Chapter 24
Touching our Roots

The highlights of the four years we spent on bahedAnastasis are many. It was a special timédtin Anne
and myself. However, as | think of ‘stepping &&nl can see not only how God was preparing me fioture
ministry, but also how He was enabling us to ‘toumr roots’. | shall relate some of the wonderful
‘coincidences’ that continued through that time.

We joined the ship in Amsterdam and were warmlycarled by several whom we remembered from Victoria
days. Among them was Odd Neilson who attended mych for the fourteen months that the ship wagryn
dock, 1986. He told me that he was to be marriesixnweeks time when the ship arrived in Oslo, Nepywand
asked if I would perform the ceremony. Naturdllas delighted.

The wedding was to be held in Salem Pentecostatdbhsp, on the ship’s arrival, we attended the &ynd
service a week before the scheduled wedding. p&k®or invited me to bring greetings to his congtiesp and
to bring information about the Anastasis. Thisid dnd then added, “l also bring you greetings from
mother-in-law who attended this church more théty ffears ago with her husband and two childrefifie
pastor asked for Anne’s father's name in the ofirade that someone there might remember them.

At the end of the service a lady approached Anrk thie words, “| remember your mother and fathed wgour
sister Betty and brother David. Your father hasister Paula who presently lives in Karlskoga, Semecnd
she is my best friend. Furthermore, she is righw wisiting me and is at my home just a block frims
church!” Naturally, Anne was thrilled to accomgahe lady after the service to meet Aunt Paulatangugh
her, all the other relatives living in Oslo. Iretinext three weeks we met more than twenty-fivédmhe’s
relatives, eating out at a different home everynewg

Before the ship left Europe for its six months ifrida, we had opportunity to visit many other frisnwe had
known during our years in Hamm with the British €é&s8. It seemed that the only ones we would misgdvo
be Lars and Marion Friedner, family friends in $dbolm. It was therefore with delight that we reesl an
invitation to teach at a YWAM camp for their youthinistry KING’S KIDS, at Laxo, four hours south wex
Stockholm. We immediately wrote to Lars and Marielling them of our plans to drive up to see thmmone
of the off days during the camp, but did not reeaawreply before we left the ship. We did notwribat they
were away on holiday the same week as our campthetdheir vacation home was just a short jourinem
Laxo. On the Thursday, their daughter Ingemo archinsband traveled down to visit her parents brggith
them all their recent mail, including our letterStopping for lunch on their journey, Ingemo redagd our
names on the back of the envelope so opened iteattthat we would be in Laxo at that time. Shensth
open mouth for they had stopped in the center ablfar their break. That afternoon, Lars calledansl we
arranged to meet them all the next day.

Our last ministry with the Anastasis was to lead #hdvance Team prior to its visit to Cardiff, Wales
September 1994. | led a team of five wonderfulngppeople as we contacted the media, churches)dusss,
schools, etc., informing and preparing them for $hg’s coming. Naturally, as a local boy, | hadny
contacts in the churches and my schedule was fulpeaking engagements. | was invited to speaknat
afternoon Harvest Festival in Zoar, the Presbytedaurch of my youth and Sunday Schoool, and wheye
mother played the piano and is buried. As | giber grave an elderly man approached with thelsy6How
on earth did a rascal like you become a pastor?&r @ucumber sandwiches and hot tea later, | wasduaced
to a young man, home from Madagascar where he sas@ missionary. | discovered he was the sanyof
first sweetheart when | was just ten years old.l @ceived many canings from my headmaster inethaag/s
for writing love letters to Barbara! Later, wheametship was in dock and many ladies came on baard f
women’s meetings, | looked in vain to see if Badbaas among the visitors. However, a couple of dater |



was passed a note from our reception desk whiath, r&ear Chaplain, Just to let you know that yowstf
girlfriend’s present boyfriend came on board today!

A week after Zoar | was to speak at a seniors’ mgedt its sister church, five miles away. Ast isathe front
pew preparing my material the pastor came withldarly lady and asked if she could sit by me aslIiDis

our oldest member and needs to sit in the frohe™. | asked if she was comfortable and thenasked me
who | was. When | told her, she remarked, “O, god | are related!” | discovered that Dolly Halleas my
mother’s cousin and used to live next door in Rayiwerrace, Peterston-super-Ely, the place of mihers
childhood. In fact | had turned my car around &n triveway that very afternoon as | drove arouretaunts

of my youth and had been to see my grandparerd’shoie. | promised to visit her next noonday, ding
Anne with me. We were met by Dolly and her two glaters Dorothy and Thelma who, upon seeing me,
exclaimed “Oh, you're a Lovelock all right!” Thehen told me such wonderful stories of my motheraas
young girl, stories | had never known before. Thaypembered their sorrow at her dying when “sutdvaly
young woman”. | told them of the ship coming wotweeks time and added that George Thomas, Lord
Tonypandy, former speaker of the House of Commawkane of the most renowned men in Welsh history,
would be our guest one day on board ship. “Ohkm@av George well,” said the sisters, “He used tmedo
Railway Terrace to visit his sister who lived he&e’ve been to his home many times.”

On the day appointed, Lord Tonypandy came and dpenhours or so with some of our leadership, stgpof

his own faith in the Lord and encouraging us in work. Later, as | led him down the gangplank bckis

car, | asked what he remembered of Dolly Hallett her daughters. His memories were rich but theeadked
how | knew them. 1 told him that Dolly was my metls cousin and that they had lived next door iteRon.
When he heard that my mother was Ethel, he shautedEthel! Are you Ethel's boy?” Evidently, hea had

a very warm memory of the youngest girl in ‘thagefamily’. (My mother was the youngest of thimge On

the way back up the gangplank | realized that haldvbave been the same age as my mum - maybe she wa
his first sweetheart! | wonder if he received maawgings for writing love letters?

It was so good to touch these roots and to recigh warm comments about mum.



