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Foreword

 by Patrick Johnstone
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What an unusual book! I know of
few men more courageous and valiant for Truth than Peter Hammond.
He has not been afraid to describe the extensive conflicts in Africa in the
latter part of the 20th Century as a war between tyrannical
anti-Christian ideologies and the Gospel of Christ.

This book describes Peter’s
personal involvement and that of the young mission agency he
founded, Frontline Fellowship. How often Peter and his co-workers
plunged into war-zones to deliver Bibles, literature, aid and,
above all, the Gospel to desperate populations and to persecuted
Christians. There are so many accounts of dangerous confrontations
which through prayer are turned into Gospel
opportunities!

I could so identify with
Peter’s early years in life and in ministry. I too was bullied
because of my late growth as a teenager and Irish origins. Peter faced up
to those who bullied him as an animal lover, teetotaller and not
fitting the mould of society around him. This became a pattern in
adulthood in his forthright exposure of bullies - corrupt
politicians, cruel military men, Communist and Muslim oppressors
and even church leaders who had turned away from God’s
Truth.

Peter and his team frequently
suffered persecution, beatings, imprisonment, destitution, great
hardships and vilifications. Yet through it all hundreds of thousands came to
hear the Gospel of the Lord Jesus Christ. I wonder how many of
those hearers who once opposed the Truth will be in Glory washed in
the Blood of the Lamb?

Some may question some of his
assessments of events in Southern Africa, but one cannot deny the multiple
examples of evidence given here of cruelties and atrocities
perpetrated by those who opposed God. These were gained by those
who actually witnessed them. Yet there is the sense of triumph as
much of the global Communist Empire’s advance collapsed in Europe
and Africa and great new opportunities for the Gospel began to
emerge in the 1990s.

I so identify with Peter as he
describes the events of the 1970s and 1980s. These were the years
in which I served as a missionary evangelist in Southern Africa and all
through the conflict in Rhodesia which led to the creation of
Zimbabwe – a time of sadness and violence, but also of spiritual
harvest. The time also in which I wrote the early editions of
Operation World which had such an impact on Peter and giving focus
for his emerging ministry across Africa and beyond.

As I prepared to write this,
the news came of Lenora’s Home-call. I grieve with Peter for this
loss. I also identify with him, having lost my wonderful first
wife, and helpmeet, Jill, through cancer, at a similar
age.

I commend this book to readers. May it
become a means of inspiration for others to rise up valiant for the
Truth and a means of blessing and furthering the ministry of
Frontline Fellowship.

Patrick Johnstone

Author Emeritus Operation
World

WEC International

November 2021
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Foreword


Rev Erlo Stegen
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It is both a great joy and
immense honour to write the Foreword to Frontline – Behind Enemy Lines for
Christ.
Peter met Christ in 1977, felt God’s calling on his life, put his
hand to the plough and has never looked back! From the first time I
met Peter I couldn’t help but notice that he was a man who had
purposed to serve God whatever the cost may be.

In this account Peter relates how he
went from being a bullied teenager to a young man of vision and
purpose as the Lord came into and took over his life. He completely
dedicated his life at his conversion and the Lord honoured his
commitment by leading him to draw others to Christ. His experiences
in his years of army conscription proved to be fertile ground for
mission work. From there the Lord led him to form Frontline
Fellowship and as a true missionary, he has pioneered numerous
outreaches in war-torn countries in Africa and further afield
where, through “many dangers, toils and snares,” he managed to serve and minister,
bringing hope and faith to many desperate people living in dire
circumstances.

He lives by the words of the
apostle Paul “For me to live is Christ, to die is gain.”
Philippians 1:21.
His mission and vision are to ensure that God’s Word, Christian
literature, relief aid and medicine reach the most remote areas of
the African continent and elsewhere.

As one who never hides his
light under a bushel, whether it be regarding abortion, pornography,
government shortcomings and other social issues, he mobilises young
and old to fight the good fight of Faith. Wherever possible through
his writings, books and campaigns, he fearlessly sounds the trumpet
call to Christ’s Lordship and Biblical standards over all areas of
life.

There are few modern-day
missionaries who have stood as soundly and firmly as Peter in this
time of changing winds, fashions and trends in the church today,
where it is not uncommon to see ministries bow under the pressures of the
world and its value system. In this biography, Peter clearly
denounces the fallacies and fancies of the “modern church” and
seeks to stay true to the Bible at all times.

His honest and open account of
his life is
a wake-up call to many who find themselves straying from the purity
of the Gospel and the holiness of a life totally committed to the
Lord’s work. As a faithful example, Peter stands out as an
extraordinary Christian in this day and age, where mediocracy is
sadly so often the norm.

As you read Peter’s testimony, may God stir
you from your sleep, so that when we stand before God to give an
account of our lives, we will not stand ashamed.

Rev Erlo Stegen

Founder and Director – KwaSizabantu Mission

Author — Revival Among the
Zulus

28 February 2022
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 Foreword

Col. John Eidsmoe
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“And of the children of Issachar, which were men
that had understanding of the times, to know what Israel ought to
do; the heads of them were two hundred; and all their brethren were
at their commandment.” 1 Chronicles 12:32

As David reposed in the
wilderness while pursued by Saul, men rallied to his cause in
Ziklag. As
David held commander’s call, each tribe reported the men
present.  But the men of Issachar proclaimed, “All present and
accounted for, Sir!”

The men of Issachar rallied to
David because they understood the times.  They knew the Word
of God, they knew how the Word applied to the events of the day and
they knew
that God had anointed David to be king.  And they risked their
lives by acting on that knowledge.

Peter Hammond is a true man of
Issachar.  He knows, believes and loves the Word of God and
the truths of the Word are the lodestar of his life.

I knew this from my first meeting with
Peter at a Christian Statesmen conference in Idaho.  We came
as fellow speakers.  We left with a bond of friendship. 
From his lectures and from his personal conversation, I quickly
recognized that Peter keenly understood the crisis of the Christian
world and its enemies and had committed himself 100% to the defense
of Christ and Christian civilization, as a South African soldier
fighting Marxists and as a missionary for Jesus Christ.

And not just the defense. 
Peter knows that the best defense is a good offense and he has gone
on the offensive by bringing the Word of God, the Gospel of Jesus
Christ, and Biblical principles of Law and government to nations
and peoples of all races throughout Africa and beyond.

