


















lieutenant decided he'd better pep us 
up a little more. "Are we going to 
jump out of this big bird?" Every
body yelled, "Yeah!" "Are we 
afraid?" There were vociferous 
shouts of "No!" That was when I kept 
my mouth shut. The fellow next to 
me pretended he was sleeping, but I 
knew he was praying. 

Finally the door of the aircraft 
opened. We were 1250 feet up in the 
air. I could see the green earth of 
Kentucky beneath us, remembered 
the days when I was a boy on the 
farm with my feet under Mama's 
table-and wondered how in the 
world I ever got into this predica
ment! 

The d�op zone was coming up in 
a few moments. The lieutenant gave 
us the command to hook up, check our 
equipment, and stand in the door. He 
looked out, and over the wind that 
was beating against him yelled, "I 
see the drop coming. We're about 
ready to go." The red light on the 
side of the door turned to green. It 
was time to go and I was anxious be
cause he had gotten me all inspired. 
Then that poor young fellow "froze" 
in the door. I was the second man
right behind him. I pushed and 
shoved and prayed for him, and did 
everything I could to get him to 
jump. It was impossible. 

Just then an experienced sergeant 
came up, asked me to move out of 
the way, pulled the young lieutenant 
back and said, "Sit down, sir." Then 
he took command of that aircraft. As 
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we made our circle again, the ser
geant stood in the door and said, in 
a calm, confident voice, "We're going 
to make this jump, men. Not one of 
you will fail!" Then out the door he 
went and I unquestioningly followed 
him because I felt sure that every
thing was all right. 

This is an hour when God has 
stood us in the door. He has given 
us the confidence-through His 
Word, through the working of His 
Holy Spirit and the demonstration of 
His power throughout the world
and we can fearlessly jump into ac
tion, sure that all is well. All the devils 
in hell can't stop us! There may be 
those who "freeze" in the door and 
refuse to go for fear of what is out 
there awaiting them, but God has in
spired my heart in I Corinthians 1 :22, 
"For the Jews require a sign, and the 
Greeks seek after wisdom: but we 
preach Christ crucified, unto the Jews 
a stumbling block, and unto the 
Greeks foolishness; but unto them 
which are called, both Jews and 
Greeks, Christ the power of God and 
the wisdom of God .... " 

God has chosen you for this hour. 
God has chosen this hour. God has 
chosen this time in your life for some 
special need to be met. He has already 
demonstrated to us that His power 
is real. Some are prone to stand in 
the door as they stumble and fumble 
around looking for answers, but God 
is working in the hearts of people to
day and telling them that in spite of 
the paradox of the matter, in spite of 
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"I pushed and shoved and prayed for him, and 
did everything I could to get him to jump! It 
was impossible." 

how strange it may seem, this is His 
way. 

I think I'm one of the most foolish 
chaplains in the Army, but God uses 
me. When I went on my first assign
ment nobody told me what kind of 
sermon to preach. I only had one 
theme: "Ye must be born again." 
God had called me and promised to 
be with me, and I determined to 
preach Him everywhere I went re
gardless of who might object. When 
our commander heard that I was Pen
tecostal, he asked me, "What do you 
do? What's your ritual?" I replied, 
"Sir, you're going to have to come 
and see it, because you wouldn't be
lieve it if I told you." God takes that 
which we are willing to give Him in 
the name of Jesus, and though it may 
seem simple and foolish to the world, 
He transforms it into the only thing 
that will save our wor/,d from damna
tion. God's wisdom is that which 
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comes out of Christians who are fool
ish enough to take Him seriously and 
live His life, obey His commands, 
trust His power, and walk in His 
light. 

When I was stationed in Vietnam 
I had to hump around through the 
jungles like everybody else. The unit 
I was with didn't have a rear guard 
that I could hide in, nor any support 
units. They were the 173rd Airborne 
that became part of the 101st at Fort 
Campbell. I was given a pack and 
when I asked where my jeep was they 
laughed. I asked who was my assis
tant, and they laughed even louder. 
When I mentioned a tent someone. ex
plained, "It's on your back! That's 
your poncho. You better learn how 
to bathe in it, sleep in it, and use it 
for everything!" 

Don't tell anyone this, but soldiers 
don't wear pajamas. They wouldn't 
be caught dead in pajamas, even in 
the barracks. After humping through 
the jungles all day, however, I re
jected the idea of getting into my 
sleeping bag in my dirty fatigues or 
underwear, so I asked my lovely wife 
to send me some pajamas. She sent 
me a nice pair of silk pajama,s! I 
didn't dare get caught in those, so 
I'd wait until everyone had sacked 
out, then sneak into my pajamas. I 
timed myself so I'd wake up early 
ahead of everyone else and get out 
of them and into my fatigues. 

