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Jock and Hellen both heard the Full Gospel message in the 1950’s: Hellen was only 9 

and Jock was 17. The Pentecostal Revival was still mostly unheard of throughout the 

world. All the mainline churches were vehemently apposed to the Pentecostal 

Experience. It was a big challenge to go against the wishes of friends and relatives 

and dare to even contemplate leaving their mainline church affiliations and join this, 

what appeared to be, a very radical and way-out group. 

 This was a time when children and teenagers were subject to their parents and 

families generally did things together. Fortunately, both Jock’s and Hellen’s 

immediate families came to the Lord. The McConechy family (Hellen’s) was living 

on a dairy farm near Barwon Heads, Victoria, Australia, when they were witnessed to 

by a neighbour, who had also just found the Truth. The year was 1955. This was the 

time of the big Pentecostal Tent meetings, such as Oral Roberts and the Missionary 

Evangelist T.L. Osborn was often preaching to 100,000 plus in many third world 

countries. Australia was also witnessing a new awakening to the message of Divine 

Healing; Receiving the Holy Spirit (with “signs following”); Full Immersion Baptism 

and the Second Coming of Jesus Christ. 

 Jock’s family (the Duncan’s) heard the same message from the same group, 

through a recently converted family friend, in 1959. They had just recently moved 

back to Adelaide from a country town called Port Lincoln, both in South Australia. 

The Duncan’s search began, after visiting a Billy Graham meeting mid 1959, at the 

Adelaide Show Grounds. You will need to read the book to get all the details! 
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I dedicate this book to God, because He is the one who is the driving force 

behind the Latter Rain; For He is the one who has been searching out individuals and 

calling them to represent Him in the Last Days. He it is that never fails us and is 
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Pentecostal Revival is completely of His doing and His Zeal. I love Him and thank 

him for Jesus, the Saviour of the World, who is now my daily companion. I thank him 
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These thoughts and beliefs are mine and mine alone. You may or may not 

agree with some or all of these thoughts. People that are mentioned in this book also 

may or may not agree with some or all of these thoughts. This book is an 

accumulation of 40 plus years of experience as a Pentecostal Preacher. I hope I have 

God’s imprimatur.  
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Chapter One - Connections 

 
Barend and Ans Cabouta are Dutchies. They had an enormous impact upon 

my life. They both come from Rotterdam in the Netherlands. Barend was born in 

1916 and at my last check is still going fine. He is 7 years older than Ans and they 

met during the occupation of Holland. Ans’ mother was Dutch, but her father was 

German and became a German Officer during the occupation. Barend and Ans both 

worked for a Dairy business; Ans in the laboratory, while Barend was an inspector 

visiting farms to make farmers comply with the law. During WW11 this was nerve 

wracking to say the least; if he caught a farmer breaking the law and reported it, such 

as using some of his milk to make butter at home and then sell it on the ”Black 

Market”, he would be shot by the Germans. On one occasion, Barend noticed a 

particular farmer’s normal quota of milk was down quite a few litres. He decided to 

check out the farmer. On arriving on his bike at the farm, the farmer saw him coming 

and released a large dog, which promptly attacked Barend. He quickly got the bike 

between himself and the dog; he then hit the dog on the head with a sharp butter-pat 

type instrument, thereby dispatching the dog and then proceeded to examine the dairy 

for the Black Market butter. 

Barend heard that there was a young lady working in the Dairy Laboratory that 

had a German father, who wanted to send her back to Germany to meet a German boy 

(to prevent her marrying a Dutch boy). Barend had connections with the Dutch 

Underground and offered her the opportunity to “disappear” if that was what she 

wanted. She decided she would stay put and see what happened. She was never sent. 

Shortly thereafter Barend found he needed to hide from the Germans and 

approached Ans to see if she could hide him. Her family home had a room right at the 

top and Barend moved in there, with his future Mother-in-law’s blessing. Ans’ father 

was rarely home and was usually drunk.  

 On one occasion the Germans cordoned off the whole area and did a house by 

house search for any Dutch men they could apprehend and send to Germany to work 

in the munitions factories. When they knocked on Ans’ home, her mother opened the 

door and said there were no Dutch men in the house. The house was not searched; 

they did not think anyone would be hiding in the house of a German Officer! 

 So Barend and Ans survived the war. As a married couple, they lived in the 

same room at the top of Ans’ parent’s house in Rotterdam. They wanted to start their 

own life, but Europe was still recovering from the war. They decided to immigrate. 

 Shortly after the war, in the late forties, Ans became a Girl Guide Leader. My 

mother’s cousin, Joyce MacFarlane, was also a Girl Guide Leader here in Australia. 

Joyce with her troupe sent food packages to the Guides in Rotterdam, as food, etc. 

was in short supply. The Dutchies thought it would be nice to write a “Thank You” 

letter, and the only one who could write such a letter was Ans, who had a basic grasp 

of English. Joyce and Ans continued to communicate by letter. 

 When it came time to immigrate it was a choice between South Africa and 

Australia. There was no Government sponsored immigration policy at the time and 

one needed to be sponsored by a friend or relative in the chosen country. Ans wrote to 

Joyce and asked for her help. Barend and Ans immigrated to Australia in the early 

fifties. After having difficulties in finding work near where Joyce lived, they finally 

found work in Port Lincoln, South Australia. Port Lincoln or just Lincoln as it is 

called by  the  locals  is  a  beautiful harbour with a large fishing fleet;  Tuna being the  
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number one catch. In 1949 my immediate family had moved to this country town, 656 

kilometers West by road from Adelaide. 

 

 

 
 

Port Lincoln, South Australia 

 

 

In 1952 Joyce wrote letters to Barend and Ans and also to my parents 

suggesting they become friends, as neither family knew anyone in particular in Port 

Lincoln. Christmas/New Year 52/53 was spent together and a wonderful friendship 

developed between the two families. We are still in contact at the time of writing; 

both Barend and Ans are still “in the land of the living” (89 and 82 respectively at the 

time of writing). My parents have both gone to be with the Lord. They would not have 

died “in the Lord”, but for the wonderful message brought to us by Barend. 

 Well, sufficient to say at this time, that that I really believe that the connection 

between the two families was organized by the Lord. More on this story, later in the 

book. 
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Chapter Two – Origins 
 

 As you most probably have gathered I am an Aussie. I would imagine most 

people are just like me – extremely proud of their country and nationality. I absolutely 

love Australia. I am so thankful to God that He let me be born into a middle-class 

Aussie family. I do not know how many Australians there were in 1942; I should 

guess only a few million – there are only just over 20,000,000 at the time of writing! 

Birth certainly seems the ‘luck of the draw’ and I really feel that being born an Aussie 

was like winning a million dollars. Also my folks were struggling, but not really poor 

– I never went hungry; I was never cold from exposure. But like my parents, I have 

had to struggle for life. 

 If you are reading this (thank you, by the way) from another country, let me 

explain a little about what it is like to be an Australian. Firstly it is one of the safest 

countries you will ever live in – just look at all the people, from many troubled 

countries, that are trying to ‘gate crash’ into Australia, like the ‘boat people’ from 

some Asian or Middle-Eastern countries – hey, this must be a great place to live. And 

it is. It is just one nation on a whole continent. You can travel anywhere; live 

anywhere. Many retirees just spend all their time in a mobile home/caravan roaming 

all the States, particularly Highway No. 1, which circles the country. It is a multi-

cultured country, with little racism or anti stranger feelings – Yes; we are a mixed 

bunch, from many countries and nationalities. 

 When one gets to thinking about ones origins, and all the amazing races, one 

thinks about how it all began – the story of Creation. Being a born-again Christian, I 

strongly believe in Creation – God making the Earth; Solar-System and the Universe. 

But of course this is very much from a non scientific point of view.  I would not 

attempt to go into a field that I am not conversant with – so mine is a simple belief 

based on the Bible approach to the origins of man and the Universe. Because God 

called me; proved Himself to me by filling me with the Holy Spirit with the sign of 

‘speaking in other tongues’ I have joined the happy bunch of ‘saved’ people who 

believe that the Bible is the inspired Word of God and that every thing in God’s Word 

is perfect. 

 In the first few words of the Book of Genesis, we have a very brief description 

of how and when God started the Earth; the Universe and life therein. The common 

belief is that the earth was created around six thousand years ago in six literal days. I 

have trouble with this and cannot see that is what the Bible is actually saying. Before I 

comment further, I realize that if this subject was really important, then God would 

have given us far more detail – He chose not to do that. So whatever our belief on this 

subject, we should not let it dominate our whole mind, as God wants us to concentrate 

on what really matters – the preaching of the Gospel. 

 But some people cannot get past this Bible description, because it does not 

explain even simple questions like; “Where did Cain get his wife? Did he commit 

incest with one of his sisters?” or “When I look at all the major races, such as the tiny 

African Bushmen or the Eskimos or the  Australian Aboriginals or  the white man,  

are you telling me that they ‘evolved’ from one man (Adam) in just a few hundred 

years?” I, for one, do not believe in evolution in any form whatsoever.  

