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Preface
This is my testimony of how, with faith in Christ, the Holy Spirit and I missioned to where Christ is forbidden providing evidence of our eternal life per Heb11:1;
“faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen”
This greatly condensed version is a sequential series of labeled vignettes about a place where Christ is forbidden which leaves details to the original. What remains in the original version could provide the reader a contextual appreciation and perspective on the events and can only be encouraged as a follow-up to this first succinct manuscript. For example in the original version the reader will find many of the names, persons, and descriptions of places and families who supported the works of the Holy Spirit and our living in Saudi Arabia. Also, there are interesting details of life and customs in Saudi Arabia. I have kept most all the titles of the chapters intact to ease cross- referencing from one to the other version.    Forbidden does not mean impossible; nothing is impossible with God! Most importantly, and by whatever means this work is urgent and called by God. We are in the “end of times” and God is making His final call. You will read that forbidden but not stifled, Christ does enter in. For just one He will spare a nation. Christ is here with us wherever we go; and, He is victorious! Pray and let the love of God fill your heart with Christ and God’s Holy Spirit. Yes, without Christ none of what you will read could have happened.  
To hide identity and keep innocents safe, the reader will find many slightly modified fictitious names of persons, places and companies. Many referenced images are provided throughout and at the end of the text; they are also posted on our blogs and websites such as http://writethevsion.webs.com and www.bariefez-barringten.com. Please read another Doveslanding publication:
"Holy Spirit and i” by Christina Fez-Barringten.
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Chapter 1

Entrance

Meeting the Holy Spirit
I heard the pastor's call to:

“come to the alter”

As my feet seemed lifted off the ground to glide me from the rear-most row of the store-front Living Word, the Pentecostal Church of God in Bryan, Texas. The place was packed with people, but all I could hear was praising. I could barely see the pastor, church elders, and light. When I arrived at the alter so many hands were on me, lifting my arms, and I began to utter sounds as I joined those around me. The Holy Spirit put words, languages and understanding of speech into me. I could hear them and myself speaking in a lilting songlike spiritual language which to me said praise the Lord, praise God, and help me. I was pleading and crying to God to help and clean me; I was surrendering- I was unburdening and simply letting loose the woes of my flesh to God. They asked for what should they pray and I’d say:

“everything”!

Yes, I’d say this every time I went forward. As I repented of my sins and Jesus forgave, lifetimes of burdens were lifted. There wasn’t anything I did not need, nor anything that God had that I did not want. The more I praised and spoke in tongues the more I could feel His power overwhelm me with a warm glow of love and healing. I became a member of the family of God. My demeanor changed to smile and my eyes opened. It was astonishing and effective!  My Texas A&M students noted my changed demeanor and swarmed me. The population at the little church grew. By the Comforter named in John 14: 26  I was being empowered, reborn and prepared for formidable and unimaginable battles.  That was in Texas in the early months of 1981 when I responded to alter calls with always the same results and affect.  


I pleaded for the pastor and elders to immerse me into the Holy Spirit; I just could not get enough filling.   I attended every single class, prayer- group meetings, and Bible study and worship service. My need was great and the Holy Spirit was there for me. I was so engrossed in the present and not the battles for which I was being prepared. However, there was another two -faced belligerent waiting.  There was a dramatic and noticeable change in opportunity per Acts 6:10 as I received offers to interview for professorships in Denver, Santa Barbara, Indianapolis and Dammam’s King Faisal University. It seems the prosperity of Joseph and the abundant life promised by Jesus Christ in John 10 were coming our way. While my project management book was being completed I finally received a very high paying offer from the Arabian American Oil Company know as ARAMCO.  

In a little while, we departed for the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia.  Even as we went to Saudi, Christ and the Holy Spirit accompanied us to be the protagonists against the split identity of Saudi Arabia. So we boarded the plane and off we went to a “new hope”. The new hope we would find in the same desert wilderness that Christ walked and where Moses received The Ten Commandments on Mt. Sinai at Jebel el Lawz in N.W. Saudi. 

Married by the Holy Spirit

In order for both of us to board the plane together, my wife and I remarried in the Living Word Church on June 14, 1981 and at Bryan’s City Hall. We had misplaced our marriage certificate and the New Haven City Hall’s records were being computerized and unavailable. In this way, the Holy Spirit blessed our marriage and used it as an instrument of salvation; as by my Holy Spirit baptism so was our marriage ceremony with the final laying on of hands and prayers prior to our departure.  I confided that I was pleased to be going to a place where conversations about God are open and frequent. The elders warned that Allah was not God and that I would eventually know the difference. 
They all prayed for God to use and grow us in His will.  They prayed that this renewed marriage would be a tool for evangelism and draw people to God.  And, indeed our marriage changed from an instrument of worldly metaphors to God’s hospice.  Blinded by the Holy Spirit the Dhahran airport customs officials opened our trunks and simply waved us onto the bus. One of the trunks was filled with Bibles and Christian video tapes. By law the Saudi Arabia customs must check them for nudity and religious content but the officer shook his head and shut the trunk with a big bang.
The Holy Spirit had to teach me patience with the climate and my own body’s mechanism to deal with dehydration and heat discomfiture; August was the hottest time of the year. The Holy Spirit had to give me strength for the excessive walking from one to another facility to shop, work and process papers. It was a matter of learning discernment of the physical in a way I had not known before.  

Upon the completion of my first baptism into the Holy Spirit I was soon sanctified by Christ and set apart from the U.S.A. and into a place where I was isolated from debt, media commercials, financial and social burdens, social contexts, and western metaphors.   I was “in” but not “of” the world.  With the eyes of Christ we could see and find joy in the place, people, food and unction He was dispensing. 

This was our entrance into His “new world”. 
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                           Chapter 2
Reconnoitering

Alone on the balcony

In 1981, we spent our first Thanksgiving and Christmas in our Saudi Arabian apartment where we stood on its balcony and shout-prayed blessings for all of Saudi Arabia. We were certainly alone on that balcony as our eleven story building was practically empty. All of the people we knew had left family behind and scheduled themselves to return to them for the holidays; we did not. So there we were with our cats; and, below us, the city of Al-Khobar and the Dhahran horizon with the blinking lights of the newly constructed UPM (University of Petroleum and Minerals) stadium. Everything was so special in Saudi about Christmas including the souks and King Abdul Aziz Boulevard.  Christ opened our eyes to see Al-Khobar as a delight of discovery and mystery. 
Months later, we were flown to the AlRube Al Kali (Red Desert or Empty Quarter) to see the red sands, slide down the dunes, and feast in air-conditioned modules tied to salt flats. Even in the Empty Quarter, our Holy Spirit marriage brought joy and happiness to our Bedouin hosts and fellow travelers as we reiterated the colors, shapes and forms of God’s creation.
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Ambulating 
Christ interceded and carried me across both the desert, floors of ARAMCO’s buildings, roads and city sidewalks. Sidewalks in the Eastern Province, which in those days were broken, potted, and dangerous. I was a born-again Christian just baptized into the Holy Spirit encountering an odd and unusual environment including trees planted wrongfully in the middle of sidewalks, yet in every way and with every step, though forbidden, I knew that Christ was with us. It was precious! 
Maintenance workers 

Frequently, the bin Fumah building’s Philippino, Indian and Pakistani maintenance crew visited so that the Holy Spirit touched them with God’s love and needed affection. In response, they looked the other way when they noticed our Christian books, bibles and our many Christian visitors. On the other hand, the Philippinos recognized and enjoyed our recorded Christian praise and worship music. No one reported us. 

ARAMCO

After a long period of strife one of my ARAMCO interim supervisors named Andy responded to the Holy Spirit and interceded for me so that finally I was able to go on my earned vacation. When I returned I got transferred to the Contract Unit in which Hank supervised the Open Services Contract Section.  My responsibility as God’s ambassador was to manifest the fruits of the spirit to workmates and supervisors despite their challenge. Shoukri challenged my credentials, capabilities and capacity by over-assigning work, probation and keeping me from holidays and vacations. Nightly, in my car traveling to and from Dhahran I listened to my Bible tapes read by Ephraim Zimbalist Junior. I was so hungry and dependent on “the word” that I had special continuous-play walkman next to my bed. Soon, I would not need the players as I would recite “the word” by heart.  Yes, I was sanctified and set apart into Saudi but it was to be my pressure-cooker where God was re-cooking me. 
I put on the whole armor of God including His shield of faith to “quench all the fiery darts of the wicked”. He continued to rebuild my perceptions and vocabulary of reality with so many astonishing events. Daily from my Dhahran office window f16 jet fighter planes shot vertically up into the air and zoomed in formation. Adjacent to my office building enemy Iranian fighter planes landed undetected within Saudi airspace. 
Arab Friends

Tony  a Lebanese-Christian Mercedes- trucks auto mechanic adopted us as his parents, told us many stories of his home, and often brought us Lebanese food for breakfast lunch and dinner. He told us if he were to return to Lebanon, he would be immediately drafted and probably killed. There were so many like him that all we could do was feed and be their friend. They needed a family and we shared the love of Jesus Christ. 
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Another very special Arab person was Esau (Arabic for Jesus), the Bedouin falconer who I met on the way to my job at ARAMCO. His car was stranded and despite official warnings I dared stop and rescue him.  He visited us many times in our bin Fumah apartment, brought many gifts including his falcon, and sat for Christina while she painted a portrait of him and his falcon. He became to us like our grandson. Finally he got married to his cousin and invited us to attend the wedding where I was to be his best man. Plans were made but at the last minute the family adjudged that we should not attend. It was a real Bedouin marriage out in the Qatari desert. It was dangerous. He came from one of the few tribes, which preferred life in the desert to that of the city. Isa was shocked and embarrassed about his tribe’s decision but a young man had little to say in the tribal system. He welcomed talking about the Holy Spirit and about his Arabic name: Esau
Faris was another who confided that he knew God’s Spirit. We spoke of God in the midst of counseling him about leaving ARAMCO to start a small business. When I later contacted him, he had become a high ranking SCECO (Saudi Consolidated Electric Company) executive with a big family and an apartment in Bahrain. When I returned in 1991, the Holy Spirit urged him to help me furnish our apartment by showing me where to find reasonably priced used and new furniture.
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One of my most beloved ARAMCO trainees was Bashir who was a leading ARAMCO executive living with his family in both Dammam and Riyadh. Samdan was impressed by our holy marriage and relished conversations about our values. 

Holy Spirit’s artwork

Often, I could not accompany Christina on her trips to Kitzbuhel because ARAMCO managers told me that if I were to leave I would be terminated. However, I visited her after fifteen months with-out an official vacation. Finally, I arrived exhausted and slept many days while the Holy Spirit filled me with vivid visions of the cross which I translated into pen and ink sketches. They are now inspiring people in Sanibel where our friend Missy placed them. One, she tells us, hangs in the home of the priest of a Catholic Church. 

Automobile accident

On such a vacation, when we had an automobile accident near a lake that lies between the German and Swiss border the Holy Spirit arranged several weeks in a five star luxury healing spa.  Driving down the highway our Pacer veered to the side onto the grass and then headed down an embankment where Jesus Christ directed the car to be stopped by a slim but sturdy tree preventing the car’s fall through a ravine to a stream far below. 
Because neither of us was wearing our seat belts, Christina was tumbled so that she damaged her knee while when I was thrust forward my head broke the windshield.  After giving thanks we prayed for healing and God’s will.  The police showed up immediately and assessed the damage and called for medical and tow support; by the time the ambulance came and they examined her knee it had substantially healed. Noticing an old healed injury the attendants angrily accused Christina of a fraudulent claim. Amidst their fury we told the truth about our supplications to Jesus Christ for healing.  Finally, the ambulance driver took us to a small hotel near the auto repair shop, which announced it would be over a week before he could receive and install this very expensive curved and large Pacer windshield. After the Lord located a preeminent five star luxury Swiss spa/hotel which had a special “cure” water features treatment for Christina’s knee.  Because of our extended stay the hotel’s manager discounted everything including gourmet meals and first-class therapy. We were able to witness God’s healingto many of the guests. 

Kitzbuhel 

On my first vacation to Kitzbuhel, after the most breathtakingly flight from Vienna through the mountainous Tyrolean Alps Christina drove me from the Innsbruck airport. In Kitzbuhel the stress subsided and I was full of joy.  [image: image58.jpg]


Of course, part of the joy was Christina’s challenges to enjoy skiing, climb mountains, hike, and ride gondolas and chairlifts across valleys with puffy cloud-balls under our heels. However, she also prayed for me to receive the gift of wisdom, which was given to Solomon by the Holy Spirit. God showed us that the enemy was using Saudi Arabia to attack while God was demonstrating how the Holy Spirit was using these attacks to conform us to His will. I thought: “Greater is He that is in us than he that is in the world”. Christ had delivered me.  
Chapter 3

Foundation

The first section of my journey toward obeying the great commission was over a four part bridge which began when I started working for both the University of Petroleum and Minerals (U.P.M.) and Tuhaimi.  At ARAMCO, I had a miserable time and had been tested by Mhoukri by probation, severe work and no leave; and, after passing with flying colors was finally terminated. There were hundreds likewise terminated but none thought of staying and finding another sponsor except Christ.  By now I had become accustomed to God momentarily placing me in one strange work context after another. Without realizing all of its ramifications, I was being decipled to be in, but not of the world.  At forty six and fifty six, we were new born husband/brother and wife/sister. Christ’s love was all-encompassing.

Transitioning

My last assignment within ARAMCO was as Contract Liaison to all the Saudi companies under a special open ended (GESC) General Engineering Service Contract.  Guess what? These companies were some of the keys that Christ provided for me to use throughout our career in the kingdom.  When leaving ARAMCO I got on the phone and called all the owners of the Saudi companies who were under my supervision. Those calls
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sealed my relationships with dozens of people and their firms that lasted till the day I left the kingdom. For example at that time I got an offer to work for EDB which I then put aside since God choose me to work for UPM.   Another was Riyadh’s Nooh Company where we later socialized with the owner, his wife and family. This friendship was another important pillar of our future Riyadh social and evangelism outreach venues. 


Almost immediately Aon, the Sabeer Company’s ARAMCO representative and one of my former Pratt master’s students showed up at my desk and offered me a position with Sabeer’s company.     The Holy Spirit had quickened him and he responded. In the meantime I believed I had successfully negotiated a contract with UPM so Tuhaimi’ six month offer was perfectly timed.  The evidence of the Holy Spirit’s acts manifest when my maintenance-engineer friend of the Dammam post office volunteered to introduce me to David, the Design Center’s O&M expert.  In 1983, he was the one who finally recommended me to Fiad for a contract.

King Fahd University of Petroleum and Minerals (UPM)

Upon leaving ARAMCO, I was immediately offered a full time Professorship at UPM. Our term project at UPM was to prepare a set of working drawings of one of the faculty townhouses. This exercise was so useful because it was the same building-type used by CRS on the Ministry of the Interior’s Internal Security Housing Project supervised by one of my former Texas A&M Syrian student’s uncle. It was the first of many ways the Holy Spirit comforted me in my new environment. 

Transferable Igama 

Suddenly, when UPM had a hiring freeze the agreed six months contract with Sabeer was complete. However, the Holy Spirit quickened the company’s owner to give me a very precious gift of a transferable (married status) Igama.  It was tantamount to the U.S. green card authorizing me to have similar benefits to those offered a permanent resident. This allowed me to work at any company without the company having to apply and wait for a new Igama. He was amongst those Saudi Arabs who listened and responded to God’s quickening. I told him that his gift came from our almighty and powerful God. He was touched so that he and I remained friends until this day.  Later he became an associate member of our architects group and one of its frequent speakers. I saw Christ’s love touch him. 

Chapter 4

Acculturation

The second section of the four part bridge of my journey to obey the great commission consisted of a five member consortium consisting of an engineering company, contractor, Design Center, a well known construction company, and Houston’s then CRS. The assignment was to be the Deputy Director of Operations of the consortium to build 21 housing projects throughout the Kingdom for the Ministry of Interior to house its Internal Security Forces. 

International Associates 
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During this time, the evidence of the Holy Spirit appeared as the gift of administration. Because the love of God and His word were a normal part of our married life, company couples also got to know about Jesus Christ. Particularly from Christina who took the slightest opportunity to talk about Jesus Christ. Particularly noticeable was the difference between our marriage and the way we related to each other.  Many couple’s marriages were loveless, a matter of duty and under the stress of life in Saudi: they suffered strife and angst. To them Christina and I were welcome visitors, guests and counselors. 

Evel Knievel

It was after one of my former Texas A&M student’s (Ricky) company gathering when driving home that I accidentally drove off a newly constructed end of a road to fall about fifteen feet below to the continuation of the street which had recently been dug out to form the new Dammam highway. It must have been about fifteen feet because when the car hit it made a big sound and stopped running. After the car hit the bottom I just sat there and stared across the desert at the familiar lights from the Marriot and bank buildings on the Riyadh horizon. 

I thanked God for saving me but years later when using this ramp I remembered that awesome moment.   The next day I had the car checked and it was fine. After all, this was the same car that delivered us across the rolling desert sands. I was sure Emanuel was in Riyadh!

Leaving International Associates

After a year of managing over fifty engineers Design Center’s Sudanese manager harassed and finally threatened to cancel my transferable Igama unless I surrendered my final settlement of over six thousand dollars. 

By faith in Christ I agreed and surrendered the world’s gold avoiding being exited out of the kingdom and being able to continue work.  Much later, in 1998 after a long history with the owner of Design Center and well before Rafi invited me to join Madani, Salah, the owner of Design Center repeatedly called me at home to discuss the possibility of heading a new-ventures office in Jeddah. He offered to sponsor and provide an apartment. The Holy Spirit cautioned me against surrendering my current apartment and relocating to some questionable new venue. The owner of Design Center hoped I may have had the potential to reach out and develop other businesses. However, the fact that Salah called and discussed this with me was in itself very encouraging.  

