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San Antonio, Texas,
Fire Team Outreach
Fight the GoodFigh 3
JoeMoscatelli F A fresh fire swept over Texas, a
land of freedom, and the land
of the Alamo. It was tremen-
Along Road 8 . dous to witness the freeing
José L. Chaparro power of Jesus Christ as thousands were brought to
salvation. Throughout the weekend the Fire Teams
The Real Teacher 12 ministered to business people in the city. The Teams
Jeff Atkins went out in small groups to various areas in San
Antonio, praying with people and sharing the gospel.
- As they went through the city, the teams handed
Eﬂough IS E.nﬂllgh 18 out tickets to people for free groceries that were
Wes Champlin to be given away at a local park that weekend.
The compassion of God was demonstrated when
Int'l Headq"arters 21 truckloads of groceries were given away. While
has Moved the people waited in line, the Fire Team members
prayed with them for different needs. From across
the nation people representing their local FGBMFI
Crushed by a Tractor 22 chapters came to touch the heart of San Antonio
Leo Strathman for God.
f - 20 people received Christ for each team
World Convention 28 member who took part
- Hundreds received a touch from God as He
Six steps To Salvation 29 healed their bodies and broken lives
- Many received the Baptism of the Holy Spirit
< Truck loads of groceries were given out to
Officers and Directors | 30 peale i need
How exciting to know that we are fulfilling the
Great Commission. We can be the “Good Samaritan”

meeting the needs of our communities. Fire Teams
work in every culture and every nation. The UK will
be the next area to be touched by the Fire Teams.
Let’s believe and work together for the great vision
of God that is now upon us.
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International President, FGBMFI




t the age of fourteen my father enrolled
Amy brother, Mike, and I in the martial
arts. This began my search for life’s
hidden secrets; the martial arts can have a
tendency to get you to look inward through its
training. My search for ‘enlightenment’ brought
me into a hodgepodge of Eastern thought. I
meditated, said mantras, changed my diet, and
did yoga, but I was always frustrated. Though the
fyoga made me pretty
' flexible, I wasn’t getting
enough protein, so I
would get dizzy, and

the man-

tras, on which I meditated,
sounded like baby talk to me.

My martial arts training
continued and at the age of
eighteen I received my Ist
degree Black Belt. My future
was now starting to take form.
The martial arts were my pas-
sion and my goal was to one
day be a chief instructor at
my own school! I worked part
time at various schools within
my style of martial arts, but
at the time, nothing full time
was available.

My grandfather, Antonio
Moscatelli, had moved to Bos-
ton from Italy in the 1920’s. He
was probably Roman
~ Catholic, but he
never spoke of
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it to me. My father was his only child. My
Irish mother was a rather confusing mixture of
Catholic and Jewish, which was probably why I
was raised with no instruction in any faith.

Throughout my teen years I had a fascina-
tion with California, probably encouraged by
the music and media, which showed Hollywood,
fast cars, and tanned beautiful people playing in
eternal sunshine. Massachusetts was cold and
the sun would disappear for a month at a time.
It seemed the whole world looked towards the
west coast. “Go west, young man” became my
theme, and I did just that in June of 1985 at
the age of 19. One Sunday morning I watched
the sunrise in Groton, Massachusetts, and saw
it set in Huntington Beach, California! I made
it; I had arrived!

My instructor in Massachusetts had bought
a martial arts school in California as our
company had expanded westward, and I ended
up teaching there full time. It was difficult at
first with no car and very little money coming
in; T taught at the school Monday through
Saturday, and time off, other than Sundays,
was nonexistent, but I was doing what I loved!
Unfortunately for my boss, my business sense,
on a scale of 1 to 10, was a 5, so the stress was
very heavy at first until I got into the swing of
California life and managing a business.

Being in California allowed me to pursue my
spirituality through meditation and vegetarian-
ism. Still, no light shone - just an occasional
demon masquerading as an angel.

The pivotal point came when I called one of
my student’s mother because he had missed his
private lesson. I was told she was at the hospital
with her other son, who had been diagnosed
with leukemia at only two years of age.



When I called the hospital, Diane invited me
to visit them there that evening. Upon arriving
at her room, I found her with an open book
laid out in front of her. “What are you doing?”
I asked. “A Bible study” she replied.

“You can study the Bible?” I was surprised,
never having put the two together before -
Bible and study. Up to that point my only
exposure to religion had been going to a few
church services and a couple of funerals. I
didn’t own a Bible, but one of my roommates
had a Bible and one day I had opened it to
Cenesis 1. My exposure to old English was
rather limited, so it had meant nothing to me!

Joe demonstrafes a move on instructor, Levertis Riley

This family attended a local
non-denominational fellowship
called Calvary Chapel, just a
little country church on the
edge of town. They invited
me to attend with them on
a Sunday. From the start I
was shocked by the authority
and knowledge from which the
pastor spoke. Immediately I
knew that He knew the One of
whom he spoke.

Buddhism had always been
so ambiguous, kind of like a
riddle that went over most peo-
ple’s heads. Hinduism seemed
like too much work and no
fun, and New Age cost too
much money!

Finally, my search for
‘enlightenment’, to find life’s
hidden secrets, had come to an
end. In fact, I discovered that
there actually are no secrets;
the Bible explains them all.
The most important one is that
I can have a personal relation-
ship with God through know-
ing His Son, Jesus Christ.

Right away, I started to get
into the Bible! I had always
loved to read, so it was easy for
me to pour over the scriptures.
[ also realized that memoriza-
tion of key verses and even
whole chapters was very impor-
tant, and so I devote daily time
to Bible study and prayer. We

www.fgbmfi.org 5



eat three times a day, more if
you're like me, so why would
we not feed our spirits with the
bread of heaven and wash it
down with some living water?!

It’s been 14 years since I
came to know Jesus, and we’re
going strong! I'm still teaching
martial arts, and I've added a
monthly bible study. One time
while visiting me, my brother
also accepted Jesus. He is now
a youth pastor. My mother
committed her life to Christ
at an evangelical meeting, and
recently I had the privilege of
leading my father to Jesus.