Peter recognizes that Communism
is not just a failed economic system.  Communism is an
anti-God worldview and movement that contends for world
domination.  The implosion of the former Soviet Union is not
the end of Communism. It is not dead; it continues from China to Cuba and it
flourishes in Western universities.  Peter has experienced the
brutality of Communism firsthand from Marxist interrogators and
torturers and he has experienced the deception of so-called
Christian leaders, who delude themselves into thinking Communism
has mellowed and act, in Stalin’s words, as “useful idiots.”

My most vivid memory of Peter
Hammond is from the Reformation Conference of Christian leaders in
Wittenberg, Germany.  It was October 2017, the
500th anniversary of the Reformation and from our quaint
hostel with its narrow cobblestone streets, we could almost
envision Luther walking toward Schlosskirche Wittenberg, hammer and
95 Theses
in hand. 
Peter quickly emerged as a leader at the conference, whether
speaking on Reformation themes in our hostel, leading us to
Schlosskirche Wittenberg to view the church door on which Luther
posted the 95 Theses, sharing dinner at the inn once owned by Luther’s loyal
friend Justus Jonas, or joining us in rousing choruses of
“Ein Feste
Burg,” “A
Mighty Fortress Is Our God,” beside the Luther Monument in Wittenberg’s town
square.  Throughout that memorable week, our friendship
deepened into the bond of two soldiers who give their lives to a
holy cause.

From my portrayal of Peter Hammond as a
hardened warrior who has fought the Communists physically and who
has relentlessly battled them ideologically, one might think he is
a harsh and pitiless man.  But he is not.  Peter is
friendly, kind, and a warm friend.  He finds his greatest joy
in leading people of all races to Christ and his heart is filled
with admiration when he embraces compatriots who confess their
faith in Christ even when living under Communist persecution. 
I would be hard-pressed to name anyone in all Africa who has done
as much and on such a bare-bones budget, to lead people to Christ
and to lay the foundations for the building of free, just, and
righteous nations.

When you read Peter’s
first-hand account of the squalor and the sadistic brutality
of Communist
leaders, you will realize how blessed you are to live in a free
nation in which you enjoy the God-given liberty to follow your
Faith without fear.  When we chafe at restrictions on our
liberty such as not being allowed to pray in public, reading of
those who daily risk death for expressing their faith in Jesus
Christ helps us to see how minor are the restrictions we endure on
our religious liberty.

But Peter’s account should also
embolden us to stand firm for our Faith and to resist even the
smallest
threat to our religious liberty.  As President Ronald Reagan
warned us,

“Freedom is a fragile thing and it’s never more than one
generation away from extinction. It is not ours by way of
inheritance; it must be fought for and defended constantly by each
generation, for it comes only once to a people.  And those in
world history who have known freedom and then lost it have never
known it again.”

As we read of Peter Hammond’s
steadfast faith and courage under torture and threat of death, we
may ask ourselves, “Would I have the courage to stand firm for my
faith?”  We could answer, “I hope so.”  But our answer should be,
“By the grace of
God, Yes!”  For it is He and He alone, Who gives us strength and
courage to stand firm in peril, and to rejoice in victory or defeat
in Jesus Name.

Knowing this, we can be, with Peter Hammond,
true men and women of Issachar.

If I were alone fighting the
forces of darkness, and I were told I could have one man and one
man alone fighting by my side, I’d want that man to be
Peter
Hammond.

John A. Eidsmoe

Chaplain (Colonel Ret), Mississippi State Guard

Lt. Colonel, US Air Force (Ret)

Senior Counsel, Foundation for Moral Law

Professor of Constitutional Law,

Oak Brook College of Law & Government Policy

Pastor, Association of Free Lutheran
Congregations

Author of:

Historical and Theological Foundations of
Law
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Introduction


by Gerhard Nehls
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When we think of Mission we
rightly think of servants of our Lord Jesus, driven by His
love and a passion
to make Him known among those who do not yet know Him at all, or
not enough.

In essence the Message of the
Gospel never changed, from the time when the first disciples made their
contemporaries aware of how Holy and Righteous the Creator of the
Universe is and just how contrary our human thoughts and actions
are. That this spells doom to man needs little
imagination.

But because
God is also
full of compassion, kindness and love, nobody needs to remain in
eternal regret and hopelessness. To reconcile those who had
consciously, or unconsciously, contradicted His perfect harmony and
order, God chose to rescue mankind from the hellish consequences of
their rebellion against Him. In His Love He chose to bear the
consequences of our actions and thoughts Himself.
He
came to this fallen
world in Jesus Christ to suffer the punishment that
we
deserve. In our
stead He was executed, nailed to a rough, wooden Cross and left to
die. The eternal God had chosen to appear as a human on our
earth, to bear the just retribution for our sin and guilt once for
all – and that for all who seek to be saved from it and to be
reconciled to Him and to live eternally with Him in His
unimaginable presence and love.

That is the Gospel, the Good
News, that God wants everyone to know about, and to be aware of.
That is the ‘Missio Dei’ the Mission of God that Jesus commanded to be
communicated throughout the entire world to all people.

Of the 12 Apostles eleven were killed for
doing just that, as were many others over the Centuries.

When, after a relapse, Mission
was revitalized from the 18th Century onward, missionaries travelled over land
and sea, to share the love of Jesus. They went through deserts and
jungles, faced enmity, force, fever, sickness, and rejection. They
faced untold difficulties and hardships, often sacrificing much of
their ‘private life’. But they also had the ultimate joy of seeing
people renewed in soul and spirit, filled with unspeakable
gratitude to their Saviour and also to the messengers who came to
tell them of their opportunity to be reconciled with the eternal
God!

Now meet one of them: Peter is
one of those whose life is Mission for Jesus. When I first met him, we
immediately ‘clicked’. We had a somewhat similar background,
without a ‘religious’ past, having experienced combat in war, and a
total conversion leading to a life in Christ with little sense for
compromise.

In Acts 13:22, we are
told that
“God testified: ‘I
have found David … a man after my own heart; he will do everything
I want him to do.’” I could think of few Christians to whom this assessment
would fit in our time better than Peter. Maybe we will one day be
able to read the same words about him in ‘Acts chapter
2021’?

And here we can read his story
from the very source, the one whose dedication, even in the most
daring and contrary circumstances, knew no compromise. I am proud,
as a fellow missionary, to be able to introduce to you Peter, also
“a man after God’s
own heart.”

