
Adventures of Faith 63

8 Retirement

LIFE BACK IN ENGLAND

Before leaving to go back to Niger from furlough in 1981-82, I had an
interview with my pastor, Brian Edwards, who enquired regarding
my plans for retirement in four years’ time. I have a feeling that I once

again said I had prayed about it, and thought God had it all under his
control, and I would wait and see how he would organize it. After all, it was
still four years ahead. Time passed all too quickly, and I had one year left
before leaving for retirement. A letter came from Hook Evangelical Church
enclosing a photograph of a ground floor maisonette situated only four
minutes’ walk from the church, and that the Church were thinking of
buying it for my use. What a surprise! I was thrilled but embarrassed and
humbled before our sovereign Lord who could do this for me, when I had
been so reluctant to go to Africa in the first place!

In 1986 I returned to the UK and moved in the day I arrived, into that very
same maisonette. Coming back to live permanently was quite different
from being on furlough (or home assignment as it is now called). For the
first time it would be without a family home, as both my parents had died
and siblings were married and dispersed either in New Zealand or
elsewhere in the UK, and they had their own homes and families.

The church at Hook having so graciously supplied the accommodation
was one thing, but setting up home on my own was another. I needed to
rethink strategy for housekeeping, shopping and socializing. No servants
here!

There were so many little things, such as what to do with empty tins
when there were no children needing them for drinking purposes; what to
do with vegetable peelings when there were no goats around to feed. A
neighbour showed me what to do when she saw a pile of tins in the kitchen.
There was no recycling in those days, and I felt guilty putting peelings into
the garbage bags.
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Incidents on missions
Chapter 9

The first mission at Winburg was held in the Methodist Church 
but very few people attended. Nevertheless, several souls trusted 
the Saviour. Missions followed in quick succession, Bethlehem, 

Hennenman, Bothaville and so on. Numbers were small but the presence 
of the Lord was wonderful in so many of these meetings. There were strong 
battles as we sought God for the folk to come and trust the Lord. A great deal 
of the work was done in the homes where the needs are personally revealed 
and dealt with. Much prayer was offered and if the small gatherings did 
not influence many, God certainly used them to form and fashion us as we 
battled away in prayer. 

At Steynsrus we pitched a tent and this drew larger numbers—in fact we 
began with fifty-six. On a Sunday evening after the church service, at our 
rally, fifteen responded to the appeal. We dealt with them as we could and 
they trusted the Lord for his great salvation. Some were from the boarding 
school. They told us later that they formed a prayer group and sometimes, 
even against hostel rules, they gathered after lights-out to pray together. 
This was a particularly blessed mission.

On house-visiting we found a seeking soul one day, and led her and her 
little daughter to the Lord. They attended all the meetings and rejoiced in 
their newfound salvation. ‘Please go and see my husband,’ she pleaded. 
‘He wants nothing to do with God.’ We went to his workplace and were 
able to speak to him. He was angry about what had happened to his wife 
and daughter and almost chased us away. The mission continued and she 
pleaded once more, ‘Please go and see him again.’ We went the second time 
and he was more aggressive than ever. We left with sad hearts. The mission 
closed with a number of folk having trusted God for salvation, and we left 
the town. Two weeks after the mission was over, we opened the newspaper 
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and were horrified to find that near to the town we had just left there had 
been a terrible motor accident where the driver, his wife and daughter 
and two friends had been killed as the car stalled on the level crossing. 
The speeding train could not stop and had crushed them all. (I still have 
the newspaper cutting.) It was the family with whom we had to do. The 
wife and daughter were transported to glory but the husband was, in all 
probability, hurled into a lost eternity. He had been given the opportunity 
to turn to God, but resisted the Lord once too often. It’s a dangerous thing 
to resist the voice and grace of God.

At Allanridge one night I sang ‘The Great Judgement Morning’ and Koos 
preached a mighty message on the Judgment. What a meeting it was! People 
left stunned and silent but some remained to seek the Lord for salvation. 
One town after the other was visited and meetings held, sometimes on a 
tour and sometimes a campaign.

ROADSIDE MINISTRY

Koos and I were travelling in the Orange Free State on a dusty minor road. 
We came upon a group of Africans standing at the roadside gazing helplessly 
at their car. The bonnet was up and they looked despairingly at us as we 
passed. Koos was driving, and about two miles down the track, he suddenly 
put on the brakes and said, ‘I’m going back.’ We pulled up alongside the 
stricken car. Koos took off his jacket and delved into the engine. After about 
fifteen minutes the car stuttered to life and then it roared away to the cheers 
and shouts of the delighted Africans. They danced with joy and laughed 
with glee as they thanked him over and over for what he had done. But he 
did not leave it there. I can see him now wagging his finger and speaking so 
sincerely to them. ‘Do you know why I came back? It is because Jesus has 
put his love into my heart for all people. He loves you and I love you too 
because of him. I only came back because, as a Christian, I want to serve 
him, and in helping you I am serving him.’ Then he preached to them. The 
gospel came clear and straight and they knew that day that there was one 
white man who loved the Lord and in whose life they saw that love.