 But is that what the Bible actually says? Is Genesis chapter two just a repeat of 

chapter one? I find a huge difference in the two descriptions. Firstly in chapter one the 

animals appear before man, but in the Garden of Eden, Adam is ‘formed’ before the 

animals and then later Eve is made at a separate time to Adam. In chapter one man 

(kind)  is made both male and female at the same time.  When  God  finished  making  
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them male and female; He blessed them; he told them to multiply, replenish and 

subdue the earth – He saw that it was good. But Adam and Eve were cursed (the 

absolute opposite to being blessed) by God after they sinned; they were driven out by 

God and there was nothing ‘good’ about the whole situation. 

 What seems to have happened in chapter one is that God created the earth in 

six periods of time – not a literal 24 hour day. I find it hard to believe that God rested 

on the seventh day for just 24 hours! God is certainly resting from His works right 

through to this time, as we are encouraged to have “entered into His rest.” (Hebrews 

4:9-11) I believe that God is still in the seventh day of rest – He is not making new 

planets or life on them – He is concentrating on the New Creation – saving mankind. 

The ’24 hour day’ did not start until after the fourth ‘day’ (period of time with a 

beginning and an end), when God created the Sun and the Moon. Each period of time 

could have been millions of years. We do not then have to come up with crazy 

theories about how coal; oil; diamonds; etc were formed in just a few hundred years. 

We have time for all the ages and climatic changes to happen. We do not have to 

worry about the dinosaurs and where they fit in; there is plenty of time for it all to 

happen. If the Bible does not say it was seven literal days, then why struggle with 

such difficulties? 

 It makes a lot more sense and does not disagree with what is written, that the 

pre-Adamic people were all the different major races; Eskimos for the cold regions; 

South American Indians for the jungles of the Amazon; The ancient race of the 

Australian Aboriginals for the Great South Land, etc – they were blessed and told to 

replenish and occupy the earth.  

 Now Adam was a special person ‘formed’ (Genesis 2:7) (by ‘JEHOVAH’) out 

of the created earth rather than ‘created’ (Genesis 1:27) (‘spoken into being out of 

nothing’) (by ‘ELOHIM’). He was given a choice to obey or disobey God, rather than 

being told to have children and spread out over the earth. He was segregated from the 

first creation by living in the Garden of Eden (situated in the Mesopotamian Valley). 

He had a personal, close relationship with God. God had talked with him. Adam and 

Eve sinned, and were driven out of the garden and separated  from the Tree of Life 

and thereby separated from their close relationship with God, which they had 

previously in the Garden.  

 Two sons were born and Cain the elder killed Abel the younger. The 

disobedience of Adam and Eve was then passed onto their children and that “nature to 

sin” has continued right through to the descendants of “Adam’s helpless race”. Cain 

was driven further away; married (obviously with the Genesis chapter one creation – 

he did not commit incest with one of his sisters, as some suggest!) and builds a city, 

which, population wise would need, more than just his children!  

 I can hear you saying, “But, does not the Bible say that Adam was the first 

man”. Well, not actually, even though it uses those words: “And so it is written, The 

first man Adam was made a living soul; The last Adam was made a quickening spirit.” 

(1 Corinthians 15:45). This verse is purely making a comparison between Adam 

(who brought death) and Jesus (who brought life). Jesus is certainly not the last man 

on earth any more than Adam was the first; it purely indicates which one came before 

the other. Also in verse 47 “The first man (Adam) is of the earth, earthy: the second 

man (Jesus) is the Lord from heaven.” Again, Jesus is no more the second man on the 

earth, anymore than Adam was the first – the scripture is just pointing out which one 

came first. 

 At the time Adam named his wife he called her Eve (‘living”), “because she 

was the mother of all living”.  (Genesis 3:20) Adam, still in the Garden of Eden, had  
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never seen anybody else – to him she truly was the mother of all living. Genesis 

chapter six talks about the “sons of God” (Elohim) coming into “the daughters of 

men” (Adam). “Created” mankind joining with “formed” mankind. 

 When the Lord returns He will give us all the details – it would be truly 

wonderful to be given an opportunity to observe the creation of the Universe.  

 If we believe that the whole earth was flooded at the time of Noah, we end up 

with some of the same problems – all the diverse tribes of the earth being the 

descendants from one man: Noah. God, throughout the Old Testament, dealt with the 

“Middle-East” region. When Noah was building the Ark (which took about 100 years 

to build) and being a “preacher of righteousness” (2 Peter 2:5), there is no indication 

that he traveled far from the Mesopotamian Valley, where the Ark was being 

prepared. I do not believe he traveled to South America and gave the Indians a choice 

to board the Ark; or the Maoris in New Zealand; or the Eskimos in Alaska. When it 

came time to board the Ark, he did not have to travel to New Zealand to save the Kiwi 

or the Moa birds; or to South America to obtain a pair of sloths, who live in the rain 

forest; or to Tasmania for a pair of Tasmanian Devils. God’s whole focus was on the 

Mesopotamian/Middle-East region. They were the people given a chance they later 

rejected. It was sensible to keep the “balance of nature” in that region and invite the 

local animals on board.  

 The Ark lifted off in the Mesopotamian Valley. Any living thing in that region 

perished, if they were not on board the Ark. We gather from Genesis chapter eight 

that when it was all over the waters “abated”; “decreased” – they drained away 

(difficult if the whole world was flooded!). When the Ark settled down; it was not on 

Mount Everest; nor was it on Mount Cook in New Zealand or the Sahara Desert. No it 

was in the same region that it lifted off; on the edge of the Mesopotamian Valley; on 

Mount Ararat.  

 The rest of the earth continued on as before. If we believe that only the 

Mesopotamian region was flooded, we do not have to wonder how the Kangaroo or 

the Sloth (which only travel in trees!) crossed the land and oceans to get to the Ark. 

We do not have to have Noah as the father of the African Negro or the Asian races or 

the American Indians. People who support the whole earth being flooded have not 

really thought the matter through properly. The Bible is not un-scientific. Not even 

hardened Evolutionists would acknowledge that all the myriad of races could 

“evolve” (because that is what would have had to happen) from just one white couple 

– Mr. and Mrs. Noah – in just a few hundred years! The time of the flood is set around 

2,400BC (give or take a few decades!). In around 600BC Jeremiah the Prophet writes: 

“Can the Ethiopian change his skin…” (KJV) Another translation puts it “Can an 

Ethiopian change the color of his skin…” Jeremiah 13:23.  

 Does anyone imagine the Ethiopian had just suddenly appeared at the time of 

Jeremiah?  Of course not!  But let us say that he had just found out he was  black and  

not white. So in just approximately 1,800 years, he had “evolved” from a white Noah 

to a black Ethiopian! Now this “change” did not happen through inter-marriage. 

Remember: if Noah’s family is the only one on earth, there is no other race to 

marry into! People talk about a “throw-back” – but there is no other race to “throw-

back” to! 
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 Let us take the Arab peoples over that last 1800 years (we have a much longer 

record of them, as a people, than just the 1800 years). Has there been any tendency to 

change, say, into Asiatic or Australian Aboriginals?  Let us take the Aboriginals 

themselves. Do we think this ancient people looked any different from, say, at the 

time of Christ, up until the time of the 1
st
 Fleet, in 1788AD? Of course not! Then why 

do we support the belief, that the Bible says, all the races of the earth descended from 

just one family in a few hundred years? 
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 Again I can hear you say, “But does not the Bible say that the whole earth was 

flooded?” (Genesis chapter seven). True, but there are many other places where it 

talks in similar language, but is actually again talking about a certain part only. An 

example of that (and there are many more) is in Luke 2:1 “And it came to pass in 

those days, that there went out a decree from Caesar Augustus, that all the world 

should be taxed.” Now we know that “all the world” at that time was the Roman 

Empire, not Indonesia or Australia or South America. In Daniel 7:23 there is a 

prophecy concerning the “fourth beast”. It is well recognized that four mighty 

kingdoms were to follow one upon the other in some of the prophecies of Daniel. 

Babylon; Medo/Persian; Greece and then finally the Roman Empire. The fourth 

kingdom here (Rome) is described as one that “…shall devour the whole earth”. You 

will not find any Roman ruins in Sydney or Cape Town.  

  

            Nobody knows definitely the story of Creation or the Flood. But next time you 

have somebody who thinks they can “escape” the things that really matter, such as a 

commitment to God by saying, “Well I could never believe that the whole earth was 

flooded” or “I cannot believe the Bible because it is so un-scientific with its six day 

creation”, you could answer them like I do. “Well, the Bible might not actually say 

that the whole earth was flooded and that maybe only the local area that God was 

dealing with was destroyed” or “Well, the Bible does not exactly say that it was six 

literal 24 hour days; it could have been over many millions of years”. The order in 

which the Bible describes creation certainly agrees with the true findings of science. 