Gerhard Nehls

Founder of Life Challenge Africa

Author of:

The Great Commission, You and the Muslims

Islam: As It Sees Itself – As Others See It – As It Is

The Islamic-Christian Controversy

A Practical and Tactical Approach to Muslim Evangelism

October 2021
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Chapter
1

 GROWING UP in RHODESIA

Seize the Day!

Even before I was converted, I
had determined not to reach the end of my life and look back in
regret at what I could have done, should have done, might have
done, would have done, but did not do! Growing up in Rhodesia I
heard many older people talking about what they would have done, could have
done, should have done, were going to do, but never did! The
conviction grew within me that it is far better to live life to the
fullest than just to talk about it, or watch others pretend to live
it on the screen. As the Latin phrase declared: “Carpe Diem!”
Seize the
day!

School Outings in a Country at War

For a young boy it was most
exciting to be brought up in a country at war. When we travelled on
the dirt roads and strip roads (many of the national routes
consisted of
two thin strips of tar) many of the rural areas were endangered by
landmines. In numerous parts of Rhodesia travellers were required
to drive in convoy with military and police escorts. On school
outings in these areas some of the school teachers carried machine
guns.

Bookworm

What I learned to love from my
earliest years were books and animals. My parents taught me to love
reading. We had many books in my home and visits to the library
were a weekly outing. My Mother taught me to read before I
went to school. A
man can never have too many books, or cats!
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Dingaka

When I was five years old, my
Father came home with a young lion cub. The way I remember it,
Juliet Prowse, the star who had been involved in the film
Dingaka,
handed the lioness
to the hotel manager, my Dad, before flying overseas. My Father,
knowing my love for animals and particularly lions, came home with
this cute cub whom I named Vivian. This event made a tremendous
impact upon me. To this day I am convinced that lions make the very
best pets and friends. They are magnificent creatures. Lions are
extremely affectionate. Living in large families called prides,
they are the most gregarious of cats. Once I was accepted as part
of Vivian’s pride, we were inseparable, best friends.

Living with a Lion

I can still remember my
amazement at how loudly Vivian purred. It sounded like a motorbike
engine. Her whole body vibrated and the bed seemed to shake when
she expressed her contentment. Of course, lions are incredibly
brave and very strong. Rolling around, wrestling and romping with a lion
is exhilarating. When she ambushed me, pouncing, I would be knocked
to the ground, even when she was only a cub.
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A Heart-breaking Separation

However, unfortunately, as
Vivian continued to grow, the neighbours became nervous. Perhaps they were
afraid that Vivian would have their poodle for breakfast. I was
most distraught when Vivian had to be taken to Johannesburg Zoo.
The people there were most understanding and gave me a guided tour
of the new lion enclosure which included a moat, waterfall, rocks
and trees. They assured me that Vivian would not be behind bars for
long. I would have visiting rights.

Vivian and Malcolm

Before the lion enclosure was
completed, I was regularly allowed to go and play with
Vivian and a
young leopard, Malcolm, who they were (unsuccessfully) trying to
pair her off with. Vivian knew the difference between a lion and a
leopard and was not interested. Poor Malcolm, every time he tried
to get too friendly, he was rewarded with a tremendous smack across
his face by a lion paw and went flying. On one of the occasions
when I was visiting Vivian at the Johannesburg Zoo, I heard a
little boy shouting out: “Mommy! Mommy! The lion’s eating a little
boy!” Actually, she was only licking me.

Exploring

I loved growing up in Rhodesia.
There were so many wild animals around, on the farms, on the game
reserves and even just outside of town. On Saturdays I would go to
Centenary Park and feed the kudu buck. Some Saturdays I remember
walking out of town to the Khami Ruins. When I checked the map recently, I
was surprised to note that it was 20 km out of Bulawayo. My parents
did not seem concerned about me wandering around and exploring,
even outside of Bulawayo, on my own. I remember seeing warthogs,
kudu, giraffe and other wildlife not far from the city during these
adventures on my own on foot.

A Safe Society in the Midst of War

Despite Rhodesia being a
country at war at the time, crime was very low and most of our
homes remained unlocked all the time. At that stage we never had burglar bars,
security gates, alarms, or any of the other security apparatus now
considered essential. In fact, many people never even took the keys
out of the ignition of their car, even when parked downtown on
Saturday morning. An armed society is a polite society.

Reclusive

I was very much a loner and a
bookworm, going through school without making any particular
close friends, at least not amongst people. My best friends were
my cats, Tim, Tiger, Mink and Prince and the lioness,
Vivian.

Avid Reader

I enjoyed reading and had long
since left behind children’s book such as The Famous Five, The Secret Seven and other Enid Blyton books,
the Animal
Adventures and Biggles series, before leaving primary school. By the age of 12, I
was a member of the adult section of the Bulawayo Library, reading
novels by Agatha Christi, Arthur Hailey and Alister McLean and
history books by A.J.P. Taylor. On a number of occasions, the
librarian looked at me quite severely and reminded me that these
books were meant to be read. “Yes, Ma’am,” I replied. “I do read them.” “All of them?” she challenged me.
“Yes,
Ma’am.” I
replied. She seemed skeptical that I could read four big history
books in a week. But I did. Unlike my older brother, Derek, who was
a people person, popular, endlessly surrounded by friends and
rushing off to a never-ending series of social engagements, I was
the quiet, introverted, bookworm, who was normally found reading a
book, or doing homework, surrounded by my cats.
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Born Free

Early on, my Mother taught me a
love for reading and for animals, particularly cats. I remember
being taken to see a premier screening of Born Free and meeting Joy Adamson, who signed a
copy of her book for us. This and other books by Joy Adamson became
some of my most prized possessions. I dreamed of becoming a game
ranger, protecting animals and hunting down poachers. Major
highlights in my childhood were going to the great game reserves,
such as Kruger National Park in South Africa, Etosha Pan in South
West Africa and Wankie in Rhodesia.
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Bush Survival Course

At 12-years old, when I was in
Standard 5 (Grade 7), my school, Milton Junior, sent me on
my first
Bush Survival Course to Mushendyke in a game reserve near Lake
Kyle. I thoroughly enjoyed the bush tracking and survival training
with game rangers. We were taught how to abseil off rocks, how to
handle wild animals and how to survive in the bundu (wilderness).
This involved handling snakes and kudu, climbing over huge rocks,
going exploring in the dark and seeing sunrises and sunsets in the
bush. It was all most exhilarating. I felt sorry for other children
who were brought up in boring cities and safe countries like
England and America. They were missing out on such an adventure!
Bush School was the highlight of any year!