We were with the Rossouws on their farm near Bothaville, when an 
African on the farm who had become a preacher came to tell of his ministry 
at a recent campaign. He was thrilled at what God had done. They were so 
conscious of the presence of the Lord and a number had put their trust in 
Jesus. On and on he went, rejoicing in the Lord, and we rejoiced with him. 
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Then Koos said, ‘Listen, Jonas, you stay a praying preacher! Do you hear? 
If you do that you will keep humble and God will be able to use you in the 
future. Stay a praying preacher, Jonas!’ It was said with such conviction 
and the Lord was so present, that the words burnt their way into my soul, 
establishing what I knew to be true and which I was applying to my own 
life. They have stayed with me all my life.

OTHER MISSIONS

At Welkom we had a team of workers and the venue was the parking garage 
of a large building in the town—filled with cars during the day but empty 
at night. What a place to hold meetings! The chairs were set out every 
night and the people welcomed. Quite a number came as we took turns 
preaching. One night I was to speak and had prepared something which 
did not settle well in my heart. As I sat at the small portable organ playing 
the hymn before I was to speak, I felt that I could not preach what I had 
prepared. I stood to my feet and preached another message altogether—
and it was developing as I preached it! Yet it was in my heart and God 
anointed the words as I spoke. They poured forth with great liberty and, at 
the close, I made an appeal to which numbers of folk responded. We had a 
great time of prayer with them all and God was greatly glorified as the car 
park became a hallowed trysting place. God sometimes gives us surprises 
when he brushes aside all our well-thought-out sermons and works in his 
own way.

One unique mission was held in the veldt some distance from the town 
of Brandfort. Our enthusiastic, retired host and hostess wanted the people 
among whom they had farmed to hear the gospel, so we pitched a few 
tents on a farm with no buildings in sight. We stayed there in the veldt 
where they cooked and cared for us while a large marquee was erected 
for the meetings. Then we invited the farming folk, driving from farm to 
farm—and they came. One night there was a massive storm and the ground 
in and around the tent was soaked as the tent had been unwittingly pitched 
in a slight hollow. The old couple gazed at it all in dismay. ‘We will have to 
close the mission immediately,’ they said sorrowfully. But we remonstrated: 
‘No! We’re not closing. Where can we find some sand?’ About ten miles 
away we came upon dry river sand and we loaded a truck full, returning 
to spread it all over the muddy floor of the tent. Twice more the pick-up 
truck made the journey and not only was the tent floor covered but the 
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approaches to the tent as well. All day long we worked and by evening the 
tent was shipshape and ready for inspection. Off came the overalls and on 
went the suits and the preachers were ready to receive the congregation! 
The elderly couple were amazed and thrilled. Again there was a never-to-
be-forgotten night when God descended and souls were deeply affected by 
the Spirit’s operation. They left like wounded birds, in total silence, but 
none responded openly to the gospel. The battle is tough.

Danie D. and I stayed for a few days’ rest on a farm in Namaqualand. 
The lady of the home asked us, ‘Do you drink bies?’ I looked at Danie 
enquiringly. 

‘Bies?’ I asked, ‘What is bies?’
He did not answer me but said to the lady, ‘No, I don’t drink it but give 

it to Mr Peckham. He loves it.’ She went out to get the drink and I said to 
Danie, ‘What is bies?’

He smiled and said, ‘You’ll enjoy it.’ She returned with a large glass 
of viscous, gooey, whitish drink. I began to drink—and, oh my, I nearly 
brought it all up! What was I drinking? It was colostrum, that which the 
cow gives to the calf immediately after it is born—but this was from a goat! 
It is a strong creamy milk full of protein and goodness, and it tasted awful! 
I could not simply give it back to the good lady, having been taught to eat 
and drink what was put before me, so I took my life in my hands and drank 
the lot in one gulp, while Danie tried his utmost to hide his laughter at my 
expense. He got me that time!

