith was somehow intact.  This 
time, even though my heart was broken and tears 
filled my eyes for this young lady, I somehow knew 
it was OK.  This time this event did not steal my 
joy or my faith.  She left with a smile on her face 
that was a witness to me personally and also I'm 
sure to the folks that were watching.   

 
Of all the healing that took place that night, 

this story sticks in my mind as one of the most 
memorable.  Why?  Because my motive for even 
being on this trip was to learn about how and why 
Father wants to heal His children.  Not receiving 
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our physical healing, for reasons we don't 
understand, is part of this equation also.   

 
There are those in healing ministries that 

will probably disagree with these last few 
statements, but I believe that God still calls the 
shots in end.  Are we supposed to be part of this 
laying on of hands and healing equation?  
Absolutely.  To run away from ministering to the 
sick would be as much in error as those that claim 
everyone should be healed all the time.  Perhaps 
as God pours out His Spirit in these end times, we 
will see a greater anointing and increase of 
physical healing.  What does God seem to be 
waiting for as far as the pouring out of His Spirit in 
these end times?  I think the answer is for His 
church to grow up and mature enough spiritually 
so that His people don't try to take some of the 
glory that belongs only to God. 

 
There have been a lot of healing ministries 

through the years that I think have started with 
God and ended with man.  God chooses to flow 
His healing power through His sons and 
daughters.  But when things seem to stop or slow 
up in ministry, then man, for sake of appearance 
or other wrong motives, decides to step out on his 
own in what he thinks is faith, opening himself up 
to the demonic.  You see what I think a lot of 
people don't understand is that once you have 
learned to walk and be sensitive in the Spiritual 
realm, both the Holy Spirit and unholy spirits live in 



135 
 

that realm.  It's the realm of the Supernatural.  It's 
the realm where angels and demons live. 

Once we begin to move outside of the will 
of God, even if it's done innocently, we position 
ourselves to be deceived by the enemy of this 
world.  Remember, the enemy looks like an angel 
of light.  There are few ministries, if any, that can 
say they operate totally in the will of God at all 
times.  Our flesh gets in our way for a variety of 
reasons.   

 
Our goal should always be to move in 

God's will even though we know there is a learning 
curve and we mess up from time to time.  You will 
know where someone's heart is if you confront him 
or question him in regards to being out of God will 
and he gets upset.  Any of us should welcome 
constructive criticisms or correction from a brother 
in the Lord.  If we have moved to the point where 
we think we are more spiritual than most and don't 
need correction or new teaching, then we are 
about to hurt someone, put God's reputation at 
risk, and probably lose our place in ministry.  If we 
are open to correction, it shows we still have a 
teachable heart, and God will still be able to use 
us in powerful ways.   

 
After my return from Brazil, I continued 

doing the same Father Heart conferences I had 
been doing with one exception.  I now had the 
confidence and faith to pray for the physically sick 
and expect to see results.  My theology had not 
changed, I had always believed in physical 
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healing; I just never saw anyone get healed in my 
presence.  The change that took place was the 
fact that I had now experienced what I believed 
and that combination grew my faith.   

 
From the spring of 2004 to the present, we 

have seen people physically healed in every 
Father Heart Conference.  We have come to 
expect God to heal.  Why?  It's an expression of 
His love.  Does He heal everyone we pray for?  
No.  Do we see the same percentage healed in 
America as we did in Brazil?  No.  Why?  Because 
of the lack of our faith and the affluence of our 
society.  In Brazil, America's nickname was 
"Nazareth" the place where Jesus could do no 
miracles because of their unbelief.   

 
 We have the best health care system in the 
world in America.  We don't need God to heal like 
they do in third world countries.  We purchase our 
healing.  Is God mad about that?  I don't think so.  
This is just another example of God's love and 
mercy.  Because of our lack of faith in this arena, 
God has shown us mercy by giving us wonderful 
doctors and medications to help us until we reach 
the point where we can depend on Him like they 
do in the third world countries.  Is a perfect health 
care system God's first choice?  I don't think so.  
God taking care of our every need is His first 
choice.  Second choices always cost us in some 
way, but they still take care of us.   
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It's kind of like when the nation of Israel insisted on 
having a King rather than having God himself rule 
over them with the Judges (1st.  Samuel 8) He 
gave His people what they wanted, (second 
choice), but it came with high price.   
 
 So what are we to do?  Here is a quote 
from a famous preacher: "I find a lot more people 
get healed when I pray for them than when I don't 
pray." That's the prototypical example of a 
statement which elicits a response of "duh".  Our 
job is to pray so God can flow His healing power 
through us, a process which is called co-laboring.  
God's job is to heal by providing the power that we 
don't have and never will.   
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Chapter Fifteen 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 

 Fulfilled Prophecy  
 

After my return from Brazil, I was pumped.  
I had learned many things concerning the love of 
God in terms of healing the whole man.  This 
wasn't just talk about what God can do in our lives; 
it was the real thing.  I had seen God move in 
people's lives and witnessed the emotional and 
physical transformations.  Much of what I had 
experienced in Brazil was now to be repeated in 
South Africa.   
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A pastor from South Africa that attended 
the school of ministry in Toronto when I was there 
invited me to Africa to do several Father Heart 
conferences.  My daughter Abbie and her husband 
Bill joined my wife and me on this ministry trip.  
Both Bill and Abbie had a strong anointing for 
physical healing, and we welcomed all the help we 
could get.   

 
Our first service was held in a small village 

south of the town of Pretoria.  This general 
geographical area had the highest crime rate in all 
of South Africa and was considered the most 
dangerous locale.  Most people in this region lived 
in small shacks made of tin or cardboard.  For as 
far as the eye could see, the landscape was 
speckled with small dim lights from the sea of 
shacks that looked more like a homeless district 
than a densely populated area.   