One night, however, enemy mortar 
projectiles began falling close by. I 
jumped hurriedly out of bed and 
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God in Governntent 
l 

by BOB JONES 

Member of the Indiana House of Representatives, and Educational Consultant 

I 
THOUGHT I had everything. I
was in my third term in the legis

lature, had a lovely wife, four hand
some sons, a good business, and pres
tige in the community. I was raised in 
a Christian home, had been active in 
the church, and thought I possessed 
everything life had to offer. 

What a fool I was! I didn't realize 
what I'd been missing all those years, 
until July, 1971, when I received the 
baptism in the Holy Spirit. The thing 
that led me to actively seek that won
derful experience was an incident 
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concerning my son. It is strange how 
we are too dull sometimes to see 
what God is trying to do in our lives 
until He gives us a strong nudge. 

My wife had received the Baptism 
a year before and had done all the 
traditional things---left tracts around 
the house where I couldn't miss see
ing them, played tapes loud enough 
for me to hear, and now and then 
called my attention to certain men 
who were scheduled to appear in our 
area and speak on that subject. The 
more she did this, the more it turned 
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from everywhere entered government 
and ran for office. Don't think of it as 
something dirty. The Word makes it 
plain that government is instituted 
by God for our good. 

In the 1972 primary I was initially 
running on my own with only my 
wife to back me. I have a reputation 
for voting my own conscience, and 
am not always pleasing to some of 
our Marion County bosses. They 

didn't slate me for re-election, so I 
ran against the organization. I hap
pen to be blessed with a political 
genius in my wife. She knows more 
about volunteer organizations than 
any other person I know. She or
ganized the whole thing, and by the 
time it was over there were more 
volunteers working for me than the 
entire balance of the party through
out the county. 

We prayed earnestly about this. It 
was the first time in my life that I 
had ever really gotten down on my 
face before the Lord. I had to make 
a decision on whether to run or not. 
I had to have guidance from the 
Lord, and we prayed for it most 
earnestly. That was the day that one 
of the city councilmen called and told 
me he hoped I'd run and that he 
would do his best to help me. Other 
councilmen called. The sheriff called. 
There were calls from citizens saying 
they wanted me to run and that they 

would work for me. I accepted that as 
my answer. The Lord Himself ran 
the whole thing. 
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In 1972 when the forces of rebel
lion and violence threatened and 
seemed about to take over and disrupt 
the Republican and Democratic con
ventions, the people of Miami re
quested that we pray. That was dur
ing our own FGBMFI International 
Convention in San Francisco. Fifteen 
hundred people, gathered in a great 
ballroom in the San Francisco Hilton 
hotel, began to pray-and God an
swered and spoke peace to the 
troubled sea of humanity during both 
conventions. 

Don't ever underestimate the au
thority you have been given in the 
name of Jesus-the authority you can 
exercise through prayer. Use it freely 
and with pride. We are all children of 
the King, and that is what He expects 
of us and that is what we must do. 
With Him we are more than con
querors. We are to be the action 
agency through which He can carry 
out His work in this earth. 

"And these signs shall follow them 
that believe: in my name they shall 
cast out devils; they shall speak with 
new tongues; they shall take up ser
pents; and if they drink any. deadly 
thing, it shall not hurt them; they 
shall lay hands on the sick, and they 
shall recover." 

That's the way God wants us to do 
it. That is our mission! That is our 
authority! That is our God-given 
power. That is the task the Master 
has given us. We can and must do it 
because it is His will. ■







THE FGBMFI OUTREACH: 

IDAHO FALLS, IDA. Front row: lnt'I Director Jim Howell presents charter to Chapter President 
Ben Lunis. Back row: Jim Goettsche, treasurer; Dewey Wilmot, vice president; Elston Brown, secre
tary; Cliff Powell, int'I director, Redding, Calif., guest speaker. Chapter was formed to bring witness 
of today's charismatic renewal to this area so closely identified with the atomic energy program. 

NORTH WILKESBORO, N.C. Officers and directors of this chapter which received its charter at the 
hand of lnt'I Director Ogburn Yates last November, are shown in this recent photo. Officers are: 
Frank Day, president; Jim Rhodes, vice president; Ivery Haynes, secretary; Ted Broach, treasurer. 

SIDNEY CHAPTER, SAVAGE, MONT. From left: 
Mel Tombre, president; Jim Colter, vice presi
dent; Chuck Hackley, treasurer; Norman Linde
vig, secretary. lnt'I Director Bill Casselman pre
sented the charter. 

LIBERAL, KANS. lnt'I Director Bill Norwood pre
sents charter to Wallace Main, president, as Gene 
Lofland, secretary, Bill Green, treasurer, and 
Merle Goss, vice president, look on. 
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