On another occasion, Danie Drotskie and I were working in a 
very difficult place in Namaqualand, when God came to us both and, 
remarkably, on the same afternoon, as we waited separately before the 
Lord, gave us the same verse. We were certain that the Lord would work 
in power, but circumstances dictated that we had to leave the area fairly 
abruptly without seeing anything of what we both felt God was about to 
do. We had believed and had the assurance of faith, but nothing came of it. 
We went our separate ways and about three years later we met again at a 
convention. We sat together and talked over our midday meal. He had just 
paid a visit to the area where we had been working at that time and he said 
to me, ‘Do you remember this one and that one? Do you remember that 
family and this one?’

‘Yes,’ I answered.
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‘They’re saved, brother,’ he said. ‘They simply came to the Lord after we 
left and they are following him today.’ It was such a tender conversation. 
We wept together at the table as we remembered how God had spoken to 
us there and given such assurance to us. We had left with such heavy hearts, 
but now, years later, God’s word to our hearts was vindicated and he had 
done what he told us he would do. Faith’s assurance is a very precious 
thing.

A farmer in the Little Karroo (a fairly arid area of the Cape Province) 
had three young daughters and he asked us to hold a mission in his large 
home as he wanted, most of all, his children to hear the gospel clearly 
presented and come to trust the Lord as their Saviour. Much prayer went 
up for this mission. We arrived and began visiting the farms in the area. 
About twenty-five people attended every night. We were warned not to 
visit a certain man who had no time for religion and poured forth a flood of 
obscene language constantly. So, of course, we went to see him and found 
him kind and docile. What he said about us later I do not know! But half 
way through the mission during the singing of the first hymn in the large 
living room, he entered with his wife and two teenage children—a boy and 
a girl. During the singing of the final hymn they all disappeared. But the 
next night they were all there again. I spoke on the topic of assurance that 
night, and it was one of those wonderful nights when the presence of the 
Lord was almost tangible. I made an appeal and all four hands went up 
briefly. I counselled them at the back of the room and all four trusted the 
Lord as their personal Saviour. What joy filled all our hearts that night on 
the farm. Some months later the newly-converted wife wrote to us saying 
that they hold family prayers every day now ‘and my husband prays so 
beautifully!’ Wonderful—it was a household salvation! And the three girls, 
two in their teens, all opened their hearts and came so easily, readily and 
beautifully to Christ. 

I was on a tour in Zululand and had but one night at a certain town. The 
meetings were advertised beforehand but at this particular place there was 
virtually no interest. Only my host and hostess, the man who played the 
piano, the one who opened the church, and one other were present. What 
was I to do? I held the meeting as if there were 1,000 people present and 
preached my heart out. The presence of God descended upon the meeting. 
We left without a word. Even the car was filled with the presence of the 

Adventures.indd   67 02/10/2009   21:25:08



68 Adventures of Faith

Chapter 9 incidents on missions

Lord. We walked silently into the house and the man closed the door, put 
one arm across my shoulders and his other arm across his wife’s shoulders 
and said, ‘My brother!’ We stood in the hallway with bowed heads, and 
wept. God was in our midst! When you know that God is with you, you can 
go through fire and water. And when you have touched this, the presence of 
God, you are spoiled for everything else.

St Lucia is the fisherman’s paradise. Beautiful St Lucia, a natural forest 
reserve, untouched by human development. We were working in this area 
and thought that it would be a good idea to pitch a tent and hold a mission 
for the fishermen who were coming and going. When we arrived, we 
were confronted by big notices: ‘Beware of Crocodiles, Hippopotami and 
Sharks!’ so we didn’t take a swim! We pitched our tent and in the morning 
we arrived to find that the long grass around the tent had been eaten to 
the ground. The hippopotamus had paid us a visit. Fortunately it did not 
destroy the tent! On visiting a house, we found a seeking soul and led her 
to the Lord, but the fishermen were more interested in fish than in us, so we 
soon abandoned this rather futile attempt and packed our tent away.

We were on a mission in Kamieskroon in Namaqualand, about 300 miles 
north of Cape Town, when Dr Verwoerd, then the prime minister of South 
Africa, his wife and entourage paid the area a visit to see the wonders of the 
Namaqua daisies. The whole town went out to the vast fields of beautiful, 
deep yellow daisies with the prime minister. He was asked to pose with 
the older members of the community and photos were taken. I stood there 
with my camera and called out, ‘Your hat, doctor, your hat!’ He obligingly 
removed his hat for the photo. I wrote home that night telling Mum and 
Dad that I had asked the prime minister to take off his hat! Whew!