 
We arrived at an abandoned federal 

building for our first service.  The building had 
been stripped of anything of value, but it still 
offered some semblance of safety from the outside 
dangers.  In a small dimly lit room, the local pastor 
met us with his congregation of about 30 people.  
The room was lit with one light bulb hanging from 
the ceiling.  There wasn't enough light for me to 
read my sermon notes or the Bible without using a 
flashlight.  There was a silence that seemed 
almost worrisome.  I had no idea what to expect, 
so I just began sharing my testimony of how the 
Father had touched my life and changed it so 
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dramatically.  I shared how the love of our 
heavenly Father wanted to touch their heart and 
bodies as well.  At the end of the message, I 
invited all who wanted a touch from God to come 
forward so we could pray for them.  The strange 
silence still hung over the group, leading me to 
believe these people were feeling fear rather than 
peace.   

 
It seemed like a very long time before the 

first young lady came forward, yet it was probably 
only a few minutes.  I asked her what she wanted 
prayer for and she said she had a lump on her 
breast, which was very painful.  She had been to 
the doctor for a diagnosis but couldn't afford 
whatever treatment she needed.  She was 
weeping softly.  Very quietly and very gently, I 
began to pray for this young lady.  Within a few 
moments, the pain in her breast had left 
completely and then the Holy Spirit laid her out on 
the floor and began working on ministering to her 
heart.  I knelt down beside her and continued 
praying for her.   

 
Then slowly, one by one, they came 

forward for prayer.  God dramatically touched 
almost everyone that ventured forward for a touch 
from the Father that night.  God did what God is 
best at, healing broken hearts and lives.  The last 
person I prayed for was the pastor of this little 
flock.  He had sat back and watched as Father 
gently ministered to his people.  Now it was his 
turn to receive.  All he wanted was to be closer to 
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God so he could be the best pastor for his flock.  I 
laid my hand on his heart and began to pray that 
Father would give him a greater revelation of His 
love for him.  Within moments, the Holy Spirit laid 
him out on the floor and began ministering to him.  
This gentle pastor had an experience with Father 
that night that no doubt changed his view of the 
heavenly Father.   

We found out after the service that the 
reason they were so slow in responding to the 
prayer time was because of previous abuses.  
Others in previous ministries had not been 
respectful or gentle with them.  To add to their 
fears, they lived in an area that was so criminally 
violent that even being out after dark was a great 
risk.  Once they witnessed how gentle and loving 
the Holy Spirit can work through someone, they let 
their guards down enough to be ministered to.   

 
Even though the physical lighting in that 

room was incredibly dim that evening, when God's 
light meets darkness, the darkness must flee.  The 
people of this small congregation arrived with 
apprehension and some fear, but left having had 
an experience with God the Father and His love. 

 
The next service took place in a similar 

neighborhood, but this time the church had rented 
a small circus tent to hold our conference in.  This 
church body was in the process of constructing a 
new church building but in a much different way 
than we experience in America.  There was no 
building fund, no loans, no endowment, just the 
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hard work of the congregation as they made their 
own bricks and laid the foundation from their own 
sweat and toil.  They were hoping to finish the 
project in several years, so until then they met in a 
run down building on the same property.  It must 
have cost these folks months of their personal 
finances and a delay in their building project to 
rent the tent for our meetings.  I was greatly 
touched and humbled by this act of sacrifice.  
They prepared all these things just so they could 
hear the Americans speak of the love of God.  
There was an anticipation of God doing something 
great in these meetings, and I was personally in 
awe to think that God could use someone like me 
to bring this message.  I began to feel a great 
sense of responsibility and even a sense of 
inadequacy as I witnessed the passion and the 
hunger for more of God from these people.   

 
To worship with the Africans was a 

pleasure and an experience.  They so colorfully 
move and sway with the worship music that one 
gets the impression that the music and people 
blend together.  It was the kind of worship that 
opens the heavens and ushers in the presence of 
God.  It's quite easy to bring a message when 
God's presence is so overwheming.   

 
 I was only about half way through my 

testimony the first night when my interpreter ran 
off the stage crying very hard.  I wasn't sure what 
happened but soon found out.  The testimony of 
this average American guy (me) so touched this 



143 
 

African man (my interpreter) that God began a 
work in his heart that very night.  It was because 
his upbringing so closely mirrored my own that he 
was able to relate.  Now just imagine this.  An 
average American male living in a completely 
different culture can be used by God to touch an 
average African male living half way around the 
world.  My point?  If you think for a moment that 
your testimony isn't really that important, think 
again.  God has plans for every one of us to do 
Kingdom work.   

 
At the end of the service, we called for 

those that wanted prayer for emotional, spiritual or 
physical healing.  Four of us were on the prayer 
team.  We prayed for approximately fifty people 
during the prayer ministry time.  When we got 
back into the van to go home, we started telling 
each other the stories of those that got healed.  
We discovered that one hundred percent of those 
we prayed for that night got healed.  That has 
never happened before or since in our times of 
prayer ministry.  Granted, there were not any of 
what one might call huge miracles, yet these 
people witnessed a God that showed them that He 
cared about their personal concerns.  Many had 
headaches, back aches, pain in their knee's 
elbows etc.  Whatever small pain or discomfort 
they had, God took care of it.  These folk found out 
that Father was more than just some untouchable 
deity that either couldn't or didn't want to intervene 
in the daily lives of these people.   
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The next two nights there proved to be just 
as exciting and productive (not quite the hundred 
percent healing, but it was still great).  The pastor 
of this church couldn't have been more grateful 
and pleased with what his people had 
experienced.  He took an offering, but we refused 
it.  We were not there to make money but to give 
away what Father had given to us.  I'm sure the 
offering was not much by way of American 
standards, but it was enormous when it comes to 
African standards.  It reminded me of the widow in 
scripture that gave two pennies for her offering, it 
was all she had.  I'm sure this money was all they 
had.  We simply told them to use it for their 
building fund.  We hope one day we can return 
and worship with them in their new building.   

