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Foreword

I had a Personal Face to Face encounter with the Lord Jesus Christ and had the privilege of visiting Heaven a few times. This book has been written to encourage every reader who has lost hope due to life’s circumstances and is not sure about their relationship and walk with God.

I have personally experienced many Financial, Marriage, Employment, Destiny and other challenges we all face in life today and will share how God showed me some of the secrets in overcoming these challenges. Are you Lost, in major Debt, been Insolvent, been divorced, been in jail, drowning in your circumstances, at a cross road, have little or no hope, have tried everything including traditional church seeking answers and could not find them. Then my friend this book will be the best answer, medicine and most expensive Gift any person on this earth could ever give you. 

The Lord Jesus gave me this personal message to share with the world called “The Parable of the Bicycle Wheel”. This is the Title of the book containing a message to prepare people not to Miss Heaven. You do not want to be one of those that Jesus will one day say “Go away for I do not know you”. This book will not only challenge you but also change you completely. Allow the Holy Spirit and the Lord Jesus Christ the opportunity to minister and touch your heart personally. 

There is Hope and a Bright Future for you and your family. It is not over until it’s over, not until the last trumpet has sounded over your life. I pray that you will receive many answers to unanswered questions as you continue to read. May the Lord meet and bless your life wherever you are.  
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My Story in Short

I was prematurely born with disabilities at the age of 7 months in Bellville Cape Town South Africa. My story starts with a memory of being in hospital from a very young age. My mother told me that when she saw me at birth with disabilities she was shocked and at first did not want to be in a position nor had the strength to handle a baby with disabilities as this would have also been a matter of inconvenience to her. Hence she admit tingly against her will made a decision to raise me. 

Born with a shortened left arm which cannot be straightened, a left hand with four fingers and left leg with a Club foot I had to endure many operations in order to improve my mobility, functioning and proper usage of these limbs. I also vaguely remember lying on a hospital bed with my legs in plaster of parish, metal pins sticking out and covered with a metal type bridge in order for the blankets not to touch. One of the orthopedic doctors came into my hospital room and after looking at some x-rays he took my left leg into his hands and then physically broke and bandaged it up again. My mother informed me later that the reason why the doctors broke my leg 8 or 10 times was because my bones were very soft and easier to form during infancy. 

During the age of three years old I experienced a traumatic incident. While I was in a room crying for some reason, I saw a man take a steel rod type instrument from the fire place and hit me on the forehead telling me to stop crying. This left a mark on my forehead and remained there up to the age of twelve years old. My mother informed me later in life that it was my father who hit me and this was one of the many reasons why she left him and moved to Cape Town.

Being deprived of financial support from a father my mother received assistance from the government through Social Welfare. The lack of finances had the consequence for not being able to take care of some basic needs such as pay for school fees, uniforms or purchase proper shoes. During that time my brothers and I were sent to a boarding school and upon reaching grade three I was taken back home to finish my education in a government school. 

During an early stage of my life I already decided that I was not going to allow my circumstances to stand in the way of getting ahead in life and no matter what, I was going to finish school. My teenage years were very challenging as my brothers and I endured many years of verbal and physical abuse. I would go to some of my school friends in order to do my homework as there were very few days of quietness in our home. Due to our poor financial situation I decided at an early stage of my life to start earning my own pocket money by servicing people’s gardens, washing cars and by packing groceries at the local stores and shops. This enabled me to start buying some of my own clothes, shoes and enjoy sweets from time to time.

Another operation was performed on my left hand during my 8th year at school as the doctors decided to create a thumb out of my index finger. This made it possible for me to hold a glass, drive a motor vehicle and pick up objects for the very first time. Since I can remember, growing up having a disability had never been easy. Most times I was mocked and made fun of at school and as a result of this I was goal driven and decided to participate in various types of sports such as tennis, rugby and athletics in order to proof to able bodied persons that I was as capable of competing at their level as they were.

During my ninth year at school our principal informed us that if school fees were not paid up to date, we would not be allowed to write our Matriculation final exams. Knowing that my parents would not be able to afford the fees, I managed to find employment working in cinemas as an usher. Every month I would pay my school fees until it was fully settled.  

After completing high school I was called up to the Defense Force for basic National Service. I thought that due to my disability I would be exempted from National service, only to find out that it was not the case as I was drafted and underwent military training; something I am very proud of today.  

During the mid 1990’s as I resigned from the Defense Force to start my own business, I quickly had a reality check when realized that running your own business is not as easy as many may think. With a lack of knowledge on how to run a business and feeling sorry for a friend, I took him in as a partner. The business took a turn for the worse and started experiencing financial difficulties. At the same time my friend whom I helped abandoned me with the business. My lack of knowing how to run and manage a business was the main cause of the company’s failure. As a family my wife and I had lost everything we had worked for so hard. We lost our property, vehicle and most of our valuables as the creditors came to collect. 

Little did I know that God was actually in the driving seat of my life?

My story will now fast forward to the year 2000 and continue when I had a personal encounter with the Lord Jesus Christ. It explains how it happened, what lead to it and why it took place. It includes a Personal message from the Lord Jesus Christ to the
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