Encouraging because our history, apparent trust and goodwill that had established itself between us after the many negative things that we both had endured. The Holy Spirit quickened discernment from Christ and   I was inspired enough from Fiad’s offer and Rafi’s expressions of friendship to call Rafi  who then made an offer which included a salary and all benefits. I am sure all Salah remembered was our wonderful AIG/ME meetings and reputation.   None of the past of Detroit interview with David, Jeddah interview, or the final days at the consortium ever was mentioned. It was a very Christian way to end my relationship with Salah. 

However, what was extraordinary about all of this is how our paths had intertwined even before I reached Saudi and in so many interesting ways so that the Holy Spirit could further reveal Christ’s will for Saudi Arabia. I was getting up close and personal to God’s will for Saudi Arabia. I was aware that Salah had been the architect of the private residence of the former oil minister and specialized in Saudi Arabian cultural architecture. If ever there was one person emblematic of my hearts worldly desire for service in Saudi Arabia it was that former oil minister. Christ had a better way.
Reverse auto collision

Parenthetically, before leaving International Associates while driving one afternoon I had come to a light and stopped behind a car before me. Suddenly I saw his reverse lights brighten and he backed toward me. I gently tapped my horn thinking that he was unaware that he had accidentally put his gear in reverse.  But he kept coming and at the last moment accelerated to hit my car. He got out of his car and started yelling and acting belligerent toward me. Many drivers of adjacent cars observed and spoke openly against this man, but he continued. I never had seen him before. When it was over, I backed my car and departed knowing that indeed I had been attacked. Christ gave me peace. Had I pursued this further he and I would probably both wind up in the calaboose. I thanked Jesus Christ for what He had done. I knew the gifts of the Holy Spirit gave me understanding, right judgment, and courage to show Christ to this man.
Mercy auto accident
In Riyadh when I was hit in the rear by a military lieutenant on the way to International Associates the police determined the absolute guilt of the person who hit me in the rear. However, my insurance company would not pay anything because it was all the fault of the driver and he had no insurance.  It is the custom to arrest all people involved in an accident, however they decided that I was truly not guilty and dumped me in the middle of a desert area. 
The lieutenant was indefinitely jailed and only my signature could release him until he repaired my car to my satisfaction.  He had followed me for some time going from one to the other lane as I switched lanes trying to avoid him and let him pass. Finally, as I switched he accelerated and smashed into my rear. 

The impact of his car shut off my engine and sent the car down the street to my building and with enough speed that I could turn the wheel and jockey the car into my usual parking space.   The damage to the car was extensive but I was unscathed. He was put in jail until he paid to fix my car. He of course sent relatives begging me to release him. 
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With faith in Christ I could only think of God’s grace so I had mercy and released him before my car was properly repaired because he and his family promised that they would fix the car completely even after he was released.  When I went to inspect the car and found it incompletely repaired the shop’s owner told me he had already paid and would do nothing further.  When I confronted the soldier, he told me that he had no money and would do no more on the car. I explained all the other items that were not yet repaired but he ignored my comments. Apparently, he had no intention of ever completing the repairs. I complained but even the ministry’s government affairs officer could not help me. They were matter-of-fact in saying that I should have known better and not trusted the man. This lesson should have taught me that the only way to negotiate was not by trust in man but by holding collateral of a person or property. However, it was the mercy of the Holy Spirit that I did God’s will and released the man and finally God provided me with the money to make the additional repairs. 

Chapter 5
Indoctrination

I would again be baptized into the Holy Spirit and awake to God’s call to active ministry. Soon I would finally find where God has been leading.  I’d also needed to be indoctrinated and properly educated to know the enemy and our purpose in winning the war. Getting me to that point was supernatural and auspicious.  Nothing that took place during this period made any worldly sense since I was a bromide in an Arab land. I was learning how to lead two lives. Eventually my eternal life would totally govern my mortal life but for now, there was duality. Ver likened me to Joseph: Jacob’s son by Rachel.  

Rescued

Over the past year I had little actual contact with the Design Center office in Jeddah except when they decided not to renew my contract, withheld my last month’s salary, one month’s severance, and earned vacation pay.  As I was arranging for my job search and departure Mike of Design Center called to apologize for the bad behavior of the company and whispered that I should not worry because he had been offered a really nice job which required someone to assist him. The position and salary was a promotion in status, salary and benefits. Because of my transferable Igama, I would not loose a day’s salary and would immediately go on payroll compensating for what was kept by Design Center.  Mike’s blind optimism led us to muddle along into deep waters to where only the Holy Spirit could find answers. Disappointedly, he outlined theory and ideas without any structure or form for our potential business plan. 
Educated

Never mind, the Holy Spirit arranged for Christina to meet Bertha, the wife of Saudi Arabia’s Hospital Corporation of America’s (HCA)  president who had written books about medical supplies and taught business management.  

He explained a few things to me but gave me several of his books, which mapped out every important ideas and practical concepts I would need to do the work. As a matter of fact, I seemed to be a little bit ahead of him. 
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I had a similar experience when at age 23 when seeking summer work that a fellow student encouraged me to become a bus boy. I tried being a bus boy and failed. I tried being a waiter and failed. I hadn’t a clue! I ultimately went to the New York City Public Library on Fifth Avenue at Forty Second Street and for three days before my job interview poured over the books for everything that gave the facts I needed to pass, deal with the owners, chefs, staff and customers. I passed the job interview and got the job. Having completed the summer as maitre’d’hotel and being paid a hefty bonus, the owners finally confessed that they knew I was “green” but loved the opportunity of watching God perform His miracle.  

However, this first period at Mike’s new contract at Latif was filled with strife and uncertainty at the hand of a capricious and seemingly vindictive manger that was determined to prove himself and discredit our work. He was mean and ruthless. It was as though he was angry at our being assigned to him and somehow that we might know more than he about business and management. He was always angry and when he wasn’t he was apparently overtly ambiguous.  The Holy Spirit gifted me with patience and knowledge enabling me to perform and provide products and outputs while teaching me a lot about the pharmaceutical import and export business. 

Christina’s art exhibition

Finally, the Holy Spirit delivered me from the grouchy brother being reassigned to headquarters at the edge of the Batha where Mike and I shared one office room arranging our desks to face one other.  

Mike smoked his pipe and between writing and getting our work typed Mike told me about his life, love affairs, and especially his horrible experiences with Design Center and particularly his long history with Fiad beginning with college in Detroit.
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I was later to see Kahil, the owner of Latif at the wedding of Prince Sultan where I had been invited with Bob and Tom by yet another royal sponsor.  The work at Latif was originally planned for one year and when my contract concluded Kahil was a gentleman and gave me a very generous end-of-contract stipend just before Christina and I were going on our holiday to Kitzbuhel.  

Before leaving, we had arranged with Prince Faisel Fahd Abdulaziz Al-Saud, President of The General Presidency of the Youth Welfare for Christina to give her one-woman art show at the Intercontinental Hotel sponsored by the American ambassador, Walter Cutler. 

She completed her paintings in one of the three servant’s quarters of our villa.  At that time, she was the only women permitted to have a large scale and open to the public art show.  
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The Holy Spirit prevented instability, tumult, or chaos to interfere with the peace and joy she enjoyed creating these very special works of art.  A new sponsor would have meant new housing. However, upon returning from Kitz, I immediately was able to find a new sponsor who agreed to buy the Latif’s villa’s lease and the Heritage brand furniture.  

At the beginning, Kahil’s handsome and noble uncle negotiated my lease with the real estate agent, and to hire our Thai house boy, Sunan.
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When I left, they were very happy to receive Sunan whose services by that time we had relinquished because of his attempted suicide and persistent drunkenness. 

Divine Providence

 God and Ray brought us to a Holy Spirit centered fellowship. In our final months, living in the Elteif villa our two part-time Philippino houseboys introduced us to the RICF (Riyadh International Charismatic Fellowship). 

One Friday, Christina needed at least one of the houseboys to assist her with a social event she was giving at our villa. She requested the boys to assist her. But they said they could not because they were going to church. Christina asked them where; and they told her that the church, which consisted of nearly four hundred people, was meeting just across the open field facing our front door.  In order for them not to reveal their services every one that drove to the villa, was requested to park far away. The few that carried Bibles had them well concealed in shopping bags, purses, or under cloths and jackets. The rooms filled up slowly which gave everyone a really good chance to socialize and catch up on how brothers and sisters were faring. We were welcomed and encouraged by the American military pastor and his wife. 

After service they invited us to brunch in their villa along with six Philippino males who rehearsed their music while brunch was being prepared. 

All of these Philippinos later were to constitute the board of elders of RICF, including Mar and Ver. Ver was a spiritual hot-head who, when pressed, let the zeal of the Holy Spirit lead him to controversial situations that most would avoid. He taught me to be bold and tenacious while giving one’s- “all” to the service of God.  Well, the foundation for the future had been laid. Ray took us to the TOC compound to participate in Ministry. 

He also took us to the Christian men’s breakfast group meetings held at the Desert Rose Inn.  Ray was often the lay speaker along with Barry Blakeslee. Barry was the leader and founder of one group and after I attended several meetings they invited me to preach and share leadership.

Secular Networking
At the American Businessmen’s Group of Riyadh (ABGR) I was able to meet so many American heads of companies, political dignitaries and visiting government officials such as former U.S. Ambassador, Richard Murphy and the, then, current U.S. Ambassador Walter Cutler.  It was Ambassador Cutler who initiated, sponsored and hosted Christina’s one- man show of paintings at the Riyadh Intercontinental Hotel. It was indeed a triumph over the ugly happenings of the past several years where Satan had pulled us down. For this one moment, the Holy Spirit had shown His light upon Christina to fulfill her professional career of years of work as a sculptress and painter; and, all of this in the middle of the Saudi desert.   

Since it was not permitted for artist to show figurative paintings God used her and her collection as the equivalent of speaking in tongues. The Holy Spirit quickened her to communicate unknown images.  These images were blossoms of radiant color and vivid forms. They seem to have wings and fly like doves.  Eventually my contract with Elteif was concluded. Once again, God’s wonderful transferable Igama was instrumental in keeping us securely in the kingdom. It was at a meeting of the ABGR at the Intercontinental Hotel that I met Basel’s Ed Robinson. 

Crash Landing 

When Robinson heard I had a transferable Igama and was available, he immediately offered to be my sponsor. And, to Christina’s delight, he promised to assume the lease and payment to purchase all of the Heritage furniture and personal effects in the Latif villa. That meant we did not need to relocate.  

The Holy Spirit quickened Alfahmi, the Saudi client project engineer of the Presidency of Youth Welfare.  He had called me regularly on the battery operated site-phone to make requests which I would follow. Time after time he was astonished about the results of my work and showered me with complements.  
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The ethical work with the Christian Korean contractors seemed to impress him.  One day I was told that Basel had lost its contract and we all were being terminated. Ed and other two other executives allegedly had embezzled money from the company and did some illegal things with the Presidency of Youth Welfare; in fact, other than my own cash settlement, letter of no objection, and vacation allowances I was only concerned about the identity of my next potential sponsor.  It was a scandal. Three top men had immediately left the kingdom. I was further down the line to possibly stand there “holding the bag”. Being so new in the company I simply did not have a clue about what went on. 

Alfahmi was particularly kind and helpful knowing that I had given more than my best to do my work. He immediately wrote a letter commending my work and character; and, arranged for a job interview with a French company in Riyadh.  They gave me a transitional assignment. Later,  when I called the remaining FE Basil vice president to give me the details of what had happened he assured me that I had gotten the best of the deal since I was helped by the Presidency of Youth Welfare and only I could transfer to another sponsor.  Alfahmi and I would be friends even till 1999.  When I had to move our personal effects Elyaya gave me unlimited use of his family’s trucks, drivers with helpers to complete the move to the new place.   We could even bring a truckload of dishes, utensils and other household things to give to the newly located RICF. Christ enabled many things which cemented a familiar bond. 

Robert Vinton 
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In 1985, Robert Vinton became another one of the best at-large Christian friends. Several times a month we would go ABGR meetings and socialize.  He had just won a joint venture agreement for Brieb to be the Lear-Seagler of Saudi Arabia. I most remember his earnest persistence to secure my visa and regularly communicated with me while we waited, without pay, in Kitzbuhel. Later I watched on television from our home in Florida as my friend Bob was interviewed by CNN from Baghdad.  Months later, I got a call from my Lebanese Christian brother, Saad, who last employed Bob to make the trip to Baghdad, that the night before Bob had a heart attack and died at his home in Santa Fe. 

U.S.Embassy

During my contract with Alim, on January 28, 1986 when the Challenger space ship exploded.  Christina and I were socializing in the home of a U.S. embassy officer. After making the announcement he asked all gathered to stand for a moment of silence. I represented Brieb and was already known for my long and comprehensive knowledge of the Saudi Arabia business community.  

Social Proselytizing  

At one of the International Women’s meetings Pam befriended Christina because she was interested in Christina’s artwork. Her husband, a British Arab, was the manager of Riyadh’s King’s Conference Palace. He was a lifetime employee of the Intercontinental Hotel chain, and had been working in London before this current assignment. The dishes served were always pork and other “haram” meats in ways normally forbidden in the kingdom.  Even when our wives were not in the kingdom Majid would invite me and we’d spend the evening talking about England, the U.S.A. and our life in Saudi Arabia. 

Per Is 21:14 our times were formal and elegant. He was amongst the many secular and non-political Arabs God provided so I could eventually understand the Arab and Islamic world.  But even this came to an end and soon I received another sponsor. It was the end of an age for Christina and me. The Holy Spirit had triumphed against the evil wiles of Satan.  
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Social gathering in our Riyadh Villa
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Christian-Pakistani Family

[image: image8.jpg]By f

i
4



The Jeddah Suks
Chapter 6

Metamorphosis

Total surrender
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Bingo! This would be the forth and last section of the bridge to respond to the empowering command of “go ye” of Christ’s “Great Commission”. After spending nearly five months in Kitzbuhel awaiting my visa to return to Saudi to work with Alfoad, Christina and I had the most painful departure at the gate. It was wrenching.

This was not the first time as Christina and I had parted while I had gone and she stayed behind, but, this was utterly different  Shown above is Schloss Lebenberg and our adjacent house in Kitzbuhel.

I had really grown accustomed to the Austrian worldly life. I was resistive; a moment similar to when Jesus pleaded in the garden with His Father not to continue with their plan of His death on the cross per Luke 22:42-44. (Heb5:7-9) It was a wrenching experience like soldiers going into harm’s-way made brave by facing their fear and praying to God. I was not Jesus nor was I going to my death but it was a horrific anomic moment when my world seemed as though it was ending. I was experiencing a sort-of-death.  During the flight I wept silently and recounted the time I had spent in Kitzbuhel, Munich, Salzburg, and Innsbruck. So this was the moment where you jump out of the airplane and hope your parachute will open. You jump in faith believing that God will save.  I was in such a free-fall.  As the flight progressed I could feel my every grasp of world-flesh-reality challenged and dissipating. 
I really had no grander thought than my own pathetic self. As with Jesus, God answered His cries with fear, strengthening, then obedience. I was now in the midst of this protocol. I had to be brave and surrender per 2 Cor 3:18.   In 1986, Mr. Zahid had sent Salaudin to meet and drive me from the newly constructed King Fahad Airport.   Salaudin drove me thirty klicks to the downtown Bathe district to the National Gypsum (N.G.) building where I was to both work and live for about 19 months as a single bachelor. It was during this period that our habit of corresponding by voice-tapes reached perfection. Christina and I had a lot to say. When Salaudin and I pulled into the N. G. building’s unpaved and graveled parking lot it was dark but I could see and smell the many stray cats. I recognized the cat’s smell from my life in the South-Bronx.  I muttered to myself: “So this is where sinners live”. We parked in the rear and had to walk pass the garbage cans and many old dirty stinky stray cats. I could only ask: “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?”.  Salaudin led me into the elevator and up to the floor of my apartment. I knew that I knew right then and there that God had to have a special plan for me. In my mind this was the ultimate in “backsliding”; the title: “bottomless pit”, came to mind. 
To what depths had I brought myself. I vowed to do what ever it would take to reverse this course and decided then and there to obey Luke 13: 5. I committed to empty myself of any wrongful thing, behavior, idea and characteristic per Acts 3: 19. I had already been baptized by the church in Puerto Rico; I had been filled with Holy Spirit in Bryan so I knew I was really a fallen, but a loved, child of God. But, I was convinced that I was a child of God in name only who simply used his parents to get his own way and was really inattentive and callous. This had to change. I really had no ideas of how or what.  Really! I needed to give up control of my life and give God the controls. Apparently, everything I had done was “w  r  o  n  g”!

So, sponsored by Altaf I contacted Brother Ray by phone and every day he came and took me “around”. The company’s used white Volvo 220 was being prepared and would take a short while to be ready. Ray took me to every Christian group and fellowship that I would attend until 1988 when I left Riyadh. 

What made all of this so passionate? It was the zeal of the Lord. What made all of this so urgent? The urgency was that my old hope of the world had died years ago and I was living with no hope. Once I acknowledged that I had no hope and took stock of my life without hope I knew I was running on empty and needed to be filled. 

God opened my eyes to a new hope and the faith which was in me from Him exploded and sped me toward being reconstructed in His image as the substance of  hope (Heb 11:1) I was about to be the beneficiary of Elisha Hoffman’s gospel hymn prayer: “Speed the Light”. Ray also took me to the weekly Tuesday night leader’s meeting at the Boeing compound in the Wadi where I met Myron, Nabil, and Jack. When I finally got my own car I rushed to Mercelot to be with Emily, Ver, and Mar. 