 
The final conference was again held in a 

circus style tent.  Once again the setting was in a 
very low income area with a high crime rate.  This 
church only owned land, no building.  When we 
left, they went back to having church services 
outside in the open air.  There was a feeling of 
excitement in the air and much anticipation about 
what God would do.  The worship was incredible 
as we had come to expect.  The presence of the 
Holy Spirit was very heavy, and we knew God was 
going to show up in a big way.  This night we had 
to have two interpreters.  There are several 
different dialects of the African language in the 
region we were in.  This slowed things up a bit, but 
the message of the Father love still came through.   
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As we closed the message of the Fathers 
love, we invited any who needed prayer to come 
forward for prayer.  One young man came forward 
with the help of a couple of friends.  He was 
unable to walk or stand without someone holding 
him up.  He had severe back problems that were 
somehow related to his inability to walk.  He had 
been in this condition for four years.  The doctors 
were unable to find a cause or cure for his 
problem.  He also had a problem with his eyes; 
each one seemed to turn a different way.  Abbie 
(my daughter) and I began praying for this man 
and within a few moments he began experiencing 
a warm feeling in his body.  We knew this was a 
sign that the Holy Spirit was beginning to heal him 
physically.   

 
After a few more minutes of prayer, I was 

summoned away from this man to help with a 
young teenager that was manifesting a demon.  
Bill (my son-in-law) and Abbie continued praying 
for this young man.  Bill recognized the eye 
problem as a condition called "nuystagmus".  This 
would be similar to us being spun in circle and 
then stopped.  It takes us awhile for our eyes to 
get their bearing again.  This was a constant 
problem for this man.  As I helped out with the 
demon possessed girl, Bill and Abbie prayed 
against this condition. 

 
 When I approached the teenage girl, there 

were six men from this church (including the 
pastor) praying that the demon would come out of 
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her.  They were shouting the name of Jesus very 
loudly and demanding the demon to leave but with 
no results.  With my past training in Brazil, I knew 
what the problem was.  I asked all of them to stop 
praying.  I then quickly explained to them my 
teaching and experience in this area of casting out 
demons.  The teaching I had received said that 
only one person should lay hands on the 
possessed person and demand the demon leave 
in the name of Jesus.  If more than one person 
laid hand on the person in need of deliverance, the 
prayer's authority would be divided and it would 
not work or take much longer than it should.  I 
don't know why this is the case with the authority 
issue. All I know is that this technique works.   

 
 This young lady had been manifesting this 

demon in a very loud raspy voice and wiggling on 
the ground.  I instructed the pastor of this church 
to lay hands on her by himself and demand the 
demon to leave.  As soon as the pastor prayed for 
her to be released, she was.  She came to her 
senses, stood up, and began weeping softly.  She 
was extremely grateful to have been released from 
this life of torture that she had been experiencing 
with this demon.  A short while later, someone 
from the church led this young lady to the Lord.   

 
After the previous incident was over, I 

joined Bill and Abbie again in praying for the man 
that couldn't walk.  Bill and Abbie had prayed with 
success on the eye problem.  The man was 
seeing correctly and his eyes were back to normal.  
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However, he still couldn't walk.  He was very 
grateful that his eye condition was healed, and his 
helpers took him back to his seat.  We continued 
praying for many other people and witnessed 
many being healed of various conditions.   

 
A miracle of God was about to happen.  We 

had left the man who couldn't walk to pray for 
others, and after about ten minutes, he summoned  
us to pray for him again.  He said the Lord had told 
him that if all four us (Bill, Abbie, Paul, the host 
pastor, and I) would all pray together for his 
healing, the Lord would finish healing him.   

 
Now at this point, you're probably asking 

yourself, why God would need all four of us to pray 
for this man's healing.  Where does it say in 
scripture this is the way it's to be done?  It doesn't, 
so I'll save you a bunch of Bible study that won't 
produce the results you're looking for.  However, I 
can tell you this.  Jesus didn't ever heal the same 
way each time He healed someone.  Some He just 
spoke to, some he laid hand on, some he told to 
go and wash with water, once He put mud in a 
man's eyes.  Are you getting the point?  When we 
do what we are told to do by the Holy Spirit, it 
always works just the way He says it will.  Jesus 
said, "I only do what the Father tells me to do." 
Who are we to question how the Holy Spirit wants 
to bring glory to God?  We are to obey.   

 
Some of you will even question this entire 

experience and wonder if it's even true.  To you I 
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would say something my brother Jon likes to say.  
"Your belief is not required for this to be true."  The 
man that was born blind and then healed by Jesus 
was taken before the religious leaders of day and 
questioned.  John 9: 13-25 describes the 
conversation the healed man had with the 
Pharisees.  It ends with the healed man saying, 
(vs.  25) "He therefore answered, 'Whether He is a 
sinner, I do not know; one thing I do know, that, 
whereas I was blind, now I see'."   

 
In the case of the lame young man who 

was in our service that night, this is what 
happened.  As all four of us gathered around the 
young man and laid hands on him, we all began to 
pray in the Spirit.  After a few moments, Abbie said 
with a firm loud voice, "Stand up and walk in the 
name of Jesus!"  Abbie took the man by his hand, 
and he stood to his feet.  She again said, "Walk!"  
He started to walk with the aid of Abbie's hand 
steadying him as she followed along with him.  
The shuffling gait soon turned into fast walking as 
Abbie let him go on his own.  Within minutes he 
was running around the tent praising God.  We 
had witnessed a miracle.   

 
If these kinds of stories are hard to believe, 

especially coming from an average guy who is not 
a famous evangelist or healer, then I would say 
this to you.  The evidence is in the fruit of our 
ministry.  The whole point here is that God is not 
looking for famous or super educated or intelligent 
people to carry out His work.  He is looking for 
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someone just like you, who would be willing to 
simply do what He says to do.  Just like the man in 
the Bible who was born blind said, "I once was 
blind and now I see", now this young man from 
Africa can say "Before I came to this service I 
could not walk now I can."  

 
All of the things I have been describing 

concerning our ministry trip to Africa are to help 
you to see that God is trying to raise up the church 
to carry out the work of the Kingdom.  All of these 
testimonies of healing are an expression of the 
Father's love for His children.   

