
Good News

What is happening in the world today that is actually worthy of being broadcast into 
millions of homes?  What should people really be told?  Is it really important that you 
turn on your television and see a home being wiped out by a mudslide, or to see an 
interview with a politician who pretends that they can do good for all the citizens of the 
province or the country?  Is it really important for you to know that the official rate of 
inflation is still just under 2% when your costs at the grocery store are up over 10%?  

If I still had television, I would love to have a channel that I could turn to that would:
a. tell me the truth
b. tell it to me in an objective, fair way, and
c. tell me something that’s important, really important!

If I had that channel, I would revisit the scene I heard about a couple of Tuesdays ago 
at a breakfast meeting.  The scene is from a restricted access country and the people 
involved are Christians who went to a Buddhist temple and, standing off to one side, 
began to pray.  They were trying not to make it obvious that they were praying, but it 
wasn’t long before a woman came up to them, pointing to her ears and signalling that 
she wanted prayer.  The two prayed for her and her ears were opened and she could 
hear.  She walked back through the temple, spinning the big prayer wheels as she 
went, until one of the people who prayed for her explained that she had been healed 
by Jesus.

Soon the word spread throughout the area and a line formed of people who wanted 
prayer.  Someone who was blind wanted to see, someone who was crippled wanted 
to walk again.  There were all kinds of infirmities that were presented to these two that 
day and they prayed for person after person and many of them were healed.  Blind 
eyes were opened -- what a thrill.  God moved in power and healed so many people 
who had come for prayer.     

When the team got back to their fellow missionaries, they were excited to tell about all 
that God had done.  One of the older people there held out a picture and asked, “Did 
you see this woman at the temple?”  They looked at the picture - “Yes, this is the 
woman we prayed for first, the one who couldn’t hear!”  “I’ve been showing that picture 
everywhere I’ve gone for the past five years, asking people to pray for her.  I believed 
that she would be the door-opener for the gospel to reach her people.”

Now that’s what I call news, good news, news worth knowing about.  Today I want to 
share with you some good news, stories from around the world that remind us that 
not only is Jesus alive, but He is very active in our world.  He is on a mission to reach 
lost people and He has invited us to participate in that mission.

Taysir Abu Saada was born in the Gaza Strip and grew up in Saudi Arabia.  He was 
trained as a sniper by the Fatah movement in order to kill Jews and he even instructed 
children about their duty to fight and kill Israelis.  He left the turbulent Middle East in 



search of a better life in the U.S. where he settled in Kansas City and worked in the 
restaurant business, starting as a busboy.

At one restaurant he met an American named Charlie Sharpe.  “He was the first 
customer I served as a busboy who was kind enough to thank me for clearing his 
dish, which touched my heart.  From that time on I made a decision to take good care 
of this man.”

One day Sharpe spoke to Tass about a “spiritual connection” that he enjoyed, which 
brought miraculous blessings along with deep peace.  Weeks went by as Tass 
pondered what this connection might be.  Finally, he begged Sharpe to let him in on 
his secret.  “To have the peace that I have you must love a Jew.”
“I hate these people -- you know how I feel about them.”
“What do you know about Jesus Christ?” Sharpe asked.
“I know Jesus -- he’s a prophet,” Tass replied.  “As Muslims we believe in him.”
“Well, he’s more than that.  He’s the Son of God.”
“No way!” Tass said, as he stood up, starting to leave.
Sharpe told Tass to settle down as he grabbed a Bible and placed it between the two 
men.
“The minute he put the Bible between the two of us it was like something powerful just 
shook me and threw me away from it,” Tass recalls.
“Why did you jump?” Sharpe asked him.
“I can’t touch that.”
“Why?  - It’s just a piece of paper.”
“No, it’s the word of God and it’s God and the name of God is in it.”  His admission 
stunned Sharpe momentarily.
“So you believe this is the Word of God?” he then asked.
“Yes.”
“Let me tell you what the Word of God says about Jesus Christ,” and he began to read 
from the first chapter of the Gospel of John.  “In the beginning was the Word . . .”
“When he started reading,” Tass says, “I started shaking and I lost control and the 
next thing I know I’m on my knees on the floor with my hands lifted up, inviting Christ to 
be my Lord and Savior.  I felt like a mountain lifted off my shoulder and a joy and 
peace came into my heart I never experienced before.”

Since that day Tass’ wife and children have become followers of Jesus and they have 
founded two organizations
-- Hope for Ishmael with a focus on evangelism, and Seeds of Hope  which does 
humanitarian work in the Middle East.

Recently, President of the Palestinian National Authority, Mahmoud Abbas, who was 
elected to power running on the Fatah ticket, granted Tass’ organization 16 acres of 
land in the West Bank on which to build a sports complex.