Rhodes Award for Original Writing

In 1972, I won the National
Rhodes Award for original writing. Naturally it was on
animals. This was
my first experience of being called onto the stage in front of an
entire assembled school (and parents) to be handed my award amidst
applause. The principal was beaming that a boy in his school had
won this coveted national award. I remember being most embarrassed
and surprised about the whole matter. I was quite shy and did not
particularly like all the attention. However, it was the first time
that I remember someone expressing the opinion that I had a gift
for writing and should cultivate it. This led me to begin writing
letters to the editor of the Bulawayo Chronicle concerning animal
welfare, against poaching and the need to adopt stray cats. The
Bulawayo Chronicle published some of these letters, including my
age (12) in the first letter.

Contrary

With most of the country being
sparsely populated, much of the country was bush and wildlife was
plentiful. Hunting was a major sport and preoccupation for many
Rhodesians. Many men seemed to be involved in hunting and most of
the children at school seemed to think that this was a wonderful idea. It
did not take long for other boys at school to recognise that I was
different. While they thought hunting was great, I was consistently
on the animal’s side. While they were obsessed with cars, I showed
no interest. The schools were sports mad, but my Mother always
seemed to have a medical note excusing me from rugby and other
contact sports. I tended to be in the chess club, or the chairman
of the debating society. The only sports I participated in at
school were tennis and swimming. Thus, I was the target of teasing
and bullying. Those who failed to fit in were invariably picked on
by bullies.

Introduction to Biology

I got into serious trouble
during my first week of high school. The biology teacher
at Milton High,
decided to introduce his new students to dissection. The victims
were scurrying around in an empty fish tank on the teacher’s
table. “Today, boys,” the teacher beamed, “you are going to dissect these mice! Who
would like to place the gas pellets in the fish tank?”

Selected for Dissection

I was horrified. These lively
little mice were to have their lives snuffed out in front of us and
then we were expected to cut up their little bodies!! My initial
shock turned to anger as the boys started to shout out my name:
“Hammond!
Hammond!” “He is a bunny hugger!” shouted one. That is what they called
animal lovers in Rhodesia. The teacher seemed to like this idea of
the resident animal lover being forced to be the executioner for
these laboratory mice, so he ordered me to the front and placed the
gas pellets in my hand.

Seeing Red

This was the first occasion
that I remember understanding what my Father meant when he said
that one could “see red.” A rising wave of anger filled me with a boldness that I had
not previously known. It seemed that the blood was covering my
vision and I saw red!

Animal Activist

Firmly seizing the sides of the
fish tank, I turned it onto its side. Not noticing that there was a
glass lid resting on the top as I flung the tank on its side, the glass lid
slid off the table and smashed on the floor! Twenty little white
mice went scurrying off the table and onto the floor. As the
teacher rushed to capture the mice, I turned to trip him and
actually ended up kicking the teacher in the shin! With a shock, I
came back to my senses, realised what I was doing and wondered how
on earth I had managed to behave so badly as to, even if
unintentionally, kick a teacher!

To the Deputy Principal’s Office

Pandemonium reigned and it
seemed like all of the students were screaming at the top of their
lungs, some diving on the ground to capture the little mice. As I
was marched off to the deputy principal’s office, I noted with some
satisfaction that most of the mice seemed to have escaped. This was
some comfort as the deputy principal far exceeded the normal limit
of six cuts with the bamboo cane.

Targeted

This incident did not bode well
for my introduction to high school. Already having been identified
as “different,” it now seemed that every gang of bullies in the
school targeted the bunny hugger for special attention. The cuts from the caning by
the deputy principal had not even started to wear off before they
were eclipsed by cuts, bruises, grazes and gashes from the school
bullies.

The schools in Rhodesia were either all
boys, or all girls, schools. Co-education did not seem to have been
common in Rhodesia at that time. Bullying was a daily reality in my
school. I was regularly tripped, pushed, elbowed and hit. Sometimes
I had my head smashed into walls. Every visit to the cloakroom was
dreaded as I would regularly be ambushed there.

After one swimming instruction,
the teacher had left and the boys would not let me out the pool.
They would slam their heels down on my fingers as I tried to pull
myself out
of the pool and kicked me in the head. I was mocked, sworn at and
spat upon. Finally, I had to retreat to the middle of the pool and
wait for the school bell which forced them to head to the next
class. Naturally, when I arrived late, I was given
detention.

Code of Silence

There was an iron cast,
unwritten code of conduct in Rhodesian schools that you would
never “rat” on a student. I do not particularly know what would have
happened if I dared do so. Perhaps I would have been in more
trouble for showing disloyalty to another student. Certainly, it
never crossed my mind that I could report any of these bullies,
either to my parents or to the teachers. Unthinkable!

From the teachers’ side, it
appeared that they turned a blind eye to the incessant
bullying.
Perhaps they thought it would toughen us up, as an essential
preparation for real life.

The Injection Incident

Things came to a head during
one school assembly. A student, in the row behind me, stabbed me
throughout the assembly with a surgical injection and needle. This was back
in the 1970’s, long before disposable plastic injections became
common. These glass syringes and metal needles were used
repeatedly, sterilized between use. I can still remember the
excruciating pain and feeling the blood trickling down my legs.
Yet, so strong was the code of silence, that the boy behind me knew
that he could stab me as often and as hard as he liked. I would
make no sound. Neither would I report him.

When the assembly eventually
ended, we were ordered to turn to the right and file out, starting from
the back row. As the row behind me began to file out of the hall, I
smoothly moved into that class line, directly behind my tormentor.
I was “seeing red” again. As we stepped out of the hall into the
brilliant sunlight, I tripped him. As he tumbled down the stairs, I
saw the large hypodermic needle and glass syringe in his hand. It
looked big enough to be used on a horse. In two strides I was right
on top of him and brought my heel down on his hand so hard that you
could clearly hear the glass splinter into his hand just before his
ear-piercing scream echoed throughout the courtyard. I kept
walking, as did everyone else. Just as he knew that he could
torment me during assembly without me uttering a word, I knew that
the same code would prevent him from reporting my reaction. In the
same way I was confident that none of the other boys would
have “seen a
thing.” However, I would have liked to have heard how he would
explain what he was doing with a glass syringe and needle in his
hand!