 
 It's time for the church to take the full 

message of the gospel of Jesus Christ to the 
church and market place.  The full message 
includes salvation, healing and deliverance.  It is 
the desire and the command of our Father to offer 
the whole package deal.   

 
After our return from Africa, it was life as 

usual with one exception.  I was determined to not 
let what I had learned about the real love of the 
Father, diminish with the religious mindset of many 
churches in America.  Being able to actually see 
Father in action in touching the lives of His people 
was something that I wanted to see continue on in 
our state side conferences.   

 
By this time in the ministry, I had the good 

pleasure of recruiting Mark Weismantel to work 
with me in the conferences.  Mark had a very 
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close encounter with heavenly Father that 
completely changed his life forever.  As I 
witnessed the changes in Mark's life, I knew he 
was ripe to begin to give away what he had 
received.  I asked Mark to join me in working the 
prayer lines in our conferences and also to share 
his testimony.  He was a bit reluctant and felt 
unqualified to think of himself as one who could 
give away what the Father had given him.  This 
quickly passed as he began sharing his testimony 
and praying with folks in the prayer lines.   

 
On one occasion, we were doing a 

conference in South Dakota at a large church and 
I recruited the help of Abbie and her husband Bill.  
Because praying for physical healing was now a 
natural part of our prayer time, the extra help from 
the kids was great.  However, because this was 
one of Mark's first conferences, he was not 
comfortable in praying for physical needs.  He was 
very comfortable in praying for Father Issues that 
dealt with inner healing, but he didn't feel he had 
the faith to pray for physical healing.  On the 
second night of the conference, Bill and Abbie 
were unable to come, leaving Mark and me to do 
the praying.   

 
 One of the first persons that came up for 

prayer in Mark's line was an elderly woman, 
perhaps in her seventies.  She had arthritis in her 
shoulder that didn't allow her to lift her arm above 
her shoulder.  She'd suffered from the condition for 
many years.  When she asked Mark to pray for her 
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healing, Mark did what any of us more mature 
Christians would do.  Panic!!  He asked her if she 
was sure she didn't have any Father Heart issues 
he could pray for and she said, "No I'm OK in that 
area, I just need healing in my shoulder."  

 
Actually Mark did what all of us are 

supposed to do. He said, "Help, Holy Spirit, I can't 
do this, I need You to do this."  This was followed 
by a simple prayer of "Daddy, please fix your little 
daughter." With in a few moments, the lady 
remarked that she felt warm all over.  Mark said "I 
think that's a good sign."  In just a few more 
minutes, she began to lift her arm and was able to 
raise it completely above her head with no pain or 
restrictions.   

 
 She and Mark and all of those watching 

witnessed the love of the Father in action as she 
was healed.  Marks faith, my faith and the faith of 
all that heard the lady's testimony increased.  
Mark's faith increased so much that night that I 
teased him on the way home by saying, "If we 
happen to find a dead man lying on the side of the 
road, we could probably stop and have you pray 
so that he is raised from the dead."   

 
Our faith is increased when we experience 

what we say we believe.  Experience has always 
been part of the equation in growing our faith.  
Experience should never replace or be elevated 
above scripture but is designed to work with 
scriptural truth.  When people only possess a 
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spiritual experience but not the word of God, they 
end up off base and real flaky.  If all they have is 
the word of God and no experience, they end up in 
the same crowd as the religious legalist.  The 
balance is to have both.  That balance comes by 
our being able to experience God's word and our 
ability to hear from the Holy Spirit.   

That's why experiencing and sharing the 
testimony of God's goodness and love is so 
powerful.  When God is glorified for His acts of 
love and mercy, He draws all men to himself.  Not 
only did this lady in this conference experience the 
love of God in her physical healing, but perhaps 
even some unsaved people witnessing it got to 
see the love of God intervene in the everyday 
affairs of life.  That's what God is trying to get us to 
see.  God is trying to get the body of Christ to get 
involved in giving away His love.  That happens 
most effectively when we personally experience 
His love for us which in turn makes it natural for us 
to give it away.  This entire concept of the Father's 
love is to receive it and then give it away.   

 
In the spring of 2008 we were doing a 

conference in Pennsylvania.  This was in a 
Methodist church with an on-fire pastor who 
believes in the supernatural ministry of Holy Spirit.  
A young man in his twenties came up for prayer 
on the last night.  I had ministered to him the 
previous night, but he wanted more.  His request 
this time would stretch and test my faith.  His 
eyesight was starting to weaken a bit and he 
needed to get glasses.   
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He reminded me of the testimonies I had 

shared from my trip to Brazil and all of the people 
with eye problems that were healed.  I flat out told 
him I didn't really think I had the faith to pray for 
his eyes to be healed.  I said "Why don't you just 
get some glasses?"  He said "I don't want to wear 
glasses. I want you to pray for my eyes."  I agreed, 
but still with little faith on my part, however.  I did 
have one thing going for me.  I still felt great 
compassion for this young man, and compassion 
is often the catalyst that opens the door for God to 
do what He already wants to do and that is to heal 
someone for His glory.  In this case, it was 
probably the faith of this young man that 
contributed the most to his healing.   

 
I prayed, and then sent him back to the 

back of the church.  Now understand, this was 
probably a hundred-year-old church, so it was long 
and narrow.  I would guess it was at least 150 ft 
long.  This young man always sat in the last pew 
and from there he could not read the words on the 
overhead screen for worship.  He was asked to go 
back to his seat for the test of whether or not his 
eye condition was healed.  While the man made 
his trip to the back of the church, I simply said to 
God, "Father, please heal his eyes so his will know 
how much you love him." 

When he sat down and looked at the 
worship screen, I could see him mouth the words, 
"Oh my God!"  He rubbed his eyes a couple of 
times and looked up again and said, "Oh my God!"  
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As he made his way back to the front of the 
church, I could see tears coming down his cheeks. 
They were flowing down mine also.  When he 
reached the front, we embraced as I whispered 
into his ear, "Father loves you, and you just 
experienced His love by the healing of your eyes."      