Deliverance

RICF (Riyadh International Charismatic Fellowship) was the full Holy Spirit and powerful church of Christ living and operating in plain sight and had a CCC (Campus Crusade for Christ) workbook from which these Philippinos had been taught. I wanted what they had! I prevailed upon them at every opportunity to open this workbook and teach. Mar’s classes on the Holy Spirit were par-to-none and under him I witnessed thousands being slain and baptized into the Holy Spirit. Later, I visited him at his home in Manila where he invited me to speak in one of his Mundaleyong fellowships. At the time, Mar was in his mid thirties with a great big smile and a gracious manner. He was more tribal than Chinese or Spanish and gifted in serving God’s love with intelligence. 

[image: image68.jpg]


His personal passion was the music ministry where the Holy Spirit swept over each of his disciples with power and love. As a result of his ministry many were married and live happy lives in the Philippines and Canada. It was he and pastor Ver who designed the School for Workers, Singspiration and so many other RICF cell groups. Ver invited me to every event taking place whether under him, Mar or the Indian Ministers. I even attended the late at night private intercessory prayer time with Emily and her group.  Emily (center left side) was very kind and personal so I could have private talks with her husband Ver. I told him how desperate I was to change and wanted everything God could dispense and I wanted to totally empty myself out.  After so many conversations and hearing about my relationship to my family Ver compared me to the Old Testament’s Joseph who had been betrayed and later became a prince and could rescue his family. Ver was particularly touched by the way my father had separated from my mother, brother and me to join another woman, with her son and daughter. He was also referring to the many changes of jobs, residence and countries we lived before coming to Saudi. He also was referring how a U.S. citizen with a masters from Yale and licensed as an architect finally winds up in the garbage heaps of the Batha as a marketing manger for an O&M company. He noted how Joseph had been deserted by his brothers, enslaved but finally managed a kingdom, saved it from ruin and restored relations with his family. Nevertheless, I was desperate, invasive and nagging. I did not let up. 

Eventually, after conspicuous prodding, Ver opened up a special class for a group of would-be-workers based on the Campus Crusade for Christ workbooks. As did Joseph per Gen 39: 3-5, RICF, Alfoad and others were to prosper and receive Christ’s blessings!

I saw the world through the proverbial rose- colored glasses (I even bought a pair) and the reality of God replaced the reality of dirt, filth and sin. I found money in my night-stand drawers, lost over fifty pounds of excess weight; my little salary was able to buy a house in Florida; and, I had so much time to do so much more. Music sounded in my ears; I was truly meeting Jesus Christ as my personal Lord.  I pleaded with the Holy Spirit to conform me to the logos of Jesus as Ps 119: 25. 
Born-Again

I announced that I had both a new employer and new job description. Truly, God spoke to me and made it very plain. I was no longer to be tossed to and fro. I was called to serve Him with his free gift of eternal life. I enjoyed singing in the spirit while I was by myself, but not alone, driving from one to another venue I would recite scriptures, psalms, and prayers in the form of Gregorian chants.  At night, I‘d see scriptural verses streaming before my eyes like a New York Times electronic billboard where I could actually read each streaming word.  As one that is born of the Spirit I became a power- house of healing and regeneration.  My vocabulary was punctuated with "praise the Lord"; “an sha alah” (as God wills); “Shukran” and so many other Arabic, biblical greetings and sayings. Because we were “born of the Spirit” our FGBMFI meetings became intense and fruitful. Jack invited me to minister the healing gifts at meetings and Naudia invited me to present classes on the “gifts of the Holy Spirit.”  

Quickened by the Holy Spirit, a Japanese couple invited me to be their sub-shepherd and lead a fellowship of their coworkers in their homes on their compound. They wanted the life they saw and of what I spoke. While all this at Mercelot was happening, God’s work at “TOC” and the Tuesday Night leadership continued. Sister Amy volunteered her home so Peter and I could start an evening of sharing burdens based on Colossians 3:16. Working for UNESCO, Amy was an Ethiopian single parent living on the second floor in a private gated compound. 
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The blood of Jesus continued to wash away my excess weight as I further bent in toward His presence.  Indeed the wind of the Holy Spirit had caused a wonderful thing to happen and all I could see was the changed behavior of others including Nancy Nooh and her friends.  God had his hand on my life and by His grace guided me through the streets, through the holes in walls: unsigned streets, and villas without addresses, occupant’s identity or titles.  Directions were given by maps with arrows and included the description of the villa’s color, door, wall, and consecutive placement in the row.
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Rube Kali transport
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The Khobar Saints
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On the road in Jeddah



       Chapter 7
Perfect Bride of Peculiar People
Changed lives

The Holy Spirit transformed poverty to wealth, street cleaners to managers, the untalented to virtuosos and the shyest to preach the word of God. For example, a nurse named Juliet timidly played the piano until she was filled with the Holy Spirit. Then her playing became full with the virtuosity of a master and made our up-right sound like a “Grand” at Milan’s La Scala. 

Daily, the leaders of fellowships demonstrated the fruit of the spirit applying their spiritual gifts.  They were heroes because they not only were courageous in attending, listening and believing but also to reject traditions of their culture and share their new gift of life with others.   However, some would not attend any gatherings of Christians for fear of being arrested, harassed and losing their jobs. God gave me the gift of discernment to discern the chaff and leave the wheat per Luke 3:17. Particularly to not let trouble come to our gatherings. He pealed back scales from my eyes and opened my understanding to know deception from truth. 
He surrounded me with saints who held up my arms and furrowed my road with good paths of righteousness. Maritas once commented how my eyes opened wide and looked at her fellow students in my bible class. My eyes had not been this wide since I was a college student when my teachers would make similar observations. All of us agreed that whatever we were doing it would not be as the world but in God’s way. This meant at work, home, play and church modifying our vocabulary, behavior, life- style, choices, contexts, and metaphors.  The regular subjects of RICF testimonies were about struggles and victories where each openly confessed that after being filled with the Holy Spirit and their hearts changed to fear and obey God.  

Many even received ministering angels; each member had a unique healing and deliverance and was  being used by God in a special way. 

American sister

For example, there was an attractive American sister who, on an airplane ride, used her beauty to win the soul of a neighboring male passenger. Before the plane landed she led the man to the Lord in prayer. She was shy and wore a covering over her head and kept her face hid from sight; claiming to hide herself so that others would see the person inside and not only the beauty outside.

American black sister

An American black sister preached Joel’s outpouring of the Holy Spirit and brought a new zeal into the congregation. She simply went to the pulpit in front of everyone and dramatically recited excerpts from all three chapters of The Book of Joel.   When she finished many received the baptism of the Holy Spirit. They were courageous and heroic.  They exchanged the freedoms and comforts of their country-of-origin for a yoke which could only be born by Jesus Christ. These women reached out to other women who were not saved.  They truly were called by God to serve as His instruments of salvation

Marissa from Paraguay
Raised by Methodist missionaries, Marissa’s husband was a doctor at a military hospital. One night at a dinner party she asked to see me privately so we left the group and went into a small room. In the most respectful way she asked me about the baptism into the Holy Spirit.  Right then and there we prayed and she received the baptism into the Holy Spirit. That same evening the Christian music tapes I brought angered our host who did not tolerate Christianity for fear he might loose his job. Marissa was also concerned because her husband did not know the Lord. She asked me to attend to him so I invited him to a FGBMFI meeting where I led him to the Lord.  Marissa then attended the TOC ministry with a great deal of prayer and trepidation. 

Jagadesh

One of my personal heroes was an Eritrean driver named Jagadesh who often visited me in my Altaf office. Jagadesh drove a taxi and was hired by a family as a driver.  His favorite thing was being arrested and put in any Saudi jail so he could witness to his fellow inmates. To Jagadesh this was the safest place in all of Saudi to worship and praise the Lord.  He could witness the gospel openly. He often shared with me the privilege he had at being a child of God who could be jailed so many times in the Saudi prison to be able to do nothing all day long except share the Gospel asking:  “what else can they do to me? I’m already in prison”; he truly was a man of God and anointed to do God’s work. He was amongst the last persons to visit my apartment in the Batha before I left for the U.S.A. giving him most of my food and remaining personal effects. 

Ephran

 
The family of God included engineer-Ephran from the Philippines who was employed by Altaf.  He had a very quiet demeanor and was a faithful attendee of our meetings. He eventually brought many of his co-workers to services in Riyadh and later in Al-Khobar. He did not say very much but followed me every where including the desert. 

Employing the Saudi law  

It was not till we departed and later reentered did I realize the number of people and faces we were not to see again. With this concern we later brought the Christian correspondence school to Saudi Arabia.  I also now understood the Saudis mind as to what they valued as precious and necessary.  When asked by local Saudi Arabians about my faith I’d answer and tell them what Jesus does in my life. Knowing that Christ was forbidden in Saudi I would not challenge or argue with them. 

I would certainly not try to convince them to convert but simply demonstrate Christ in me.  At Salah prayer times co-workers, students, and colleagues would often invite me to pray to Allah with them but I’d decline explaining that I would pray to God at my desk. 

I also kept a Bible in both my desk drawer and pocket which I could read throughout the day. We also had an annotated version of the Koran which we studied regularly. Occasionally Saudi’s would go into details about their traditions and religion to explain the Koran and their customs. They indeed provided me with a wealth of information so that when approached by an Arab I was hopefully sensitive to his or her faith and could listen with understanding. They never would quote a Koran verse but simply explain their customs.  

Healing an Arab

There were reports of employers who abused their domestic servants. These were the unfortunate exceptions to an otherwise polite society.  However, I never passed Riyadh’s Minhal hotel again with out remembering that I had prayed with a Saudi man in its main lobby.  A particular Saudi businessman had constantly persecuted and knowingly mistreated one of his male Philippino secretaries. The Saudi noticed that even under constant pressure this employee always smiled.  Eventually, the Saudi inquired why the young man kept a happy demeanor in the face of his own abusive treatment. 

It was then that the young brother told him about Jesus and the Saudi asked to meet his pastor. The boy came to me and I met with the Saudi man at the Minhal. Saudis know Jesus (not “Jesus Christ”) is a healer, they actually believe that Jesus heals and so the first thing he asked was healing prayer where he wept because he was very sick. When he wept I remembered Hezekiah of 2 Kings 20:1-3 whose life was spared when he believed and wept before the Lord.  As this Saudi was healed so had Hezekiah’s life been extended but I never again saw this Saudi. However, I later found out this hotel was adjacent to the offices of a very powerful prince. 

Many months later while searching for a new sponsor I was invited to meet the executive financial officer of this prince.  His male receptionist was a very kind born-again Philippino. Several years later, I received a loving prayerful letter from the young Philippino who somehow had tracked me down in Kitzbuhel. 

The detailed letter was several pages long. He told us that later he got a promotion, more responsibility, a much higher salary and could bring his family to Saudi.  He risked all of this to respond to the Holy Spirit saying God commanded him to write and pray. He now sends emails. To me, the internet is a big blessing! 

Singspiration


Because of the size and work schedules “RICF” and “Day by Day” individual fellowships met at different times and places. In 1988 the Holy Spirit quickened us to organize several Holy Spirit “Singspiration” meetings in the alKharj Central Province desert in the same general vicinity in which the U.S. military later located.  I later discovered this was the area in which the royal family and friends had their farms. It was the Philippinos working on some of these farms that were able to discover these private, secret and unchartered locations. The site was in a valley of sandstone buttes, mesas and spires similar to those found in the U.S.A.’s Monument Valley and equally magnificent in design, height, and grandeur. Except this was not a Navajo Nation tribal park, but where Arab Bedouins currently traveled on narrow, old and ancient paths near a secret area with hidden wells. It took about five hours, one way, to drive to the site[image: image71.jpg]
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We rendezvoused before dawn in various city parking lots and drove in separated convoys. Few knew the way and location so we had to keep closely coordinated. We drove well off the road and onto the hard rock of the desert past a few farms on the outskirts of Riyadh. Our site had hills of earth and rock.  The morning of one gathering, while classes were in session I ascended one side to pray. Several younger people approached my location and then after a while they started to descend. 

I also wanted to descend but it was very steep. I realized I did not prepare my self for descending. There was no apparent way and then God showed me and encouraged me that He would bring me down.  I prayerfully skirted the sides and He gave my feet bearing in the sand and loose gravel. Several watched and witnessed God at work.  There were plenty of servers and lines making the service of food convenient and friendly. This event put aside the endemic diet dilemma between one and another nationality where Indians, Pakistanis, Philippinos, Sri Lankens, etc would not eat the cuisine of the other. We all ate the well packed and warm Philippino food.  A stage and sound system was erected and there were many photographs taken. Of course, everyone knew to have these pictures developed outside of KSA.  We certainly did not want any officials finding out about our meeting or identifying the individuals that may have been involved.  We sang in the spirit, danced in the spirit and heard testimonies and preaching.  Nearly one hundred persons openly accepted Jesus and on the last event Wally awarded me a pen with an inscription because I was about to leave the kingdom. 

Mercelot

  
As in the book of Acts, the numbers of believers increased and so did our meetings in frequency and numbers of attendees.  The Mercelot villa was three stories tall. The tapes were stored on the upper floors and difficult to access keeping them hidden in the event of raids; and, it was raided. Even gatherings inside Arabian American Oil Company (ARAMCO), U.S. consulate, U.S. embassy and U.S. military were also raided. Males and females were seated separately except for married couples. Saudis do not have the right of congregating so that congregating for any purpose except segregated worship in mosques was forbidden.  The praise and worship was so anointed in so many tongues and by so many nationalities especially, Tagalog, Swahili, Arabic, Japanese, Urdu, Hindi, etc.  The second floor of the RICF villa had sleeping rooms for the two resident-couples and the lower floor with its many rooms for ministry.  


The pulpit and musician’s chancel were at an internal intersection between two large rooms originally intended for living and family room. A central bathroom served as our before-service prayer room.  The droning noise of window air-conditioning units greatly helped mask the sounds of preaching and singing. Every opening in the building had to be sealed with foam board and blankets to prevent the sound from escaping to the exterior so that a person standing outside could not hear. One of the biggest causes of cell groups being discovered, raided and disbanded was the disregard attendees had about parking their vehicles in driveways, or occupying the few available spaces on adjacent streets.  

So, we policed ourselves informing visitors to park many blocks away and to always drive with someone to share transportation in both directions. Still, we had persons who were caught and had their Bibles confiscated, arrested and interrogated. The truth was that the Bible was the word of God, Jesus Christ was their Lord and they were on their way to pray, praise and worship God with other believers. When asked to surrender their faith to become a Muslim they would politely say the equivalent of: “no thank you”. 

These authentic answers would lead their captives to set them free. Not only had they not broken any actual law by carrying a Bible but they did not lie nor try to convert their captives. These heroes would encourage others with their testimonies and continue to minister Jesus Christ to the people in their compounds and workplace.  Compounds were often employer owned and furnished.  

Smuggling Bibles

I was able to acquire Bibles smuggled into the kingdom by major airlines pilots and military personnel. However, I urged departing believers to surrender their bibles to friends or cell group leaders before leaving the kingdom. By doing this, we reduced the numbers of bibles needed for import. Many of the TCN (third country nationals) regarded their Bible as a gift or bargain purchase and were reluctant for its surrender. For them to surrender was a proportionately large sacrifice.

Religious Police

On one occasion Mar informed me that a member of the religious police assigned to monitor our behavior was attending one of our regular meetings. Mar urged all to behave well under the authority of the Holy Spirit. Eventually, there was a raid where they arrested many leaders and confiscated preaching and teaching tapes, books, Bibles, and a copy of my personal tapes of the whole Bible by Ephran Zimbalist Jr.  This raid occurred on one those rare moments when God kept me away from the building. This was one of several raids, which usually resulted in testimonies by the released detainees. They recounted their captives cross-examination techniques designed to determine their veracity; explaining they only told accurate facts which cross-corresponded with one another.

Young Nurse’s testimony

The most impressive of all such testimonies was from a young female nurse who at the threat of death did not accept their invitation to convert to Islam but instead confessed that Jesus Christ was her Lord and savior. She also said that she would rather die as a Christian knowing she would have eternal life than become a Muslim. Convinced that she was sincere she was released unharmed by the religious police.  

African Ministry

Ver suggested that I accompany him to compounds where he ministered to Africans and soon we started a special ministry to include Tanzanians and Nigerians. The so-called African ministry was held at both the Mercelot villa and remote desert work camps. Camp buildings typically housed about 12 male laborers.  We would pass guards who were friends of those we visited; we would enter at night and huddle together in their rooms. Before leaving we would very quietly sing, preach, and teach the word for several hours. We ended with baptism and the filling of the Holy Spirit. Most of these boys were Tanzanians who had not been paid. 

Their greatest fear was being terminated because their company had gone out of business and they would be shipped back to Darussalam where they would be imprisoned for not paying the fees they owed to their agents to broker the jobs including their original airfare to Saudi.  Regrettably, this happened with too many.  A married couple who worked at the Tanzanian Embassy kept us informed of this ongoing calamity. Occasionally the fellowships would provide money to pay for some expenses.

Arab Ministry 

Several Arab Christians requested that Ver and I dedicate an evening for only Arabs and so we opened a special Arab ministry at the home of an Iraqi-Brit who invited all the Arab Christians and bought great Iraqi snacks including great yummy Khuboz Iraqi bread.  Ironically, it was a den of strife.  I became the peacemaker because Ver got too upset with the doctrines expressed by some of the members. We had Maroons, Coptic, Catholics, and Anglicans. It was educational and fascinating; the women teaching us Arabic songs and some of the men reciting whole Bible chapters they memorized since childhood.  Some Coptic’s argued the supremacy of their worldly interpretation of scriptures rooted in their ancient myths and fables. They were not open to learning or the interrogative approach to reading the word of God.  Even worse, when the interpretive approach was used even more disputes ensued. Finally Ver dropped out and left me with this totally rebellious group. Under Ver many disputes arose which eventually prevented some from attending further. 