My martial arts train-
ing continued and, in
1994, T was tested and
passed my test for 5th
degree Black Belt. To this
day few things give me
the satisfaction of teach-
ing and taking parting in
something that can radi-
cally change a person’s
life. Through Christ, I can
touch my students spiri-
tually, and through the
martial arts I can affect
them physically and men-
tally. I have the unique
position of being a vital
part of many lives and
this allows me to have an
influence as a martial arts
teacher!

6 Voice

Doing business well has become another
source of joy for me. My martial arts school,
United Studios of Self Defense, has been voted
the best school in Orange County, California,
for 1998, 1999, and 2000! It has become just
as fulfilling to feel that I have also become
a Black Belt in business! I believe in the
biblical principles of hard work, smart work,
and honesty in business. Couple that with a
zest for life I have as a Christian, and you have
a winning combination!

The enlightenment I found can never be
found in a religion or a philosophy. They will
only leave you empty and confused. You will
find the answers you are looking for in a
person. His name is Jesus. @

"Karate" Joe doing a Side Blade Kick
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A man ot an Atlanta chapter
meefing was asked fo infroduce
himself. He began, “I was in-
prison for murder, and they put
me in solitary confinement. After
some fime | was bored and asked
for something to read. Someone-
finally passed me a VOICE mago-
zine. | read those stories ugum
and again.” 4

He then opened his Bible and
pulled out that mgged VOICE
magazine. “Here it is.” He con--
fined, “It was through those
testimonies that God changed
my life.” 3
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seling practice in Clovis/Fresno,

California, I work with people
with industrial injuries and veterans
with disabilities. When I first came to
California from Chihuahua, Mexico,
I was entrenched in the traditional
church of my small town. To be
honest, I didn’t really enjoy going to
church, but never dared say anything,
and even felt guilty for thinking it.

A friend of mine began telling me
about something called a “personal
relationship with Jesus Christ.” It
actually annoyed me that she went
to church more than once a week.

In my private rehabilitation coun-

José L. Chaparro

Personally, I felt empty and was afraid of
hell. I knew that my life could not pos-
sibly measure up to the high standards
of a perfect God.

When I was a senior in high school, I
took an interest in the Bible, which I had
never read before that time. I thought it
would bring me some answers. I would
read a short Psalm, but after I closed
the Bible I promptly forgot all I'd read.
In college I came in contact with the
Navigators, a ministry active on college
campuses across America. Their first
question was, “Do you believe in God
and that He sent His Son, Jesus, to die
for your sins?” Naturally, I said, “Yes.”
They then invited me to attend a Bible:
study on campus. I was very interested,
as I really wanted to know more about
God and reasoned that the Bible was
the key.

At the first meeting I met Phil. He
asked me if I had a personal relationship
with God. I told him that I did not know,
so he proceeded to tell me that Jesus
Christ had made the way for me to know
God personally. “How could I, a sinner,
possibly have a personal relationship
with God?” I reasoned. Phil gave me
a little booklet which explained how I
could do this. I read it at once, but did
nothing with the information.

Continuing to attend the weekly Bible
study, I started associating with Phil
and other new friends from the Naviga-
tors. They were different from my other
friends because God was real to them. I
even started to feel like I might be on the

www.fgbmfi.org 9



right track. Nevertheless, my
life was really no different than
it was before, and there were
still doubts in my mind.

One day I was in my dorm
room, trying to do some home-
work, but I could not con-
centrate. I found myself think-
ing about my new Christian
friends. My mind was a huge
jumble of confusing thoughts
and images. In spite of my
interest and any warm feelings
I had had at their meetings,
my life had not changed.

One thing that was frustrat-
ing to me was that I could not
seem to change my filthy lan-
guage. At one point I remem-

10

Voice

bered the booklet Phil had given me. I looked
for it and read it through two or three times.
On the last page, there was a prayer to receive
Jesus into your life. Only then did I realize
I had never actually prayed such a prayer. I
wondered if this was why I had not experienced
any lasting changes in my life.

With that thought, I prayed the prayer.
When I finished it, I did not see angels, and the
walls did not come crashing down. I expected
something visibly miraculous, but nothing hap-
pened. I told myself, “Well, I did it.” As I
put the booklet away, I wondered what would
come next.

Later, Phil looked at me and began smiling
and shaking his head in wonder. I told him
what I had done, and he just kept saying,
“Praise the Lord!” Although I had tried before
to live correctly and had failed, when I attended
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a Navigator’s conference that
weekend, I suddenly became
keenly aware of God’s pres-
ence. He became extremely
real to me and I was so excit-
ed, I could hardly stand it.

Then I started to experi-
ence changes one by one. My
language was cleaned up. I
had tried to do this numerous
times, but had failed. I consid-
ered this a major miracle! God
has truly been good to me. He
did not promise that we would
have a life free of troubles,
but I have experienced His
strength in my life when I
have made a conscious deci-
sion to trust Him with my
problems and concerns. The
Christian life is always an
opportunity to trust God in
everything, and I have found
Him to be faithful even when
I have not been so.

Recently, T participated in
the San Antonio, Texas, Fire
Team Outreach put on by
the FGBMFI. With an average
group of around 100 people,
we were able to lead close to
2,000 people to Jesus Christ.
It was invigorating to see how
God works in people in such
a simple, yet practical, way
through businessmen.

Voice in the Warehouse

If you are trying to get the good news out
to the prisons, on large outreaches, or on
missions trips, you are going to need Voice
Magazines in large quantities. Now is your
chance to purchase back issues of Voice from
1998 and 1999 at very special prices. Contact
us at 1-949-461-0100 for further information, or
email us at: chapters@mail.fgbmfi.org

Testimonies

(] o

for Voice Magazine

If you would like to submit your own personal
testimony, or another exciting testimony you
have heard, for consideration in Voice Maga-
zine, please send it to editor@fgbnet.com, or
send the typed testimony, or a testimony on cas-
sette tape, to FGBMFI, P.O. Box 303, Lynden,
WA 98264. (No video tapes, please.) Remember
to include contact information (name, address,
phone, email) about the man giving the testi-
mony, as well as the chapter he attends or
spoke in. Chapter meetings and conventions
are great places to hear testimonies. Why not
share them in Voice?

www.fgbmfiorg 11
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here is an increasing
interest in the spiritual
in our times. Television,

radio, newspapers, and mag-
azines all seem to feature
stories about angels, terres-
trial  encounters, prophetic
announcements or groups that
study such things. Though I
have sometimes found such
stories amusing, I have never
been interested in this theme.
As a public school teacher
with one of the country’s most
respected school boards, I felt
that life was going along great.