 
In November of 2008, we were in Germany 

doing several Father Heart Conferences.  I want to 
share one final story with you on the love of the 
Father as he invaded the life of a ten year old boy 
from Germany.   

 
We were between conferences and staying 

with our good friend Annette Grass.  She had 
invited about twenty people to come to her home 
so we could share some testimonies on the love of 
the Father.  One of the men that attended also 
brought his ten-year-old son.  We were asked if 
we would consider praying for this young man 
because of a serious problem he was having.  Let 
me give you some background about this young 
man I'll call Jim (not his real name).   

 
He was brought into this world by parents 

that didn't want him.  They had contact with drugs, 
were into heavy metal music, and were very 
physically abusive.  At the age of three month he 
was taken out of his home because of physical 
abuse.  His adoptive parents told us that by the 
time he was rescued from his natural parents, they 
had broken many bones in his little body.  When 
baby Jim would cry, obviously from pain, his 
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parents would turn the heavy metal music up very 
loud so they didn't have to listen to him crying.   

 
By the time he was rescued and adopted, 

he could no longer cry.  He was cried out.  His 
adopted parents were not even able to hold him 
while he was being fed because he could not 
stand being touched by anyone.  It was almost a 
year before little Jim felt safe enough to be held.  I 
can't even comprehend this level of abuse.   

 
Jim was now ten years old.  Although he 

had received Christ as his savior and was being 
raised by committed Christian parents, his life was 
devoid of emotion of any kind except anger.  He 
would often go into fits of rage and tell his parents 
that he wanted to die.  His adoptive parents were 
at their wits end because he was disrupting the 
home life for everyone which included four other 
adopted children.  They didn't know what to do 
anymore.  He had been prayed for many times by 
church people, gone to all kinds of medical and 
psychiatric doctors and no one was able to help.   

 
His father brought him to this little house 

meeting hoping to find some help for Jim.  My wife 
Deb, myself, Annette and Charleen took Jim and 
his father into a private room for prayer.  We 
asked Jim how he felt emotionally most of the 
time.  He said that he wished he could die.  He felt 
worthless and unloved. (He was very much loved 
by his parents, but he was unable to receive it). He 
could see no point in going on with life.  He agreed 
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to let us pray for him.  We began seeking the 
counsel of the Holy Spirit, for we obviously didn't 
know what to do.  After a short session of prayer, 
Deb received instructions from the Lord that we 
were to break off some curses in his life.  We 
asked the Holy Spirit for the specific curses to be 
revealed to us, and one by one we renounced 
them and broke them off from his life.  Then Deb 
had a word from God that she was to stand in for 
Jim's natural mother and ask if Jim would forgive  
his mother for what had been done to him.  This 
word was confirmed by Charleen who received the 
same thing from the Lord but knew she was to 
wait because God wanted to use Deb in this 
particular case.  Deb began to weep as she gently 
and quietly began asking Jim if he would please 
forgive her (Jim's mother) for all the horrible things 
she had done to him.  Young Jim did not hesitate 
in answering that he did forgive her.  Deb then 
hugged Jim as she continued to weep for this 
hurting young man.   

 
We ended the session without having the 

outward expression we were expecting from Jim, 
but what would follow ended up as a huge praise 
report.  Jim sat next to his father during the Bible 
study we were having with the folks that came.  
During this time (about an hour), young Jim gently 
stroked his father's leg.  This was one of the first 
times Jim had ever shown any kind of emotion in 
this way.  On the way home, Jim told his father 
that he had the impression that a huge wall had 
been broken down from around his heart.  His 
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father was amazed and knew at once that this wall 
had been the obstacle which had hindered their 
love from getting through to Jim's heart. 

    
He had never shown any outward display of 

affection or emotion before this time.  We knew we 
had the breakthrough we were looking for.  
Several weeks after our return from Germany, we 
received an e-mail from Annette in regards to Jim.  
His parents had taken him to a psychiatrist for an 
evaluation of his new healed condition.  The 
psychiatrist was dumbfounded at Jim's recovery.  
The doctor gave young Jim a clean bill of health.  
He could hardly believe what he was seeing.  He 
was so impressed he asked Jim to relate to him all 
the details of the praying that went on because he 
wanted to know how this healing happened.   

 
Jim was also in Annette's class in school 

(she was an English teacher in a Christian 
School).  Annette said his demeanor, attitude and 
behavior was completely changed for the good.  
Father loved and healed this young man's heart 
from the emotional and physical tragedy and set 
him free.   

 
 Yet another example of how the love of the 

Father through His son Jesus can heal the broken 
hearted.  He's looking for someone like you to be a 
carrier of His love.   

 
If you're wondering what all this has to do 

with the title of this chapter "Fulfilled Prophecy," 
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here are some of the words I received from my 
friend Pat Holloran, the Seer.  In my first session 
of doing personal ministry with Pat, he said, "You 
will call out people from the audience with a word 
of knowledge on a particular illness, and they will 
be healed.  You will minister to ministers.  You will 
travel across the ocean to faraway lands to share 
the love of God."  You will write four books 
teaching people what God has given to you.  This 
is but a sampling of the many words I have 
received over the years, but here is the amazing 
fact: I received these words before I even knew 
what a word of knowledge really was.  The most I 
had ever done in ministry before this was to teach 
adult Sunday school.  I had never prayed for 
anyone and seen them healed in my life before 
this.  As far as writing books, I can hardly spell my 
name, let alone write a book.   

 
I thought Pat was out of his mind.  I thought 

he must have been on drugs or something (he 
wasn't).  Who would talk this crazy?  There was no 
way these things could come true.  How could 
they? I was just an average guy who was in love 
with the Lord.  But somehow in my heart, I knew 
this guy seemed credible to me, and I sensed in 
my spirit that maybe God could use little old me.   