I worked a week-long church mission at their request in the Transvaal. 
It was the hardest mission I had ever worked. I seemed to be battering my 
head against a brick wall every night. The mission closed with no fruit 
whatsoever. After the last meeting I drove round to the home of the man 
who had been with me on the platform each night and had led the meetings, 
to say goodbye, as I was to leave very early the next morning. He was 
already in his bedroom, but came to the door and said that he would see me 
in the car. He put on his gown, sat in the car with me and wept. He wept 
for half an hour, and I said nothing. Out it came at last. ‘Do you know 
why you have been having such a hard time? I am living in sin. The woman 
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comes into the meeting each night and laughs at me on the platform.’ Here 
was I searching my heart to see if I were perhaps to blame for the hardness 
in the meetings when all the time it was this man living in sin! His wife in 
the bedroom knew nothing about it. I counselled him as best I could but 
had to leave him to sort out the mess with his wife and with the church. 
Shame on us that such things should take place in the family of God. It not 
only brings disgrace on those concerned, but it hinders the advance of the 
work of God. His sin prevented the powerful manifestation of the Spirit of 
God, and caused the mission to be ineffective. 

A Christian teacher taught in a high school in Middelburg, Transvaal. 
He had been witnessing and preaching very effectively among the scholars 
in two high schools, and felt that the pupils needed a clear evangelistic 
encounter. There were three other Christian teachers as well. He called us 
to come over and help him. It was an amazing few days. We had sessions 
when they were all present, and smaller sessions where we could get closer to 
them. At the end of those few days, over sixty young people had committed 
their lives to Christ, and were formed into prayer cells which were nurtured 
in the days ahead. The Christian teachers were thrilled!

I was on an eighteen-day tour in the Western Transvaal. It was tiring as 
I travelled from one town to the next, visiting as many people as I could 
and then holding the pre-arranged meeting. At Wolmaranstad I stayed 
with someone who had recently come to Christ and held two meetings in 
the Presbyterian church. Among those who attended there were various 
denominations represented, both English and Afrikaans. I held the meetings 
in both languages alternating from Afrikaans to English throughout 
the messages. The second night was a great meeting and four people of 
different denominations and both languages trusted the Lord for salvation. 
The contact with the folk with whom I stayed was greatly blessed and the 
bond has continued to this day. 

Danie F. and I worked in Stanger, a largely Indian town. We stayed in a 
caravan and cared for ourselves, but our finances were very low. We had 
been given a tray of pawpaws, a packet of cream crackers, and a small 
bottle of marmalade. For breakfast, therefore, we had cream crackers and 
marmalade and then pawpaws. For lunch we had pawpaw and then cream 
crackers and marmalade, and for dinner we reverted to cream crackers and 
marmalade and then pawpaws! The pawpaws ripened just as we needed 
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them, but we thought that we had better try and get something else. After 
a meeting one night we went to see what Stanger had to offer in terms of 
cafés. We passed one and then another, judging them to be third class cafés 
which we would not enter. Eventually we saw one which we thought might 
be acceptable. We went in to see what we could buy. There was a large 
round of cheese. ‘We’ll have a quarter of a pound of cheese, please,’ we 
said to the Indian shopkeeper. He took out a huge blade and wiped it with 
a yellow duster. Bits of the yellow duster clung to the sticky blade. He cut 
a piece of cheese and handed it to us wrapped in brown paper. We took it 
gingerly to the caravan. ‘Let me tell you now,’ said Danie, ‘I am not going 
to eat that cheese!’ We nearly split our sides laughing.

‘No,’ I said, ‘I am hungry; I will eat it.’ I cut off a slice and ate it with 
great apprehension. The cheese stank. I barely got that piece down my 
throat, then put the rest of it, in its paper, on top of the caravan. We got rid 
of it the next day and purchased something better. 

In the Strand, I preached one Sunday morning in the Baptist Church. At 
the door I shook hands with the people as they left. One dear Afrikaans 
brother who was not too conversant with English, gripped my hand in 
a vice-grip and nearly shook my arm off! He was thrilled with what he 
had heard and said enthusiastically, ‘Thank you so much for that expiring 
message!’ I hope that he meant ‘inspiring’!

At Stanford, we secured a room where the lady gave us breakfast and, 
for the rest, we had to fend for ourselves. This meant a meagre diet and 
after visiting the people one day, seeing the fig trees in the various back 
yards, I said, ‘How I would love some figs!’ We knew no-one who had a 
fig tree, but as we walked down the road, a lady whom we had not visited, 
but who had heard of us, called out to us to come into her house. We did so 
and she sat us down at her table and gave us—what do you think?—yes, it 
was a huge bowl of figs! ‘Before they call I will answer’ (Isaiah 65:24)! Just 
a little thing, but how precious of the Lord to bless us in this tasty way!