Escalation

This escalated the conflict at
school. Bullies would pulverise me and I would catch individuals on
their own and retaliate. To relate all the times that I was beaten
would take a lot of time and become quite repetitive and
tedious.
My “victories” in reaction were far fewer, but they did give me some sense
of grim satisfaction in resisting the bullies. Even though I knew
that they would take revenge and make me suffer even more, I
tripped one of the ring leaders down a long flight of stairs;
and accidentally dropped my suitcase in front of another
particularly vindictive boy as he was running downhill for a bus.
He went flying. During physical education, while running around the
field, I managed to bump another one of the bullies into a cactus
bush.

Covering Up

In return, I got punched many
times in the face, kicked in the back, tripped and pulverised by
gangs. I had to get quite creative in covering up the bruises and
gashes so that my parents would not find out. At home, I resorted
to the tactics my elder brother had taught me when we needed to cover up some
wound he had inflicted upon me during brotherly brawls: wearing a
turban, military camouflage, a bush hat pulled down low and
frequently a scarf around my neck to cover up the kaleidoscope of
bruises from being throttled.

Alone

I seriously missed having my
brother at school. When I had been at junior school, my brother
(who was over four years older than me) was able to protect me
somewhat during break times. “Nobody bullies my brother except me!”
Now, with my
brother in the Rhodesian Army and me in high school, I was very
much on my own. Every day I gritted my teeth and braced myself for
the next onslaught from the bullies.

Shoot Outs at School

At one point, the battles at
school evolved into shooting at one another with air rifles. Some of the boys
would bring their pellet guns to school to shoot birds. As the
designated school “animal lover” who aspired to be a game ranger, I would borrow my
Father’s air gun in order to defend the wildlife. I have no idea
what the teachers were doing while we were slugging it out on the
playgrounds and school fields during break time, but I do remember
at one point hiding behind a metal dustbin, when I heard the
distinct clang of one of the metal pellets penetrating the trashcan
and rattling around inside it. Evidently some were using sharp
pellets with a high-powered air rifle! I did wonder what would
happen if one of those hit an eye! By God’s grace, despite our best
efforts to hit our adversaries with these air rifle pellets, no
permanent injuries were incurred.

Battling with Bullies

However, great grief was caused
when my backpack was hijacked and all of my exercise books were
dumped in the urinal in the boy’s toilets. As this was three
quarters of the way through the school year, I had a lot of homework to redo,
almost all my written work for each subject.

Over the years, I noticed that
little bullies grow up to become big bullies. The same mentality in
school bullies is seen later in companies and governments.
Unfortunately, all too often, we also see such bullies in church
councils as well.

I discovered that bullies are
cowards. As brutal and merciless as they can be in meeting out pain
and suffering, often they are craven cowards who cry out for mercy
and grovel when outmanoeuvred, cornered, or caught alone without their gang.
With hindsight, I can see how God prepared me for so much of my
life’s work and ministry by teaching me to stand up to intimidation
and fight back.

Sober

Even before reaching high
school, I had developed a deep-seated animosity for alcohol and its
devastating effects. All too many people seemed to spend their
lives exercising their right arm, moving the beer mug from the bar
counter up to their lips. I could not help noticing that the more
alcohol they drank, the less sense they talked and the worse they
behaved. It led me to become a life-long teetotaller.

Smoke Free

I also grew to loathe the smell
of cigarette smoke. Long before I saw my parents crippled and dying
in the hospital Intensive Care wards from smoking-related diseases, I
determined that I would never want to have anything to do with such
a teeth and finger staining, face wrinkling, lung corroding, dirty
and smelly habit as smoking. I wanted to be healthy and not
addicted to anything.
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The Prime Minister is Coming

It was 1974 when I first had
the opportunity to see the famous Rhodesian Prime Minister, Ian
Smith. My Father ran The Bulawayo Club. When he told me that the
Prime Minister was coming to visit that day, I eagerly stood
outside waiting for a glimpse of this heroic fighter pilot who had
fought in the Second World War. Ian Smith had crashed in North
Africa and been shot down over Italy. He had survived five months
behind enemy lines. Half his face had been reconstructed by plastic
surgery as a result of his first crash. Now, he was the courageous
leader who was fighting for western civilisation in Africa,
resisting Communist aggression.
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The Bulawayo Club

My expectation had been to see
some kind of police motorbike escort and a cavalcade of vehicles, but, instead,
down Eighth Avenue came an old, white Peugeot 404. Out stepped Ian
Smith. He was completely alone. There was no driver, adjutant,
bodyguard or escort. Here was the Prime Minister of Rhodesia,
during a war, driving himself, without any bodyguards or
assistants. He stroked my cat, Tim, who was sitting on the wall,
smiled at me and walked inside The Bulawayo Club. I was impressed.
This was a real man. Courageous in war, affectionate to animals,
noticed some young boy and scornful of the need for any
entourage.

A Study in Contrasts

Eight years later, I was in the
capital of Zimbabwe, Harare, when Robert Mugabe drove past: eight
police motorbike outriders, followed by a police car, an armoured
stretch Mercedes, with tinted and armoured windows, another police
vehicle, trailed by a truck full of Zimbabwe National Army troops
with heavy weapons. All traffic, on both sides of the street, had
to stop while the convoy screamed past. Anyone who did not was
shot.

Getting to know Ian Smith

When I later met Ian Smith in
1986, I related these two experiences and asked him why it was that
someone like him, who had been described in the media as
“the most hated man
in Africa” did not see the need for any security, whereas the
“popular leader of
the revolution” Robert Mugabe seemed to have to surround himself with so
many layers of security?
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Ian Smith chuckled.
“I survived the
Second World War,” he replied. “I fear God. What else do I need to fear?”

In the last 20 years of his
life, I regularly met with Ian Smith and enjoyed meals and tea with
him. I learned that he would regularly break the rules of his own
government by travelling during the war years in areas endangered
by ambushes, on his own, without an escort. He would frequently send all the
staff at the Prime Minister’s residence, Independence, away for the weekend, so there was
not so much as a policeman at the (open) gate, or a cook in the
kitchen. Even during the escalating crime wave in Zimbabwe, when
his neighbour, the Cuban Ambassador, had his home surrounded by
high razor wire, lights, dogs and heavy security, Ian Smith
maintained the same low fence, open gates and open front door. He
truly feared God alone.