 
 Most of what has been prophesied to me 

has come to pass.  Some has not.  Even so, I still 
find it hard to believe many of these words can 
actually happen to some average guy like me.  
Why is this so hard for many of us to believe?  
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Simply because most average people don't expect 
God to use them in supernatural or extraordinary 
ways.  Many Christians have the misconception 
that only ministers and ministry superstars are 
chosen by God to do His work.  God has often 
chosen what the world would define as weak to 
show His strength.  Read in Scripture about the 
lives of Gideon, David, Peter, and many others.  
You will find a common thread running throughout 
the lives of these average men that accomplished 
extraordinary feats for and through God.  They all 
realized their own weaknesses and recognized the 
strengths of God as they stepped out in faith, 
knowing that God would come through where 
human strengths could not.   

 
  When we start looking at ourselves 

through the eyes of Father, we begin to see what 
He wants us to become rather than look at what 
we think we are.  In order to start this process of 
looking at ourselves through His eyes, we need to 
receive a greater revelation of His love.  That only 
comes through a greater revelation of Christ 
because He is the one that reveals the Father.  
When we come to realize how much He loves us 
from our hearts and not our heads, we enter into a 
level of relationship beyond anything we have 
previously known or experienced.   
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Chapter Sixteen 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Bringing it all Together 
 
 
After reading this book, hopefully, some of 

you are on the road to discovering more about 
your heavenly Father.  Some of you are perhaps 
still scratching your heads, wondering what to do 
next in your search.  Some of you have tried 
seeking greater revelation and understanding of 
the Father but came up short of your expectations 
and needs.  Others among you are asking yourself 
why you need to know the Father at a deeper level 
than you currently do.  All of these are great 
questions.  I'll attempt to answer them based on 
my personal encounters and my experience of 
having seen many others come to this revelation.   
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 First of all, understand that all of you can 
receive a greater depth of revelation from Father 
than you currently have.  There is no end to 
finding greater revelation of God.  No one has 
arrived and can say "I truly know all there is to 
know about God."  Secondly, He wants to be 
found by you, and His desire to be found is greater 
than your desire to find him.  He will go out of His 
way to set up situations and conditions in your life 
which will lead you to discover more of Him.  Start 
looking for the ways He is trying to get your 
attention.  You have already made a good start by 
just reading this kind of book.  There are several 
other fantastic books on the Father, so explore 
them also.   

 
 So far you have read the accounts of my 

journey in finding my heavenly Father.  Your 
journey will be different in some ways and very 
similar in others.  One common factor seems to be 
that our view of the Heavenly Father very closely 
lines up with our view of our earthly fathers.  If you 
had a great dad, then finding the heavenly Father 
has probably been a natural and positive process 
for your Christian walk.   

 
 If you fall into the category of many 

Christians today, your relationship with your 
natural father was challenging, difficult and maybe 
hurtful.  Absent fathers, busy fathers, emotionally 
detached fathers, and abusive fathers dominate in 
our society which has become fatherless both in 
the natural and in the spiritual.  Even the very best 
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natural fathers are still lacking in comparison to 
what our Heavenly Father can offer us.   

 
What is the answer to the question: how do 

I fill this void within?  Finding the heavenly Father.  
Now that you know that the challenge is figuring 
out how to do it?   

 
Getting closer to our Heavenly Father deals 

with positioning and receiving.  These seem like 
two very simple words or actions to take, but some 
spend a lifetime trying to accomplish them.  Let's 
begin by trying to separate them to explain each 
one separately and then bring them together.   

 
What does it mean to position yourself for a 

greater revelation of the Father?  It means we 
must position ourselves in a way that is different 
than what we have been doing.  Just wanting a 
greater revelation rarely seems to produce 
anything more than frustration.  People often say, 
"Why do I have to go some place special or do 
something special to find God?  Can't He find me 
right where I'm at?"  

 
He can if you'll let him, but that technique 

doesn't seem to work for most people.  If you have 
tried that and have come up short, then perhaps 
you should be open to trying something else.   

 
One very famous definition for insanity is 

"Doing what you have always done but expecting 
different results."  If what you're doing isn't 
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working, then try something different.  Don't get 
hung up on the misconception that God has to 
show up according to your agenda and belief 
structure or else your experience isn't real or isn't 
from God.  There are many things of God that are 
outside of current paradigms.  That doesn't mean 
they're not real.  It more than likely means you 
have never experienced it.  To put it in its simplest 
form, go where God is moving.  Once you find 
Him, you'll find He has been with you all the time, 
but you have not been able to receive Him as He 
is.  For those of you that would argue that 
positioning is not necessary for this to happen, I 
would challenge you with this analogy.   

 
Are you married, or are you planning to get 

married?  If you're married, think back to when you 
were dating.  You took time out of your schedule, 
planned an event, probably shelled out some 
money, picked up your date and spent time 
together.  If you continued dating for any length of 
time and found yourself becoming attracted to this 
person, then the unexplainable probably 
happened.  You fell in love.  You see if you went 
through this entire process of dating to fall in love 
with the one you married, then you do believe in 
positioning.  Dating is positioning.   

 
What do we do on dates?  Spend time 

together, talk, eat together, hold hands, and get to 
know each other.  Then we repeat the process.  I 
don't know anyone that just sat at home and 
waited for someone to show up on her front porch 
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and propose.  The things we do in a proper dating 
process are like a foreshadowing of our 
relationship with Jesus.  We do many of the same 
things only in a spiritual sense.  The end result is 
the same; we fall in love with our Savior.  When 
that happens, He introduces us to the Father.  
There is a positioning that needs to happen in 
order for us for us to let Jesus reveal the Father to 
us.  There are a variety of ways that can happen.  
Here are a few. 