 I have many a time stopped a critic of the Bible, when they have brought up 

these old “red herrings”, by presenting this alternative view. Do I favour the “two 

creations” idea and that only the Mesopotamian region was flooded? Yes, I do, 

because it just makes so much more sense to myself and the “man in the street”. Am I 

positive that is how it all happened? No, I am not. No more than those who favour 

seven 24 hour days or the whole earth being flooded.  We should all be prepared for 

the Lord to say to us one day: “Well those were certainly some interesting thoughts 

you had on the Creation and the Flood, but in actual fact you were wrong. This is how  
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it all happened…..” I am really hoping He gives us a re-run of all those wonderful 

events – we will have plenty of time! 

  

         What is God focusing on? Creation or the Flood? Neither; God’s full attention is 

on calling people unto salvation. He is into making people a “new creation”; anointing 

people with the Holy Spirit to give them the “born again” experience. The Bible says 

that “the world that then was, (Noah’s world) being overflowed with water, 

perished:” is now “reserved unto fire.” (11 Peter 3:6, 7) God is now dealing literally 

with the “whole world”. His attention is on this last generation, and bringing to pass 

all His prophecies and promises. Do I know when the Lord is returning? Yes! “…in 

such an hour as you think not”. (Matthew 24:44) But right now it is still the time of 

Grace. God is on the job encouraging; directing and anointing his followers to do a 

Mark 16:15; “Go… and preach the gospel…” 
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Chapter Three -The Last Revival 

 
There are many “signs of our times” that pin point the “latter days”. I believe 

that one of the most significant “signs” is the “latter rain”. (“Be glad then, ye 

children of Zion, and rejoice in the Lord your God: for he hath given you the former 

rain moderately, and he will cause to come down for you the rain, the former rain, 

and the latter rain in the first month.” Joel 2:23)  

The first revival was a Pentecostal Revival. There would be no church 

(whatever brand or name) without Pentecost (Acts 2). The disciples were truly shaken 

when Jesus died on the cross and then, three days and three nights later, He suddenly 

started appearing. Even though He could be identified (Thomas: “…Reach hither thy 

finger, and behold my hands; and reach hither thy hand, and thrust it into my side:…” 

John 20:27), He obviously looked different. Mary Magdalene: “…at the sepulcher 

weeping…saw Jesus standing…supposing him to be the gardener…” (John 20:11-

18); the disciples who had gone fishing: “…, Jesus stood on the shore: but the 

disciples knew not that it was Jesus.” (John 21:4); and the two disciples on the road 

to Emmaus: “…Jesus himself drew near,…But their eyes were holden that they should 

not know him”. Luke 24:15,16) They only recognized him by his actions (First time: 

“…let down your nets for a draught…and they…filled both the ships…” Luke 5:1-11; 

Second time: “…, Cast the net on the right side…they were not able to draw it for the 

multitude of fishes.”  “Therefore that disciple whom Jesus loved (John) saith unto 

Peter, It is the Lord…” (John 21:6,7) and another example; First time: (before the 

crucifixion) “…Jesus took bread, and blessed it, and gave it to them, …” (Mark 

14:22); Second time: (after his resurrection on the road to Emmaus)  “…he took 

bread, and blessed it, and brake, and gave to them. And their eyes were opened, and 

they knew him…” Luke 24:30, 31. 

The Lord could see what could eventuate. Because of their confusion, they 

could go back to their old life. The example above where Peter said “I go a fishing” 

(John 21:3), indicating thereby that he could head back to his old life. Jesus knew that 

for all Peter’s faults, he was a born leader – the other disciples would follow him 

wherever he went. In this example seven out of the eleven went fishing; I would 

imagine some, for the first time in their lives! Peter was the only strength they had, 

and he was mighty confused and weak thereby. The Lord had said to Peter, prior to 

His crucifixion, “Simon, behold, Satan hath desired to have you…” (Luke 22:31) 

Satan knew that if he could get at Peter, the whole message of salvation, through Jesus 

Christ, would collapse. “But I (Jesus) have prayed for thee, that thy faith fail not: and 

when thou art converted, (which did not happen until Pentecost) strengthen thy 

brethren.” (Luke 22:32). After his fishing trip, the Lord really laid it on Peter to give 

up fishing and become a shepherd (“…, Feed my lambs.” (John 21:15); “…, Feed my 

sheep” (John 21:16) and again “…, Feed my sheep.” (John 21:17) For forty days 

after the crucifixion the Lord appeared unto them; exhorting and upbraiding them for 

“…their unbelief and hardness of heart…” (Mark 16:14). He then returned to heaven 

on a cloud (Acts1:9). There were still 10 days to run until the fiftieth day (Pentecost) 

after the Passover (Crucifixion). God knew that Pentecost was going to be the 

beginning of the Church. 

All of the following can be found in Acts 1 and 2. They were heading for 

Pentecost, but here they had a problem. The disciples had been told to tarry in 

Jerusalem until they were baptized (filled) with the Holy Spirit. But God required a 

“foundation” for the church of firstly Jesus himself and then of twelve apostles. (“And  
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are built upon the foundation of the apostles…” Ephesians 2:20) But just prior to 

Pentecost they only had eleven Apostles! They were to provide equal testimony to the 

Lord’s life, ministry, death and resurrection (Peter: 1 Peter 5:1 “… and a witness of 

the sufferings of Christ …” and then John: 1 John 1:2 “For the life was manifested, 

and we have seen it, and bear witness of the sufferings of Christ …”). How could they 

now find a twelfth Apostle that would be equal in all ways?  Peter (who had finally 

got his ‘act’ together) gathered the “crème de la crème” of three and half years of 

Jesus’ ministry – only 120. There were 500 (1Corinthian 15:6) at the ascension of 

Jesus in Galilee just a day or two earlier, so where were the other 380? But God was 

happy with the 120. A bit like Gideon, who had to reduce his army from 32,000 to 

300, before God was happy (Judges Chapter 7), so God worked with the very 

faithful. Peter, quoting David in the Psalms (obviously led of the Lord to bring two 

totally different psalm scriptures to bear on solving this situation) Firstly Psalm 69:25 

(the removal of Judas) and then Psalm 109:8 (for the appointment of the new 

Apostle) Peter sets the outer perimeter in appointing this all important person. Jesus 

chose the other eleven; how can we get God/Jesus to appoint the last of the Twelve? 

Peter says he (there never ever was a thought that it was to be a lady – regardless of 

our opinion in this matter it is very clear that it was only the guys who would be 

considered) must be equal to the eleven; someone  who dates right back to the same 

time the other Apostles were called. They could not have someone, who said, “Sorry, 

but I was not around when Jesus said/did such and such”. When you pour the 

foundation/floor of a building with concrete you would like to do it all at once; you 

want it to be one solid mass. This man had to be there at the beginning, right back at 

the time of John the Baptist. Peter made this the all important point in choosing the 

twelfth. They only found two amongst the 120 that fitted that requirement. This was 

not to be affected by what anyone thought. Nobody could say, “Ho, I like Bill Bloggs 

or Charlie Smith”. There was no human influence in the decision. So all the other 

disciples (except the eleven) either became a follower of Jesus later in the ministry of 

Jesus or they were female. Just two names: Barsabas and Matthias, came up. Now 

how do we finish this off? Peter might have said, “Well I think Barsabas would make 

a good Apostle”, but John might have said’ “No, no; I am all for Matthias”. We need 

God to choose without man getting in the way. The two names are written on two 

sticks (lots). They are then cast into some-ones lap. (“The lot is cast into the lap: but 

the whole disposing thereof is of the Lord.” Proverbs 16:33) These days we would 

use a hat into which a person, while looking away, would randomly pick out a piece 

of paper with something written on it or maybe a tumbling barrel would be used and a 

mechanical arm would randomly pick out a ball with a name/number on it. 

Peter prayed “…, Thou Lord, which knowest the hearts of all men (remember 

David versus Eliab in 1 Samuel 15), shew whether of these two thou hast chosen,” In 

this case one of the Apostles (most probably Peter) while looking away, would take a 

lot “out of the lap”, with a name written on it and then read it out to the waiting 

group. The name that came up was Matthias; the man chosen of the Lord. God guided 

the hand of the person picking up the lot. We now have twelve apostles. We are ready 

for Pentecost. They must all be “converted” (remember Luke 22:32) at the same 

time. When Matthias, already chosen to be the twelfth apostle,  “speaks in tongues” 

he is totally equal with the other eleven as they also “speak in other tongues”. The 

foundation (Ephesians 2:20 “And are built upon the foundation of the apostles …”) 

is poured at the same time. 