At Touws River we had a very good mission with almost a hundred 
people attending. I knew that there were several there who had not come 
to Christ. I closed the meeting one night by saying in my prayer, ‘Lord, 
if there are those in this meeting who do not know thee, bless them with 
a sleepless night! Amen!’ A few nights later a lady who had been in that 
meeting, together with six others, sought God for salvation. In the testimony 
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meeting she told how what had been prayed had happened to her. She had 
not been able to sleep. But she trusted Christ to come into her life, ‘and 
then,’ she said, ‘I had another sleepless night for the sheer joy of what had 
happened!’

THE WAY TO HELL

Near Vredendal we pitched our tent in the circular grape/sultana drying 
platform of a Christian grape/raisin farmer, and preached each night for 
ten days. Some wild young people were persistent in their attempts to 
wreck the campaign with loud shouting and revving and spinning their cars 
on the gravel at the tent. They came in every night, sat at the back, and 
joked their way through the meeting. We had spoken kindly to them again 
and again, trying our utmost to get onto their wavelength, but to no avail. 
The last meeting at three o’clock on Sunday afternoon arrived and I had 
a tremendous burden on my heart for them. I said, as I stood up to speak, 
‘We have been telling you throughout this campaign how to go to heaven. 
Since that does not interest you, I am going to tell you how to go to hell.’ 
A lady pilgrim who was with us, sitting in the front row gasped audibly. 
Those youngsters listened! 

I reminded them that the way to hell was a delightful way, where you 
enjoyed yourself immensely and laughed the gospel away, argued the gospel 
away, hurried the gospel away with busy programmes, for you had no time 
for these things. I reminded them that it was a deceitful way, that the end 
of all the enjoyment was a slippery downward path to death. I told them 
that it was a difficult way and that they would have to work hard to get 
to hell. They would have to trample on traditional values of decency and 
morality. They would have to ignore the beautiful Christian lives which 
crossed their pathways. They would have to silence their conscience, and 
stifle the convictions of the Holy Spirit. They would have to reject earnest 
conversations with Christians and messages brought to them from the 
Word of God. They would have to trample on the prayers of their godly 
parents or relatives. They would have to reject God’s Word. And finally 
they would have to reject Christ’s sacrifice on Calvary. It was a difficult 
road and they would have to work very hard to get there. There was a 
deathly silence in that tent. Some of the Christians were weeping. I made 
an appeal and two of those hardened characters responded. We prayed 
with them and led them to Jesus while their friends stood silently in deep 
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thought. I went to them and continued to challenge them for some time but 
there was no further response. So the campaign ended with some fruit, but 
we left with heavy hearts for those who simply would not yield their lives 
to Christ.

In the Western Cape a couple pleaded with the district superintendent to 
send workers for a mission. He was loath to do so, knowing these people 
were extremely poor and lived in a very small house on the farm. But their 
insistence paid off and we were sent to them. They gave us their bed—
where they slept remained a mystery! They witnessed far and wide and 
urged the people to come to the meetings in the local hall. God blessed 
the mission. ‘Where are you staying?’ they asked. ‘With them?’ Christians 
were amazed, and food of all kinds began to arrive at their door. We fed 
sumptuously and in fact our sacrificial host and hostess were able to live for 
six months on the food received during those two weeks! God provided for 
us but he provided for them as well as they gave themselves to the work of 
God. They were thrilled to be part of the gospel team. Didn’t Paul promise 
that God would supply the need of those missionary-supporting Christians 
at Philippi? They had given much to him in his evangelistic enterprises, and 
he assured them that ‘God shall supply all your need according to his riches 
in glory by Christ Jesus’ (Philippians 4:19, italics mine). God not only cares 
for those who go at his command, but for those who support those who go. 
God cares for the whole team!

There was a division of the AEB which worked among the Coloured 
people. Today it is an independent evangelistic society. They have a Bible 
college called Bethel in the Cape Town area and the work is simply called 
‘The Bethel work’. Over the years the work has been greatly blessed. They 
have a convention centre in nearby Paarl and I was asked to speak at a 
Day Conference there. The hall was filled to capacity and I poured out 
my heart. At the close I made an appeal and about seventy folk crowded 
around the platform. They wept so loudly that had I wished to pronounce 
the benediction I would not have been heard. I merely waved the people 
away while the folk at the front had dealings with God. It was a day long 
to be remembered as souls sought and met with God. Many years later a 
Christian worker, who had been there with me, reminded me of that great 
experience at Paarl. It is not easy to forget such a manifestation of God’s 
power!
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