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I continue to be moved by the power and mercy of my Saviour Jesus Christ.  His ability to protect me from danger is unquestioned.  I am thrilled to be His servant and continue to be in need of His presence in my life.  This recent story is another example of Jesus care for me. 
  
On August the 24th I flew to PNG to preach in an outreach in the Western Highlands.  I was privileged to be accompanied by my father, Pr Keith Grolimund, a seasoned evangelist and truly a servant of the Lord. 
  
 After landing in Mt Hagen we took up residence in the local Mission Transit Flat.  This is a humble little place with two small bedrooms, a kitchen, bathroom and small dining/lounge room. 
  
The outreach was about 10 kilometres out of town in an unentered area dominated by Lutherans, Pentecostals, and heathen tribesmen.  Never before had a European evangelist run a program in this area. 
  
I believe the “latter rain” is falling in Papua New Guinea.  On the first night, August 25, about 300 people attended the program.  Within a few days some 5 thousand Highlanders were coming out of the bush each evening to hear the story of Jesus.  It was inspirational as I watched God move on the hearts of these precious people. 
  
Satan was very unhappy with what was going on.  From the beginning he opposed God’s work in the lives of these Highland warriors.  But the love of God is powerful and strong.  There is nothing on earth can stop the preaching of the gospel. 
  
It had come to my attention that a number of the Pentecostals in the area had been proposing that the God the Adventists served did not answer their prayers.  This irritated me a little as this has never been my experience with Him.  Several nights into the program on one particular evening it began to rain very hard.  I knew God was telling me this was His moment.  I stopped preaching, asked the congregation to bow their heads in prayer, and I asked the God of the Adventists to stop the rain.  I had my heart in my mouth and certainly wasn’t feeling the faith of Elijah.  Fortunately God only needs a mustard seed  - I am not sure He even got that from me.  Nevertheless, to His glory, God stopped the rain and a great victory was won.  As I stood there in front of 5 thousand people I felt like weeping in joy and relief. 
  
A few nights later I was preaching on the “Sabbath” – a key subject.  Again the sky opened up and it began to pour down in bucketfuls.  I have not seen rain like this for a very long time.  Again God told me this was His moment.  Again I stopped the meeting and again I asked God in Jesus name to stop the rain.  This time I was confident.  But the rain did not stop, in fact it just poured harder.  I did not know what to do.  The platform where I was preaching from was covered and I was dry.  The open-air congregation was very wet and heading for home fast.  God told me to step out into the rain and keep preaching.  So that is what I did.  I told the people that if they would stand in the rain and listen to me, then I would stand out in the rain and preach to them.  The rush to escape the rain stopped, people began to listen again, and I believe that that evening had a greater impact on the people’s faith than the miracle of the previous evening.  By the time I got to the call, God had stopped the rain altogether, and 210 precious souls made a stand for Jesus and the seventh day Sabbath.  It never rained significantly again after that program. 
  
On the 29th August I had just finished a program on the final battle between Jesus and Satan.  That evening I had let the people know that Satan was going to get his due when Jesus came back to earth the 3rd time.  As I went to bed I did not realise that I was about to face one of my sternest tests as an Adventist pastor. 
  
That evening as I slept I had very troubled dreams.  At about 4am God directly spoke to me in my sleep and said to me “a very powerful demon has entered the room”.  I awoke with a start and found myself unable to breathe.  Something very evil had me around the throat and was endeavouring to stop me breathing. My life was in terrible danger.  I cried out in my mind to Jesus – praise God He heard my pitiful pleas and praise God He saves – yes Jesus saves.  That demon was wrenched away from me, it let out a guttural roar, and had to release me from its murderous grip. 
  
For the next half hour I struggled with the horror and continued presence of that demon in  my room.  Finally I awoke my father, he says I was as white as a ghost (excuse the pun).  We had a season of prayer and I was able to get another hour or so sleep before morning.  I had a sore throat for the entire day – a reminder of the goodness of God and His mercy to me. 
  
The next night (August 30) I was so tempted to sleep in my father’s room.  He is a man of spiritual maturity who has great faith in God and absolutely no fear of the Devil.  I always feel safe with him.  However I knew that much was at stake in this battle, and it was important for me to hold course in my own room.  With much trepidation I went to sleep that night with my Bible wrapped firmly in my arms and a prayer going up to God from deep in my heart.  Again  God came to me in my sleep and told me, “he is here, he is here, he is here.”  This time the demon smothered me.  6 times I called out to Jesus in my mind for help.  I could feel myself slipping into unconsciousness.  Again my angel was instructed by Jesus to save me, and again I was gifted life by the Saviour.   
  
  
As I began to breathe again an incredible peace descended upon me.  I can truly say I have never felt so safe and secure in all my life.  I rolled over and slept the rest of the night like an infant baby in its mother’s arms.   
  
I wasn’t really bothered again after that evening.  However Satan did not stop his attacks on our program. 
  
A few days later a fierce wind ripped through the evangelism site.  There was no wind whatsoever on either side of the site.  It ripped a large tent that had been set up for the people and great damage was sustained, yet nobody was hurt – praise God. 
  
Toward the end of the program a small baby was kidnapped from the evangelism site.  There was great distress and I was very upset.  Each evening we prayed for little Besta and tried to assure the parents God was in control.  Not long after I returned home (Sep 9) the Spirit of the Lord moved upon the kidnappers and  baby Besta was returned – an almost unheard of event in that part of the world.  God is real, He answers prayer, He saves and He always wins! 
  
By the end of the program 248 people had made decisions for Jesus and the Sabbath, and had indicated their desire to become Seventh-day Adventists.   
  
I count it a great privilege that God can use a sinner like myself to advance His cause.  I am undeserving and at times very rebellious, and yet God still chooses to use me.  That He persists in using me despite my terrible shortcomings and failures is the greatest evidence I know of a loving and merciful God.   
  
Not only did God save 248 precious souls in PNG, but he saved me too.  You see Jesus saves!  Wherever His presence is He can’t help but save. 
  
PNG is on fire.  I pray for the day that the Jesus who is saving PNG will come and save my country – Australia.  Until then I will bask in the assurance and presence of Jesus in my life. 
  
Praise God – Jesus saves! 
  
God led me to this Psalm after the first demonic attack! 
Psalm 138 (my Psalm while in PNG) 
1 I will praise you, O LORD, with all my heart; before the "gods" I will sing your praise. 
2 I will bow down toward your holy temple and will praise your name for your love and your faithfulness, for you have exalted above all things your name and your word. 
3 When I called, you answered me; you made me bold and stouthearted. 
4 May all the kings of the earth praise you, O LORD, when they hear the words of your mouth. 
5 May they sing of the ways of the LORD, for the glory of the LORD is great. 
6 Though the LORD is on high, he looks upon the lowly, but the proud he knows from afar. 
7 Though I walk in the midst of trouble, you preserve my life; you stretch out your hand against the anger of my foes, with your right hand you save me. 
8 The LORD will fulfill his purpose for me; your love, O LORD, endures forever—do not abandon the works of your hands. 
  
  
 