Why have I detailed this passage? Because Pentecost; the beginning of the 

church, was not going to happen until “the next step” in God’s Great Plan was 
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accomplished. The Judas “vacancy” had to be sorted out first. God/Peter said “…, 

this scripture must needs have been fulfilled …” And so it has continued to happen 

right up to this moment. Back in the sixteenth century when Martin Luther nailed 

his 95 Theses on the door of the Church at Wittenberg, God started the reformation. 

The light of the Gospel had almost gone out up until this time – we now call it the 

“Dark Ages”. The Bible was only written in a few languages – the original tongues of 

Hebrew and Greek and the later Latin Vulgate, a language only understood by the 

priesthood of that time. The church of Martin Luther’s era was full of dogma; rituals 

and a mixture of pagan worship, which had very little in common with the early 

church beliefs/practices. From Martin Luther onwards there was a great enlightening 

and awakening – the Bible was translated into modern languages (German, English, 

etc), often at the risk of the translator’s life. We could go on picking on many other 

great events over the last two thousand years, and see where God brought the 

Calendar up to date.  

Approximately one hundred years ago from the writing of this book, God 

started the “Latter Rain”. People, all over the world started to receive the Holy Spirit 

with the wonderful sign of “Speaking in other tongues”.  There were always moments 

down through those 19 hundred years where an individual or group had this 

wonderful “gift of God”. But the “flood gates” were not opened up and the deluge 

called the “latter rain of the Holy Ghost”, was not yet poured out all over the earth. 

History seems to record amazing “infillings” of glory on the early Quakers (quaking 

under the power of the Holy Ghost); “Holy Rollers”; Huguenots; Martin Luther and 

his followers; John and Charles Wesley’s revivals. Charles Finney approximately two 

hundred years ago gives a very vivid description of this experience, later to be 

followed by such revivals as the Even Robert’s Welsh Revival (short but very 

exciting). But it was never wide spread or greatly understood. It was never the major 

part of their revivals. The early church only hung on to the “First Rain” for 

approximately 100 to 150 years. We see in the Seven Churches of Revelation 

(approximately 95 AD – approximately 60 years after Pentecost) that the church was 

in big trouble. Four of the churches had good and bad; two (Smyrna and Philadelphia) 

had a clean slate, while the last (Laodicea) had nothing right at all and made God feel 

sick. Once the Apostles, and those who took over directly from them, were dead and 

gone, the church slid backwards rapidly. The importance of water baptism (and the 

method) was quickly forsaken and the “Former Rain” was no more; later to be 

replaced with the ceremony of Confirmation, a very poor substitute for the “tongues 

of fire” experience. 

But just on one hundred years ago from the time of writing, the mighty “Latter 

Rain” began. People all over the World started to receive the wonderful 

Baptism/Infilling of the Holy Ghost(Spirit) with the only Bible evidence of being 

filled with God’s Spirit (other than Jesus, who had the sign of the Dove) – “Speaking 

in other Tongues” Even though the “Pentecostal Revival” of the last one hundred 

years is identified by four major beliefs: Water Baptism; Holy Ghost Baptism; Divine 

Healing and The Second Coming of Jesus at the end of the Christian Age; the number 

one identification, by far is “speaking in other tongues”, but more on that later. 

I feel so privileged to be called of God to be part of this great “Last Revival”. 

The Pentecostal Revival is as diverse and mixed as Christianity itself – it has gone off 

in a million directions. I can only speak for myself and this book is mainly about my 

experiences and beliefs inside the Pentecostal umbrella. Like everybody, somethings I 

like/believe and some I do not like/believe. Rather that spend time criticizing others, I  
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thought I would mainly talk about what I have found works best for me as a 

Pentecostal Preacher. 

When will the “Last Revival” finish? When Jesus appears on the clouds at the 

end of this age; He is coming for the Spirit Filled Church; those “Born Again”. Do not 

ever depend on just church teaching/doctrine; make sure you “have the experience”. 
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Chapter Four - The Calling 

 
 I was told at an early age that our family was Church of England; an old 

Anglo-Saxon-Celtic Church. It was the done thing when I was a child, to be sent to 

Sunday School – it was called the Seaman’s Mission. This was while we were living 

in Port Lincoln. I really believe that the dream place to be brought up on Earth is on a 

country farm/station in Australia. I openly admit I am biased. Second would be in a 

country town. I had to settle for the country town, but one of the most beautiful in all 

of Australia.  

 At age seven, my immediate family (Dad, Mum and two brothers [Ben and 

Mark] – I was in the middle) moved from Adelaide, South Australia to Pt Lincoln, 

also in SA. My father was a Meat Inspector and he had transferred to this town, which 

was on the end of a peninsular and thereby surrounded on three sides by the sea. It 

was medical thinking at the time (1949) that the sea air was beneficial for asthma 

sufferers. I had it badly, but my younger brother, Mark, was a chronic asthmatic. At 

the age of twelve, when our family came to the Lord, he was healed by Jesus when he 

was filled with the Holy Ghost. I was to “grow out of it” at fourteen and it has never 

returned for either of us ever since. I would never accept it and did all the things I 

should not do, like running and sport in general, particularly Aussie Rules Football. I 

would wheeze and pant, but eventually I think I built up strength, and from fourteen 

onwards, I had better breathing than most and loved distance running in my mid-

teens. 

 Our house was a tiny box, clad in flat asbestos sheeting, with a flat sloping 

roof. It was built on one acre of land, mainly covered in mallee scrub. All the country 

around us was just scrub, but our home had a great view of the harbour. My elder 

brother, Ben, and I just roamed the scrub and fished regularly off the local jetty. 

Through the eyes of an adult it might not have been the Gold Coast, Qld, but through 

the eyes of a wee boy, it was heaven. We got to know fishing like the back of our 

hand; we could just walk on the jetty and tell immediately whether we were going to 

catch fish or not. In those days (early fifties) the harbour was really busy with 

freighters and ketches constantly coming and going. Many of the ketches still used 

sail and mainly moved coastal produce around the local area and then to the “big 

smoke” – Adelaide. We would just have a hand line – builders twine wrapped around 

a flat stick, with a piece of nylon line as a trace with three small hooks. Our main bate 

was “gents” (maggots!). Sounds awful, but very effective. You just had to remember 

not to lick your fingers while you were fishing! I can still visualize getting up early on 

a Saturday morning while the rest of the family was asleep; looking out over the 

harbour with the water just like glass; hopping onto my “grid” (our nick-name for our 

bikes) and heading down to the Brenans Jetty. I started in a favorite spot, by chucking 

a few handfuls of “burly” (usually just bread crutched up) to “bring them around”. 

Then I would sit with my legs over the edge of the jetty, usually right along side a 

large freighter/ketch and dropping the line straight down. Usually within seconds the 

main fish we caught would appear – a small herring locally called “Tommy-Ruffs” – 

and within seconds I would have one, sometimes two and even rarely three, all on at 

once. I was transported into paradise by the sound of their tails flapping furiously in 

my sugar bag. I now realize that that was, of course, their death struggle, but as a boy 

that never registered. Small boys can be cruel, without even knowing that they are – 

that is just what small boys do (I think!). We used to make our own shanghais (sling-

shots).  Not a forked stick like most ones I have seen in pictures,  but ours were made  
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from heavy fencing wire. Using pliers and Dad’s vice, we molded them into the right 

shape. The ends of the wire had two eyelets ready to receive the rubber bands. These 

were old bike tubes cut up with scissors into dozens of little black rubber bands (we 

never had any money to spend, so we had to make do with what we had at hand). 

These were looped through each other to make a chain of rubber bands with one pair 

of ends attached to the wire eyelets. The other ends of course are attached to the 

pouch. It was not a wise move to leave any shoes or boots around, because the best 

pouch that we could find, as kids, were the tongue of the shoe or boot. We would just 

cut that out and it would make an excellent pouch to place the missile, usually a piece 

of rock off the ground. Lots of the spare rubber bands were looped and stretched over 

the wire handle, making a very comfortable soft ball in the palm of your hand. These 

acted also as spares when we broke a band. 

 I can remember hunting for hours, beautiful little wild birds with our “dinger” 

(our nick-name for the sling-shot). I can still remember picking up a crumpled little 

mass of feathers and thinking, “Why did I do that?” But boys just seem to do things 

like that. Hopefully we grow out of it. 

 The local rubbish dump was always a place of great interest. We would 

scrounge through all the rubbish to find bits and pieces, maybe to make a “Billy-cart” 

or whatever the latest craze was with our mates. One month it would be marbles; then 

it would be “rubber guns” (little hand-made pistols that fired rubber bands); yo-yos or 

it would be the beginning of the footy season and all else would be forgotten. Our 

local Primary School was in sight of the Town Beach/Harbour. It seemed almost like 

the whole school would migrate down to the beach straight after school in summer 

and we would stay there until dark, playing and swimming and then ride home on our 

“grids”, with the “wrrrrr” of the little light generator on your front tyre, which would 

light up the road ahead and your little red tail-light behind. We often would not get 

home until it was pitch dark. Wow, you would not do that these days, but it was 

accepted everywhere in my town in the fifties. 