12  \oice

Very comfortable in our two bedroom apart-
ment and happily married for nine years, my
wife and I had everything going our way, so I
didn’t feel that this media interest in spiritual
things was very relevant to me. If you were
to have approached me on the street, I would
have told you, “Everything’s going just fine,
thanks very much.”

Another topic which always made me make
a quick exit was religion. In fact, as far as I
was concerned, even a printed billboard sign
or words in a brochure, especially about God
or Jesus, were to be avoided. I had decided
that if God existed at all, he was only for the
wealk and helpless in the world, so I never gave
a second thought to religious things, except



perhaps around Christmas and Easter, but I
still wasn’t going to go looking for God. “That’s
okay for you, but not me,” was my favorite
exit line. If there was a heaven, I believed that
my good thoughts and actions would somehow
secure me a place there.

Born and raised in Ottawa, I grew up in a
caring and loving family. We attended church
together and, although it was hard for Mom to
get me out of bed and dressed at times, I have
fond memories of Sunday School activities -
the Bible stories, the games, getting a perfect
attendance badge, and learning children’s
songs like “Jesus Loves Me. As I grew older,
it was more and more difficult for me to stay
interested in church activities. High school and
university made Sundays a day for sleeping in
or doing schoolwork.

When I got married in August of 1975, I was
preparing to go to Teachers’ College. My wife,
Anne, and I moved from Ottawa to Queen’s
University campus in Kingston, Ontario. A year
after graduation we moved to Scarborough, a
suburb of Toronto, and I began teaching at a

Jeff Atkins with his students

nearby elementary school.

At that time we thought we
might like to start attending
a church near us. Though I
had a sense of quiet peace
from time to time as we attend-
ed church, soon the weekends
again became busy, and I found
myself wanting to do other
things on Sundays. We stopped
attending after a few months
and didn’t think much more
about it. Strangely, what I did
start thinking about were the
frequent traffic accidents that
we would pass by, ones where
if we had been there just a min-
ute or two sooner, we would
have been the ones lying in
the ambulance with our car all
smashed up.

I remember one day going
for a walk around our neigh-
borhood. It was a beautiful,
sunny summer’s day. [ came up
to an intersection and waited
for the light to turn green. As
it changed, I began to step off
the curb, but pulled back when
I heard a voice inside me say,
“Wait!” Without any warning,
a car came racing across the
intersection and just missed
hitting me. Very thankful that
I had stopped when I did, I
looked up to the green light
and realized that it wasn’t my
light. I had been about to cross

13
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in the wrong direction, into
the oncoming traffic. Though I
didn’t think a lot about it, I felt
very fortunate to be alive.

A few months later I was
talking to an older gentleman
after giving blood at a blood
donor clinic. As he was about
to leave, he turned to me
and said, “God bless you!” I
thanked him, a bit embarrassed
because I wasn’t able to say
the same thing back, but was
aware of that same peaceful
feeling I had experienced at
church. I didn’t tell Anne about
any of this; I just kept it to
myself. Then, in March of 1984,
an incident took place in my
life that would bring all of
these experiences rushing back
into both our lives.

I was in Ottawa, visiting my
parents during spring break
from school. A year prior to
this my mom had had a ‘reli-
gious experience’ at a Full
Gospel Business Men’s Satur-
day breakfast. We didn’t know
what to make of it all, but
Mom had definitely changed.
She wanted to go to church a
lot more and said that she
was receiving letters from God
that she felt she was to share
with certain people. The rest
of us thought she had got a
bit too much of this religious

14  \Voice

experience, but as long as she was happy, and
didn’t try to change the rest of us, we felt
it was okay.

Now, a year later, I was having some break-
fast at the kitchen table when Mom came over,
sat down opposite me, and asked if I would
listen to one of the more recent letters she
said that God had given her. Normally I would
have said, “No, thanks, Mom,” but this time
I decided to let her read it to me. If it made
her happy, I would listen just this once. As
she began reading, I felt myself listening closely
to the words. Initially I thought she might be
making these letters up herself, but I quickly
realized that this was not her writing style, and
if it was from who she said it was, [ was at
a loss for words.

As I was trying to figure this out, my mind
turned to my grandmother, my mom’s mother,
who had died about a year before. I had loved
her very much and had felt a great loss at her
death, but why was I thinking about her just
now? As I pondered this, I suddenly began to
feel very cold; in fact I found myself starting to
shiver and tremble all over. It was like someone
was taking a pail of ice water and pouring it
over me. “What’s this?” I thought. Suddenly
[ started to feel very ashamed; I felt that I
had been pushing away someone’s love for
me, just as if I might have tried to reject my
grandmother’s love.

I jammed my hands together to stop myself
from shaking, but, no matter how hard I tried,
it didn’t work. Tears were flooding out of my
eyes. “This is so embarrassing!” I thought;
“A 32-year-old man bawling his eyes out, and
shaking like this in front of his own mother.”
Then, all of a sudden it stopped - the shaking,



Jeff and his wife, Anne

the coldness, the tears. Was I ever glad! Then
a strange warm feeling started to rise from my
feet to my ankles, up my legs, and over the rest
of me. The trembling and tears started all over
again, but this time I felt wonderfully happy.
“Oh, no, not again!” I thought, as I jammed
my hands together to try and stop the shaking.
“This is really weird!” Just as that expression
crossed my lips, the shaking went away and
I stopped crying. Glancing over at my mom,
I saw that she had tears streaming down her
face. She knew what was happening to me, but
she just sat quietly across the table from me,
waiting for it all to stop.

