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Thank you Jesus!
!
Demolition to Construction!
“Thank you so much for allowing me to share a small part
of my journey with you. I truly, truly, thank God daily, for
making His Son Jesus so very real to me and changing the
course of my destructive life forever”.
John Affleck

Some people are naturally loving towards each other, I am not
at all that way inclined. I can honestly say, that if Jesus hadn’t
of intervened in my life, I very much doubt if I would be sharing
the love with anyone, least of all a group of strangers in prison.
I can say with 100% confidence, that I wouldn’t be part of
sharing the love in in the Prison Letter Writing Ministry, if
Jesus hadn’t of intervened in my life on 15th January 1993.
The struggles that I have had in life, before expanding the
prison letter ministry after the corona virus in 2020, pale into
relative insignificance, when compared to the challenges and
mental struggles that far too many young prisoners have
today.

www.Mission316.com/PrisonLetters

♥ Sharing the love in prisons ♥
Maniac to Missionary
My dad was a policeman in London England, but because of his
alcohol abuse, he was kicked out of the police force and we lost
our family home.
My mother took up with a man named George, who would soon
become my stepfather. George, was an insecure man, who was
jealous of my mother’s love for me. This resulted in me being
separated from my mother, as I was sent to a children’s home.
AGE TEN I was serial raped by the warden of the Green Field
House children’s home in Maidenhead Berkshire.
AGE ELEVEN the warden decided to rent me out to his
paedophile mates who regularly visited the children’s home.
AGE TWELVE I went home to live with my mum and stepfather
whom I hated, as I blamed him for what happened to me. I hated
all male authority figures and I had five fights with male teachers
in the first nine months at my new school.
AGE THIRTEEN I started to drink alcohol and sniff glue. I was
lost, as other kids stopped wetting the bed I started. I recently read
the social service report about me. One of the social workers said;
“When I asked John how he saw the future, he said that he wanted
to live alone in a tent in a field.” Another social worker said; “If
there was any spark in John that could be rekindled, it was worth
trying.”
AGE FOURTEEN whilst only semiliterate, I was expelled from
school. I was being threatened by the 6’5” woodwork teacher
concerning my behaviour; so I bludgeoned him with a lump of
4x2. The headmaster told my mother;
“Your son is useless; his life will never amount to anything he will
probably end up sleeping in a ditch.”
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After 30 years of religious turmoil, conflict and confusion, I
have at long last come to the conclusion, that the Christian life
is very simple to live.
Regardless of the brand of Christianity you have been exposed
to, with all of the religious nonsense, rules and hypocrisy;
1. Love God.
2. Love God by loving your neighbour.
3. If you fail on either, ask for forgiveness and start afresh.
If you do the above, you will have fulfilled all of the necessary
requirements, to live a highly successful Christian life……

AGE FIFTEEN whilst drinking in a pub, I was threatened
with violence by a man in his thirties. My response was to
break a pint bottle over this man’s head, then stab him in the
face with the jagged end of the bottle. I had previously vowed
that nobody, would ever hurt me again.
AGE SIXTEEN I was locked up in a jail cell with a man
who had murdered his wife. I recall asking myself, “I am
sixteen years old, what have I done to be locked up with a
murderer?”
AGE SEVENTEEN I was doing six months to two years
borstal training, for beating up a homosexual who had
approached me in Brighton.
AGE EIGHTEEN I was locked up, accused of nineteen
attempted murders after an arson attack on a bail hostel near
Lewisham South London.
AGE TWENTY-TWO I had already been in ten prisons
serving four prison sentences for violence. In nine of the ten
prisons, I was locked up in solitary confinement and either
chained up or in a strait jacket for violent behaviour.
I wasn’t a gangster or a master criminal; I was just a kid whose
life got messed up by sick adults. I worked on building sites
during the day, where I would run with three wet concrete
blocks on my shoulder, whilst the other labourers would only
carry one wet concrete block. I was fit, I was strong, and on a
mission, to demolish anyone that challenged me.
My whole life was based on the fear of being hurt again and
with alcohol in me, I could easily explode. I knew that if I
didn’t stop drinking alcohol, I would probably spend a large
part of the rest of my life in prison. The problem was, when I
did eventually stop drinking; I was left with all the anger and
rage, because of what happened to me in the children’s home.
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AGE TWENTY-FIVE I got a job as a salesman and
channelled all my aggression into being number one. I had no
self-esteem whatsoever, but I now had an opportunity to prove
that I wasn’t a worthless piece of shit. I joined the company
halfway through a sales competition to go to Hong Kong. I
won the competition easily and overnight from a salesforce of
over two hundred, I became the undisputed top salesman!
In my first year in sales I moved from a council bedsit, to a
detached house close to Ascot racecourse. I recruited twenty
salesmen that worked directly for me, had my first holiday
abroad in Hong Kong and China and purchased my first Rolls
Royce. A year to the day of starting in sales, I purchased a
Ferrari 308 GTS. I also had a Lotus, a Bentley, three more
Rolls Royce’s and other exotic cars, but I had no purpose in
life, I was a lost soul with no direction whatsoever.
Before the age of thirty, I was involved in no less than
eighteen car crashes. Seventeen were alcohol related and two
were road rage, where I just knocked people off of the road,
much in the same way you do when you drive bumper cars at
a fairground!
On one occasion, whilst drunk, I drove my Ferrari at over 100
mph up the M4 motorway near London, in the wrong direction
towards oncoming traffic! Because of what happened to me in
the children’s home, I had few boundaries with even less after
I had consumed alcohol.
I thought I was good at relationships because I had lots of them!