 Off and on over the years that I lived in Lincoln, I and my elder brother, Ben, 

attended the Seaman’s Mission on a Sunday Morning. It was a bit like the Boy Scouts. 

Both were Dad and Mum’s idea and my brother and I vehemently hated both. With 

the Boy Scouts we liked the uniform and that is about all. The first test/badge you get 

is called your “Tenderfoot”; very basic tying knots and Boy Scout Codes – we both 

went for two years, and could never even get that – our hearts were just not in the 

Scouts. We were wild kids of the scrub; all that “dib, dib; dob dob”  and saluting the 

flag business really was not for us. Sunday School was no better. We basically hated it 

– we mainly messed around in the back seat and usually got told to leave the room. 

We were not one scrap closer to God/salvation. If I was asked if I believed in God, I 

would say “Yes”, but if I was asked if I believed in Evolution I would also say “Yes” 

– I never saw the conflict between a Creator and things happening by chance. 

 But all things eventually move on and in our case the family moved back to 

the “big smoke” (Adelaide) in late 1956. Leaving Port Lincoln also spelt the end for 

Primary School. Next year was High School. For me it seemed such a wonderful thing 

– to think I was High School level. I chose a Technical High School, as I was always 

interested in working with my hands and I dreamed of being a Carpenter. In grade 

seven (the last year of primary school in my State), we were given a choice of going 

to the local High School and doing Wood-Work as a subject. I jumped at the 

opportunity. Our teacher was known to be a real character. His last name started with 

Mac……. He was known always as Woody-Mac. He was very exacting and often 

dealt out punishment on those who forgot his rules.   If for example you put the hand  
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plane face downwards, thereby resting it on the blade, instead of on its side, when not 

in use, the he would give you a very quick “reminder”, not to do that again! Or maybe 

you dragged the plane back over the wood after shaving off a piece, instead of lifting 

it skyward on the return journey before shaving off another piece.. These mistakes 

were quickly dealt with; “Duncan, come here, look at this plane, etc – now bend over 

the wood working bench”; Crack! Right across your “sit-me-down” (usually with a 

piece of handy timber). As you stretched across the bench he would say; “Look at the 

bench”. Crack! “Look at the sky”, which you did as you straightened up holding your 

rear. Yes, we had corporal punishment in my day. Some of the teachers (particularly 

Woody-Mac) seem to enjoy the exercise. But for all that, I feel we generally turned 

out better kids for all the punishment that was dealt out. You had to be wary of all 

adults. It was quite accepted if any adult caught you misbehaving, he/she would give 

you a whack. You never told your parents what happened or that you had got “six 

cuts” (the cane across your finger tips – ooooohhhhh, I can still feel it) by the Head 

Master or Dad would give you another hiding. I look back now and think every bit of 

what I copped was ok – I always deserved it (and more). 

 Mum did most of the discipline in our home. She never hit us around the head, 

usually on the backside or on the calf of the leg. It hurt, but did no damage; only one’s 

pride. It took quite a bit to get Dad involved. I can still remember on one occasion 

Mum saying to Dad, who was sitting at the table reading the paper, “Gordon, look at 

what the boys (Ben and I) are doing. No response, so we think we can push it a bit 

further and still not be in danger. Again; “Gordon, look at what the boys are doing.” 

Still no response. Us boys get a bit bolder and take it just too far. “Gordon, ……” 

Bang! (that is the chair hitting the wall, as Dad leaps up in a fury, because his reading 

has been interrupted). Two little boys scatter, but Dad grabs one; off comes the belt. 

Problem; the belt is there for a reason, but somehow he always managed to give us a 

good thrashing; one hand holding a wriggling boy, the other half holding up his 

trousers and at the same time beating the naughty boy. I repeat, it did us no long term 

damage and was, overall very character building. Thanks Mum and Dad – you cared! 

 When I started Technical High School in 1957, I was so excited about 

everything to do with High School. Firstly having a uniform (we were a pretty scruffy 

lot in our country Primary School, which did not have a uniform). On the day of 

enrollment at the Technical High School we were given a test to see how good we 

were at school-work. I had lost the first couple of years of schooling due to asthma. It 

showed up in this test. First year Goodwood Boys Technical High school had four 

classes; 1AB; 1CD; 1EF and 1GH; 1AB obviously being the top class for the brighter 

kids. I was slotted into 1EF, but I was mad keen and studied like crazy and ended up 

topping the class easily (it was not all that difficult; many were not very interested in 

school). So I was then put into 2AB the following year. 

 Before I move on from 1EF, some pretty big things happened that year that 

were a basis to coming to the Lord years later. Both Primary School and High School 

in the fifties had “Religious Instruction” for one hour per week. We all went to “our 

religion” class. I went to mine; The Church of England. There were about 40 kids in 

first year High School, in that denomination. The minister was in his seventies and did 

not have much control over the class. During Primary School, I did not take much 

notice or pay attention to what was said, but this was High School. I was keen now for 

anything that happened. In the first religious instruction lesson, the old minister asked 

how many of the 40 actually went to Church. Only about 3 kids put their hands up. 

We were then given a little lecture and told we ought to go to church – no reason, just 

that we ought to go. I took that to heart.   He then asked if anyone owned a Bible (all  
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King James Versions in those days); I think the same 3 put up their hands. The old 

minister said that anyone who would like to buy one could buy one through him and 

that it would cost six shillings (quite a lot of money, in those days). Dad came up with 

the money and I bought a small Bible. Even though I took it regularly to Religious 

Instruction classes, the old minister did not refer to it all that often. I started attending 

a local church every Sunday night (Even-Song) over the next year. The average age 

would have been seventy and I was just fourteen (no one else in my family went). I 

cannot remember much that I learnt. Nothing was said about “getting saved”; the 

message I seemed to get was that as long as one attended church now and again; lived 

a “good” life, then one automatically went to heaven. I became involved in the tennis 

club and some young peoples activities, but nothing altered much in my life; I was 

still swearing and carrying on with the other boys (my school was all boys) during the 

week and was “religious” just for one hour on Sunday nights. The only other thing I 

remember about going to this church was that one night they had a young people’s 

activity at someone’s house and it was a “Stereo Night”; just when stereo had been 

invented. I can still remember that night, as it was the best stereo I have ever heard 

(until this day); the records were designed to demonstrate the stereo sound – we had 

aero planes flying though the lounge room; in one side and then out the other and 

trains whistling down the hall way. I never found the Lord that year; I was never told 

what the Bible said about how to get saved and how to walk in the Lord. Somewhere 

that year (I cannot remember when) I just faded away. I did not “back-slide”, as I had 

not even been given a choice to accept or reject – there was just nothing there. 

 Two big things happened in 2AB. Firstly I met Freddy Peters. Freddy was 

German. Freddy’s Dad had fought on the Eastern Front. 1958 was not all that long 

after WW11. Freddy’s English was not very good and the other kids at first (later he 

was very popular, particularly when he became a good footballer!) gave him a hard 

time; some called him a Kraut; a Hun and even a Nazi. He and I became inseparable 

friends. I met his family and they were very nice, quiet people. We were both in 2AB 

and very competitive in our class work. We lived in each others “hip pockets” a lot of 

the time during school lunch time and then on week-ends. We both joined the juniors 

of the local League Football Club – Sturt. (Freddy was a lot better than I was). The 

other thing that happened that year (and the next) is that he and I vied for 3
rd

 and 4
th

 in 

the class. There were lots of boys a lot brighter than us, but we were keen and worked 

hard. The two boys who vied for 1
st
 and 2

nd
 were just plain bright and also worked 

hard; we could not get near them. But after being put in the third lowest class in first 

year, it was very exciting to be in the top class and doing well. 

 Half way through 1959, in 3AB, Freddy came to me one day and asked me to 

go to the Billy Graham Campaign. He said this American Evangelist was touring 

Australia; large city by large city and that thousands of people were “making a 

decision for Christ” and  getting saved.   I knew that Freddy was religious,  because  

he  had explained he was Lutheran – a well known church of German origin. He was 

studying the catechism and that it would take two years and he would then be 

confirmed. I knew he was religious, but the truth is, that he was no different to me – 

he swore; we “chased girls” (but never caught them!) together. We read literature that 

was not all that savory (pretty mild compared with today), etc. I do not know why I 

never saw the hypocrisy of being totally worldly during the week, but being able to 

put on a sanctimonious religious burst for one hour on Sunday.  

             I asked him the details of this Campaign. He said there were many thousands 

there and that the preacher was very good and that at the end of the evening people 

were asked out the front to “make a decision for Christ” and that thousands streamed  
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out the front to do just that. I was a bit scared about “going out the front” and asked 

him if I had to do that – he assured me I did not have to, if I did not want to take such 

a step. He explained that it was the last night of the Campaign (he had gone every 

night – his church was involved – but he had finally plucked up the courage to invite 

his best friend on the last night!). 