We would read the scripture in English and interpret in Arabic because we had some that did not speak any English. The Arab women and the Arab men loved me and I loved them.  And so, I continued to shepherd this group because despite their differences the love of God was present.  Many friendships continued until I finally departed the kingdom.  There was also a very conservative Arab ministry where I was an occasional and welcome guest.  

These were Arab Christians led by a Lebanese couple.  I did not teach nor preach I only prayed with them.  When I returned to Saudi in 1992 I visited them with Christina. To my delight they had become much larger but sadly more parochial; however, this time they did ask me to preach. They eagerly listened to hear the word, but in closing, when I only asked for any prayer concerns they were reticent. Later, I was told that what I asked was an invasion of their privacy. Apparently, after carrying his burden for so many years their Lebanese leader became rebellious and fearful while his group had become more secretive and stifled. That was the last time we visited this particular group. 

Transportation Ministry
In Riyadh, my white Volvo and I transported Philippinos, Brits, Indians and others to our various cell- groups. But since women were not permitted to drive, there were many sisters, nurses and female doctors working in hospitals all over the city who needed my service.  It was a most difficult ministry. The women were not allowed to be seen sitting with men in a car and when caught it meant immediate deportation for all.  I could not come too close to their gates because of the guards who watched the women’s every move. Also, while in the moving car, not to be seen they would crouch down to hide when coming near other vehicles.  Also, those working in the hospitals had to meet curfews. Single working women were sternly supervised and had to be clever to do these very normal things.  It was always a joy to have avoided incidents with the guards or Saudi police; and we giggled and laughed all the way. The Holy Spirit filled us with joy, protected us and no one got caught. 

Japanese Ministry

Emily encouraged a group of Japanese women to invite me to lead the women-only in a morning bible study. They all came with their babies. I sat on the floor in front of them while they squeezed together to sit around me on the easy chairs and sofas.  

Sitting in the Indian lotus position I held their babies on my lap and near me as I led them through the word of God.  They had such lovely names, such as Funpien, Kiyomi, Yukiko (snow child), Kiyoka (flower), Mamemeitso,  Michizano,  Ohisa, Toyoka, Nanami, Manzuki,  Sakimi, Kuri and Miko. So, the Holy Spirit and I led the Japanese group where most did not speak English.  They were all so lovely and kind but totally terrified and made miserable by their fate, destiny, and marriages to workaholic husbands. Also they lived with the knowledge that if the company were to discover they were meeting with a Christian teacher they would be fired. Aside from general Islamic constraints, their own religious beliefs were strictly guarded from which no one was allowed to deviate. 

But yet they wanted to risk being fired for our Christian gatherings.  We met in the home of Mr. and Mrs. Sato who had already been disowned by their Japanese families for their conversion to Christianity. But Sato’s company did not know he was a Christian. They had several Japanese-to-English translation Bibles and as I would teach and preach, they would translate. The ladies had Japanese-only or English-only bibles. Many were not yet Christians but wanted to attend the classes, telling their husbands that I was their English teacher and they were at an English class.  One of the bonuses of these once-per-week meetings was the complete Japanese meal served after the service so nicely prepared by the ladies. I taught them memory verses and simple praise and worship prayers. 

I counseled each lady about her woes and helped them dry their tears as a group; and, singularly I would baptize each and lead them to receive the full emersion into the Holy Spirit. Eventually I did get to meet some of their husbands and we did baptize a few. The ones that did were serious gentlemen who really welcomed Christ in their life. Some accepted Jesus Christ to change their lives due to the respect of the love and compassion they had for their wives and dear children. 

When their company’s contract ended they all left and Sato called me from the airport to bid me farewell and express his love and gratitude to God.  I was the last person to whom he would speak before he and his family departed the kingdom. It was a very auspicious and loving family of God. They were the children God gave for me to care and shower with His love.  They risked everything to follow Jesus; their marriages, careers and even family. Their parents would never see their “doll-like” granddaughter. 

His willing instrument 

The Holy Spirit had anointed my speech, manner and voice with an articulated way of speaking that appealed, edified and exhilarated a very mixed, multi tongued group of seekers and believers. Even though they spoke very little English they could understand everything I taught and I could understand every thing they said. My classes grew in size, venues and complexity. I would tape them and mail them back to Christina who in turn would share them with Christian leaders in the United States.  I learned to let the scriptures be words fanned by the fire of Christ and His Holy Spirit. I thank God for the revelations and enfoldment which I never would otherwise experience. In this wilderness he revealed Christ’s bride. I was also very sure that the Holy Spirit lived and His enduement of power was real and ever present in my day-to-day life. No where else have I seen the actions and effect of the works of the Holy Spirit clearer then in Saudi Arabia; a place where Christ is forbidden.  God’s overflowing love was the fuel, while the Holy Spirit was the flame which kindled the great commission in a spiritually hostile wilderness.

Chapter 8

Multi-denominationalism

Background

Some years before I arrived in 1981: to overcome the logistical challenges ministering the gospel, a central coordination group was formed and met in Riyadh on Tuesday night. It was simply referred to as the Tuesday Night Leadership Group. In this group were many nominal and mainline (Methodist, Episcopalian, Presbyterian, Catholic, Lutheran, Baptist, etc.) believers formed separate neighborhood-based Christian groups. It was a remnant of an old fellowship, which, up-to the late seventies met in Northrop’s Riyadh compound. 

The groups whose members met at their company’s various compounds gave and tithed generously, well able to support other ministries in the Mideast. Communion was given regularly and every meeting was a blessing of friendship, kindness and love. Per Acts 2:46 so many came to these meetings after a week of hard work, stress, persecution, and strife. They welcomed believers who did not live on their compounds some of whom came from dark and dingy dwellings; these western settings were a welcome gift.

During the time when Christians cautiously spread their wings in the Kingdom, I learned a great deal about the issues and process of the stewardship of God’s resources. I also learned the way God’s people prayerfully share about each concern and distributed their resources. The amount collected weekly was about twenty thousand dollars which took some effort to distribute as just storing this much was a risk in itself. Meeting venues on each compound were rotated throughout several homes. They used the living and dining rooms seating over fifty people.  Furthermore, they did not follow the rules of the Mitawas as there were men and women assembled together with Christian music especially on Christmas and Easter holidays. 

Eventually all of this became so popular and well attended that the music leader organized a choir and hired a full time conductor. This conductor and music leader eventually composed music which they recorded and performed in the American and British Embassies: and, on very large European compounds.    

Elders and deacons

With the help of the Holy Spirit Barry and I rallied participants to keep the groups together. We used RICF as a model and formed a board of deacons and elders.  Barry and Betty Blakeslee had become my lasting friends. They were from the United Kingdom and lived in Riyadh from 1986 to 1988 and in Jeddah from 1991 to 1999.  On another note, Sabah had a Saudi arrested for a crime against him and did prosecute him in court. When he asked my advice as to prosecuting the case I considered my own experience with the lieutenant. I simply counseled him to ask God, believing that nothing we could do would really change anything, and it seemed better to show God’s mercy.   An African American named Frank was employed by the Vinnell Corporation where on June 8, 2004 a gunman shot and killed an American employee. Thankfully, Frank was unharmed. By 1992 when we returned to Riyadh Frank was married and led his own bible study. 
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Sharing ministry

Peter from Goa and I were both excited by Colossians 3:16 and decided to gather a group of believers to bring concerns to minister the word to one another.  We knew there were many who were worried and carrying burdens which the word of God could heal.  It was truly a God-inspired ministerial moment. Amy agreed to open her house to such gatherings where each week alternating attendees brought a case to counsel and seek God’s will.

We learned what Christ can do to remedy and unravel the work of Satan. Much later I connected this ministry to the work of Charles Wesley and the Methodist as Wesley called the Holy Spirit to unite in seeking true holiness.   As Wesley and his companions adopted certain rules for right living, so we tried to use our worldly dilemmas to redirect, and steer our lives toward God.  The Holy Spirit created an anomaly in the multi-denominational church. Eventually, these teachings ran throughout all our groups affecting our way of dressing, speaking, manners, and recreation. We were all determined to do it right as this seemed our last chance. For so long most of us had tried and failed at doing it our way that we were sick and tired of Satan. 

Lito and Felicity led Riyadh’s “Day by Day” remnant after Ed Lapiz was arrested and deported.  Lito’s wife Felicity was a powerful evangelist who already had won her battle against cancer and preached to women all over the Philippines.  Later, she and Lito ministered to Philippino expat workers and families in the Philippines with Isadoro Alligada and many other groups who had their beginnings in Saudi Arabia. 

Saudia

[image: image73.jpg]


There was yet another group in a villa near the Hardware Store led by a Philippino named Remi who later worked for Oman TV in the Sultanate of Oman.   He often invited me to teach and baptize his disciples in their villa’s bathtub.  After I read a    book on the gifts of the Holy Spirit Remi promptly invited me to preach and teach on the “Gifts”.

Indian ministry

The personal and close relationship between believers and the Lord was no better manifest than in the at-large Indian assemblies led by Sam and his partner Samuel from Kerala who was an administrator of a law- firm in Riyadh.  Later Sam invited us to his beautiful home in Kerala.  

Many years later Samuel heeded my advice when I warned not to follow my old friend Sim, then of Brother Andrew’s ministry, thus sparing himself being arrested and expelled from the kingdom. 

Full Gospel Business Men’s Fellowship International (FGBMFI)

Our Riyadh secret chapter of the FGBMFI began as a meeting of U.S. workers at the Riyadh United States Military Training Mission (USMTM).  This was the same compound introduced to us two years earlier by a British colleague from International Associates.  It was here that the western expat (expatriate) community actors and musicians presented theatre and concert performances.  Of course such things were illegal and forbidden.  However, the expat community carried out these activities in many compounds isolated from the indigenous local Saudi community. It was from these groups that I learned protocols that our ministries could implement. The key precept with these activities was to not invite a Saudi subject, suspect to be influenced and exposed to public counter-culture media.  

FGBMFI had two meetings each month; Saturday men’s breakfast and Friday couple’s evening. The breakfasts were filed with gospel praise and worship prayers and lots of networking and sharing. We gathered around newcomers to receive healing and the baptism into Christ and into the Holy Spirit.  

The evening meeting featured testimonies from invited members and guests. We were blessed by Jack’s auto harp and so many other talented people who later joined with guitars, harmoniums and electric organs. It was initially completely filled 100% with members of the TOC network. But, later I brought brothers and sisters from every other fellowship in Riyadh.  In 1991, when we returned I was asked to come and help FGBMFI to inaugurate a new board. By that time the board consisted of non-American nationals so it was now truly international.  Meetings were still held in USMTM facilities until in 2003 when they were bombed by terrorist.

Chapter 9

Personal Evangelism

 
This was the secular side of a double rebirth where I assigned my immortal soul to its’ eternal life with Jesus Christ; and my socialization, profession, and world-metaphors to God’s will. It was a transformation where my rebirth changed the way I lived and thought. In this instance Saudi Arabia, with Altaf, was my secular side where I was taught daily to employ God’s gifts and fruits of the Spirit to carry out the great commission. I yearned to set my colleagues free from bondage. That was by day, but after office-hours my work-world was in the body of Christ.  

 
Saudis contracted me for worldly skills, identity, contacts and surprisingly also for spiritual gifts to profit their companies; but not to overtly profess Christ. They bought a licensed and degreed architect, project manager, and now believer whose persona was enhanced by the fruits of the Spirit. The Saudis knew I loved Jesus, and I knew they were Muslims but together we got along well in our worldly enterprise; an enterprise with boundaries, protocols and political correctness.  “Secularism” in commerce was our civilized meeting ground. 

It was the food we both ate and the vehicle God gave to communicate His grace. After Alim’s notorious bankruptcy, and subsequent contract terminations, Mr. Zahid invited me to be a director of his company. It started when he invited me to his office in the Batha after office hours so we could be alone to talk openly and freely.  I must admit that on that evening I accepted the worst offer I ever got in Saudi Arabia. 

 
But to my delight he treated me like an elder uncle; a position which today, I believe, in his mind, I still occupy. For him, the job-title or contract was of less importance than becoming a member of his family.  

World evangelism

However, when I returned from Kitzbuhel and its surrounding Alps I returned to a dark dinghy building’s lobby barely lit by a single row of exposed fluorescent light fixtures with a very small elevator. However, Mr. Zahid provided me with a private and nicely furnished small office across from his. Within days, I was assigned my own vehicle, a ten year old white Volvo; and, within weeks, I networked to fill my every spare hour with Christian fellowship and the word of God.   Mr. Zahid assigned me a secretary, house cleaner, and person to service my car. My Lord Jesus carried my burdens and provided helping hands.  By the Holy Spirit Messrs. Zahid and Azizi and myself made a great team and able to win many new clients; and, tripled the size and quality of the company. While I was being transformed by the Holy Spirit in church in the evening, by day, the Holy Spirit was applying power and healing to the Altaf team. It is with Altaf that I realized the way God was blessing me and my domain. With each passing month, Ver’s prophesy of my parallel to Joseph seemed apropos. 
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For his hired laborers, Mr. Zahid eventually built new concrete buildings with many rooms with full facilities in all three provinces. I got to appreciate my meager apartment, the ally cats, even the stinking garbage pails. 
In Altaf, matters having to do with my ministry and their religious practices were always kept private, but anything to do with our dealings with clients, customers, and employees were openly discussed. Messrs. Zahid and Azizi started the business 20 years before; so, Mr. Zahid always refereed the two of us and Mr. Azizi did the same.  One day Mr. Zahid tasked me with the redesign of his company. He knew I had not studied business administration, but that did not matter.  “Put together a western-style” company: was the order.   

It was not the first time and not the last time I was hired as an architect to write a business plan for a rapidly and vastly expanding enterprise.  Perhaps this may explain why Syracuse University recently published my monograph in their learned journal called “Enterprise Architecture”.  The problem was, at that time, many Saudis did not know how to run anything larger then a local family-run trading company. Now their businesses expanded rapidly over the whole kingdom and beyond. Latif later built the tallest skyscraper in the Gulf
At Latif, Mike had taught me that the governing principle of a business plan was the “right behavior’, attitude and commitment by the company’s owners. In Saudi it was customary to keep secret and hidden all actions and plans. On the other hand, I emphasized openness and honesty in every aspect of the plan including company policies, procedures, and management. Customarily, two sets of books were kept but I explained if the company was to serve a wide and broad market it would need to make its financial status transparent and welcome monitoring by the government and future corporate clients. 

The new policies and procedures given to me by the Holy Spirit were well accepted and God blessed our efforts when eventually the company tripled its size. Being away from Christina, not in a married couple residence, and after consultation with Mr. Azizi, I eventually asked to change these things expecting a possible negative reaction form Mr. Zahid. Having received a number of excellent contract offers, departing from Saudi Arabia Mr. Zahid  paid all of my final dues. Later, upon the mere mention of returning to Saudi Mr. Azizi openly displayed his approval and our potential continued relationship. 

Years later when I returned to the Eastern Province, they showed their favor by providing me with Altaf official business cards, a temporary place to live, telephone, and interim transportation. Whenever I contacted any Altaf office I received instant recognition as an authorized member of the management staff. 

They gave me preferential treatment and care by inviting Christina and I to special events; they even reinstated company auto repair road service and a company paid expense account. 

Airport security 
On one return air trip to Saudi I carried six Bibles and text books including a concordance and a Bible atlas. Usually when I came from abroad, even though I knew I could be detained (when detected) I brought some Christian books with me. This time the books were spotted by a customs inspector and I was escorted to a Saudi security officer. This young man was dressed in the usual very clean white thobe and ghutrah.   He offered me a choice between either keeping the books as I depart the kingdom or stay and he would store the books so that when I later departed they would return them to me.  Of course, I chose the latter. He gave me a detailed receipt listing the titles and details of each. Wanting to know how he would find my books, I asked him where he would store the books. He invited me to tour their facilities. In his Mercedes, we drove to two huge air-conditioned aircraft hangers. 



The buildings were over a hundred and fifty feet high, over one thousand feet long and over two hundred and fifty feet wide with very wide isles to allow for the fork lifts and ceiling high steel shelves which formed double-loaded corridors. He explained that these buildings had only Christian books, Bibles and tapes. They were labeled and numbered for the easy retrieval of each book.  That was in 1986 at only one airport; there were two other international airports.   With Holy Spirit’s gift of knowledge, God also showed me that He does not waste his resources and these books were stored for a time when there would be a change in the kingdom when the Saudi’s would be free to choose and sanction Christ. And when they would, these books would be distributed at no cost. The young security officer told me that since Islamic law respects the holiness of Christian-Judean writing these books could not be destroyed and would be kept indefinitely. 

This was where Christ was forbidden but well respected. Years later this mandate was confirmed when, at the mailboxes at King Faisal ( Dammam)University’s College of Architecture, to prevent destroying holy writings,  a special wooden box was provided to receive all discarded memos on letter-heads bearing the Moslem’s profession of faith and accolade in Arabic "Allah is the only true God and Muhammad is his messenger”. In fact, no religious material was allowed to be destroyed, irregardless, and they recognized what they call the “ingeel” as the Christian’s holy book. 

Design lighting for Mecca’s two holy Mosques.

I was asked by an Islamic engineering company to design lighting for special buildings in Mecca.  I was taken into an older office just off Sateen street. The room was cluttered with prints and drawings of Mecca’s two holy mosques. Christ really astonished me. Why were Muslims asking this Christian believer to design the lighting on one their holiest of sites? As a Christian I could not even set foot in Mecca or Medina as these places were forbidden to the “unfaithful”. Years ago, as an apprentice to architect Frederick Kiesler, I had worked on the design of Israel’s the dome of "The Shrine of the Book” so this was another one of those magnificent design assignments.  