British Bombardier

My Father was English, he fought all six
years of the Second World War, in the Eighth Army, mostly in North
Africa and Italy, under Field Marshall Montgomery. My Dad served in
the Royal Artillery, operating a 25 pounder. He was involved in the
battle of El Alamein. As was my Grandfather, on the other
side.
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Bombed in Berlin

My Mother was German, born in
Berlin. Her Grandfather had fought at the Battle of Tannenberg on
the Eastern Front in the First World War. She survived the mass
bombing raids of the Second World War. My Mother was just six years-old when,
at the Berlin Circus on the night of the first British bombing
raid, 25 August 1940, she was knocked to the ground and almost
trampled by the stampede of people and animals seeking to escape
the explosions. My Mother told me of how she would sometimes go out
after bombing raids and collect pieces of shrapnel. Sometimes she
saw the flares coming down, which she called “Christmas trees,”
green signal flares
dropped by the lead bomber to guide the thousand Lancaster bomber
aircraft as to where to unload their cargo of death and
destruction. Berlin was subjected to 363 air raids between 1940 and
1945 with over 68,000 tonnes of bombs dropped on the city by RAF
and USAAF bombers. Because of the bombings, my mother’s family, the
Lindemanns, moved to Minden, where they endured further
bombings.
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Bombed in Britain

I remember my Dad
telling me how he
had been walking across the military parade ground, in England,
when the German Hinkel 111 bombers had flown overhead. He had dived
flat on the ground, pushed his helmet back in order to cover his
neck, while he saw his barracks in front of him blown into
splinters.

Best of Enemies

I was very young at the time,
but I particularly remember my Grandfather’s visit. My Mother’s
Father had served in the Afrika Korps under Field Marshal Erwin
Rommel. My brother and I were somewhat nervous over
what would happen
when Dad and Granddad met, because we knew that they had fought one
another in the Second World War.

When Dad and Grandfather met,
they embraced warmly and reminisced about WWII and the North
African Desert War, where they had fought one another on opposite sides! One
particularly memorable incident which they related was how on
Christmas Eve they observed a spontaneous cease fire, with the
German and British forces singing Christmas carols to one another.
On Christmas Day they walked across no-man’s-land and exchanged
ration packs, showed one another photos of their families and
played soccer!
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Although my Father was a
patriotic Englishman, he had an extremely high respect for Field
Marshal Rommel and the Afrika Korps. He called them
“an honourable
enemy” and
the North African desert campaign as “the last gentleman’s war.”
I remember on a
number of occasions my Father being quite agitated and angry over
distortions in Hollywood films that depicted the German Afrika
Korps as committing atrocities. “Rubbish!” He declared, “the Afrika Korps were gentlemen. No
such atrocities ever happened in the North African campaign. This
is absolute rubbish!” It offended my Father to see the enemy he so
highly respected portrayed in such a dishonest light.
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Occupation Forces

While my Father was fighting in
the British Army, my Mother was enduring further bombings in
Minden. Finally, when their town was overrun by Allied forces, my
Mother was attacked and threatened by one of the looters, a
Canadian soldier. It was the first time she had ever seen a black man and he
had her pinned down in the basement, with a knife to her throat,
demanding to know where the family jewels were. My Mother was only
eleven years old at the time, but she would not let him know
anything. She believed that she would have been killed had a
Canadian officer not come along and rescued her.

Evicted and Homeless in Winter

She then witnessed the Canadian
occupation forces carrying all their family crockery and breakable
possessions up to the top floor, just to be thrown down and smashed. Even
their grand piano, which could not fit up the stairs, was hoisted
to the roof top just to be released and smashed on the ground.
Their home was expropriated by the occupying forces. Along with her
Mother, aunt and younger brother, Mum was forced to trudge out into
the snow, with only what they could transport on a sled. For a long
time, they had to scrounge for scraps of food to survive and
without a home in one of the harshest winters on record.

Catering for the Royal Family at Victoria Falls

At the end of the Second World
War, my Father chose to be demobilised to Rhodesia. There he was
catering manager at the Victoria Falls Hotel. When the British
Royal Family visited Rhodesia in 1947, he catered for
the King of
England and the Royal Family at the Victoria Falls Hotel. Dad
mentioned that it was one of the greatest honours of his life, but
it was also one of the most terrifying, more intimidating than
being bombarded by the Afrika Korps in North Africa!
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Vanessa

My Dad married a South African
nurse and
they had a daughter, Vanessa, born in Salisbury. Tragically my
sister, Vanessa, came home from school one day to find her Mother
had died while suffering an epileptic seizure. My sister, Vanessa,
is ten years older than me.

Nurses Training in England

After her schooling, my Mother
travelled to England. Her parents wanted her to became a translator
but she was determined to train as a nurse. Two stories epitomised
for me the fiery spirit of my Mother. At customs in Dover, the
officials demanded exorbitant custom duties on two wine bottles she had in
her possession. As my Mother could not afford to pay and as they
wanted to confiscate them, she smashed the bottles on the floor in
front of them and said: “If I can’t have them, neither can you!”
On another
occasion, an extremely irate nurse attacked my Mother, hitting her
in the face and cursing her because she was German. My Mother
reached over and pulled a bone out of one of the skeletons used in
nursing training and knocked her assailant over the
head!
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During her nursing training, my
Mother won a national Hospital award and we have the photograph of
her being presented with this by Harold MacMillan. (This is the
Prime Minister MacMillan famous for his “wind of change” speech.)

Destiny

My Mother met my
Father
through her nursing. As my Dad’s Father was dying, my Father
travelled up from Rhodesia for a last visit. It was after the death
of his Father, that my Dad met Mum.

Hotel managers seemed to move
frequently, so it was that my brother, Derek, was born
in England
and I was born in South Africa. I should have been born in
Rhodesia, like my sister. However, after the long boat trip from
England, when disembarking in Cape Town harbour, my Father was
warning my Mother about the danger of pickpockets. Some
well-dressed, polite gentleman bumped into him and apologised. My
Dad continued explaining how swiftly and unexpectedly these
professional pickpockets could steal from you, when he suddenly
realised what had happened, checked his pockets and found that
their passports, cheque book, train tickets and money were all
gone! So it was that I was born in St. Joseph’s (now Vincent
Pallotti) Hospital, 21 January 1960, in Cape Town.