 I did not actually go with Freddy. I went home and said to Dad and Mum; “I 

am going to the Billy Graham Campaign. Dad said; “Okay, I will come with you”; so 

just Dad and I went. It was very impressive, with a huge crowd filling the arena, at the 

Adelaide Show Grounds. I heard for the first time some of what God required of me 

to be saved. I did not even know that I had to do certain things. The word of the night 

was “repent”. I came to realize later that this word meant so much more in the Bible 

than was explained that night, but that was for another time. At the end of the 

preaching, people were invited out the front to “make their decision for Christ”. 

People started streaming out all around us. I wanted to go, but being basically shy, I 

was very conscious of my Dad along side me. The problem was that Dad was even 

shyer than I was and he was very conscious of my presence. So neither of us did 

anything that night. If it had been the first night, I am sure I would have gone every 

night. Billy Graham became my hero over the next few months and whenever a 

church showed one of his films I would attend. He was on the radio every night 

during that time. 

 When we got home we were both full of the experience; so our whole family 

listened each evening to Billy preaching on the radio (television had only just arrived 

in our city a couple of years before that and we certainly could not afford one, so 

every home had a radio in those days). The Evangelist told us to “Repent”, but at the 

same time sent us back to our old dead religion/church that had never done anything 

for us – later I came to realize what repentance really meant and like the Apostle Paul 

came to “…count all things but loss for the excellency of the knowledge of Christ 

Jesus my Lord: for whom I have suffered the loss of all things, and do count them 

but dung, that I may win Christ, …” (Philippians 3:8) 

 We did not know which church to go to, but my mother spoke to a lady over 

the front fence one day and she invited us to the Unley Park Baptist Church, which 

believed in Repentance and Baptism by full immersion. Of course that is a phrase we 

use to distinguish between Bible Baptism and the man made, unscriptural method, of 

“infant (or for that matter adult) sprinkling” practiced in many of the old, main-line 

churches. Because the Greek word for baptism actually means “to plunge; to whelm” 

– it was used in Ancient Greece for the dying trade, where the garment had to be 

repeatedly plunged into  the  dye  to  get  the  garment  evenly  dyed.   So  when  we  

say “  Baptized by full immersion”, we are just repeating ourselves: “immersion, 

immersion”. It is also interesting to note that in the original Dutch translation of the 

Bible it called John the Baptist, “John the Dipper” (in Dutch of course) 

 So we started to attend this particular church with Mrs. Evans and her two 

teenage children – a boy and a girl (I cannot remember their names). I personally 

became very involved; attending young people’s activities on Saturday night at the 

church and then up to five meetings on a Sunday – pre church prayer meeting; church; 

teenage Sunday School in the afternoon; evening church and then later still, some 

young peoples activity. Freddy did not try to make me come to his church; he was 

happy that we had found a church.  

 One Sunday they had an Australian “Evangelist”, from the Baptist Church, 

come and preach. He was a better preacher than the local minister (which was not 

difficult!), and we decided to finally go to the front of the church one evening, at the  
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time of the alter call, and “give our hearts to Jesus” and “make a decision for Christ”. 

Dad, Mum, myself and my younger brother, Mark (Ben was not interested and was 

away anyway as a rookie in the Royal Australian Air Force) all went out the front and 

stood right in front of the minister’s wife, who was part of the adult choir, just below 

the rostrum. We were taken out the back of the church by “councilors”. I was just 

seventeen at the time and the man I had was “very elderly” (about my age at present!). 

I do not think he had ever done anything like that before (counseling), because his 

hands were shaking and he was generally very nervous. I too was nervous. He finally 

said; “Would you like to say a prayer?” Now I thought he would do the praying, but I 

agreed and mumbled out some sort of prayer. He then grabbed me by the hand and 

vigorously shook it and said; “You are now gloriously saved!” 

 I was instantly very disappointed. Had this been all it was about? From the big 

Campaign through all the church meetings; all the soul searching and now finally the 

big “make a decision for Christ”. I felt nothing, because nothing happened. Later I 

could not find anywhere in the Bible where it told me to “make a decision for Christ” 

or to “give my heart to Jesus”. I walked back around to the front of the church with 

Mrs. Evans’ teenage son and asked him; “What about Water Baptism?” During the 

few months we had been attending they had had one special Sunday for Baptisms; 

they “saved” them up. This was the only time the minister had worn some sort of 

religious garments – he was in a black rig-out. They had opened up the middle of the 

stage, where there was hidden a large Baptism Tank. Each candidate wore white. 

They would stand in the tank with their arms crossed over their chest and the minister 

then lowered them backwards into the water, after asking them to confess their faith in 

God/Jesus. Baptism did not seem very important to this particular church; there was 

no urgency; no on the spot (Cornelius and his household – Acts 10:4, 48); no middle 

of the night (the Jailer – Acts 16:33); no moment like this moment; “…See, here is 

water; what doth hinder…” (Acts 8:36-38) 

 Now his answer was just his answer and could not be said to be the opinion of 

the whole church/organization. He said; “Well, you really need to prove your loyalty 

to the church and then get baptized; maybe in a couple of years time.” So that was 

that. I never ever did “prove my loyalty to that church” and never ever got baptized 

there, even though it was a “Baptist” church! No body in that church ever talked to us 

about getting baptized – it just was not important.  

 Next Sunday as we were leaving the church (we had been coming for many 

months) the minister’s wife said to me, as I shook her hand going out at the front door 

after the morning service, (which I had done many times before); “You are new here!” 

It was not even a question; it was a statement. I had stood right in front of her the 

previous Sunday “giving my heart to Jesus”. It was very disappointing.  

 My life really did not change; I was still swearing and carrying on with the 

boys at school. I never told anybody about my “wonderful conversion”, because I 

never had one. About this time I came home from school one afternoon and as I rode 

my bicycle down the driveway I noticed Barend (chapter one) standing at the front 

door talking to my mother. I loved Barend from the days we had lived in Port Lincoln. 

During our friendship over those years, we boys in particular became very attached to 

him. He was able to really relate to us. When he became a carpenter, he was very 

strong and he used to grab hold of the lintel on top of the door and do chin-ups with 

all his muscles bulging. I used to say to myself; “When I grow up I want to be like 

Barend”. (I never was, even though I learned the building trade). As I walked up to 

the front door Mum said; “Guess what, I have found a new religion!”. God was not 

yet finished with us – He was on the job, sending us a “Peter” (Acts 10:5) – in our 
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case Barend. Someone faithful who “…shall tell thee what thou oughtest to do.” (v6). 

Barend was also our “Aquila and Priscilla” who would “…expound…the way of God 

more perfectly…” Acts18:26. God is relentless in pursuing the unsaved. 



 23 

 Chapter Five – The Wanderer’s Race 

 
 In 1994 my wife (Hellen) and I visited the land of Israel. I will not say Modern 

Israel, because there is so much of Israel that is very ancient. We had a few friends 

and relatives, of course, which advised us not to go because of the danger. A fortnight 

before we arrived there, a bus was blown-up, killing 22. That happened in Tel Aviv, 

our arrival destination). The day we left, three young Israeli soldiers were killed at a 

check-point into the Gaza Strip by a kamikaze cyclist. So the danger was real, but, we 

personally did not see any trouble. We were there for 10 days and it just flew – we 

loved every minute of that time. It felt like we had jumped into a time-machine and 

gone back to the days of Jesus and even further back to Abraham; Isaac and Jacob.  

 One of the most exciting stories of the Bible is God’s unique relationship with 

the Children of Israel. While we toured Israel in our wee hire car, we met some people 

from very ancient tribes; the Jews; the Arabs and one man who said he was Druze. 

They date back thousands of years. Some people in the world of Christendom believe 

that the modern Jew is ancient Israel. If you ask any Jew, he/she will explain that they 

are only a remnant of  a remnant of two of the ancient tribes of Israel – Judah and 

Benjamin. Around 721BC the Northern Ten-tribed House of Israel was over-run by 

the Assyrians and scattered north and other people from other countries were brought 

in, who were not of Israel, to occupy northern Israel (later to be known as 

Samaritans). 

 What happened to the 10 tribes and the rest of Judah and Benjamin? God said 

to Abraham that; “…I will make my covenant between me and thee, and will multiply 

thee exceedingly. …thy name shall be Abraham (Hebrew: ‘a multitude of nations’), 

for a father of many nations have I made thee. … I will make thee exceeding fruitful 

…kings will come out of thee. ..my covenant between me and thee and thy seed after 

thee in their generations for an everlasting covenant…” (Genesis 17:1-27)  This 

sounds pretty long term. Where are the lost tribes today? Have they vanished and 

disappeared into the nations? Has God broken his covenant with Abraham? Or is there 

modern day evidence of where these people are? 