The first thing I remember saying to her
was, “ I know what the love between the Father
and the Son must be like!” I couldn’t believe I
had said that, and I felt so comfortable saying it.
I continued, “I can picture these two large
black doors opening and streams of sunlight

shining through. And I can
see the hem of a cloth gar-
ment, it was something like
a robe, and a little child’s
hand reaching up to touch
the hem of that garment.”
I could see Mom wiping
away her tears as I spoke.
She said, “Jeff, you are
going to want to tell other
people about what has hap-
pened this morning.” Feel-
ing quite overwhelmed by
what I had experienced, I
replied, “ I don’t think so
Mom, but one thing I do
know. I want to find out all I
can about Jesus, and I know
where to look - in the Bible.”
Then Mom told me, “When you
go outside later you'll see the
sky a bluer blue, the clouds
a whiter white, and the leaves
a greener green.” I thought,
“Well, that’'s interesting, but
I don’t care if anything else
happens right now; I just want
to read all I can about Jesus.”
We both got up from the
kitchen table and cleared away
the dishes. I was still thinking
about doing some reading when
I stepped out onto the front
porch of the house. My atten-
tion was suddenly, and quite
dramatically, directed to the
blue sky and the clouds above
me. I felt as if I wanted to

15
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be lifted up right into those
clouds. And what a vivid color
of blue the sky seemed to be!
The leaves on the trees nearby
seemed to be so green; it was
amazing! Then I remembered
Mom’s words.

All too soon my visit was
over and I drove the 5 hours
back home to Toronto. I didn’t
know what I was going to
tell Anne, if anything at all. I
thought that I would just keep
things quiet for awhile, maybe
a few days, before I told her
what had happened to me.

As soon as I arrived, she
could tell there was something
different about me and imme-
diately asked, “Jeff, what is
it? There’s something different
about you.” I swallowed hard,
and could feel my heart racing
as I explained to her what
had happened. She was very
concerned; I suppose I would
have been, too, if I had been
in her place. She wasn’t happy
about my change and told me
quite bluntly not to expect
anything like that from her. I
heard her words, but I wasn’t
really listening. My plan was
to try and persuade Anne into
wanting her own relationship
with Jesus. She was already
attending a church at this time
by herself, but wasn’t ready to

16 \Voice

Jeff and friend, Hiram Joseph

have anything more happen.

I decided that once in a while I would just
tell her about the new things I discovered in
the Bible, and we could discuss them. These
discussions quickly precipitated into heated
arguments. Over the next six weeks our mar-
riage suffered greatly because of my desire to
have Anne feel what I was feeling about God.
One night as we were getting ready for bed I
thought that I would try just one more time
to talk to her. Wrong ideal We got into such
an argument that she told me she would be
leaving in the morning because I had become
impossible to deal with. It became clear to me
at that moment that I had exploded a bomb
in our home. Going into our living room, I got
down on my knees and cried out to God to
save our marriage. I became aware that I had
been getting in God’s way all this time, and
now it was time to get out of the way and
let Him work.



The next morning I apologized to Anne, and
we made up. I was so happy! Only a month
later, she began asking me questions about the
Bible. I tried my best not to overwhelm her
with big answers. Not long afterwards she and
I prayed together as she acknowledged Jesus as
her Lord and Savior. Her experience with God
at that moment was a very quiet one, and not
at all like mine. That was over 12 years ago
and we have never regretted our decisions to
commit our lives to Jesus Christ.

Our walk, though filled with wonderful
blessings along the way, has not been an easy
one. In 1989 Anne’s mother died very suddenly
from a rare blood disorder while on holiday
in England. I received the telephone call from
Anne’s dad at school and had to tell her
about her mom, then make all the necessary
arrangements for us to fly over to England
to be with her family. I don’t have to tell
you how difficult a time that was, and how
much we both asked for God’s help to comfort

Jeff recieving his Prayer Pariner Certificate.

us. We have found that, when
God allows difficult situations
to come into our lives, He will
carry us through. And then we
can, in turn, be a comfort to
others going through a similar
difficult time.

I continue to teach school
and Anne works for Ontario
Hydro. We are both active
in our church in the music
and audio visual areas. I am
involved with the FGBMFI
Scarborough Chapter and also
volunteer with the Christian
Television program, 100 Hunt-
ley Street, which is seen across
Canada each weekday. I answer
phones as a volunteer prayer
partner, and have an opportu-
nity to pray with each caller for
a variety of prayer requests.

Anne and I would not want
to live our lives any other
way than with Jesus. Though
we are not rich in a financial
sense, we are rich in what we
have with Him. We are both
looking forward to the day
we will go to heaven. In the
meantime, we want to continue
to be a blessing to others.’
Because He found me when I
wasn’t even looking for Him,
I know He is reaching out to

you as well!
@
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he dunk tank is no
place for a teenager,
but there I was in

jail with adults. This experi-
ence shook me up, but
changed nothing. It wasn’t
long before I was back at
the same old parties. One
day some friends and I
were having a grand old
time up in the mountains,
drinking. We ended up roll-
ing the jeep we were driv-
ing. Fortunately, no one
was seriously injured.
Coming out of this epi-
sode unharmed caused me
to question why. Within a
year I had also rolled a
tractor on the farm and my

18 \Voice




dad had had to dig me out. Amazingly, though
my foot had been pinned under the seat, I had
been able to walk away, shaken, but fine. Once
again I was left wondering, “Why, me?”

While I was still attending junior college, my
drinking had got to the point where I would
have to have something even before going to
school. I met a girl there at the college and
within a year we were married. Due to the
drinking, I even had to be bailed out of jail to
make it to my own wedding.

My wife’s mother was a perfect example of
what a Christian was supposed to be. My father-
indaw and I would go hunting and drinking
together. Then one Sunday when we arrived,
my father-inlaw was sitting in the easy chair

with a big smile on his face. He
explained that he had commit-
ted his life to Jesus Christ at
church the previous Sunday.

It seemed to me that God
was pursuing me like a hound
after a fox, and this fox was
running out of places to hide.
About that time I was down at
Pismo Beach when an accident
occurred. Since ambulance ser-
vice was so terrible on the
beach, I took my pickup truck,
loaded in the three injured
people, and rushed them to
the hospital.
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Entering the emergency ward at Gro-
ver City Hospital with the injured peo-
ple, I saw six gurneys with bloodied
people and medical staff running every-
where. The head nurse asked, “How
many more are coming?”