Parties and Games

I remember my Mother as the
life and soul of the party. My parents went to dances, fancy dress parties and
had friends around to play Monopoly, Bridge or Chess. Liquor flowed
freely and everyone seemed to smoke. My Dad often had his camera on
hand and regularly guests and the family would be treated to slide
show presentations. He also very much liked his reel-to-reel tape
recorder and would regularly surprise us by playing back a
recording of a conversation we did not realise was being
taped!
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Another World

One funny incident, which shows
how times have changed: when my Father and Mother (who was quite a lot
younger than Dad) arrived at a hotel in Laingsburg in the Karoo,
the hotel manager insisted on seeing their marriage certificate and
checking their identification before giving them a room! My brother
and I had been left with friends in Cape Town during this trip,
which our parents took on their own. My Mother commented that most
of the road between Cape Town and Johannesburg was gravel and she
would regularly have to get out to open and close the farm gates on
what later became the N1.

Farms Under Attack

Many of the farms in Rhodesia
were attacked by communist terrorists. Soon piles of sandbags grew
outside farmhouse windows. Grenade shields were placed over bedroom
windows. As the Communist terrorists (C.T.’s or Charlie
Tangos)
increased their attacks on farms, using Soviet and Red Chinese
supplied grenades, landmines, RPG rockets and mortars, security
around the farms tightened. One farm that I visited had survived a
mortar bombardment and mass ground attack from a well-armed group
of ZANU terrorists. The farm dogs killed several of the assailants
and the farmer and his wife managed to fight off the rest with
their rifle and shotgun.

Many of the farms originally
had thatched roofs. Because of the very real danger of fire caused
by mortar assaults and incendiary grenades, or even tracer bullets
fired from a distance, all the farm houses with thatched roofs were
eventually replaced with corrugated iron or tiles.
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Schools Under Attack

Some of the boarding schools
close to the Mozambique border were attacked by terrorists. On one
occasion, a high school student fought off an attack by well-armed
ZANU terrorists with AK47s, with his .22 rifle.

The
inhabitants in Umtali endured numerous artillery and rocket
bombardments. School children had to dive for cover on the way to
school as 122mm rockets fired from Mozambique exploded around
them.

Some rural school children were
kidnapped by Marxist terrorists and forced to cross the border into
Communist Mozambique where they were forcibly indoctrinated and
trained in huge “guerrilla” training bases.

Revolution in Portugal and the Betrayal of
Mozambique

After the revolution in
Portugal in 1974, Portuguese East Africa (Mozambique) was abandoned to the
Marxist Frelimo revolutionaries. The people of Mozambique were not
given an opportunity for an election, or even a referendum. They
were betrayed. And the entire Eastern border of Rhodesia became
hot.

An Eastern Front Threatens Rhodesia

Red
Chinese-backed ZANU terrorists of Robert Mugabe poured across the
border. The small army of Rhodesia was outnumbered, but never
outfought.

Sanctions and Terrorism

While we in Rhodesia were
under international sanctions, not even allowed to participate in
the Olympics, or even the paraplegic Olympics, communist terrorists
received generous quantities of aid, not only from the Soviet Union
and Red China, but also from the Organisation of African Unity and
the British Commonwealth.

WCC Funded Terrorism

Even the World Council of
Churches funded the Marxist terrorists of ZANU and ZAPU with church
donations. So, missionaries were being shot, bludgeoned and
bayonetted and church goers were herded into Church buildings to be burned
alive by blood-thirsty terrorists who were funded by the World
Council of Churches!

Parliamentarians Need a Real Job Too!

My first high school history
teacher, Mr Rees-Davies, was also a Member of Parliament (MP). I
asked him how he could be a school teacher while also being a Member of
Parliament. “We do not get paid for being members of Parliament!”
He explained:
“We need a
real job as well.” Mr Reese-Davies was so knowledgeable about history and
world events, he was without doubt my favourite teacher throughout
all the schools that I attended.

“Beware the Victor’s Version!”

Mr Reese-Davies, MP, warned us
during our first week in high school: “Beware the victor’s version. Wartime
propaganda morphs into peace time textbooks. There are ministries
of propaganda who lie during war time in order to demonise the
enemy and to cover up, or justify, their own failings and flaws.
There is never a ministry of truth to revise the textbooks, clear
up the propaganda and sift truth from fiction. We know that the
British are lying about us in Rhodesia now. Why would we trust what
they say about the Second World War, or anything else in
history?”

Facts Do Not Fear Investigation

What he said was quite
shocking. Our school textbooks did indeed come from England. I had found
myself arguing in history classes in primary school. It always
seemed to me that the Boers were the good guys in the Anglo-Boer
War and that we had been on the wrong side, attacking farmers for
no good reason, except to control their gold mines. This opened me
up for more abuse from others who thought that I was being
unpatriotic. It also sent me with greater determination to the
local library to check out books that would enable me to get to the
bottom of all these contradictions between what the school
textbooks say and Hollywood films depict and what the actual facts
of the matter were.
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Why Were We Being Betrayed by Our Allies?

It also began to disturb me
that although my Father had fought all six years for the
British in
the Second World War, here we were in Rhodesia being treated like
enemies by the British government and the rest of the Commonwealth.
Was it not “one for all and all for one”? Where was the integrity in all this?
While we were combatting communism, why were our Western allies,
alongside whom so many of our men had fought, supporting our
enemies and placing such harsh economic sanctions on us? Why could
their sportsmen not even play matches with our people?

Go Tell the Spartans

After reading of the
300 Spartans of
King Leonidas who held up the vast Persian army invaders at the
Battle of Thermopylae, it seemed to me that we in Rhodesia were on
the frontline of the battle for freedom. We had to hold the line
and keep the enemy North of the Zambezi River for long enough for
the rest of the Western world to wake up to the clear and present
danger and threat of communist terrorism. I eagerly looked forward
to when I could finish my schooling, join the army and do my bit to
combat communism.
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 CONVERSION to CHRIST

Converted to Christ and Called to Missions

On 3rd April 1977, I was converted to Christ. It happened
at the Ster Kinekor cinema in Pinelands. My family had moved from
Rhodesia to Cape Town. We were living in Pinelands, just a few
kilometres from where I had been born. It was Sunday evening, when
I walked over to the local cinema, little realising how
dramatically that would change my life forever.
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Ambushed by the Gospel

At that time, commercial
activity on Sunday was prohibited in South Africa by law. No
cinemas were open, in honour of the Lord’s Day. The local Baptist
Church had hired out the cinema for an Evangelistic rally. The
guest preacher, Rev. Rex Mathie, preached a powerful message on what Christ had
suffered for us: “Jesus died for you. What have you ever done for
Him?”