The picture on the screen is of Tass (left) with Israeli soldier Moran Rosenblit who 
became embittered after a Palestinian suicide bomber killed seven of his friends.  



When Tass asked him for forgiveness, the two became friends and started small 
groups of Jewish and Arab believers praying together.

This is the power of the gospel, to heal the sick, to bring enemies into reconciliation, 
to give people vision for being agents of healing and hope in our broken world.  If I had 
the option of watching the news on this channel, I would find it life-giving, inspiring 
and challenging.  I’d get my cable back.

This next story hit close to home because it involved the volcanic eruption in Iceland in 
the spring of 2010 that forced our son Ben’s mission team to find a different route to 
Crimea.  They were originally supposed to fly through Frankfurt, but that airport was 
closed as we stood in line at Vancouver airport and they had to reroute from Seattle, 
through Istanbul Turkey and on to Crimea.  Well, at about the same time as our team 
was preparing to leave for the Ukraine, Olga, Svetlana and Irini were visiting Israel and 
when Olga saw a training event for launching “simple churches” advertised on the 
internet, she felt God was speaking to her.  She told Svetlana that she should go to 
the training event in Nottingham, U.K. and Svetlana replied that, while they would be in 
the U.K. at that time they were booked to fly home to Russia that morning.  You know 
the story -- Icelandic volcano, closed airports, cancelled flights.  They went to church 
that morning and heard a speaker talk about simple church. He told them he would 
be travelling up to Nottingham to speak at the conference that afternoon.  

Two years later, church planter trainer Peter Farmer, who had spoken at the 
conference, was invited to come to Russia to train people there in planting simple 
churches.  Part way through the presentation, he felt he should stop and just ask how 
many of the participants had already started.  To his surprise more than 80% of those 
present were underway and so he asked to hear their stories.

Jana and Victor reach out to Jewish people by hosting shabbat meals and also invite 
people to “spiritual health” seminars.  At each kind of event they build relationships, 
invite people to their homes and tell their own stories.

Tanya had started two simple church groups and baptized several people.  She said, 
“When we meet together we drink tea, talk about our lives and pray for people.”

Misha and Lisa told their stories, as did Yura from the Ukraine, Tanya from Stavropol 
and Katya.  Most of their stories could be traced back to three ladies who were held 
back in Britain because of the Iceland volcanoes and who were given a church-
planting vision there.

Let me tell you next about the church on the camel’s path.  Maysa was an ordinary 
West African woman.  She and her husband owned livestock and, like other nomads, 
travelled around the countryside looking for a suitable place to graze their animals.  
They were both Christians, but didn’t know any other Christians in their area and so 
they had no Bible study or church they could join.  

Maysa could read and she realized that because none of the other people in her 
nomadic community could read, she had to be the one to bring the life-giving story of 



the gospel to her people.  She attended a training seminar offered by a missions 
organization in which she learned how to tell stories from the Bible, beginning at 
creation and moving forward chronologically toward Christ.  When she returned home 
she quickly began to share these stories with other women of their community and 
soon more than 40 of these women had accepted God’s gift of salvation. 

Their husbands noticed changes in their wives and began asking Maysa’s husband 
some probing questions while out with their livestock.  He was able to lead many of 
them to trust in Jesus.  After this they stopped their practice of raiding villages and 
instead began to take the good news to other nomadic groups of Muslims.

About a year later, two men from the mission group that had trained Maysa were 
driving through the desert, on their way to visit some Christ followers in a distant 
region. They came across two older gentlemen who were walking with large burdens 
wrapped in blankets on their shoulders.  The men were waving them down, but the 
driver was afraid of bandits and sped past them.  The Holy Spirit asked him, “Why did 
you leave those men? You have space in your car.”  After he picked them up, they 
explained that they were taking a dowry gift to a young man in a distant village.  “We 
would have been walking all day if you had not come past.”

The other missionary asked the men, “Do you know God?”  Throwing back their 
heads in laughter, the passengers replied, “Of course we know God!  Who do you 
think made you stop and give us a lift?”  So then he asked, “Would you like to hear a 
story?” and began to tell the story of creation.  He was quickly interrupted, “Oh, we 
already know that story.”  The missionaries probed to find out how they had heard and 
found that it went all the way back to Maysa and her husband, who had led others to 
become disciples of Christ, who in turn had gone to distant villages and shared the 
gospel with more nomads. These two elderly hitchhikers were the fifth generation of 
Christ followers that had grown out of Maysa’s efforts and they were on their way to 
share the gospel with a young couple who would soon be married and who would 
carry it on to others.  All this took place within one year and is a method of evangelism 
called “the church on the camel’s path” by the missionaries who got the ball rolling.  