The Detiding Factor

When I didn’t quite understand what
she was talking about, she explained
that she thought we were coming from
the 101 freeway accident. There had
been a drunk driver going the wrong



way down the highway and had caused
a two-car collision.

All that pain cause by alcohol brought
me to my senses, and I decided then
and there that enough was enough. That
was the last day I ever drank alcohol!
The next Sunday I went to church and
finally invited Jesus Christ to be Lord
of my life. Since that time I have been
involved with jail ministry, worked with
youth, and helped build a project called,
the “ King’s Ranch Ministry”.

Working with the FGBMFI, I served
as president of the Hanford Chapter for
six years and am now an Area Rep. I
work as a general contractor and have
two of my three sons working for me. My
wonderful wife, Joan, is my best friend.

The Lord God has led me through
deep waters and has always saved me
from drowning. He has given me the
desires of my heart and has caused me to
blossom where I'm planted. I have been
blessed to go with the Fire Teams, both
to Brownsville and to San Antonio. @

The International HQ has moved

27 Spectrum Pointe Drive, Suite 312 Lake Forest, CA 92630

Phone: 949-461-0100

Fax: 949-609-0344

www.fgbmfi.org

EMAIL: International @mail.fgbmfi.org
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hen it came to reli-
gion, fear controlled
my life. T was con-
vinced that I had to live accord-
ing to a code of Do’s and
Don’ts, and that no matter
what I did, I would never be
able to measure up. This fear
extended itself into every area
of my life. In high school, it
was so strong that I could
not speak to a group of peo-
ple, because I was convinced I
could not meet the standard.
Then I met some people at
work who told me I needed
to be ‘born again’. I argued
that because they did not go to
my church, they were going to
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hell, and that they nothing to say to me. They
were persistent in gently loving me. Finally, one
day at a meeting, I responded to an invitation
to invite Jesus Christ into my life.

At that point in my life I was an absolute
workaholic, and I was not the easiest person
to live with at times. When I came home from
the meeting, I told my wife what had happened
to me. She wasn’t the slightest bit impressed.
Since I was totally excited by what had taken
place, this resulted in some tension around the
house. This was caused mostly because I was
unwise in how I expressed my enthusiasm. I
began to cry out to God for help.

That spring we were getting ready to bale
hay with the tractors. When I noticed that one
of the cows was out, I sent two of my sons
with a tractor to get the cow back into the
pasture. When they returned, I expected them



to hook up to the wagon that I was sitting on.
To my surprise, they went to the shed instead. I
saw Mike get off the tractor and put something
into the shed.

Then He got back onto the tractor, looked
around to make sure the way was clear, and
began to back up. Then there was a loud
noise and Mike started screaming. I was more
than 400 feet away, and yet I had heard the
crack when the tractor ran over Justin’s head.
Instantly I knew it was Justin. To make maters
worse, the ground where Justin was run over
was hard as rock, with no give at all.

When I arrived on the scene, Justin was as
stiff as a board. At first I panicked, then the
peace of the Lord came over me, and I began to
pray. We called ‘911’ and then, not wanting to
wait, put Justin in the pickup truck and started
the 20 miles to the hospital. Within one mile,
Justin quit breathing. We got ready to do CPR
and then we began to cry out to God, and he

The Strathman Farm in Kansas

began to breathe again. This
happened two more times on
the way to hospital.

Since his skull was cracked,
the doctors told us Justin
would not survive. They imme-
diately took him via ambulance
to another hospital. At the
time I did not know a lot
about the Word of God, but I
did know that the Bible said
He would do a miracle when
His followers prayed in Jesus
name. I knew I could stand on
the Word.

This happened on a Satur-
day evening; all day Sunday Jus-
tin got worse. There was pres-
sure building up in his brain,
and the doctors explained that
his only chance was immediate
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Right: Justin Strathman
after the accident

Below and Next Page:
Justin Strathman
in High School

brain surgery. They said that
areas of the brain that would
have permanent damage were
those effecting speech and his
right side. He was unconscious
for five days. When he finally
came to on the 4th of July, we
still did not know if he would
be able to talk. We were told
that if he lived, he would have
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to spend months in Wichita, learning to talk
again, that he would never walk without a limp,
and that he would have to take medication
against seizures for the rest of his life.

Two nights later the duty nurse was eating
a cup of yogurt while sitting with him. He
looked up at her and asked, “What are you
eating?” She about lost it. He could speak, but
still could not move his right side. They had
taken his skull bone out from just above his
eyebrows to the middle of his head to
allow for the swelling. It was to be left
out for eight weeks, frozen in nitrogen to
preserve it; they did not believe it could
be put back after that time because of
his age. The skull bone would not be
calcified enough to keep in the nitrogen.

On the twelfth day, the doctor came
in and stuck needles in Justin’s right
foot to see if there was any change. He
looked at Justin and said, “It’s time for
you to straighten up your act.

Raise that leg.” To the astonishment
of all, he lifted it. On the nineteenth



day, my 45th birthday, Justin walked out of
that hospital!

Because the bone was still out of his head,
he came home wearing a protective helmet, but
he was walking and talking! The other concern
was regarding the lining of the brain, which was
torn. They had patched it like an inner-tube,
but he would likely have to have a plastic plate
put in his head.

We told the doctors that we were praying,
that Justin was going to be fine, and would
even be able to have his own skull bone put
back in. They did end up putting his own skull
bone back in, and a nurse told us that the brain
lining looked perfect. Today the only evidence
of his accident is a scar under his hairline from
ear to ear. God healed him totally! He has not
taken any medication, and has never had a
seizure. Today he is in his 2nd year studying
drafting in Manhattan, Kansas.

Personally, I had a back problem caused by a
birth defect. For more than twenty years I had
a standing appointment with a chiropractor,
who I saw as many as three times a week.
When the FGBMFI came to our town, I went
to a meeting and asked for prayer because I
suffered such unbelievable pain.

The problem in my back caused tremendous
headaches, which would in turn make me sick
to my stomach. Today, it has been fifteen years
since I have had a significant headache, and,
as far as my back is concerned, I can do more
today than when I was 21 years old!