Agape love 

At Abufidal’s Riyadh apartment the Holy Spirit ministered supernatural love which changed our relationship from open hostility to open admiration and respect. It was with this Altaf group that I realized the potency of the Holy Spirit and His affect to change lives. 

In ministry I was glad that many of the poor found their way to Jesus Christ.  First, I supposed they knew that at our meetings we provided free food; but over time I saw a remarkable change for the better when they shared their burden with Christ. It was the most effective relief they had from the daily grind of work, blazing heat and many hours of unpaid overtime work. They cried out and Jesus Christ saved them. 

It was apparent that the Holy Spirit reigned in Saudi Arabia while He watched us perform both good and bad deeds, obey and disobey or follow evil or His quickening. Christ was forbidden but not absent.

Discipline

My own misconduct was no exception of how the Holy Spirit both witnessed and Christ corrected my errors. For example, on my way home from Mercelot after one evening preaching healing and deliverance I stopped by a new and small Safeway with my company’s Volvo. After shopping I came out to find the Volvo hemmed-in by a mini-van. I waited for a very long time and then searched inside the Safeway for the owners until a group of Philippinos exited and entered the van.  In an angry tone I told them that they had blocked me form leaving and that this was unacceptable. They repeatedly apologized and asked for my forgiveness but I would not forgive. I was irate!  Seeing that there was nothing more that they could do or say they simply drove off and left me in Satan’s hands. 

I was behaving in an ungodly manner. So, I climbed into my car and backed up, smashing the rear bumper of Altaf’s Volvo into the concrete base of a huge light pole.  Of course I realized immediately what God had done and after begging God to forgive me, I prayed and forgave those Philippinos. Mr. Zahid forgave me and after politely requesting I pay a token penalty he ordered the repair of the car. I believe that as my earthly father corrected and admonished me to mature and develop so did He know how much correction would benefit and serve His purpose.  More than ever I needed Christ and the Holy Spirit in my life: I was so grateful!

Taped Communications

On a Sony hand-held tape recorder I narrated and recorded all events and mailed them to Christina. The Holy Spirit was able to quicken me to sights and scenes. The tapes were like mini-radio programs with live sound effects and narrated walks through the Suks, super markets and shopping centers. 

Christina listened to all my sermons and could hear the sights and sounds of the environment especially when the Saudi imam delivered his prayer calls over a loudspeaker. This method allowed us to microscopically discuss the most important issues of our very dynamic relationship and circumstances: by listening to my tapes, she really did not miss anything. She listened to the tapes with her friends Paula and Don Struble who at that time was the Gospel Crusade’s lead administrator.  He commented that God had gifted me with a special ability to speak English in a clear and understandable way to persons to whom English was a second language. They also commented on how patient and intensely I listened to intercede correctly.  What they may not have known was that I prayed very hard before each and every meeting. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Zahid could not fully express his appreciation for my efforts which resulted in winning contracts in the U.S., Japan, Malaysia, British, and French Embassies, U.S. Schools, ATT compound, and several other compounds and banks as his employees went from three hundred and fifty when I arrived to over one thousand; and; by the time I departed, his company’s “C “status was upgraded to “A”.  

Fasting witness

 
Before leaving I interviewed several firms of interest. One interview was very strange. It was with the Jumah Architectural and Engineering Company.  I was in the middle of a fast when Mr. Jumah asked me to come for an interview.  When I declined their offer of the customary refreshments they were taken aback.  The Holy Spirit convicted them to know why I declined. I had already learned that the best I could do with any such inquiry was to tell the truth but not proselytize.  The truth was that I had been fasting to allow God to heal my body and mind; to distance myself from the flesh and toward the spirit and loose weight and become the man God intended me to be.   The Holy Spirit gave me the words to present a good example of Christ and not fuel their ability to strike.  

If I were to tell them the truth they would surely regard it as proselytizing and so I politely declined their offer while they tried to put words in my mouth that I was a special American who was a man of principles and ideals. When I left them the Holy Spirit kept them at bay but desiring to know what made this man so special. They where puzzled. While I did not get an offer from them at that time, twelve years later Mr. Jumah contacted me in Al-Khobar and again probed into my health and such personal details and once again did not finalize any offer.  

I was sure I had acted correctly because I was dealing with none other than the brother of the former Minister of Health who had ties to the Royal family and the Ministry of Internal Affairs who could ship me out of the kingdom within twenty four hours.  At that moment I surmised that God’s work on me was momentarily complete in flesh and spirit. In my mind the Holy Spirit had triumphed over the antagonist and the subject was to be set free. What was I thinking? 


Ma’a Salama

For my marriage to Christina, nothing more showed the value of our marriage and its many blessings than the nineteen months that we lived apart. The Holy Spirit finally prompted a vision of a reunited and uplifted version of an already loving marriage. The intervening nineteen months caused many Christians to cringe; and, they openly prayed for Christina and I to reunite and minister as a couple. We were all focusing on the world thinking prosperity while God was focusing on His next step for our spiritual growth, His works in the United States and His future works in Saudi Arabia.  Once the Holy Spirit made my path clear, in 1988 after a many excellent interviews and with the many offers in hand I left for Florida to only spend Christmas with Christina assuming I would be returning very soon, but that did not happen.

Chapter 10

Reentrance

Welcome home
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Three years later, what God was about to do in Saudi’s kingdom was all first class, royal and befitting to one of God’s ambassadors where God provided that I be a four month guest, of Khahil, the stepson of  Mr. Zahid.  I knew ARAMCO had only leased the Bin Fumah Building for a short time. So, to ask for the possibility to rent an apartment, I called the building’s manager. To my utter surprise he said one of the apartments on the eighth floor had just been vacated and was available.  It was the reverse floor plan of the same tenth floor apartment we occupied in 1981. 

With our reentrance began our multifaceted mission to win souls in King Faisal University; and with the anointing of the Holy Spirit and authority of ICI, we supported the saints and witnessed Christ separate the wheat from the chaff. We followed the Holy Spirit back ready to unravel what the Wahabbis had three years to muster, build and develop. I knew I was Christ’s voice to a needy part of the world and able to be an answer to someone’s prayer. However, it seemed that the crackdowns, raids, arrests, and deportations of Christian leaders had exacted its affect.  What we were now to face was a formidable challenge to the Holy Spirit.  Christ was strictly forbidden! Gone was the dessert blitz, where thousands of seekers passionately joined Christian groups.  But now we reached out across the desert with all of God’s love and freely given blessings.  What we found were many who were not ready to commit out of fear of imprisonment, deportation or worse. Yet, the Holy Spirit quickened believers to form new groups.  

But no matter how often I reminded our leaders, some of our groups were careless and got raided by the relentless Christian-spotting Mullahs and Mitawas. I surmised that there was something a lot more sinister lurking behind the scenes.  It was in the realm of things expats and Saudis never discuss. Spiritually, it is these sorts of events that build knowledge of the Saudi Arabian context and milieu. There are signs all around shown by what you do not see as well as what is seen. With all that was discussed and could not be discussed was revealed that there must be something above our realism and too dangerous to mention. However, this reticence protected and afforded me the opportunity to operate between the lines and byways of the law and network of many well-behaved people.  God had equipped me to know my rights and abilities to keep my apartment, stay in the kingdom, openly find new sponsors and solicit to transfer my Igama. The stable regularity of the past three years in Florida was ended and now I had to face tough and challenging angst of uncertainty and potential vulnerabilities.

 
What we found in Riyadh was the remnant of groups I left three years earlier. In my three-year absence the reputation of what the Holy Spirit had done was not forgotten. I was regarded as the senior ordained minister of the gospel, and almost functioned as a kingdom-wide un-official bishop amongst the underground church employing God’s gift of administration. The Holy 

Spirit quickened me to be responsible. This role was further expanded when the Assemblies of God appointed me “Contact Pastor” to USAF (United States Air force).  From 1991 till 1996 new Christian leaders had no formal training in theology. They also were experiencing woes from Satan without having the covering of a regional administrator.  People showing such credentials were not allowed to enter the kingdom, yet, believers needed oversight and helpful intervention. Called by the Holy Spirit, I was the only in-kingdom ordained pastor who had experience in shepherding a church. 


But for me to get involved in these things was not easy since Riyadh was four hundred kilometers (250 Miles) away from where we now lived. Now we had to drive through the desert with a ten year old Buick.  Fort Myers First Assemblies of God’s Pastor Dan Betzer stepped in and helped to raise the money to purchase a heavy duty desk-top copy machine so we could reprint the necessary books for our ICI courses.  This period was filled with security threats against Christian fellowships as the Saudi’s advertised and paid ten thousand Saudi Riyals ($2,667) for any information leading to the arrest of Christian leaders and the locations of their ministries. 
We easily could compare ourselves to Israel’s first believers during the time of Jesus Christ who hid behind closed doors while the ominous enemy of Sadducees and Pharisees sent out spies to catch them. Only in Saudi we had the Mullahs and potentially uncooperative quasi-government agents. They were everywhere but not omnipresent. For the Holy Spirit’s care and wisdom protected us from their watchful eye. Christ was forbidden but present indeed.

Pastor Wally


Pastor Wally called me to preach to his new “Green Pasture Ministry.” I preached for several weekends and all went well.  After one such event we were about to leave but his elder, Renee, stopped us at the gate. He said:” wait”, there are Mullahs lurking out there”. Wally had armed Renee with a walkie talkie patrolling the street so that no one left the building when Mullahs were around. We waited for hours; finally, it was prayer time and the Mullahs were no where to be seen. Quickly we ran to the car and raced out of the city. 
We had Christian books in the trunk and we prayed all the way not to be stopped by the highway patrol. For us, thanks to God, all went well but not for Pastor Wally.  On October 14, 1992 when we arrived home the phone rang. Bad news, Pastor Wally’s place had been raided and he and some of his elders were put in prison and what ever was in the building was confiscated. Later we heard he was severely tortured. 


The high court of Saudi Arabia sentenced him to death by public hanging scheduled for December 25, 1992. 

FGBMFI

Early in 1992 I received an unexpected call from Vince inviting me to preside over the election of officers in order to restore regular meetings of the surviving FGBMFI. 

Tight security
 
Already long before 9/11 security was very tight. To enter various facilities our cars were checked with under-car security surveillance, under the hood and in the trunk. Then came the check by the marine guards at the building’s entrance vestibule and of course they’d check our Igama, every one had to sign in and out we were all identified and therefore we did not fear terrorists, but we ourselves were suspects of illegal meetings.  

Christian prisoners

I often would meet with just-released Christian prisoners who enthusiastically raved how precious was the Word to them while in harms-way that even a page read repeatedly ministered God’s love and comfort in their darkest hour. After private meetings, comfort and prayer they would stand up in front of congregated believers to testify about the Holy Spirit comforter and Christ’s miracles they witnessed in their dim and dingy environments.  Several would explain how they even shared the Word with fellow inmates and converted non-believers.

Tortured for Christ

 
We were visited by Rev. Richard Wurmbrand who was a Romanian Lutheran pastor who was imprisoned by the Communists for fourteen years. He later wrote a book called Tortured for Christ.

Smuggling and distributing Christian study books and bibles
 
Since, at the time, there was no ministerial decree prohibiting importing, owning or carrying a Bible no duty on books had ever been made public so their only basis for intervention by the authorities on the Bible had been that, as the wearing of a cross, the carrying of a Bible may be perceived as a potential to proselytize which would cause unrest amongst radical factions within the native Saudi Arabian community.  The Holy Spirit prompted me to believe that importing these Bibles was more than I could do myself.  So, I called upon my years of business management and Riyadh ministry experience to network with pilots, current and former military, corps of engineer workers and anyone that had access to post office that could have shipments enter the kingdom without censorship by Saudi security.  Heading to a secret location, one such friend drove four hundred and twenty kilometers one-way through the desert, past roadblocks where there were soldiers with machine guns.  

He knew very well that we were in the middle of a flat desert where one cannot hide; however, military facilities were hidden under the sand throughout the desert. When exchanging cargo we never knew how close we had parked to such installations. What we were doing could easily have cost us our lives.  Even without written law the customs were known to us and we avoided improprieties and open defiance. However what we did was Christ’s business and it was His law we had to follow. The kingdom was under constant Marshal Law. It was very apparent, when we were reloading and transporting the holy books, that we were doing it under the authority and tangible presence of Christ.  We would recall that others before us had tried and failed.  We often met Ralph at the Desert Inn located on the Dhahran airbase to off-load from his vehicle to ours. We would transfer the loads from trunk to trunk in the hope that we could drive on unobserved.  At night we would meet him in the parking lot and park next to each other. 

He would open his and I would open my trunk and we would carry the books from one to the other.  I would then pray with him. Sometimes we’d have dinner in the club. Then Christina and I would drive to our building, and double-park on the very busy well lit eight lane boulevard and carry the cartons of books up to our apartment carton by carton. It was so interesting the way God arranged things.  Finally, when we had all the needed ICI books Ralph’s job was complete and so was his service. God’s timing was perfect.  

Shammals
Occasionally when we went to pick up other shipments we were caught by raging storms called “Shammal” (Norther).   We believed had the Lord sent the storms to protect us from being stopped by soldiers at roadblocks as they would not leave their post because of the weather.  Even though the roads were new and well engineered driving on the highways was dangerous and suicidal. The local people had a kind of fatalistic attitude toward life.  They believed that if their God wanted them alive they would live, it wouldn’t matter what speed they drove. That theory was not shared by the Traffic Safety and Highway Patrol which deliberately displayed many “totaled” cars on the side of the roads. 

Well, in the storm they did reduce their speed but compared to us they just seemed to whiz by. Of course we put on emergency lights but one still feared being hit. As we drove we could see the cars that had careened nose first off the road and into the dunes.   The storm usually followed us for several hours but we hesitated to stop for fear of being hit by other sightless vehicles or ourselves being covered in sand. Perhaps so covered that we could become trapped suffocate and unnoticed for days. So we would continue till eventually the pedal became difficult to press down because sand has entered the breather and filled the interior mechanisms with sand.  The brakes also did not work well and it was difficult to see past the windshield even when the storm subsided because the glass had been sand-blasted. 

Chapter 11

King Faisal University

The practical occasion for reentering Saudi Arabia in 1991 was that I was invited and appointed associate professor to teach full time at a university. Spiritually, this implemented God’s great commission and was a time of great peace where Christina and I could concentrate on God’s work. Now we were back in Saudi for nine additional years of teaching architecture, administrating ICI University; and acting as contact pastor to the U.S. air force chaplains in Dhahran and Riyadh; further planting underground churches, reestablishing the Saudi Arabia chapter of the FGBMFI and founding ministries in Riyadh’s U.S. and British embassies, writing and publishing monographs on metaphors and architecture; and founding and operating an international architectural group called AIG/ME. 
At King Faisel University (KFU) we had some interesting design projects including the design of mosques. Some of the design solutions came to resemble church architecture. As a result of teaching this class for many semesters I really got to know a lot about the functions of the mosque including, worship, assembly, teaching and religion. Students and faculty were pleased about how much I came to know about their religion and practices. 

Teaching women and the AIA

 
I was invited by the Turkish female interior design chairman Eishen Alkpinar to lecture to her female students in a well guarded stand- alone building.   Eishen was an AIA International member who was indirectly responsible for me even getting the idea to start an AIA chapter in Saudi.  As the founder of the first and only International American Institute of Architects (AIA) chapter we traveled to Paris to attend the International AIA Convention where I was invited to be the keynote speaker at the Pompidou Center. Coinciding with our 30th wedding anniversay, it was an awsome ten days.
Mysterious event
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One morning as Okon, our KFU department chairman, and our faculty group were having our regular morning coffee we noticed that next door, the guard was coming and going. He was followed by some man on the third floor coming to the outside upper landing carrying and discarding papers in a barrel. As our building was clad with a one- way mirrored black glass he did not know that he could be seen.  To entertain ourselves I reopened the subject of jesting about the guard to develop our joke further into a possible mystery of someone who could be doing something deep, dark, and mysterious. 
We prolonged this imaginary gossiping for a period of time comparing innuendos and extrapolations of each gesture and person to famous fictitious criminals, spies and persons of intrigue and adventure. We were pretending. Sadly I found out, the next time I went to the British Christian fellowship that it was my Christian brother living in the adjacent building on the floor above who was having trouble. On that day he had been summarily expatriated.  So as to avoid arrest and an indefinite term of imprisonment, the mysterious papers he was discarding were his sheets of Christian music. He and his supervisor just did not get along; however, only a few months later his colleague’s (Fian) employer discovered his ministry and gave him a severe warning. 
Fian ceased and desisted from all Christian activities, including attending other fellowships or visiting old friends.  This entire episode taught me many lessons and I thanked God for His hand upon our ministries. I learned that God uses our humanity to teach, win souls and encourage the saints. Yet God often tests those who are not sure of what is more important: God’s work, or a very high paying job. This dilemma and choices persisted till we finally departed Saudi Arabia. 

Student’s design of  Mosque

Faculty of the university

 
With supplications to the Holy Spirit I kept my friendship with such Saudis as Fadi who wrote a book called: “Responsibility and the Traditional Muslim Built Environment”. Encouraged by our formation of a chapter of the AIA he also formed al-Umran. His books provided me with some understanding of the Arab culture that could only come from a native scholar.  He taught me what made the Arab city peculiar and special. It explained the shape and form of the Arab city. Further to my education was when my wife was called upon by an Iraqi Arab scholar to translate from German to English a German scholar’s research on Iraqi cities. Armed with all of these and twenty years of in-kingdom research I have written several un-published monographs on the Arab-built metaphor.