 Because of the British Israel Federation beliefs, some extreme, like the African 

Americans are described in the Bible [their belief, not mine!] as the “beast of the 

field”, people have “thrown out the baby with the bathwater”.  Therefore when the BI 

(as they are commonly called) push the thought of locating these tribes in 

Scandinavia; Britain and from there to the USA; Canada; South Africa; Australia and 

New Zealand in particular, many can only see their other extreme beliefs. Therefore 

they reject some wonderful evidence, that there is a fulfillment of the promises to 

Abraham and David in our modern world. People only see “White racism”, “Neo-

Nazism” and “Saved by Birth” doctrines. But do we totally forget the promises of 

God to both Abraham and David, because of some crack-pot beliefs?  

 I have already stated (on the cover) I am a Pentecostal. Within Pentecost there 

are some amazing and alarming extremes. Some people take Mark 16 literally, while 

ignoring other scriptures to balance the equation, and have their meetings full of 

snakes and often deliberately “tempt” (Matthew 4:7) the Lord. Do I reject the great 

Pentecostal Movement because of these crack-pots? Of course not! Some parts of 

Pentecost have extreme views on demons; meetings totally out of order (like an Irish 

Parliament – I might get into trouble here, if  I do not look out!).   I feel that I am still 

a true Pentecostal, even though many under the Pentecostal umbrella let the side down 

badly and often give this great work of God, a bad name. 
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 I think some folk have looked at the extremes of the “Lost Tribes of Israel” 

movement and have then thrown out all of God’s wonderful promises to Abraham and 

David. That is not wise. My question is, that if it is not the Anglo-Saxon-Celtic 

people, then who is it? It is no good saying it is not important, because it is important. 

If God can break a covenant (promise) with Abraham and he is not “the father of a 

multitude of nations” then He can break a promise to us. If the Throne of David 

(“…But my mercy shall not depart from him (David) …thine house and thy kingdom 

shall be established for ever before thee: thy throne shall be established for ever.” 1 

Samuel 7:15-16) does not have a descendant on the throne today somewhere on the 

earth, then God must be unreliable, which, of course, He is not. God cannot break any 

of his promises. If Abraham was to wander the earth today, he should be able to find 

his descendants: he should be able to find a “multitude of nations” that are a blessed 

people. (“And I will bless them that bless thee, and curse him that curseth thee; and in 

thee shall all the families of the earth be blessed.” Genesis 12:3). And if David 

should also wander along with Abraham he should be able to see a throne identified 

by the Lion and the Unicorn (Numbers 24:8,9); there should be some evidence of 

the Union of Jacob (Union Jack) (Ezekiel 37:15-19 “…take thee one stick, and write, 

For Judah (Judah and Benjamin)…take another stick…, For Joseph (for the other 10 

tribes) …And join them one to another into one stick; and they shall become one in 

thine hand.”), the people he (David) once reigned over approximately 1000BC. 
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 Let us talk about Joseph. Many wrongly feel that the only fulfillment of the 

promises to Abraham, Isaac and Jacob and later to David, are all fulfilled in Jesus and 

in Christianity. He descended from all of them and the most wonderful “seed” from 

Abraham is certainly Jesus Christ. We read in Galatians 3:16 “Now to Abraham and 

his seed were the promises made. He saith not, And to seeds, as of many; but as of 

one, And to thy seed, which is Christ.” And again, referring to Jesus as one of David’s 

descendants, in Revelation 5:5 “…behold, the Lion of the tribe of Juda, the Root of 

David, hath prevailed…” But to say this is the only fulfillment of the promises to 

Abraham and David is to ignore other scriptures. Some say that the only fulfillment of 

the “seed” are Christians. Firstly, the Jews (House of Judah) as a nation rejected 

Christ. The Jews, as a nation, to this day, have rejected Christianity and practice 

Judaism and still live under the Old Testament. If the fulfilled “seed” was the spread 

of Christianity throughout the world, then it certainly was not through the Tribe of 

Judah. Also, the promises to Abraham of being “a multitude of nations” (the Hebrew 

meaning of the name “Abraham”) is not an accurate description of Christianity. 

“…for a father of many nations have I made thee.” (Genesis 17:5). Also in verse 8 

the “seed” of Abraham was promised Palestine as their home; “And I will give unto 

thee and to thy seed after thee … all the land of Canaan…” Christianity encompasses 

all the nations of the world; “…and unto the uttermost part of the earth.” (Acts 1:8) 

and is not confined to just Palestine. 

 Meanwhile back with Joseph. Jesus is certainly not a descendant of Joseph. 

Jacob had twelve sons. One of those sons was Judah. Another was Joseph. Through 

the amazing story of Tamar, (Genesis 38) Jesus was not to be a descendant of Judah’s 

first born (Er), but through the child of Er’s widow, Tamar. Pharez, Joseph’s nephew, 

was to be one of the great forefathers of Jesus. So Joseph is not a forefather of Jesus. 

So what do we do with the wonderful Birthright promises that came through to 

Joseph? The Birthright story is an amazing story in its own right. 

 The Birthright (First-Born) child (son) of a family was very privileged. But 

Abraham’s First Born was particularly privileged, because of the blessings of God to 

the Birthright son. (Genesis 17:18, 19 “And Abraham said unto God, O that Ishmael 

might live before thee! And God said, Sarah thy wife shall bare thee a son indeed; and 

thou shalt call his name Isaac: and I will establish my covenant with him for an 

everlasting covenant and with his seed after him”.)  But from Isaac to Ephraim, when 

you follow the Birthright, not one of the actual First Born died with the Birthright 

(Ishmael; Esau; Rueben and Manasseh all missed out). Jesus was not born of the 

Birthright tribe (Ephraim): he was born of the Royal Tribe of Judah. Jesus had his 

“own” special Birthright; he was the direct Son of God through the Holy Ghost! 

(Matthew 3:17 “And a voice from heaven, saying, This is my beloved Son, in whom I 

am well pleased.”) 

 Why did Jacob fight so hard to gain the Birthright from his brother Esau? 

(Genesis 25:29-34 “…Sell me this day thy birthright…” and again in Genesis 27:1-

41 “…Thy brother came with subtilty, and hath taken away thy blessing…”)  The 

answer is very simple; that whoever had the Birthright, would be “the father of a 

multitude of nations” and have God’s special attention as a Commonwealth of 

Nations. So this Birthright did not pass to Reuben (the First Born) or to Judah (the 

Royal Tribe – Genesis 49:8-12  “…The scepter shall not depart from Judah …”),  but  

would  pass  to  that very special person; Joseph, and then from Joseph to Ephraim 

(Genesis 48:5-22 “…And Israel (Jacob) stretched out his right hand, and laid it upon 

Ephraim’s head…”)  
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 I want you to particularly look at what was prophesied over the wee lad 

Ephraim. “And Joseph said unto his father, Not so, my father: for this is the firstborn; 

(Manasseh) put thy right hand upon his head. And his father (Jacob) refused, and 

said, I know it, my son, I know it: he also shall become great (to be later identified as 

representing the USA): but truly his younger brother shall be greater than he, and his 

seed (Ephraim’s descendants) shall become a multitude of nations.” (Genesis 48:18, 

19) 

 So this is not referring, as some folk falsely believe, to the Jews. The Jews are 

descendants of the tribes of Judah and Benjamin and a portion of the tribe of Levi. 

You would never describe modern Jewry as a “multitude of nations”. They are spread 

in many nations and have one wee nation in the land of Palestine – The Modern 

Nation of Israel. They are certainly part of God’s great plan, but the Birthright 

Blessings did not pass to them. Also this is not referring to the “seed”, Jesus, who was 

to be born of the tribe of Judah. It cannot be misconstrued to refer to Christianity 

through the House of Judah.  