 
There is nothing wrong with attending 

meetings or conferences to get what I call a jump-
start on the process.  What's a jump-start?  In the 
natural, it's someone hooking up jumper cables 
from their car to yours to get yours started.  Once 
yours is started, you will need to find out if your 
battery is bad or if the alternator is bad.  If you 
don't find the problem, you will always need 
someone to give you a jump start.  In the spiritual 
realm, it's experiencing a taste of God, or a 
sampling, if you prefer that term, of God's love in a 
way you have never experienced before.  If you 
get a taste of God at a conference and then find 
yourself running from conference to conference to 
continually have another experience, then you 
have missed the point of the jump-start.  The point 
of the jump-start is to give you a sampling of 
Father's love so you will pursue him.  
Conferences, meetings, books, tapes, and CD's 
are ways to position yourself for an encounter with 
the living God, so He can invade your life at a 
deeper level.  Once you have found the Father, 
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the positioning changes from striving from a sense 
of duty to wanting to do these same things out of a 
love affair with God.  A similar change occurs 
when we move from a dating position to marriage.  
We date for positioning; we marry for love.   

 
After we are married for a while, we have 

the tendency to take each other for granted.  
Why?  Because we stopped doing the thing that 
caused us to be in love in the first place.  If men 
would treat their wives the same after they are 
married as they did before they were married, we 
would have more happy marriages.   

  
Now compare this example to those that 

have an encounter with Father.  They have a life 
changing experience but then stop talking to him 
or spending time with him.  This usually never 
happens all at once, but it's a gradual thing that 
occurs because of the busyness of life.  I don't 
think anyone chooses to fall out of love with their 
spouse or God.  One of the reasons love grows 
cold is because we allow it to happen, and usually 
unknowingly.  What should we do when we 
discover that we have fallen into a problem with 
our spouse or our relationship with God?  We 
must deal with it.  Part of this maintenance 
process always involves spending time together 
and refocusing our lives on the one we love.   

 
Counselors will tell you that many of the 

problems in a relationship stem from our inability 
to communicate with each other.  That is probably 
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a fairly true statement.  What does it mean when 
they say "our inability to communicate?"  I think it's 
mostly a problem of time.  When we don't spend 
time with our spouses or God, we have a 
breakdown in the relationship.  It's not so much 
that we necessarily have a problem 
communicating; it's more a problem of choosing to 
spend time with someone.  Then you say, "I don't 
feel like spending time with them anymore.  I think 
I'm falling out of love." 

 
What did you do to fall in love?  You 

purposed in your heart, took time out of your 
schedule to spend time with someone.   

 
What comes first the chicken or the egg?  

In the situation we are talking about right now the 
answer is yes!  Sometimes the chicken comes 
first, and sometimes it's the egg.  Sometimes 
people fall in love at first sight.  Most of the time 
people fall in love because they spend time 
together and want to be together.  No matter 
which way it happens, to sustain any relationship 
beyond its conception, couples must spend time 
together. 

 
We have a store where I live that gives out 

samplings of their food for you to try as you shop 
in the store.  The purpose of the sample is to 
entice you to purchase the product if you like it.  If 
all you do is show up at the store for the sampling 
and that's your main meal for the day, you will lose 
weight fast.  It's not a meal program, it's a 
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sampling.  Likewise the positioning choices I have 
just referred to are not spiritual meal plans they 
are samplings.   

 
 Placing yourself in situations or conditions 

that are known to be catalysts to the so-called 
"open heavens", also referred to as a place where 
the atmosphere of God is very thick, is a good 
technique to start the sampling process.  Try going 
to conferences, seminars, and prayer meetings, 
etcetera that are known to offer an atmosphere 
where God is moving.  You must find meetings 
that offer a great time of worship and will generally 
create a wonderful atmosphere where God loves 
to move on the hearts of men.   

 
On a more personal level, positioning can 

be as simple as establishing a prayer and 
devotional life.  If we are talking to God (praying) 
and reading His word (love letters to His people), 
we are placing ourselves in a position where God 
will change our hearts and help us to fall more in 
love with him.  As we have stated before, praying, 
reading, and discipline are not the things that 
change us or cause us to fall in love; they are 
some of the things that position us.  Once we have 
fallen in love, the dynamics change so that we no 
longer have to strive to position ourselves but do 
so from a passionate desire to be involved with 
whatever God is doing.   

 
The receiving part of this equation is a bit 

more complicated.  It shouldn't be, but it is.  Part of 



168 
 

the reason for this is that the culture we live 
believes to receive something you must first 
contribute something.  In the natural, this is true.  If 
you work, you receive recompense in the form of a 
paycheck.  However, when we carry this mentality 
over into the spiritual realm as far as receiving 
love or approval from God, we get ourselves into 
trouble.  It's hard for our minds to receive in the 
spiritual realm when we are so used to performing 
tasks before receiving in the natural. This is an 
Interesting dilemma.  How do we overcome this?   

 
First of all, it helps just to know that it's a 

problem that almost everyone experiences.  It also 
helps to realize that we cannot strive to receive a 
greater revelation of God's love.  These last two 
statements obviously deal with our intellect.  The 
only solution that we have been able to come up 
with is to engage in a continuous stream of 
positioning in our lives.  Is there a striving to 
maintain positioning?  Yes.  But we must 
constantly remind ourselves that it's not the 
striving that helps us experience the love of God 
which changes our lives. It is God himself.   

 
It's perfectly fine for us to approach God 

with the question of why we haven't experienced 
Him in a greater way than we have.  It's also fine 
to question God on why it's taking so long for other 
people to experience Him in a greater way.  Why 
does it take longer for some than others?  Good 
question.  Why does it take some children longer 
to learn to keep their balance for riding a bike than 
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others?  If they have no physical impairment that 
prevents them from learning to keep their balance, 
we just don't know why it takes some longer.   

 
This we do know.  Most children, who keep 

trying to learn to ride a bike, eventually can.  There 
comes that time when it just happens.  Suddenly, 
they have learned to keep their balance.  No one 
can really put their finger on just how or why or 
when it will take place; it just does.  Once it 
happens, it doesn't usually take long for one to 
become very proficient at pedaling the bike down 
the street.  For those few that give up before they 
learn, many convince themselves that there is 
something wrong with them.  In most cases, the 
fact is they probably just gave up too early.   