Abdul-Hamid Shalaby
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Cairo born Abdul-Hamid told me that he disliked Egyptians and Egypt and that he loved all the “West” has to offer; even more, Abdul-Hamid loved his new and second Egyptian wife, who had earned her doctorate from a U.S. university. She taught in the women’s department of KFU even though she was a tenured professorship at Cairo University. Right from the first day I worked at KFU, Abdul-Hamid loved to help me in all aspects.  After I formed the AIA/ME he volunteered to be in charge of inviting monthly speakers because he knew many of the local Architects.  Because he responded to the quickening of the Holy Spirit I was able to finish five years of the university’s annually renewed contract. By then we had built up another Christian ministry which I could not leave unless I had a replacement. Finally, Abdul-Hamid died of natural causes and Moshera returned to resume her professorship in Cairo. 

Chapter 12

Eastern Province Context 

Ephesians 6 resonated in the events which followed.

The Fire


Christina planed to leave for Germany and formed the Leipzig Evangelical Ministerial Alliance which she founded with the help of her cousin Joachim Froehlich and her childhood friend Marga Lage. Always the night before departure we gathered our fellow believers to pray for a safe and fruitful journey. In the middle of our prayers Lito looked from the living room through the sliding glass windows into the kitchen, and saw a black dark cloud. 

“Fire”!

He cried, and all of us jumped up. Christina ran into the kitchen and grabbed a pitcher filled with water and threw the water on the pot filled with hot smoking oil. She had planed to deep-fry shrimps for our supper. To heat the oil she had turned up the gas ever so slightly.  When the water hit the oil it exploded and immediately Christina was engulfed in flames.  All went so fast.  After my first order to not throw the water I screamed:  

“get out of there”!

But all my cries came much too late. The flames filled the whole kitchen. The alarm buzzer of the smoke detectors blared in our ears. Randy and Zed frantically pulled at the entrance door but the large nine foot high wooden door was locked. In our panic we looked for the keys to insert in the lock but they could not be found.   It was our habit always to keep the keys in the lock, except that night.  Later, we found the keys on the kitchen counter. The front entrance door was right next to the flaming kitchen. We were trapped. Then, the raging flames ceased as quickly as they started. The kitchen was pitch black, only lit by little flames of still burning towels, paper cartons and a smoldering wooden cutting board. Everyone ran for some wet rags to crush the fire. 
We removed the battery from the smoke detector and it was quiet.  We realized Christina was just fine; she smiled and said: 
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“it was so wonderful; I stood in the middle of the fire. The pot had exploded but the flames did not come toward me nor burned my face, instead they circled around me because they cold not penetrate the glass like dome under which I stood.  The air was so fragrant and pure in there and I was in perfect peace.”Christina’s exuberant descriptions were calming. We had been duly terrified, but now we realized that what we had witnessed was a miracle: God was glorified!  We talked about the fire in Daniel’s chapter three involving Shadrach, Meshech, Abedneco and His angel. To us, the result of this event was a sign of God’s protection to keep us from harms we cannot imagine; Jesus Christ was here with us here in Saudi Arabia where two or more of us were gathered; no matter where, He is Emanuel!

Fire again
 
The devil was furious. His first attempt to send us fleeing home by injuring, perhaps even blinding Christina did not work.  Now he tried again. This time he knew he must succeed. In Satan’s mind the mission must be destroyed.  While I was teaching at KFU and Christina was out of the kingdom one of my Greek senior colleagues, Evangelos, came to our class, late as usual, and asked me if I knew that my building was on fire?  He said that as he left his Queen Building, which was just a few blocks away, he saw fire engines in the front of the binFumah building. I immediately left and went to the site.  The fire had already been extinguished; and, escorted by Arab fire rescue and police, I entered and we ascended the very dark and flooded stair going up eight stories to our floor.  

The floor up to the ceiling was pitch- black. The only light we had came from someone’s cigarette lighter. The floor was flooded so we waded above our ankles in black dirty water. All the walls were charred. I looked into the open apartment diagonally opposite from the one we occupied, where allegedly the fire had started.  I saw some light coming through a broken window that let us see the thick black soot and gray dust which was filling the rooms.  There were piles of dust and soot from the cement walls and paint that had been scorched by the flame’s heat.  When we reached the dangling door of our apartment it was apparent that the fireman had kicked it open. We found the floors and Persian carpets covered in black soot and flooded over with water.  The furniture in the living room had a layer of dust but the other rooms were clean; only the floors had several inches of black water.  

I realized that the fireman and police had scoured our apartment. Thank God, our Bibles and Christian books were still safe in their place, nothing had been touched.  When Murthy, our houseboy, arrived to work at his usual time he was astonished but simply got to work. I called upon Altaf and they immediately sent some helpers and I took all of the Persian carpets to the dry cleaners. I had to go to the local police station to sign a paper releasing the municipality of their responsibility. They were ever so kind and we became friendly. The fire department also visited requesting I sign a paper with them as well. 

Christ had blinded their eyes so as not to see the apartment’s many holy and precious treasures. It was the proof about how the Holy Spirit in Saudi Arabia actually accomplishes deliverance in very dangerous situations. These Moslems were tolerant and apparently not influenced by Wahabbis officials.  Two days later Christina returned to the kingdom. The elevator was restored but the unlit hall on our floor was still covered with black soot. So, it was still pitch black. I had gone to meet her at the airport but she had arrived early and simply rode a taxi from the airport to our building. 

Christina was all too familiar and at home in the Arabian desert to not be ceremonious to wait for me nor did she relish lingering in the airport crowded with the many leering men.  Everything downstairs was very normal but when she opened the door of the unlit elevator she thought she had arrived in hell. It was so pitch black she could not even see the floor under her feet.  In faith she proceeded cautiously to our apartment to be met by Murthy who opened the door and presented her with a cheerful greeting. She cried:

“Murty what is happening, where is Barie”?

“O, madam, do not worry about your husband, he is at the airport picking you up”.

And then he said: 

“and when the fire burned at the apartment across the hall a great big angel stood before our door and did not let the fire or the smoke come in”.

Yes, it was again Christ’s victory. Our apartment was the only one not officially condemned by the firemen, all four other apartments and the one above the burnt out place were not livable for a long time. But when Christina came home, the apartment was brightly lit. Every thing was shinny clean, and all around the house were the fragrance of many lush bouquets of fragrant flowers.  
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Of course I was totally panicked at the airport when I did not find her thinking every ridiculous thought about Christina but finally deciding it best to go back to the apartment to call Germany and await news.  I was thankfully greeted by awe-struck Christina and Murthy.  Was this ever a time for rejoicing and being glad; Murthy always nicely cared for our reunion and had already prepared a great Indian food- feast. This was amongst so many other occasions which bonded us to dear Murty, through him God proved Himself per Rom 8: 28.                                Murty in our kitchen
After the tenants on our floor had relocated the building owner did finally rebuild the four scorched apartments and did collect some money from the tenant who started the fire to offset expenses. All was back to normal.  The devil’s plan to burn us out and to make us go home had again failed and we continued for many years after to serve the gospel from this very place God had provided. 

Witnessing in Thugba

 
Jesus Christ and the Holy Spirit provided sources and resources for all our needs. But soon it became apparent on my frequent necessary drives to Thugba and the car-repair suks that the Holy Spirit also provides for those who do not yet know Christ.  I usually got there in the evening to find Chris, my Philippino repairman, typically sitting on the compacted dirt floor.  Only a single light bulb would be hanging from the ceiling where he patiently worked on some part such as a dismantled carburetor.  The place was hot and grimy with sand blowing continuously into the open stalls.  I had invited him to our services but he told me he has no time as he works seven days a week all day till late in the evening. Talking about Jesus Christ, I would stand by him while he fixed my car. I once had given him a Bible and we always prayed together. He told his friends about me. Often, when I got there a few of them came and joined in on the conversation. And soon I realized the Lord had given me a high-maintenance car only so that the Holy Spirit and I can bring the good news to a group of young men which where in need of Christ’s presence by His word and prayer. Trying to find Chris, one Friday when I was looking through the ally next to the shack I saw that the workers slept on dirt floors covered by a corrugated metal roof.  They used a hole in the floor for a toilet and a hose over a bucket for a sink and shower. Disgusted, I turned around briskly walking toward the bright sun my head hit an air conditioner which jutted into the alley. I needed stitches to stop the bleeding and many of the neighbors came running to help. The Holy Spirit comforted and Christ blessed these helping hands.  

Chapter 13

Corniche
The corniche was another metaphoric benchmark of the tensions and changes in the region.  The Iranians call it the Persian Gulf while the Arabs call it the Arabian Gulf having 90,000 sq mi, between the Arabian Peninsula and Iran, extending 600 mi from the Shatt al Arab delta to the Strait of Hormuz, which links it with the Gulf of Oman(right-of-way) and then the Indian Ocean.



                Mohammed

 
On the newly formed Cornishe I met a young Saudi named Mohammed who was from a big tribe and had many brothers and sisters. He worked as a fireman for Saudi ARAMCO so he had lots of free time and, although I often came to the Cornish to read my Bible and meditate on the “Word” being as he liked to exercise his English,  Mohammed would come along and sit on the rocks opposite my bench to discuss many things. He would tell me about his beliefs in Islam and his ideas of democracy. One day he chose to discuss the differences between Arab and western families. He also talked about inbreeding and the way Arabs believe it is superior over the western culture’s out-breeding and Heterosis.  He believed this basic difference was a better way for the survival of the human race, hence incest and inbreeding, particularly the intermarrying of family members. I noted that this practice seemed similar to those of the families of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob: and, Ishmael and Esau.  

He pointed out that the reason Arabs are, so he thought, stronger and better then all the others in the world, is just because of incest. It is the death of many persons that leaves those that survive the superior living beings.  I argued against Heterosis for weeks, but he was sure I was mistaken and his fundamental belief was that western people are not as strong as Arabs. 
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To him it was the deaths of many weak siblings that ultimately yielded a superior, stronger and healthier race.  That is why incest and inbreeding amongst the Arabs is a basic practice especially Saudi Arabia.   I would claim that as Adam, we are in sin and separated from God. When we acknowledge this separateness and surrender we then “appropriate” the saving effects of Jesus expiatory death. While the blood is in the living flesh, the eternal life is in the blood of Christ; as the life of the flesh is in the blood and forfeited by sin, giving up the life of the flesh can impute eternal life by the sinless savior Jesus Christ. I had hoped Mohammed would ultimately ask how this is done; but, he did not because all Moslems do not believe Adam sinned nor was banished from the garden.
Above is Barie on the Corniche

This is fundamentally why Mohammed could not accept Adam’s replacement by our Lord Jesus. Replacement was irrelevant. I explained that all born- again Christians have a personal relationship with God. I told Mohammed I was only explaining to him, what God revealed to me. That it is God’s-will that we pray and listen to His revelation. The last time I was to see Mohammed he presented me with a very expensive jar of local honey that he was sure would heal me of any ailments. After checking in the local suks I discovered that the possible cost of this gift was over five hundred dollars. Of course, we savored his very loving gift and keep Mohammed in our prayers.
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Desert speedboat

While residing in the Seaview Compound a young Arab security guard took us to an old deserted Ottoman settlement and its fortress.  To get there he drove our Delta 88 Oldsmobile right over the desert’s soft sand. There was no road and the fortress stood in the midst of the expansive desert. This thrilling experience was like being in a gentile but aerodynamic speedboat.  Our driver had to keep a constant high speed so that the car could bounce and glide over the short dunes as a speedboat over water.  On the way we saw very high dunes with Saudi kids in their Jeeps exhibiting their fearlessness, sliding down the 100 degree angle dunes. We would look for various ruins in the desert and we found a church from a time long gone when Christians were still allowed to worship freely. Now many of the buildings from the time of the Turkish occupation were ravished by “shammals”, time and covered with the dessert sand. 

Tarut Island
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Al-Qatif and Tarut, was once an island off of the city of Dammam, but because of landfill had become a peninsula connected by a small causeway on which were fishing boats built and sailed by Indian and Arab fisherman.   I was able to take unique photographs of the weatherworn boats stuck in the sand at low tide. These boats were exquisite hand- built Dows. Now mostly Shi’ites, Al-Qatif and Tarut were once a Portuguese colony inhabited by many Christians. 
[image: image84.jpg]


My students who lived there told me that the Christians were either killed or converted. The Turkish fortress in the middle of town was built of mud bricks which needed constant upkeep but there was little support for this effort and finally the fortress was totally eroded by the weather. The exception was Ameer, a Shi’ite Moslem, who had dedicated himself to the restoration and preservation of his village and its artifacts.  We often walked through the small allies, where left and right were three to four story buildings with a few small windows.  The entrances to the very steep staircases were enclosed with beautiful old thick wooden doors. Occasionally we’d meet an old man supported by a cane or a few children who eagerly welcomed our visit, now, mostly deserted, ten years before it was fully populated. Ameer has published books on the history, poetry and art of this precious place. I also have many photos and handwritten descriptions of its history and customs authored by my former ARAMCO trainees and former university students.  
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Chapter 14

First-Fruits Missionaries

Houseboys

Daniel was older than most and worked for only one year at KFU. He was an educated Philippino janitor who knew the zeal of the Lord and was compelled to share his faith in his own way, usually with hand-written Christian praise poetry.  

There was big Jun who worked at KFU as an air-conditioning repairman and, 

Manuel who worked at the hospital who bought a bicycle and sang “I have decided to follow Jesus …..no turning back.”

There was another Manuel who worked in the florist shop. He was gifted to make flower and colored weed decorations. 

And there was Emanuel an Indian Christian, who was a handyman for KFU; and yes, 

another Manuel,  a Philippino Christian who worked with my houseboy, and finally, 

Murthy who was a Hindu when he started working for us. Earlier there was Kimche from Korea, and various Philippino, Indian and Sri Lankens who would help from time to time.  In cold winters, I occasionally saw an Indian or Philippino walking through the desert only wearing rubber thongs or in bare feet and short sleeved shirts.  On occasion, we would buy and distribute shoes, socks, and sweaters. Otherwise they’d rather suffer the cold so that all their earning could be sent home to their families. 
Therefore, our Christmas and holiday presents to Murthy and all the other poor men were always warm cloths for the winter.  We observed Murthy over a period of many years develop from a worldly nominal Hindu to become a person that desires the great commission. Each year he went through one after another stage until he took responsibility for his eternal life.  
Christina spent many hours teaching Murthy to speak English and how to clean the house while I dedicated my self to teach him every thing I knew about being a man of God and understanding the Bible. I decipled him and he made me proud. Finally, he ran our household, architect’s association, and final sale of our furniture and furnishings. He was totally in charge of the comings and goings of all in our ministry and dealt with all the building maintenance and grocery store personal. On our holidays we left him in the apartment with the key so he could come and go as needed. 

Saints
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Fehintola was a Nigerian Chartered Physiotherapist who was one of God’s faithful heroines of our BinFumah Fellowship. She worked with Randy at the Al-Mouwasset hospital in Dammam. Soon after attending our fellowship she began ministering to the other ladies at the hospital.  She was a Pentecostal prayer warrior, soul winner and overjoyed with her new-found mission. Occasionally she would wear her nation’s ceremonial colorful costume.  Her smile and manner was gracious and engaging but always with a word of scripture and compassion.  I met Sim in Riyadh in 1987 when he coordinated the visit of Brother Andrew. I later saw Sim again when he invited me to accompany him to an Arab fellowship. The Arab people prayed but when it came my turn I was reticent. Later, Sim asked me why I did not pray with the group. I answered: 

“the Counselor did not quicken me to do so; because prayer is a conversation we have with God and I was listening to these brothers and sisters whom I had just met that they would expect me, a stranger, outsider and uninvited guest to join in their conversation. And, without an invitation from either my host or the group’s leader I was simply silent; watchful, waiting, and ready”.
I believed that they were a bit apprehensive and reviewing me for further contacts. 
I was also quietly hoping that they would be personal and candid and invite me to join them another time; but they neither were personal nor candid. However, years later they did invite me to preach at one of their meetings. In Khobar, in 1992 Sim visited to tell us that he was now a member of Brother Andrew’s Open Door. After he and I providentially met at the airport I took him home and full of joy told me that he was now ordained by Operation Mobilization.  The method described by Sim and his assistants was to place Bibles without kingdom contact information at the front entrance doors to Saudi Arab’s homes and in the cover of night quickly escape.  The Holy Spirit and I were grieved. I had preached discretion, respect the laws of the kingdom, study Gods Word in the privacy of your home, get together only in small groups and, use the gifts of the Holy Spirit and Christian values to attract Moslems to see Jesus Christ. I truly believed their idea was a rebellious and defiant fundraising publicity stunt.  

Later, I spoke against these plans advising believers to stay clear of that action; hardly any one listened.  Most marveled about this great idea and got into action.   Needless to say, it was as if some one had hit a wasp’s nest with a stick.  Many Christians were arrested including Sim, also several of our ICI Riyadh leaders lost their jobs and had to leave the country; now after a relative quiet time the Christian groups were again watched and raided. The last I heard from Sim, he, his wife and child were well in their Dutch home. But for many poor Indians, Philippines and South Africans they now were unemployed and never allowed to return to Saudi Arabia. 

The Bangladeshi Christian and Dutch/Indonesian couple 

A Bangladeshi came to visit us. He told us he had talked about a matter on his heart with his Dutch brother and Indonesian sister but they did not really know how to help him in this life-threatening matter. 

The young man confided that he was now regretting his conversion to Islam and concerned as to his next steps.  
He recounted that after a group of Moslem boys befriended him they encouraged him to convert to Islam.  Succumbing to peer- pressure he consented.  As soon as that happened, these so called, friends ignored and then deserted him. They insisted he take classes and frequent the Mosque.  After sleepless nights he realized he had made a mistake and got down on his knees and invited Jesus back into to his life.  

One day when he was sitting on a peer contemplating suicide while staring into the water a group of Filipino boys came along and asked him why he looked so sad.  He told them that he was a Christian from Bangladesh and now he was a Moslem; they took him immediately to a gathering of Filipino Christians. 