 The descendants of Ephraim, came in later times, to represent all the 10 tribed 

house of the Northern Kingdom (there are many references, but see Hosea 5:1-15 and 

Hosea 6:4 “O Ephraim, what shall I do unto thee? (referring to the 10 Tribed House 

of Israel) O Judah, what shall I do unto thee? (referring to the 2 Tribed House of 

Judah)…”). The 10 Tribes were taken captive (as stated above), after falling away 

from God, by the Assyrians around 721BC and were scattered North. Later the House 

of Judah, after they also forsook God, was taken captive by King Nebuchadnezzar, 

who came to the throne in 604BC, of the Babylonian Kingdom. Some of the Jews (as 

they came to be known) returned to Palestine (around 50,000) under Ezra and 

Nehemiah, but the rest were also scattered among the nations. These scattered people 

are referred to in the opening words of the Book of James and of 1 Peter. “James, a 

servant of God and of the Lord Jesus Christ, to the twelve tribes scattered abroad, 

greetings” (James 1:1) and “Peter, an apostle of Jesus Christ, to the strangers 

[Strong’s Concordance: - ‘a resident foreigner; pilgrim’] scattered throughout Pontus, 

Galatia, Cappadocia, Asia and Bithynia…” (1 Peter 1:1) 

 So the descendants of the Northern House of Israel, now known as Ephraim, 

were to become a “multitude of nations”. It stands to reason, that that would not be 

fulfilled in the wee land of Palestine. They just would not fit! With a present world 

population heading for 7 billion, we must be at least talking Hundreds of Millions of 

descendants of Ephraim, in many nations, to even rate as “multitudes”? Modern 

Israel, before the 6 Day War of 1967, was approximately 20,700 square kilometers 

and after, with the annexed territories [West Bank, Golan Heights, East Jerusalem and 

Gaza] another approximate 7,500 square kilometers; in total around 28,000 square 

kilometers. Compare that with the following countries: Australia – 7,692,024 square 

kilometers! [Tasmania, the smallest State – 68, 401 square kilometers, is more than 

double the size of Israel!]; United Kingdom – 244,100 square kilometers; 

approximately 10 times larger than Modern Israel.   The few million (just over 

6,000,000) Jews and Palestinians, who live in Palestine today, would certainly not be 

described as in Genesis 15:5 “… Look now toward heaven, and tell (count) the stars, 

if thou be able to number them: …so shall thy seed be…” or in Genesis 32:12 

“…make thy seed as the sand of the sea, which cannot be numbered for multitude…” 

or again in Genesis 28:14 “ And thy seed shall be as the dust of the earth,and thou 

shalt spread abroad to the west, and to the east, and to the north, and to the south: 

and in thee and in thy seed shall all the families of the earth be blessed”. 
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 [Note: At the time of the first revision of this wee book, The Commonwealth 

Games are in progress in Melbourne, Australia {March, 2006}. Listening to the 

commentary at the Opening Ceremony, the commentators made the following 

statements: “There are 71 nations competing here in Melbourne. The Queen of 

England is the head of a Commonwealth of Nations that covers one third of the 

world’s population”. Comment: Ephraim, who came to represent the 10 tribed 

Northern House of Israel in Bible days, now represents many peoples, of all races and 

colours. Countries take it as a great honour to be a member of the British 

Commonwealth. Truly they have become a “multitude of nations”.]  

 There is one final point to make with the descendants of the House of 

Ephraim, and that is relating to the Birthright. We just read above that “…in thy seed 

shall all the families of the earth be blessed” and I would now like to bring a 

connection with the descendants of Ephraim and Christianity. Is there any greater 

blessing than to be converted and to become a Christian? If there is, I have never 

heard of it. As I said previously, the House of Judah (as a whole) has not entered into 

that “blessing”: they are bound under the Old Testament Law – they practice Judaism. 

They have rejected Christ. They are certainly not a blessing to the families of the earth 

when it comes to conversion. They falsely tell everyone that Jesus was not the 

Messiah. 

 But what happened to the descendants of the House of Ephraim, the Birthright 

people? They spread out west, east, north and lastly, south (The Great South Land of 

the Holy Spirit – Terra Australis!) and became a “multitude of nations”.  The 

descendants of Ephraim (10 tribed Israel) lost all contact with their roots back in 

Palestine, but later became the main “exporters” of Christianity.  The Great Latter 

Rain of the Holy Spirit has been mainly in the “multitude of nations” and the USA, 

filled by the descendants of the House of Ephraim and Manasseh. History now 

records the modern Pentecostal Revival started in Topeka, Kansas, USA on the 1
st
 of 

January 1900, when Agnes Ozman, a Bible Student under Charles Fox Parham, 

received the Holy Spirit, with the sign of “speaking in other tongues” [Acts 2], after 

searching the Scriptures on how to be Spirit Filled. It then spread to the Azusa Street 

Revival under William J Seymour and then to the world. I believe that this is the 

greater fulfillment of how Abraham and his descendants would be a blessing to all the 

nations of the earth. 

 I find that people interested in Bible Prophecy, who cannot identify the nations 

of the world, end up in a real mess; they do not know really what is going on and rely 

heavily on their own imagination. Why are the main friends of the modern nation, 

Israel the USA; Britain; Canada; South Africa; Australia and New Zealand? Could it 

be that they are all (in the main) descendants of that man Abraham, through the “child 

of promise”, Isaac? Do we now have a world wide Israel spread over “many nations”?  

These nations seem to always stick together. I am still amazed that many Christians 

refer to the Jews as Israel. They are only a small part of Israel; I will admit (happily) a 

very import part of Israel, but still only a part.  

 Their return to “Palestine” (from the word ‘Philistine’) was part of God’s great 

plan – the mighty “7 times punishment” of Leviticus 26:18 had to be fulfilled. Very 

briefly a “time” in Bible Prophecy was a complete circle/cycle; 360 degrees; 360 

days; 360 prophetic years. Therefore, this is a period of 7 x 360 = 2,520 prophetic 

years. When did the “7 times punishment” start. It is far too simple to give just one set 

of dates; but the major one is from the fall of Judah in the days of Jeremiah the 

Prophet and Zedekiah the last king of  Judah  (Jeremiah chapter 52).  The kingdom  
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that “started” the punishment was the Babylonian. But it was not just the Kingdom; it 

was a particular king – Nebuchadnezzar. God told Nebuchadnezzar (via Daniel via 

Nebuchadnezzar’s dream); “….Thou are this head of Gold.” (Daniel 2:38). This was 

the top of the great image in Nebuchadnezzar’s dream, which represented the many 

kingdoms that would come one after another. Babylon; Medo/Persian; Greek; Roman; 

etc.  

 Nebuchadnezzar came to the throne in 604/5 BC (as mentioned above). With a 

simple bit of arithmetic by adding the 2,520 year prophecy, we come to the latter part 

of the First World War. Palestine had always been occupied by some foreign power 

during this time. The Jews refer to the “Diaspora” (the dispersion of the House of 

Judah later known as “Jews”) from this time – the actual Temple was destroyed by 

Nebuchadnezzar’s army in 587/6 BC, but he had Israel in bondage well before that.  

 My father (Alfred Gordon Duncan) was born in 1902. When dad was fourteen 

(1916), he went to a Christian Youth Camp of some sort. He related years later; after 

we came to the Lord, that he distinctly remembered they had a preacher at that camp 

that used the Seven Times Punishment Prophecy and the dates above and said to the 

young people present; “Next year (1917) Jerusalem will be delivered and given back 

to the Jews”. At that time the Allied Forces (The Lost Tribes of Israel!) were a long 

way from the Victory that was to come in 1918. They had taken a great drumming at 

Gallipoli, but nations such as Australia and New Zealand (the ANZACS) had come of 

age.  

During late 1917 the Allied forces under General Allenby (Allenby meant 

“Prophet of God” to the Turks) was bogged down trying to take the “Wells of 

Beersheba” (dug by Abraham and named by him: Beer-sheba “the well of the 

oath”), which they desperately needed to water their horses (Australian Light Horse 

included) and themselves.  They were heading for Jerusalem, but they could not 

advance until they took these famous wells on the Southern end of Israel. A 2,520 

year old prophecy hung in the balance – would it be fulfilled? The year had to be 

1917! It was the 31
st
 of October 1917. There were only two months left to fulfill this 

great prophecy. The Allies knew that they had to achieve their goal to get water that 

day (31
st
 of October 1917) or retreat. They fought all day; the Brits; the Kiwis and the 

Aussies. They were very close to their goal, but needed a final “miracle” to achieve 

that goal. It was 4.30pm and the light was about to fade. The 4
th

 Australian Light 

Horse (not cavalry but mounted infantry – they usually rode to just outside firing 

range; dismounted and then advanced on foot, like ordinary infantry) lined up in a 

wadi. The Aussie General had approached the British High Command and told them 

he felt the Australian Light Horse could take the wells. When they were told to 

charge, they advanced firstly at a trot and then into a gallop and swep, on horse-back, 

right over the Turks positions– the Turks were taken completely by surprise – they 

expected them to dismount and advance on foot, as they had previously done! The 4
th

  

rode  into Victory and History – the last great cavalry charge. The road to Jerusalem 

was open as the Turks fell back. (Do you think there is a bit of Aussie pride, when I 

relate that account?) 

The Turks were formidable fighters – we had found that out at Gallipoli! 

There was only two months left for the prophecy to be fulfilled. From 1187AD 

Jerusalem had been under (with few exceptions) Muslim control.  It was time for a 

wonderful scripture to “speak” – Habakkuk 2:3; “For the vision is yet for an 

appointed time, but at the end it shall speak, and not lie, though it tarry, wait for it; 

because it shall surely come, it will not tarry.”  This wonderful scripture applies to 

many prophecies,  but the one I wish to apply it to now is  Isaiah 31:5;    “As birds  