I didn’t know how to love, so I just had numerous sexual
encounters with girls, without any intimacy, warmth or
relationship, none of these flings lasted for any length of time.
I didn’t know how to have relationships, so I took hostages!

I didn’t know how to behave appropriately in a love
relationship. However, I did have two children with my then
girlfriend, but I was just like my dad and alcohol ruined
everything.
AGE TWENTY-NINE I got sent back to prison and lost
everything. How I didn’t kill anyone or be killed during this
time of chaotic madness in my life, was pure luck!
AGE THIRTY After being released from prison, I tried to
rebuild my life in Spain and Portugal. But during a time of
violence, I was stabbed and my main arteries were severed.
The Spanish police told me; “If it wasn’t for the two Roman
Catholic nuns that helped you, you would have bled to death”.
Due to alcohol dependency, I was nearing a point in my life
when I would be emotionally, spiritually and financially
bankrupt. I was finding it difficult to cope with basic everyday
life. I was even afraid to open the mail, which I would hide,
so it was out of sight out of mind!
AGE THIRTY-FIVE after yet another relationship break-up,
my mental health was deteriorating rapidly. I was getting very
close to my rock bottom, drowning in alcohol and smoking up
to sixty cigarettes a day to help calm my nerves.
On the 15th January 1993 I called out to God with the
following thought; “To hell with it I will give my life to J.” I
just got the J of Jesus out, and in that split atom of time, God
met me, saved me, and loved me. It was then that I realised,
all I ever wanted in life was to be accepted and loved. I cried
daily for about two weeks, as everything was a new revelation.
I became part of a small church but after about nine months, I
became disturbed at how the religious gestapo used the Bible
to control people. I had been up that route in the children’s
home and 100% I wasn’t up for any more of that nonsense.
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If it hadn’t been for an elderly couple called John & Gwen
who loved me and my children at their dinner table for the
next five years, I would have turned my back on the nonsense
many know as Christianity. Man will reject religion and
religious formulas but man will never reject unconditional
love? Love Wins!!!
All I did for the next five years was read and try to learn the
Bible, but being only semi-literate, I found the Bible difficult
to understand. So I would learn the stories from children’s
picture Bibles. After a while I started to join the stories
together, until twelve years later, I knew the whole Bible as
just one story.
In 2007 to help other people learn the Bible, I made a film
called “The Glory Story” which is the Bible as one story Genesis
to Revelation on two DVD’s the Old & New Testaments.
Today, The Glory Story has been translated by Wycliffe and
many other mission organisations and is used around the
world to teach the Bible story in over 100 languages. You can
find out more here: www.TheGloryStory.com
In 2010 my autobiography resulted in one of the paedophiles
standing trial for raping eight boys from the children’s home.
This paedophile was a very wealthy name at Lloyds of
London. He was also a “Christian” church leader in
Maidenhead for over 30 years. It is a well-documented fact,
that after Maidenhead council (a public body) had paid out
over £1,000,000 in legal fees and compensation to over twelve
of his rape victims, instead of giving the file to the police to
assist with a criminal investigation, the council amazingly
decided to enter a secret agreement with the same man whose
rape victims they had previously compensated.
After offering no defence whatsoever other than a denial, this
paedophile was found not guilty after a six-week trial. This
was a very grave miscarriage of justice; I was so upset and
emotionally disturbed, that I took the law into my own hands
and poured a bottle of petrol over the paedophile in Reading
Crown Court, in front of the judge and barristers, with a view
to lighting him up if he didn’t confess. I was sent to prison for
a year for contempt of court.
After leaving prison I started the Prison Letter Ministry, it was
then that I started to blossom and flourish as a person. I had
unknowingly broken the psychological and emotional
stronghold this abuser had had over me all of my life. You can
read the full story at; www.TheNobbler.com
“80% of the people I knocked about with as a young man
are dead and not one of them died from natural causes!”

In 2016 I invented a diy kit that removes condensation from
failed double-glazed units. Today that kit is sold in numerous
countries around the world. www.Condensation2Clear.com
In 2020 I have great relationships with both of my grown-up
children, who much to my amazement tell their friends I was
a good dad bringing them up. I also run a small business that
creates a living for six people. www.ChoiceFascias.co.uk
My wife Cynthia, runs a nursing home in London and together
we attend a local church. Cynthia and I started a mission to
street kids in jail in Manilla, every week on a Tuesday the
inmates receive a package of toiletries. www.EndPagPagNow.com
After 30 years of observing and struggling with the many
negative aspects of Christendom, with all of its conflicting
rules regulations and ideologies from the 1,000’s of different
cults sects and denominations that all claim to; “KNOW THE
TRUTH!”
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