 
Trying to explain the love of the Father can 

be as difficult as trying to explain to someone how 
to keep their balance on a bicycle.  There is only 
so much you can explain intellectually, and then 
the rest has to be experienced.  This is an 
especially hard pill to swallow for those that are 
gifted intellectually.  The gift of being an 
intellectual often is the very cause for their trouble 
experiencing God.  One of their God-given 
strengths becomes their greatest weakness.   

  
They are used to figuring everything out 

first, and then the experience follows if they 
choose to have an experience.  Very often those 
that are gifted intellectually are satisfied with 
having knowledge and never seek for experience 
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beyond that.  For them it's almost better if the 
experience comes first followed by the correct 
knowledge or theology.  Yes for some, the 
experience comes first followed by the usual 
positioning.  This begs the question then, why 
would you have to continue positioning if you have 
had the experience?  Because continued 
positioning and receiving is necessary for our 
continued love relationship to fully blossom.  The 
beautiful part of this process is that the striving we 
once did to position now becomes a passion to be 
in His presence.  Bottom line, the love of God 
must be experienced at a personal level in order 
for Him to touch and change your heart to the 
extent He wants to.   

 
 Some people really struggle with the whole 
experience thing.  Some totally reject it.  Here is 
an example of what the scripture says about this 
subject in 1st Corinthians 2: 4-5: And my message 
and my preaching were not in persuasive words of 
wisdom, but in demonstration of the Spirit and of 
power,  so that your faith would not rest on the 
wisdom of men, but on the power of God.   
 
 Did you happen to notice that Paul's 
concern here is that we demonstrate the power of 
God?  Demonstration translates into experience.  
When you are blind and then you see, that's an 
experience.  When you can't walk, like the man in 
Africa, and then you can, that's an experience.  
When God heals your broken heart and changes 
your life, that's an experience.  It's a 



171 
 

demonstration of God's power and love.  Likewise, 
when the Holy Spirit comes on you like a blanket 
of love wrapped around your very being, that's an 
experience.   
 
 What's the purpose of all these 
experiences?  Simply to draw you and me closer 
to God.  When we experience God's love at a new 
level, it causes us to hunger and thirst for 
righteousness and more of Him.  When we get 
more of Him, it becomes natural to want to give it 
away.  This entire book has been about what can 
happen to the average person when they receive 
a revelation of the Father's love and give it away.  
The giving away part involves the demonstration 
of the power of God and His love in changing 
lives.  Every story you have read in this book is an 
example of the demonstration of God's power and 
love.   
 
 What do you think the world is looking for?  
Do people want more feedback about how they 
are not lining up with the word of God or a 
demonstration of His power and love?  How would 
it change your ability to witness if you encountered 
someone in need of healing and you prayed with 
them according to a word of knowledge given to 
you by God and they were healed?  How would 
that affect the person standing next to them that 
doubts that God can really intervene in the every 
day affairs of man?  How about one standing next 
to him that's not a believer?  How do you think he 
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will react when he sees the power and love of 
God?   

I have seen and witnessed their reaction.  
Most of them want to learn more about the God 
that just demonstrated His power and love.  Most 
of them have been brow beaten with all the do's 
and do not's that the church says they have a 
problem with.  Most of them have not been shown 
the love, compassion, and power that Jesus 
showed the world when He walked the earth.  The 
unsaved world is looking for the real Jesus who is 
an exact representation of the Father.  If we are 
going to show the world the real Jesus, then what 
they'll see is going to look like the Father.  Why?  
Because that's what Jesus showed the world.  And 
He did it by demonstrating God's power and love.  
Then Jesus said, "As the Father has sent me, I 
send you."   

 
When we are willing to acknowledge that 

we are in need of a greater revelation of God's 
love, we become aware.  When we are willing to 
position ourselves and are open to receive all that 
God has for us, we are ready.  Then we, just as 
the young boy or girl trying to learn to keep their 
balance riding the bike, will find God and His love 
in a new way.  For all those that keep trying to ride 
the bike, in the natural or in the spiritual, there will 
come the time when it all comes together and then 
the real journey begins.   
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Here is a prayer that perhaps will help you 

begin this journey of experiencing a greater 
revelation of the love of our Heavenly Father.   

 
Father, in Jesus name, I come before You  

this day and ask that You to help me position 
myself in such a way that I allow you to touch and 
change my heart.  I want to experience more of 
You in my life.  I know that You live within me in 
your entirety, but I want to realize more of You and 
Your love in my life.  I want to experience a 
greater revelation of Your love and then be able to 
give it away.  I want to know experientially Your 
love in ways I have never known before.  I want to 
be so immersed in Your love that it flows from me 
like a river of living water.  I want to be able to 
show Your love to others as You flow your love 
through me.  I yield myself and my will to You this 
day in Jesus' name.  Amen.   
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Other books available from  
Sword of the Spirit Publishing include: 

 
Love Waits – two young teens try to navigate the 

maze of puberty and sexual morality.  
Homeless Like Me – a wannabe novelist pretends 

to be homeless to get material for a book but ends up getting 
much more, material for a changed life. 

Reforming the Potter's Clay – a clash of 
supernatural forces as the teenaged members of the God 
Squad face off against witchcraft. 

Angels of Interstate 29 – senior citizens decide that 
they are still useful to society and that youth do not have a 
monopoly on romantic love.  

Against the Twilight – a famous author of vampire 
novels encounters opposition from an unknown Christian 
author.  

 
Five book Masterson Family Series including:  

All the Voices of the Wind – Jeremy, a high school 
senior falls for a new girl in school. She is waging a battle 
against the teaching of evolution while his beloved father is a 
science teacher at the community college. A tug of war 
ensues for the boy's heart. 

All the Stillness of the Wind – a spiritual journey 
where Jeremy turns over every rock he can find to search for 
the truth about God and the purpose of life. 
 

 
 
  
 
 
 
 
  



 

 
  
 
 
   
 
 
 
  
  
 

 
 



 

 
 