“What
Have you Done for Jesus?”

I sat stunned and ashamed. I
had never done anything for God. My family was quite secular. We
never attended church services, not even on Christmas days. Sunday school had
never been part of my life. We did not even pray before meals. Like
my Father, I described myself as an “agnostic.”

Contrition

Now, all of the arguments I had
picked up over the years against God and Christianity seemed awfully puny
as I bowed before the Creator of the universe. I could not question
the existence of God. His presence was overwhelming. There was
nothing that I could say in my defence. I realised that I was lost.
If I had died that night, I knew that I would go into an eternity
separated from God, in hell. I was a selfish, self-centred,
ungrateful creature. I had never even so much as thanked God for
the life He had given me, or for His many evidences of grace in my
family’s life.

“If
God has Preserved your Life it is for a Reason”

My Mother had told me that
there had been complications before I was born. My Mother, who was
a nurse, had made use of thalidomide tablets, which were prevalent
in 1959, to counter-act morning sickness and nausea. Children born to those
who had used thalidomide were often severely deformed, frequently
born without arms or legs. Even though abortions were illegal in
South Africa at that time, my Mother had been advised to have an
abortion. Because of the revulsion and hysteria of many over the
severe deformities suffered by those affected by thalidomide,
abortions were not only being allowed in these cases, but
encouraged. My Mother told me how she just could not bring herself
to consider it and called for a hospital chaplain to pray for her
baby. Although we were not a praying family, this story had made
quite an impact on me and I realised that there was a Higher Power
who had smiled upon us and spared my life before I had even taken
my first breath. Rex Mathie declared: “If God has preserved your life thus
far, it is for a reason!”

Mercy

As I sat in that cinema hearing
the Word of God, a whole host of other incidents came to my memory.
I remembered being run over by a car, just in front of our home
when I was only five-years-old. My Mother ran out, lifted up the car
and pulled me out from under it! I was rushed to the hospital,
where the doctor was amazed. Although plainly one of the tyres had
gone right across my chest (the tyre tracks were clearly visible on
my clothes) there was no injury. I remember the doctor
declaring: “God must have been looking after him!”

God

This was my first conscious
recollection of the concept of God. The picture that I had in my
mind was of one of the Colstream Guards standing
outside
Buckingham Palace in London. He had a long white beard but was
dressed immaculately in a red soldier’s uniform with a tall
bearskin hat on his head and a rifle, with bayonet fixed, in his
hands. The similarity between the two words guard and God, made me think of God as a soldier. He was
plainly up in the clouds and had excellent vision because He could
see me all the way down in Southern Africa. Somehow, He had been
able to intervene to save my life. That was my first concept of
God. The preacher said: “If God has preserved your life thus far, it is
for a reason.” I wondered what that reason could be.

Bombardments

All the life-threatening
experiences that my parents had related to me came flooding back
into my memory as well. What if God had not
protected my
Mother and Father when they were enduring the mass aerial
bombardments of the Second World War? Both my parents had
experienced people being blown up to the left and right of them
and, yet, they had not been harmed. For what purpose had God
preserved their lives?

“More Lives Than a Cat!”

There were also many incidents
that my parents had mentioned of how “lucky” I had been: when I had fallen deathly ill
with a contagious disease on board HMS Pendennis Castle sailing
between England and South Africa, the ship had wanted to put me off
at the Canary Islands. Again, my secular parents had asked for
prayer from a minister on board the ship and I had been healed. My
Mother also mentioned when, as an adventurous little boy, I had
tried to cross a waterfall and was washed over! My Mother had said
that it was incredible that I had not been killed, or crippled in
that and in so many other incidents. Several times my Mother said
to me: “You
have more lives than a cat!”

Grace

Why had God preserved my life
when I had not even acknowledged Him? I had not even prayed to God
before that night. I had never even thanked Him for any
of these incidents,
which my parents had reminded me of throughout the years. In that
cinema, on 3 April 1977, I felt myself bowing before the Throne of
Almighty God, guilty of disobeying His Law, justly deserving to be
condemned to an eternity in hell. I was overwhelmed with a sense of
my unworthiness and wickedness.

Commitment

There was no way that I could
possibly deserve God’s love, but I felt this absolutely
overwhelming compulsion to stand up and go forward and make a
public commitment of my life to Christ. The very least I could do was to
thank God for all that He had done in Christ for me.

Conversion

They were singing
“Just as I am
without one plea but that Thy Blood was shed for me”
as I walked down
the aisle and bowed in prayer at the front of that cinema in
Pinelands. One of the church deacons, Bill Parker, counselled me,
explained the implications of what I was doing and led me in
prayer.

Transformation

It was the most exhilarating
experience. There could be no doubt whatsoever. God was reaching
down and putting life within me. I had been deaf, dumb, blind and
dead in my trespasses and sins. For the very first time my
(spiritual) eyes were being opened. For the first time I could consciously
sense the presence of God. In fact, I was absolutely overwhelmed
with a sense of the presence of God, His love and His mercy. I
trembled before His holiness and power, even as I revelled in the
joy of knowing that my sins were forgiven. I was a new creature in
Christ!

Joy

I wanted to jump and leap and
shout and proclaim what God had done. This was a completely new
experience for me. With a German Mother and an English Father, we
Anglo-Saxons do not particularly go much into expressing emotion about
anything. My upbringing had very much been in the
restrained, “cool, calm and collected” British tradition. But, as I walked and
skipped on my way home from the cinema that night, all kinds of
emotions were bubbling within me. I could not restrain
it.

Called

I was absolutely overwhelmed
with the conviction that God had called me to a lifetime of service
as a missionary! But what did I know about missions? The only
missionary that I had ever heard about was David Livingstone
and that was
from the history books. Of course, I had sometimes heard reports
about missionaries being killed by Communist terrorists in the war
in Rhodesia. I had wondered why anyone would do anything so stupid
as to go into a war zone and present themselves as targets for
blood-thirsty Marxist guerrillas! But now, on the night of my
conversion, I was absolutely convinced that God was commanding me
to go and to proclaim His Gospel and to be dedicated for the rest
of my life to serving and extending His Kingdom.

Coming Home

What was I to say at
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