This event with the Dutch/Indonesian couple was another instance in which the antagonistic face of Saudi Arabia was once again eclipsed by the Holy Spirit’s intervention.  Christ was beckoned and He came. The faith of both the couple and the boy matured and all of them were able to escape the kingdom without imprisonment. After this couple departed, I was invited to preach to an especially secret Spirit-filled Philippino group inside Saudi ARAMCO. 
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Chapter 15

Architect’s Association
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Christ had also sent us to Saudi Arabia to teach and help the people to bridge the gap between the modern western world and their ancient civilization. Being in that kingdom now for so long, The Holy Spirit blessed me with the gift of knowledge that they lacked what the west calls “professionalism”. And so, with the help of the Holy Spirit, I established a Saudi Arabian “wing” of the American Institute of Architects (AIA).”Wing” was a member of the Royal family’s word for our endeavor.  While I could not publically establish a church I could promulgate Christianity through a professional organization.

Formation
On March 6, 1994 I contacted Bill Brew who was then the U.S. consul who immediately agreed to help get the AIA established. Bill introduced us to the prince of the Eastern Province and suggested I contact his relations officer and gave me both his phone number and an introductory letter to the Governor’s office requesting permission to organize and meet. Because the kingdom was under marshal law meetings of large groups were officially prohibited. But we overcame that obstacle after I talked to the Governor who wrote an official letter authorizing our meetings and the establishment of our “wing”.

Bill’s wife, Sandra, hosted Saudi female architects in the hopes of forming a female sub-chapter of the AIA. She reasoned that since women were allowed to study architecture in a specially secured building of the university there could likewise be a women’s chapter separated from the regular chapter in the US Consulate. 

In the KFU facility there were women professors from Egypt and Turkey; however if a male teacher was necessary, he had to go into a special room separated by a two-way mirror. In this way he could not see the female students but they could see him. So, I taught females at KFU.  Women can become architects but they thought it was impossible for them to practice outside their own family.   The Arabic female students wanted to be associate AIA members but it seemed they claimed they were not allowed to join an organization where men were also members.  They met a few times at the consulate but only to voice their objections and disagreement with the proposal. 

ABACORE and other detractors

Impressed by the AIA, ABACORE’s building engineer invited me to judge a competition for the design of their proposed new building. Their existing residence was originally designed as a ziggurat by the Greek architect, Doxiades and an office building was to be built on the adjacent site. I would have been paid six thousand dollars but at the last minute I received a letter canceling the invitation because of a tangential affiliation they believed I had with a then non-existent U.S. architectural firm.   One American architect employed by ARAMCO called us a “good-ole boys” group and would not become a member because we were not an ARAMCO approved group. Never-the-less by the end of 1997 we had over fifteen hundred names on our contact list and were mailing our newsletter to England, France, Hong Kong, USA and all over the Arabian Gulf. 
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Monthly, we presented lectures.Gabriel, our paid executive administrator, collected and mailed signed forms so that our members got their AIA continuing education unit (CEU) credits. We were regularly supported by over three commercial sponsors who paid for the printing and distribution of our newsletters, workers salaries and catering subsidies.  

Our AIA group set the standards and provided the universities, the U.S. and Saudi Chambers with professional and product information. The US consulate established a special section in its library for our books and source material, including “Sweets Catalogs”, which we bought and donated. Soon after Christina and I left, the organization dissolved. 

[image: image16.jpg]


[image: image17.jpg]


AlHasa[image: image18.jpg]


[image: image19.jpg]


Buick[image: image20.jpg]


 Al-Qatif

[image: image21.jpg]



Kovalom, Kerela, South India
Chapter 16

Out-Of–Kingdom Missions

Florida

In Florida, Dori Heidecker requested I found and pastor a Christian fellowship in our community. I agreed and in a short time our church was formed. For services we gathered at one of the clubhouse ballrooms. We encouraged support of missions including Leipzig Evangelical Ministerial Association.

 
For as long as I know Christina she had prayed for a “revival” in Leipzig so when the so-called “Iron-Curtain” fell God commissioned her trips to Leipzig up until the time when the devil tried to end it all.  After other successful stays with a private family when we stayed the first time in a hotel, Christina became gravely ill and was rushed by ambulance to a nearby hospital. The doctors said she had vertigo. The devil wanted to push her off her way with God. The hospital administrator said she had to stay for at least a week.  So, Pastor Dieter Hemple and the other saints gathered at her bedside and prayed. So, one night, believing in God’s mighty power and against the doctor’s orders I collected Christina, and we got into our Audi rental car and departed Leipzig. Auspiciously, within a few miles of the city Jesus Christ suddenly healed her and she was perfectly well.
Spread the word

 
Later, being back in Saudi Arabia, I was quickened by the Holy Spirit to fulfill the great commission by supporting our in-kingdom deacons, elders, workers and pastors. So, whenever I traveled to India or the Philippines, I informed their respective churches of what the Holy Spirit and they were each doing in Saudi Arabia. I was perturbed to find that the churches in those countries were hardly aware that there was a “body” of Christ in Saudi Arabia.  They were convinced that Christ did not many mighty works there (Saudi Arabia) because of their (Saudi’s) unbelief per Mat 13:58. 
Instead of praying and supporting these young heroes they rather demanded they support them and their national ministry.  It was because they believed that Saudi Arabia was where Christ was forbidden. It was demeaning and discredited the victories of the Holy Spirit.  Our own out-of-Kingdom mission trips were possible because my KFU contract allowed for on hundred and seventy-paid non- work days/year including a sixty-day summer break, two-day weekends, one—day Eid, ten-day Ramadan and several ten-day breaks between semesters.   Because most of our ICI students came from either India or Philippines I decided it would be a very good use of the Lord’s resources and time to win souls in those places as well. The great commission says “all nations” and already our Saudi assignment included people from over fifty different nations to whom “We are therefore Christ's ambassadors.” Before all the trips I would prepare and pray for a message. In my spirit I was feeding them with prayer and the word of God. However, when I actually preached, the Holy Spirit gave me His words to speak. But this did not prevent me from beforehand prayerfully noting so many passages and comments in my Bible. 
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Our first trip to India was in 1994 and initially encouraged and organized by Brother John Chandrasekhar whose hometown was Nazareth located on the south-most tip of the Asian continent and brother Paul of Madras who arranged for us to visit his family. Judging from the size and quality of their homes Christian Indians seem to do quite well in Saudi Arabia.  It was Brother Sam of Riyadh who had made many arrangements for our trip in Kerala. He introduced us to various church officials, and provided his younger brother P.S. George to guide and care for us.  Every day, P.S. George would travel over three hours by bus to and from his village to be with us. We stayed at the Kovalum Hotel. 

He arranged meetings in the hotel with the leaders of the Assemblies and the South India Pentecostal Movement and special visits to various ministries and pastors.  We even did a little study into Indian culture and architecture; and, like tourist we went with him and his little son to their zoo. 

Philippines

 
In the Philippines there were many male and female offshore workers employed in the Arabian Gulf states. There were special spouse-support groups, not to mention help and support for those that were imprisoned or held without salary.  The Christians in Mindanao were persecuted and Muslims that converted were killed. 


Congressman Isadoro Allegada had invited me to speak about our underground church at a gathering of his congressional ministry.  One time, before speaking I asked every one to assure me that they were Christians.


Thus assured, I proceeded to preach the word and describe the Holy Spirit’s work in Saudi Arabia.  At the close of the meeting I called those in the room that needed prayer to come forward. A young girl with long black hair came forward. She was being detained in Manila because she did not have her visa. She was a Muslim from Mindanao. I preached Galatians 4 and 5 about the difference between Hagar and Sarah.  I asked her if she wanted her liberty or to be enslaved. She wept and asked to be free. She accepted the Lord Jesus Christ and we christened her “Sarah”. She asked for us to keep her in this fellowship in Manila. She did not want to return home to be enslaved in Mindanao.  
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                          Praise and worship
 ` 

      Chapter 17
Crisis

(Residency Crisis)

This was the point when the hostile side of Saudi Arabia overtly opposed Jesus Christ.  From 1995 to 1999, God’s zeal sustained me while the Holy Spirit helped me to overcome evil and win victories; victories over conflicts between Saudi Arabia against  Jesus Christ highlighted by ending my contract with KFU; opposition transferring my Igama, round-ups and arrests, and worst of all the bombing of the Khobar Towers.  I was not surprised, when KFU notified me at the end of May of 1996 that they were not renewing my contract.

Body Sores

 
 It was at this time that my entire body broke out in sores. Sores the doctors could not diagnose nor cure. Because I was in a precarious limbo I did not want to call attention to my illness nor its therapy. I sought the comforter promised by Jesus in John 14: 16. So I trusted God’s wisdom, listened to the comforter and simply treated myself with the information supplied by local pharmacies. On the Corniche I daily read the Bible. But my sores kept spreading and I could envision it going to my face and neck. One day I awoke to some thing crawling on me. I caught it. I looked under the bed and it was swarming with tiny bed bugs, which apparently feeds on human blood. Hallelujah! Christ answered my prayers to show me the cause. In retrospect we can only surmise that someone from the building’s maintenance crew planted these.  I took my plastic bag of bugs to the pharmacy and the pharmacist knew exactly what bug it was and with what to provide.  So Murthy my houseboy had his chores ahead of him for many weeks to come. He had to scrub, wash and scour the beds and all sofas with flea and tick powder.  He now remembered that I had always instructed him to clean regularly under all the furniture and apologized profusely that his negligence contributed to my suffering. 

To everyone that visited he voluntarily confessed his culpability in this event. But, Murthy was already a member of our family so he worked with the Holy Spirit to repair what had been done.  It was a testing time for all. Very quickly the sores disappeared and so did the last remains of any one bug or their offspring and descendents. God had healed it all and the devil was a looser. The bond between Murthy, God and us was strengthened even more. Christ prevailed.                                

Khobar bombing

June 25, 1996 at approximately 9:50 p.m., a truck- bomb exploded, throwing the force of more than twenty thousand pounds of TNT against the glass-clad concrete structure of one building of the Khobar Towers housing project. By the next day, the Air Force knew the worst. Nineteen Americans had died in the line of duty; most by flying glass. I had heard a thud but I cold not see any- thing. And I did not expect that a bad thing could happen, so I went to bed.  However, it was Christina’s late-night phone call that informed me of the event’s details. 

 
Being his contact pastor, following the Khobar Towers bombing, and after an on-site inspection Lt .Col. Cornthwaith requested I assemble a team of certified trauma counselors in the event of a second attack. I was able to locate one who then knew others and ultimately we had about four female professionals on our team. We met at each others homes putting together procedures, scope, and objectives. 

One lady lived in Dammam, another in U.P.M. Dhahran and another in ARAMCO Dhahran. I contacted various personal officers of U.S. contractor compounds and they invited us to special meetings. They had to deal with the trauma within their own compounds. Several families had children and were outside of the U.S.A. for the first time and terrified by the prospect of an uncertain attack on their precarious home. In addition to giving thanks and praising the Lord many made arrangements to leave Saudi Arabia while concrete barricades and fortifications were placed around the gates and walls of all U.S. installations.  

Special U.S. security teams were flown in,  to advise and re-organize the compounds.  There was a real sense of an enemy who was trying to kill.  But exactly who was this enemy? We held several town hall meetings and private consultations were arranged by each of the ladies on our team.  Because I wanted to present those in abject fear with God’s favor I insisted on the name ABEL because Abel gave of his own faith and not only of duty, and we wanted to inspire confidence in the people we were going to serve that they, as we, were “able/Abel” to overcome and be favored by Christ; Christ forbidden but very present within their compound! 

In fact, we wanted to give new hope and stand on the promises of God. We also came up with words that formed a slogan that began with each letter in the name: A.B.E.L. fortunately, our preoccupation with the title and name was momentary. Nevertheless, the people we served really did like the name. The news spread and “ABLE “team was called upon to serve. However, within a very short time the military relocated just outside of Riyadh to Al-Kharj, the very desert where years before we had Christian “Singspiration” events.  Lt. Col Cornthwaith told me that our team’s file was kept at the highest level with Central command in Bahrain for any further need.          His favorite saying was:

[image: image91.jpg]


 “first time, shame on you, second time, and shame on me.” So they had no intention of putting our boys and girls at risk.

The love of God gave many peace and confidence to carry on the  work for which they were called. This event was reason enough to reignite my Holy Spirit zeal to stay in the kingdom. Forbidden, but present, was Christ in us; and much greater than the enemy without. 
Managing director 
It was now high time for me to get a new sponsor. I remembered Rani, a former Palestinian national, whom I had known since 1983 when I was ARAMCO’s Contractor Liaison.  I recall that at the exact moment in 1983 when I was terminated from ARAMCO, Rani made me an offer to join his company. I had declined at that time. Yet when I again contacted EDB in 1997, Rani remembered and immediately reinstated his offer.   Rani’s offer was the most attractive since his office was a few blocks from my apartment still located in the bin Fumah building. Christ provided I would continue to have the time and opportunity to fulfill His work.

Igama woes

After leaving KFU all was apparently going very well with my work in EDB.  Only, there lurked a problem with my Igama. Rani and his government relation’s officer were totally confident they could transfer my government work visa.  Abruptly, one morning his government relation’s officer came with disturbing news. He informed me that there is a law that someone who was initially contracted by the government, as in my case, was prohibited from finding non-government commercial employment in the kingdom. Left out of this proposition was the fact that I had previously been in the kingdom with a transferable Igama serving commerce. We knew before hand that this regulation did exist, but presumed it would not apply to my case.  And the government relation’s officer had assured Rani that he could easily overcome this requirement. 

 
Rani was such a laissez faire businessman, but when he saw the situation was so complicated, he decided to avoid any appearance of impropriety and invalidated my contract. I was out on a limb without a salary or sponsor. I therefore stayed in the kingdom under the thirty day decommissioning term and with the informal protection of Altaf. The fact was that I was in a crisis but comforted by the Holy Spirit. 

I prayed for wisdom with my Christian groups. Even my friends at the American Businessmen’s Association could not understand how the Saudis could behave in such a manner.  At the end, we all sensed Saudi Arabia had reached a turning point. The enemy was rearing its terrible head. 

Saudi Build
At that very moment I was contracted by “Saudi Build” as one of its consultants I was assigned to review the building design work for the Ministry of Parliament designed by an architect who at that time was already a member of our architects association and the Saudi Shoura council.   As part of the team of jurors of a bank’s competition project I stayed at the Hotel Sofitel in Jeddah which had meetings rooms, health club including a swimming pool and steam room. In this steam room I met a former U.P.M. student now working for the very bank of the Saudi Build competition in Jeddah. 

I was really astonished when in the steam room a voice asked: 

“are you the Barie Fez-Barringten who taught me architecture eight years earlier at University of Petroleum and Minerals”.  

His question came as I was chatting away with one of my Saudi Build colleagues when something I said seemed familiar to this young man. He now was a key executive with Saudi Citi Corp Bank in charge of its design and construction division. I was glad to see a student of mine who fondly remembered and now had become a successful professional.

Jeddah ministry

 
This would be a wonderful opportunity to fellowship with Christians in Jeddah. So, before my first trip to Jeddah I phoned Barry so he knew I was coming.  

When I arrived I called him from the hotel and he met and drove me with his wife Betty sitting in the front seat.  After entering the car I kissed her on the cheek. She smiled and slowly answered my questions.  Barry filled me in on Betty’s already advanced Parkinson’s disease which had now deteriorated. Her body was immobile. 

Barry had to do everything. When he was at work he had someone attending her every need. He told me he was already planning to go back to England where he could get the kind of care Betty needed.   When we reached our destination and he lifted and carried her into the villa I was undone. Christ was showing me His way of love. The great commission meant seeing salvation in the midst of adversity and letting God’s eyes guide us into His will.  After fellowship, Barry carried Betty back out to the car and drove me back to the hotel. The trip each way took a little over one hour to a very remote part of Jeddah.  Betty used to call me “big” Barie.  I learned something from this visit, which will last me a lifetime; the Lord’s agape carries our burdens and Christ was indeed in Saudi Arabia. 

Igama restored 

After hundreds of queries, the Holy Spirit quickened me to contact the diplomatic quarter’s Riyadh government office. They knew me because they had recently invited me to join their operation. But even their Saudi personnel manager could not help.  I kept trying to reach the Minister who knew me well, but he was on vacation. Then the Holy Spirit arranged that an African-national clerk answer my call and did remember me. He knew that he had once before coordinate meetings when I visited the Minister. He also remembered I once had a non- government Igama. I explained my situation. And lo and behold I was astonished when he said: 

“yes, I can help to acquire a signed and 

                      sealed Igama.
                 “Ma fe mush ka la”!

 
One night at a very late hour and after so many fax and phone calls, Mr. Azizi’s courier delivered the letter and the document to my door.  The Holy Spirit had again won the battle and gave the evidence of his presence and support of my life in Christ.  By the work for Saudi Build God had provided me with over three thousand dollars which covered most of my expenses. I could once again legally work for EDB.  I had a new transferable Igama ready to go full speed ahead. 

Attempted murder

 
My big old 1982 Buick Park Avenue had carried us safely throughout the kingdom especially on the day when I almost lost my life when the catch to its hood was sabotaged. On that day that I raced to work at over seventy miles per hour on the Dammam six-lane highway the wind lifted the hood and blocked my view.  Someone wanted me dead, but when the hood loosened and crashed on my windshield I was able to gently slow down and ease the car off the road and stop.  The traffic was heavy but when I looked behind the Holy Spirit had quickened the drivers of all the following cars to form a wall protecting me from other oncoming cars and waiting for me to slowly reach the exit. 

Praise the Lord!
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Barie at Hash Harriers desert event
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Above in Jubail                     Below in  Al-Khobar apartment
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Chapter 18


“Chalas” and Exit-Only!

The Holy Spirit equipped me to fulfill the great commission navigating the hostile side of Saudi Arabia to transfer our ICI seminary to a new Christian worker.