In the meantime, all of my family have
said the ‘sinners’ prayer. Justin’s healing had a
powerful impact in my wife’s life, and she com-
mitted her life to Jesus Christ at an FGBMFI
meeting. God has also taken away that tremen-

dous burden of fear I carried,
and has filled me with bold-
ness, after baptizing me in His
Holy Spirit.

At one point we were farm-
ing about 1,200 acres and had
about 100 milk cows. One of
the biggest problems in farm-
ing is to keep all the equip-
ment up-to-date. A man came
to me and wanted to sell me
a combine for $47,000; I could
not afford that much. A year
later, he came back and was
down to $37,000, but that was
still too much for me. Still, at
his insistence I went to have
a look at it. On the way over,
I prayed, “Lord, how much
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The Strathman Family

should I offer?” The figure that
He seemed to be impressing
on me was $26,000.

Refusing the offer, he asked
me to check out prices else-
where and then to come back.
I did that and discovered it
would be a real bargain if
he sold me the machine at
my price. I went back and he
asked, “What are you willing
to pay me today?” I answered,
“$26,000” He responded, “I
can’t take that,” and began
walking away. As he did, he
added, “but I guess I will.”

By the end of the wheat
harvest, I was able to pay for
the combine without borrow-
ing a dime. The combine was
bigger than I needed for my
land, but it has turned out
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to be a real blessing
from God for us. He
told me what to offer
and I stayed with it
He knows more than
I do! The equipment
has worked out very
well for us.

I am sharing this
story with you from
San Antonio, Texas,
during the second
“Celebrate  America”
FGBMFI Fire Team
Outreach in the USA.
It is an honor to be a
part of this great end-time Outreach. During the
course of the week, I personally prayed with
more than 80 people who wanted to receive
Jesus into their lives. There were healings and
much prayer for people. The beauty of this type
of outreach is that it is done through one-on-
one ministry by ordinary people. We are farm-
ers, doctors, lawyers, bankers, business owners,
accountants, plumbers,
builders, and the list
goes on. In the Fire
Teams, as business peo-
ple, we are able to
impact everyone from
the wealthiest to
the poorest in the
cities of our own X
nations. This is Y :\' ;

) ” ) o o
exciting! % %3
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CONVENTIONS
& EVENTS AROUND
THE WORLD

FGBMFI AUSTRALIAN
NATIONAL CONVENTION
April 2528, 2001

Hahndorf, Adelaide

Contact: Australian National Office
Tel: + 61 8 8357 6281

Fax: + 61 8 8357 6275

Email: fgbmfi@ozemail.com.au

OLYMPIC PENNISULA

MEN’S ADVANCE

April 27-29, 2001

at Fort Flagler State Park near
Port Townsend, Washington
Contact: Mike Krier

2980 Calaveras Ave SE

Port Orchard, WA 98366
360-895-0137

E-mail mkrier@juno.com

MARYLAND MEN’S ADVANCE
April 27-29, 2001

Contact: Jim Priddy 410 326 4339
or Bill Lookingbill 301-271 3360

B.C. PROVINCIAL MEN’S ADVANCE
May 4-6, 2001

Green Bay Camp: Kelowna, B.C.
Contact: Ken Scarrow or Peter Schlitt
Tel: 604-530-1831 or 604-558-6102
Fax: 604-530-0443 or 604-558-6102
Email: oldpori@vancouver.net

38TH ANNUAL PACIFIC
NORTHWEST REGIONAL CONV.
May 10-12, 2001

Holiday Inn at Airport,
Portland, Oregon

Contact: Peter Reding,

Nat Dir and Co-chair

Tel: 503 292-2161

Fax: 503 292-2161

Email: peter@redingworld.com

2001 World Convention
August 7-11

Special Fire Teams August 7,8
Wyndham Palace Resort and Spa

1900 Lake Buena Vista, FL 32830 Ph: 407-827-3333; Fax: 407-827-3472
Rooms only $99 for up to 4 people.

Full Gospel Business Men's Fellowship Infernational has arranged a block of rooms
at the Wyndham Palace Resort & Spa in Orlando, FL for our 2001 World Conv.
You may book your room directly by calling 407-827-3333.

To receive the group rate, you must identify yourself with FGBMFL.

All rooms are booked on a first come, first serve basis, and are guaranteed af the
group rafe unfil July 7, 2001.

THE HOLY SPIRIT ENCOUNTER
May 12, 2001

Hilton Hotel,

Bellevue, Washington

Contact: Michael R. Dilio

Tel: (425) 885-9591

Fax: (425) 237-0860

Email: fgbmfi@fgbmfi-bellevue.org

FIRE TEAMS VISIT UK

May 12-20, 2001

United Kingdom

Contact: Peter Spreckley

Tel: (44) (0)1428741250

Fax: (44) (0)1730 816016
peterspreckley@btconnect.com

PROPHETIC “MEN’S CAMP”
June 8, 2001

Spokane, Washington
Contact: Blake Carlson

Tel: 509-483-0308

Fax: 509-483-9215

Email: blake@nbstamp.com

B.C. REGIONAL BANQUET
June 1-3, 2001

Surrey B.C., Canada
Contact: Ken Scarrow

Tel: 604-530-1831

Fax: 604-530-0443

25TH ANNUAL ALDERSGATE
ADVANCE (MEN’S CAMP)
Sept. 21-23, 2001

Aldersgate Conference Center,
Turner, Oregon

Contact: Peter Reding

Tel: 503292-2161

Fax: 503 292-2161

Keep us informed about your
conventions and events

For more events see infernet: http://www.fghnet.com /events/




Men still cry, “What must I do to be saved?” The Bihle provides a clear answer.