There are some cities in the world that have very famous, or should I say, infamous 
garbage dumps.  Smoky Mountain in Manila was one that once housed 30,000 
people.  It has since been closed and a series of smaller dumps have taken its place, 
still with many poor people living in them.  But an even bigger city is Cairo, the capital 
of Egypt, and there they have a whole people group called the Zabbaleen or “Garbage 
People” of Makkatam Village who take care of the 13,000 tons of garbage that is daily 
being produced by the 17 million residents of the city.  Every morning at the crack of 
dawn over 7,000 rubbish collectors leave Garbage City on horse carts or small trucks 
and move into Cairo and every evening they return with their piles of garbage which 
they then bring into their homes.  Here the women and children sort it into piles of 
organic and inorganic garbage and the organic is used to feed the livestock that roam 
the streets outside the homes.  

Like the Dalit of India, this is the most despised, rejected people of Egypt.  No one 



seemed to care or want to do anything to improve their lot in life until about 30 years 
ago when Father Samaan moved into town to share the love of God with them.  Over 
three decades he has become the spiritual leader of the community, leading many to 
faith in Christ and daily encountering people who need healing or deliverance, both of 
which take place frequently.  

In 1986, Father Samaan was looking for a place where he could gather the Zabbaleen 
to worship.  A workman dropped a rock from where he was working and it fell into a 
natural cave -- and Father Samaan knew he had found the place he was looking for.

Let’s watch the rest of this story on video . . . 

In the west, our recycling industry is able to reuse about 20-25% of waste, but the 
Zabbaleen find use for 80% of the garbage they collect.  Talk about green!

A woman in India recently was invited to give her testimony in a church service.  It 
started by her saying, “I don’t know much about Jesus, but he healed me and gave 
me this baby!”  The Norwegian missionary who was there and heard her testimony 
relates the rest of her testimony:

One year ago I had a tumor in my womb.  I had been to the hospital for 
examination.  The doctor told me that I needed an operation and that I would
have no chance of having children.  As I got this message I was devastated.  All 
my hopes and dreams were shattered.  I was crying all the way home and at 
home I cried on my husband’s shoulder.  We were both depressed.  We had no 
future.  Everything was dark.  But an uneducated lay working in our house as a 
maid offered to pray for me.  I thought, “What’s the point?  How could the prayer 
of this low caste lady make any difference?”  But in my desperation, I allowed 
her to pray for me.  She prayed in the name of Jesus.  I had never heard of him 
before.  But her prayer was different from anything I had heard in the Hindu 
temples.  She used simple words, as if she knew this Jesus she was praying to.
As she prayed, there was such a presence of peace and I could feel a power 
touching my body.  The next week I went back to the hospital to have the 
operation.  The doctor suggested that I should have another sonograph so they 
could know exactly how to do the operation. After the sonograph the doctor was 
puzzled.  He compared the new sonograph to the old ones.  They were not the 
same.  He commanded me to have one more sonograph.  Afterwards he was 
absolutely astonished.  His conclusion was that I no longer had any tumor in 
my womb.  I was overjoyed.  This Jesus had healed me through the prayer of 
my housemaid.  When I returned home, I told my housemaid.  She rejoiced 
with me, giving glory to Jesus.  Then she prayed for me to have a baby.  This 
baby in my arms is the baby Jesus gave me because of the prayer of my 
housemaid!  My illiterate housemaid has been telling me about Jesus. I am 
now a believer and want to follow Him only!

Despite her obvious prejudice against an illiterate person from a lower caste, a 
desperate woman is open to prayer and Jesus responds with healing and blessing.  



We can’t and shouldn’t assume that people aren’t open to prayer.  Some may be, and 
some may not.  Will we risk rejection from some in order to see healing and God’s 
glorious favor on others?

There is a new pope in Rome and a new Archbishop of Canterbury in London and 
both have started their new tasks with a call to prayer.  It’s a reminder to us that we 
need to take seriously God’s call on our lives to engage in prayer for the lost.  There is 
no program that will reach the thousands in Maple Ridge and Pitt Meadows who don’t 
have a relationship with Jesus until there is first someone praying for that person.  So 
will you pray for 2, for 3 or 4, for 5 or more, neighbours, friends, people at work, people 
you see regularly, that they can experience the miracle of God’s presence and peace 
in their lives and so they can find in Him the life and joy that He promised those who 
believe?

So here’s the application: pray at home or in the car or on the job for those who are 
without Jesus . . . then be willing to pray with them as they are open to God’s love and 
power meeting their needs.