Abundant grace

 
 One morning at EDB between 1996 and 1997 when the coffee boy brought the strong sweet Turkish coffee Rani appointed me “architect of record” for the Dhahran Academy, Saudi Japanese Pharmaceutical Company (SAJAPHCO), and Dhahran’s U.S. consulate. I was already his project manager for The Al-Khobar Science & Technology Center on the corniche for Prince Sultan.  In addition, on behalf of EDB I received a lucrative multi-million dollar Cellular Telephone Towers design contract from a Christian brother, John Heindel, then president of Lucent Technologies of Saudi Arabia;  years earlier John awarded me the O&M contract for AT&T which was carried out by Altaf. 

When Rani left on his frequent vacations I was in charge of all his companies, including the clinic, the chicken farm and the egg farm. His brother was in charge of the company’s bank account and he had a Chinese- national in charge of administration. He also gave me the keys to his Jaguar sedan. 

Rani appeared to be very generous encouraging me to travel, stay at five-star hotels, and eat at very expensive restaurants. He gave me an unlimited expense account, which I rarely used.  In the midst of my routines I would get unexpected visitors and phone calls from people like Rafi of Madani. Recommended by Elias, Rafi wanted to get to know me so he started by visiting me in my EDB office.  

One morning Rani called me to his office to thank me for the many things that I had done for EDB but due to the deteriorating Saudi economy he would not be renewing my contract.  I left EDB. 

Transition

And, not long after, at a much higher salary I was deputized to manage Saudi ARAMCO projects for Resource Science Arabia Limited (RSAL). I believed this was my signal to start preparing for departure, so, one at a time, I invited all the Christian group leaders to our house to urge them to assume control of ICI. We volunteered to give them our completely furnished and equipped apartment, car, fax, copier and telephone but none would receive our invitation. 

Elias 


We prayed for God send us home. Elias whom I years earlier had met at the Arab ministry in Riyadh’s RICF was now an engineer and faithful member of my architect’s group known as AIG/ME; his life could have been quite pleasant if it was not for the disastrous contract he had made with one member of the royal family.  Elias had provided engineering services to a major construction project where he agreed to be paid in a lump sum upon the completion of the project.  So Elias borrowed sums of money from sources in Egypt to pay his expenses for two years only to find that the prince would not pay him unless he became a Moslem.  Elias should have known better. But he believed the prince.  Elias went to court.  This drew out over a period of many years of labor board, municipal and royal hearings, letters and visits to the King’s inner court. 

Finally after his wife, Yolanda returned to Egypt Elias’ money totally ran out and his son could no longer support him.  Elias returned to Egypt to face his creditors and the shame of failure and the humility of being a pauper.  Elias, now deceased, still remains one of my former heroes and I know that the love of God covered him and his family. I learned a lot from Elias about faith, love and patience. 

I learned that God watches us no matter how foolish, wise or mistaken we may be. In many ways Elias was a risk-taker and tenacious warrior. If it were not for him and his brief job with Madani I would never have met Rafi, whose company became my final sponsor. 

Just in time

 
Just before finalizing the details of my plans to depart Saudi, I judged myself a failure for not having found someone to continue our mission, but the anti-American campaign continued; there were simply no reasonable sponsors.  At that time the Holy Spirit quickened me to call Rafi. He agreed to meet.  

 
Before going I prayed for the Holy Spirit to intercede and provide the words I should speak.  I hoped that, in the midst of all the lower-than-low sponsorship proposals and the depressing state of the economy that God had a path onto which I should walk. I surely had ruled out all the others. In such precarious moments I have little ambivalence but put Christ in control. At the very least I thought that rather than accept the other dubious offers Rafi would simply sponsor me for a couple of weeks so we could wind-down gracefully. The Lord assured I could trust Rafi but could not trust the others. 

 
Yet, it seemed the Holy Spirit inspired us both with an idea that I might be able to do for Madani what I had done for others. God gave us both His hope. So on the night before my current sponsor was scheduled to issue my exit-only visa Issam Madani, Rafi and I negotiated a contract and wrote the letter to my current sponsor transferring sponsorship. This was the just-in-the right-time work of God. Not too late and not too early. Just on time. 

Rafi and the Madani brothers were definitely people who heard and obeyed God.  They were yielding and supple to the Holy Spirit’s quickening.  At that dinner meeting I’ll never forget the way Rafi then offered to pay the bill by credit card at the front desk of the hotel. I had a hotel discount card and was ready to make the payment.  I did show him this card, and how I would get the discount and he, with no pride, nor boasting convinced me that this would be a business expense and it was appropriate for him to pay.  This was to characterize our friendship for the year that followed. 
Yes, the cash flow was uninterrupted and I did not loose a day’s wage.  The following day I reported to Madani,  and after setting up my office next to Rafi’s’, I began work. The first thing was to set up my computer and meet with Rafi. God was about to exceed His supernatural event of finding our replacement as when leaving the Christian Fellowship at Del Tura when He brought Pastor Jack Buskey to take over my ministry in Florida. This time I was to be brought together with a brother in the Philippines. I am reminded of how Jesus blinded Saul and led him to meet Ananias in Damascus. The two were given two different visions bringing them together for a mighty work. 

To make a long story short, within a month Rafi and I were in the Philippines, and several months later, South Africa and then finally Atlanta, and San Francisco. He also prompted me to visit Houston to meet with the President of CONOCO (Continental Oil Company) to negotiate a joint venture. So, from 1998 to 1999 I worked full time at Madani under Rafi and the three brothers who were actually from a very wealthy family originally from Basra in southern Iraq’s Fertile Crescent.   Rafi was younger then I by about 10 years. He smoked and always was a gentleman. The topics of discussion ranged from politics to people’s personalities; his favorite theme was human behavior. We were constantly trying to assess our options and possible opportunities. When we traveled together on business it was first class. 

I was not particularly hired to go with Rafi on business trips, but it was God’s will for me to travel. And so, the Holy Spirit enabled Rafi for His purpose.  Within hours of reporting for my first day in the office Rafi casually informed me of his already planned trip to the Philippines. It was at that very moment that the Holy Spirit “pinged” me. I still did not know the half of it, but I did know that all my former trips to the Philippines were about to auspiciously converge into this one event. I was totally obsessed and convinced that I was Rafi’s answer to anything he could possibly want or need in the Philippines.  

Therefore, with boldness and confidence rooted in Christ’s reality, I explained in detail how it would be worth the company to have me arrange for every detail of his trip.  Guess what? Rafi said:  

“If you could do all this I want you to accompany me” 

And he arranged for two first-class round-trip tickets.  I was overwhelmed, astonished completely purposed by the Holy Spirit to once again minister the gospel in the Philippines. 


So, all my pain and misery of securing an Igama was now behind me, the good times were ahead: God had a special job for me to do.  I was sure someone in the Philippines needed salvation and I was being sent to rescue that person so I contacted many pastors, brothers and sisters to likewise arrange convenient times for us to meet. I also contacted several pastors in Saudi including Felix who with some trepidation gave me the contact information for a pastor who his fellowship had been supporting explaining that I should be sensitive with this pastor. Felix had someone immediately contact him and soon I had a specific invitation. 

 
This was the third and most important Holy Spirit trip to the Philippines of our whole Kingdom’s career. We flew first class for eleven delightful hours on Philippines Airlines.  This was the visit when I was able to pray with a young married nurse in the hotel for her Catholic family and baptize her as born-again spirit- filled Christian. After long prayers, I was able to send her to the church and the pastor’s wife we had met on our last visit. Tericita was the hotel nurse whose husband and family remained Catholic while she converted. Her dilemma was how to deal with the family in light of her new faith.  When she heard that I was suffering from some irregularity I later found that she had delivered to my room a large bowl of papayas.   Finally I also visited to see Felix’s pastor friend who had a small church and he asked me to preach.  He invited me for lunch and announced he was coming to Saudi.  What?  I was startled and concerned for him, his wife and child. 


In the taxi, on the way to the hotel he reiterated that he was coming to Saudi. In my flesh I wondered why, when he had his church; and, who will sponsor him?  But it turned out he was quickened by the Holy Spirit and his response was to change both of our lives.  He was not asking my help but really announcing that God had called him to serve in our ministry.  I certainly knew the terrible condition of the Saudi Arabian economy and what financial difficulty many had who were already in the kingdom. For the moment,  having Christ answer my own prayers escaped me.  

My company was looking only for laborers with specific skills which he did not have.  However, I promised him I would do what I could to help. After all, I was on a recruiting trip and he was a willing worker. Well, that evening I made his availability know to Rafi who startled me by an offer to employ him as a secretary to our company. I was dumb struck. What was he saying?  Christ was speaking and I was feebly trying to listen. So I called this pastor and asked him for his resume. 

Well, after we returned to Saudi Rafi saw the reality of the company’s situation and reneged on his offer.  Unperturbed, this pastor began calling me every so often but I could not make an offer. I was skeptical and pessimistic about anyone’s motives and the inappropriate visions various ministers have about evangelizing in Saudi Arabia.  This sober attitude came from nineteen years of mentoring, discipling and assisting new leaders. 

I tried to avoid answering and felt awkward when this pastor would call.  He informed me that he was already visiting several existing groups in the Philippines to gather people together for our work in Saudi. It all sounded like too much too soon.  I even got emails from him and then one day it happened. He called me again on the telephone but this time from Dammam telling me that he was in Saudi with a job except it does not pay very well, if at all.  This man of God was obeying the great commission per Mark 16: 20 and Abba father was giving me a sign. 

Christ may have been forbidden but not bound by man.  A month later I found out that his accommodation was auspiciously two blocks from our bin Fumah apartment just around the corner from our bakery. He could not afford a car and so God made it easy for him. Awesome!

There was only one very big difference between this pastor and so many others. As me, this pastor was an Ordained Minister of the Gospel but he by the Central Luzon District Council of the Assemblies of God and now my appointed Deputy of Saudi Arabia ICI. He too responded to the Holy Spirit and as time went by I saw him adapt to serve Saudi Arabia and bring Christ.

I now realized if I had not made the many other earlier trips I would not have been able to be of any value to Rafi and brazen enough to volunteer to arrange for everything for his mission.  It was His and not my mission and this young pastor was to get a job no matter if Rafi had a real job or not. The reality was Gods’ and not the worlds.  The confluence of this pastor’s heart’s- desire, the Holy Spirit’s plan for us to return to the U.S. and Rafi’s need to find employees for Madani was all arranged by God. I am a great believer that much of God’s kingdom is “confluent”. 

South Africa

Many months went by as Rafi and I traveled to South Africa in search of highly trained communications engineers; reasoning that we should be prepared for a possible offer by Lucent if they get the award of a major contract with the Ministry of Information (MOI).  At a Telecom conference in Atlanta we even received an offer from Deutsche Telecom to be their Saudi partner if we could get an operator’s license from the Royal family.   Unfortunately Lucent did not get their contracts from the Saudi king and the Ministry of Communications decided to carry out the work in different ways.  As for AIG/ME several members picked up the gantlet once they realized I had resigned my position with Madani. The Holy Spirit proved that He and not the kingdom controlled liberty. 

The transferable Igama had been a metaphor for affluence and potential economic freedom. It was the gift Christ gave me at the very beginning to free me from the wiles of the opposition whose power could not deter the work of the Holy Spirit’s ability to win souls in the kingdom.  The fact is the Holy Spirit proved that He could win souls, build ministries, plant churches, change lives and bring hope to a captive kingdom with or without a transferable Igama. The Holy Spirit could do all of this within the protocols and respect to the kingdom’s laws. Christ was indeed in this forbidden land. 

Assessment

The transferable Igama was only an outward manifestation of Christ’s propitiation of His life for my eternal spiritual life for fleshly life to fulfill Dt. 15. It fulfilled Christ’s command to be in but not of the world, what we inherited was spiritual and supernatural.  For nearly twenty years the Holy Spirit and I served the land and now had a legacy for those that followed.  Before we left Saudi I embraced one of the Madani brothers. I was embracing and shaking the hand of one of the wealthiest men in Saudi Arabia.  God had granted my desire: to let the Christian light shine to the wealthiest families in the world.  

It was not for me but for Christ, because I knew that Christ in me was infectious and confident that the Holy Spirit could change the direction many of these influential people will take in time to come.  So, Christ was forbidden but not stifled. In fact it was similar to the blessings of Solomon when he responded when God asked him for one request he requested wisdom. I recounted that I had assisted Saudi persons, business owners, and whole families infuse Christ’s life into their plans, life-style, and culture. God had used our marriage to show His divine providence as a model for future generations. God told me that for the moment our work was done in Saudi as He had another plan for us back in the U.S.  I did however tell this one Madani brother what the Holy Spirit inspired me to say and that was: 

 “if I were to return it would be because you invited me”. 

To which this Madani brother explained that when things open up he would be calling me back to either Saudi or to Basra as I was his contacting advisor and there would be no one else he would ask. It was fulfilling to hear this coming from a Madani. This vow was made before September 11 and I have not heard from them since. 


But it was a gracious ending to an important period.  ICI had its new kingdom leader and would continue to establish Christ’s foothold.  Many of my students were already leaders in key government and business positions; and, so many non-Saudis from over thirty countries were back home serving their family, churches, commerce and government. So what legacy would I leave of my own? The answer was: Christ. 

What ever the Holy Spirit and I did was vested in those Jesus saved to live in the New Jerusalem. I had fulfilled this part of His great commission.  In Saudi Arabia others would do likewise, many would take what they learned back to their country-of-origin and though I may never again hear from them, others would bring salvation to their families, friends, and neighbors. We had taught how to teach, preach and baptize in the name above all names and in a place set apart by God but forbidden by men.

However the most poignant of all the last minute visitors to our Khobar apartment was Mr. Zahid  He visited alone and stayed for a very long time recounting our history and accomplishments, friendship and good times.  He told us about his sons, family and his unfortunate situation in Dubai and hopes for a future visit to Florida. It was by his kindness we had Murthy all these years and a working telephone up till that day. At the door we embraced and said farewell. After 9/11 I have lost all contacts with my Saudi friends except Mr. Zahid.  There was no doubt that he acknowledged that his prosperity had come from Christ’s favor per Gen 39:3-5. I still receive an occasional greeting card on both western and eastern holidays. 

Final Ma’a Sal amah

The Holy Spirit made our last days in KSA elegant and fitting by being Madani’s guest in a first class room at the Dhahran International Hotel with a rented new red Ford Crown Victoria.  The Dhahran International hotel was at the very same airport we initially arrived in 1981.   November 11,1999 (Sha’ban 1420H) when it was time to depart Wilson, Murthy, Loy and several others simply drove our luggage across the parking areas we had crossed so many time before and then walk across to board the plane at the correct time.. Only this time with us, were our dear loved ones such as Wilson who could barely keep from weeping.  

This was about two years before the bombing of the World Trade Center but already there was anger expressed by some young people we met on a street corner of our building. We did not depart the way we came, but with the dignity and authority of children of God whose job was well done. Without Christ’s presence I could not accomplish anything because I was a "nobody" to the world but a "somebody" to the Holy Spirit. He enabled me that I should write down what I’ve witnessed to encourage people that what we can’t do,   the Holy Spirit can. The Lord’s work and the signs that accompanied the work indeed confirmed the logos. 
We boarded the plane for a final flight to Miami where friends were waiting to drive us through Alligator Alley to our home.
And Life in the U.S. began.
The original 823 page, 180, 463 word version of this manuscript can be seen in its entirety on http://writethevision.webs.com
Postscript 

 
We pray for those fulfilling the great commission; that Arabian sheiks receive and lead their people to Christ’s salvation.  I believe that Saudis can change the course of their own history when they receive God’s promise and follow Jesus Christ. The Saudis can play a major role in this new wave of freedom across the Gulf.  In Acts 2:38 Peter offers the way to receive the gift of the Holy Spirit when he said: 
"Repent and be baptized, every one of you, in the name of Jesus Christ for the forgiveness of your sins. And you will receive the gift of the Holy Spirit.
                                      Amen!
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Baptizing Murthy in the Gulf
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“For I know that my redeemer liveth, and that he shall stand at the latter day upon the earth:” Job 19:25. The above account is my evidence. 
Heb11:1”Now faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen”. Maranatha: “Come soon Lord” and I will see my hope.
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  Today Saudi Arabia is 

the linchpin of the “Arabian Spring”.  The importance of Saudi is described in Isaiah 21 as hospitable and welcoming. It is the place where God sends many people from a variety of religions, nations and education. Its’ heat, ancient ways and time, being 2000 years in our past and its people’s apparent difference with the rest of the world,  keeps it separate and distant from the behavior and customs of visitors and non-subject workers. The two faces of Saudi Arabia both welcome and reject. The Saudis welcome the U.S. military to defend against their many enemies in the region especially Iran and needed American investment of human and financial resources, joint ventures, educators and professional, skilled and semi skilled workers. But on the other hand, they reject Jesus Christ and any overt Christian belief, worship and proselytizing. 
Where               Christ                    is                      Forbidden
       shows how their response to the great commission led Barie and Christina to “go” with the Holy Spirit for twenty years to Saudi Arabia where Christ is forbidden. With real life examples and scriptures, readers will discover how to recognize the love, power, authority, fruits and gifts of the Holy Spirit. 

Barie Fez-Barringten is an ordained minister with a master from Yale University and currently associate professor of Global University. Christina and Barie founded the Saudi Arabian division of ICI/Global, planted and served many Christian cell groups throughout Saudi. Barie was also Contact Pastor to the Department of Chaplaincy of the Assemblies, founded a chapter of the FGBMFI, the AIA; and Christian Fellowship at Del Tura.  Barie’s monographs on architecture have been widely published in learned journals. His book: "Architecture: the making of metaphors” has recently been published. See the below websites. 

http://writethevision.webs.com   www.bariefez-barringten.com
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