Acknowledge
“For all have sinned and come short of the glory of God.” (Romans 3:23)
“God, be merciful to me a sinner.” (Luke 18:13)

Repent
“Except you repent, you shall all likewise perish.” (Luke 13:3)
“Repent, therefore, and be converted, that your sins may be blotted out.” (Acts 3:19)

Confess

“If we confess our sins, He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to deanse us from all unrighteousness.”
(1 John 1:9) “If you confess with your mouth the Lord Jesus, and believe in your heart that God has raised Him from
the dead, you shall be saved.” (Romans 10:9)

Forsake
“Let the wicked forsake his way, and the unrighteous man his thoughts; and let him return unto the Lord...for He
will abundantly pardon.” (Isaiah 55:7)

Believe

“For God so loved the world that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever believes in Him should not perish,
but have everlasting life.” (John 3:16)

“He that believes and is baptized sholl be saved; but he that believes not shall be damned.” (Mark 16:16)

Receive
“He came unto His own, and His own received Him not. But as many as received Him, to them gave He power to
become the sons of God, even to those that believe on His name.” (John 1:11, 12)

Lo ot s o]

Why not make your eternal decision now?
“Lord Jesus, | believe You died for my sins and | ask for Your forgiveness. | receive You now as my personal Savior and invite
You to manage my life from this day forward. Amen.”

Write us to tell of your decision. We'll send you a booklet, “Now That You've Received Christ.”

Yes! I have made my eternal decision. I have read the Six Steps to Salvation and have asked
Jesus to be my personal Savior.

Please send me the bookiet “Now That You've Received Christ.”

Signature

Name

Address,

City, State, Zip
Clip and mail to: FGBMFI, 27 Spectrum Pointe Drive, Suite 312, Lake Forest, CA 92630 - Phone: 949-461-0100 - Fax: 949-609-0344 I
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President: Richurd Shukariun; Exec. Vice Pres.: John Currette, Jumes Priddy; Secretary:
Kwobenn Darko, Asst. Secretary: Bruno (uumano, Treasurer: Joseph Shuio.
Presidential Cabinet: Robert Bignold, Roy Bryan, Daniel Caamano, George Duggan, Michael Galleher, Andrew
Kaminski, Tom Leding, Michael Neal, Bill Phipps, Leonard Riebold, James Rogers, Ron Weinbender.
Presidential Ambassadors: Jackey Beavers, Johnny Johnson, Chris Wilmott.

International Publications Directors: Blair Scott, Dr Jerry Jensen (Editor Emeritus).

USA Internafional Directors : Rober Bignold, Roy Brian, Daniel Caamano, Jerry DeFlorio, Clem Dixon, Michael
Galleher, Roger Johnson, Tom Leding, Ralph Marinaci, Carlin Nash, Robert Nafions, Mike Neal, Terry Peters, Leonard
Riebold, Jimmy Rogers, Joseph Shaia, Ron Weinbender, DeCarol Williamson.  IDs at Large: Sam Evans, Jmes
Greening, Ernie Katai, Andrew Kaminski, David Wells, Don Mouns, Douglas Woolley.

USA National Directors: Rrizona, Rhuno Nelson, Alan Koeneman; Arkunsas, John Schmook; Califarnia,
Harvey Harms, Wayne Jones, Gregorio Krawchuk, Germain Labat, Chosen Lee, Robert Licciardo, Quentin Unruh;
Colorado, Flmer Lewis, Walt Sebring; Floride, Harry Bourassa, Monroe Coblentz, Milt Thomas; Georgia, Tom
Allanson, William Bacon, Jr., Joe Chalk, David Crawford; Mlinis, Robert Chiles, Garth Coonce, Rodney Hite, Dave
MacBurnie, Neil Nelles: Indliana, Mike Bond, Brian Duke Hoffman, Stan Loy, Mike Neal; lmwum, Gary Bortz;

Harry Krohn; Kumsas, Joe Bartlett, Stanley Hoerman; IMuine, Richard Crockett; Muryland, Williom Lookingbill;
Mussachusetts, Alex Conavan; Michigan, Stanley Cool, Edgar Miller; Minnesota, Don Richter; Mississippi,
Williom Keller: Mlissourd, Bill Phipps, Ralton Naraine; Nelraska, Dale Herter, Jacque Miller; New Humpshire,
Richard Morin; New Mexica, Lynn Cobb, Blackie Gonzales; Mews York, James Amsfrong, John Barone; North
Carolina, Herbert Pate, Dale Richardson, James Smith; @him, Oscar Clark, Troy Dotson, Robert Lindemann, Thomas
Packard, Bill Swad, Steve Wilson, Robert Yoblinski; Okluhom, Joe Cannon, Alan Schmook; Oregen, John Fagan,
Peter Reding; Pennsylvania, Eugene Amold, Linford Mocdonald, Gary Sample, Paul Scholfield; South Caroling,
George Duggan; South Dakotu, Pete Steggerdo; Tennessee, Dennis De Lemas, Perk Evans; Texas, Robert
Clark, Carlos Ferreyro, Paul Hileman, Gilbert Markarian, Joe Henry Ortega; Utash, John Hale; Uermaont, Robert Zider;
Washington, Bloke Carlson; Wistansin, lke Andrews; Wyoming, Don Humphreys.

Emeritus Directors: John Brimmer, Vernon Murrow, S.K. Sung.

National Presidents: Angola, Sukama D. A. Ricardo; Antigua/Barbuda, Noel Thomos; Argentina, Basilio
Klimiszyn; Armeniu, Rofik Grigorian; Arulm, Ciemencio German; Australin, Fred Krueger; Rustriu, Franz Kren;
Buhuomas, Donald Curry; Barbados, Johnny Bourne; Belgium, Richard Van Waesberghe; Belize, Jorge Meliton
Auvil: Benin, Gaefon Simenou; Bermuda, Walter Cook; Balivia, Genaro Blanco Enriquez; Brazil, Pedro Paulo
Barello; British Virgin Is., Ruford Potter; Bulgari, Zacharin Lozarov; Burkinm Fasa, Gnoumou K. Gaston;
Burundi, Manasse Hovyarimana; Cumeraan, Sclomon Nforgiver; Canmda, Jacques Philibert; Coyman Is.,
Harold Paramlall; Cen. Riricun Rep., Marcel Malonge; Chad, Ngorta Emmanuel; Chile, Alejandro Vergara
Galvez; Colombiu, Col. Amando Cifuentes; Canga, Francois Ambedet; [osta Rita, Francisco Fallos; Cote
D’lvnire, Simon Nandjui; Cubm, Roberto Matos Figueras; Curaicam, Ernst Ochlers; Cyprus, Chris Alexandrou;
tzech Republic, Jiii Mesko; Dem.Rep.of Conga, Bertin Mbondo; Denmark, Hugo Marfinussen; Dominica,
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Bernard Moses; Dominican Rep., Frank Vilorio; Ecumdor, Fernando R. Silva; Egypt, Yacoub Saaman;

€l Salvador, Dionisio Machuca; Enquatorinl Guinen, Elios Edjo; Fiji, Apaitia Serv; Finlund, Jukka Koski;
Frunce, Bruno Berthon; Gabon, Victor Joctane; Germany, Ulich Von Schnurbein; Ghame, Joseph Kwaw;
Gibraltar, Charles Harrison; Grent Britain, John Walker; Grenadu, Nestor Ogilvie; Guatemala, Luis Alberfo
Mazariegos; Guernsey, Mike Parker; Guine, Francois Fall; Guyene, Compton Young; Honduras, Dr. Carlos

R. Pinel; Hungumry, Miklos Molnar; Indonesia, H.B.L. Mantir; Ireland, Jack 0'Donoghue; Isrmel, Daniel Yeboah;
Jumaica, Earl A. Richards; Jupam, Ken Tsukamoto; Kenya, Michael Mbugua; Latwia, Harijs Tomashevskis;
Luxembourg, Frank Evereft; Malawi, T.L. Zimbo; Mulaysio, Dr. Peter Tong; Mnli, Luis Augute Traore; Multa,
Joe Aquiling; Martinigue\Guadeloupe, Henri Maizeroi Eugene; Mexica, Guadalope Lozano; Maldova,
Vladimir Danallo; Montserrat, Richard Lee; Mynnmar, Chin Mang; Netherands, (b Van Der Zee; News
Lealond, Alex Moody; Nicuragua, Humberto Arguello; Nigeria, Bunmi Adedeji; Norway, Koare Nordlie;
Panama, Luis Carlos Cho; Pupun New Guinew, John Toguata; Paruguay, Alfredo Ramos; Perw, Pedro
Condor; Philippines, Comelio Villareal Jr.; Puerta Rics, Julio Torres, Sr.; Romanit, Daniel Neamteanu;
Ruwsandu, Sandrali Sebakaro; Smudi Arahia, Ebenezer Gnanich; Senegal, Andre Amouzou; Sierru Leane,

E. Penn Timity; Singupere, Tan Buang Kher; Spain, Francisco S. Aguile; Solomen Island, Andrew Korinihona;
Sri Lunkn, Sunin Wijesinghe; St. Craix, Olof Hanneman; St. Kitts/Nevis, Analdo Bailley; St. Lucin,

Joseph Mathurin; St. Muarten, Charles Davis; St. Thomas, Eston David; St. Uincent/Grenadines, Jeffery
Williams; Swaizilund, Ray Duggan; Sweden, Alf Liliehall; Switzerland, Jean Wuhrmann; Taiusen, Tony Tseng;
Tunzania, John Njou; Thailund, Komo Antakon; The Gumbiu, Ernest Essuman; Toga, Gratien de Souza;
Trinidod/Tobugo, Kelvin Frank; Ugnnd, Daniel Nkoto; Uruguay, Gabriel Eff; USA, Richard Shakarian;
Uenezueln, Federico Jerez; Zumhbia, David Chitundu; Zimbabuwe, Emmanuel Chabwedzeda.

For information contaci FGBMFI International: Albunin, Bungludesh, Botswanu, Combodia,
Cunaory Islunds, Ching, Croatin, Estonin, Furoe Islonds, Greete, Hoiti, Hong Kong, Icelund,
India, Isruel, itoly, Jordon, Hyrgyzstun, Liberiu, Mudogascar, Mongolio, Nomibia, Nepal,
Pakistun, Polund, Portugnl, Russin, Suo Tome & Principe, Serbin, Slovakin, Slovenia,
South Africa, Vietnom, Ukraine.

Global Internafional Directors: Bunmi Adedeji, Olusola Ajolore, Julio Alberty-Valdes, Francois Ambendet, Akwasi
Amoakahene, Humberto Arguello, Pedro Paulo Barella, Edwin Bendeck, Bruno Berthon, John Carrette, Amando Cifuentes,
Kwabena Darko, Azike Diribe, Sunday Essien, Anthony Ewelike, Francisco Fallas, Segun Falope, Juan Jose Font, Victor
Jocktane, Faustin Kambamba, Michael Wa-Dikonda Kayembe, Clement Mukumadi Kazamba, Mubiala Kibala, Jean Kimbunda,
Joseph Kwaw, Humberto Lotilla, Eugene Makembe, Marcel Malenso, Hugo Marroquin, Sam Mbata, Diavita Mfwamosi,

Marcel Mulumb, Josias Nkusi, Andre Mengfa Nsoki, Joseph Tshiteya Ntumba, Pat Odiyi, Wole Olufon, Akin Olumodimu, Sam
Oluwalana, Goma Osarollor, Jacques Philibert, Dr. Carlos Pinel, Talas Sianturi, Peter Speckley, Faustin Sumbela, Benjamin
Toledo, Gerardo Townson, Jorge Trejo, Clement K. Tshikenda, Ken Tsukamato, Roberto Velasquez, Ulrich Von Schurbein, Daniel
Wadzani, Daniel Wahlstrom, John Walker, Thomas Wefshi, IDs at Large: Winfried Fuchs, Clarence Schofield.

Regional Vice-Presidents: Komol Antakon, Pedro Paulo Barella, Bruno Berthon, Roberto Chihan, Armando Cifuentes,
Raymond Coftrell, Bernie Gray, Jukka Koski, Urs Kaserman, Michael Kayembe, Chosen Lee, Alf Liliehall, Humberto Lofilla,
Sam Mbata, Miklos Molnar, John Njau, Talas Sianturi, Gerald Townson, Ken Tsukamoto, John Walker.
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d evelop )géur gifts and talents. Our
S \ chapters are designed to help you

be come successful and fulfilled in every area
of your life.

You will be enriched spiritually to
become the champion God desires you
to be. This is the time to participate in
one of our many chapters that are -
meeting around the world. Come,
you will be blessed.

A Great place - bé
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