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I was raised in Michigan, and got into drugs as a teen. I played rock music and eventually got into the occult. I was seeking for God with all my being, but not looking to the bible because I was raised in a church and didn't find him there. 


I wanted to find God so badly that I gave away all my possessions and wandered the streets fasting, meditating and reading any spiritual literature I could find. I would read a new age book and toss it aside knowing it was bunk. I was on a mission to find God, and I believed in Jesus, but I was totally confused by many philosophies. 


My life was such a shambles that the best thing for me was jail, and that's where I ended up soon after. I was 20 years old.


I was born again at the age of 21 in a Michigan jail after 4 years of sex, drugs and rock-n-roll. There were no ministers around; God just convicted me and I had a revelation of Christ and repented. I had been raised in a Lutheran home and knew a lot of "bible stories" but the moment I was born again it made sense for the first time. I began reading the jail cell bible and understood what I read fairly well.


I immediately began telling every cellmate my experience and that Christ was the answer to the universal questions we all seek for. 2 guys told me to stop reading the bible and talking about God. I said I could not do that but I wouldn't bother them. The thing they hated most was that I was reading the bible.


They started taking my food at meal times. I had enough to eat, but they started with desert, then since I didn't obey them, they took more food. Since I still wouldn't stop reading the bible, one day 2 guys grabbed me, and a 3rd lit my shirt on fire. They let go and  the plastic material burnt quite quickly. I patted it out and went to the sink and calmly put water on it. I told them "That was really immature." or some such rebuke. 


I did not feel any pain; it was like I was just acting in a play. They were astounded that I didn't jump around yelling or something. In jail when you get beat up, since "snitches" get beat up everywhere they go, you are to say "I slipped in the shower" if a turnkey asks you why you are bruised, etc. When the deputies asked what happened to me I said "I slipped in the shower." They got the message, adn there was an inquiry where all the cell members were interogated, and the 3 perpetrators were removed from the cell. Rumor has it the deputies beat the snot out of them in the furnace room; a common practice.


The 3 guys they sent into replace the pyromaniacs were given the Gospel, and within a couple weeks we were having bible studies and singing hymns. The harmonies were pretty good for a bunch of criminals. I had no sense that I was a minister or doing some "work for God" at all. I was so far removed from Churchianity I though I was just being a normal everyday Christian. I was released from jail after 1 year and was clean and sober.


When I got back out into society, I went to churches seeking the kingdom. I had come to the revelation that being a minister of the Gospel was why I was created. I had 4 months of intense study of the New Testament as my only guide to what ministry and church is. I was offered a chance to go to pre-seminary college on a music scholarship and after praying knew I should not go. I could not find a New Testament church in my town, so I hit the road.  


I hitched down South since it was getting to be winter in Ohio where I was living. I preached to the hippies and vagabonds I stayed with on the road. We shared a drink and a smoke and talked of God. I continued studying the Bible; I had a voracious appetite for God's word and puzzled over the mysteries there. I rejoice to this day I didn't have man's teachings. I did go to churches and get teaching, but always studied it out in detail when I got home ( to the woods or off-ramp I was staying at!) to pick out the leaven.


I preached to a lot of folks, but knew something was missing. I went to all kinds of churches and got their doctrines, then went back to the bible to sort it out. It was very confusing. I finally went home to Michigan and settled in a little town, got a job and a life, and went to a Baptist church. they were the only ones who understood, and explained to me scripturally what had happened in jail; I had been born again. they also taught me the Roman's Road method of leading folks to Christ .They gave me Gospel tracts and I was winning souls.


I knew something was missing; I had seen many miracles already in my walk, but no one seemed to believe in miracles at the baptist church except salvation. I got a job cooking at a restaurant owned by Christians, and  as we talked, they said the element I was missing was the baptism of the Holy Ghost. These people were very different, and believed in the miracles and healings in the bible for today.


I was prayed for to receive the Baptism or filling of the Holy Spirit. I accepted it, and began to speak with tongues, but I felt foolish and stopped. Later at a bible study I was led to repent of all my past sins, and demons were cast out (or away from) of me. I studied this tongue thing exhaustively and realised it was true. I have spoken in tongues for 21 years, and it helps immensely when I don't know what to pray for (and even when I do!). This experience raised my understanding of what I read in the bible greatly; as if scales came off the eyes of my understanding.


During this time I was excited about street evangelism with tracts. I tried to get groups of people from my church to go out evangelizing, and had some success. Other times I would just load up my old army coat with tracts and go to a rock concert, stand outside the doors and preach and pass out tracts. I didn't feel like I had to do this out of guilt or whatever; I had fun! This was my Friday nite on the town! Sometimes young people would roll the tracts up and smoke them. Others would eat them! Some people would get real convicted and turn away from the concert, or pray with me for Jesus to come in; what could be more fun?


I met a man nanmed Redge Peiffer who spent his entire time studying the word, praying and preaching on the streets. I had always had a job going part time so I could pay my rent, etc; but Redge felt called to "Full time ministry." We did a lot of preaching together and a bond of friendship was formed. Redge met his wife Jan, and they went off to preach around the country living in a travel trailer. I lost track of them, but thought of them and prayed for them often.


One time I met a guy who went to a "discipleship" church. He said he couldn't talk to me or pass out tracts without asking his "Elder" first. He lived at his Pastor's house and I knew he was in bondage. I went to visit the Pastor. I talked to him, and the guy was a total mind control freak. Something came over me and I got up and chewed his butt; scripturally. I had never rebuked someone like that before; I was like some other guy; I felt a power and authority. The freind left that church. God has had me rebuke other leaders since then also. I do not enjoy it at all; I am a timid person naturally.


I had been a musical prodigy as a child, and now was leading a Christian rock band. We did songs I wrote, which were like teachings and preachings out to music. This is called "CCM" music (Contemporary Christian Music). We were offered a record/tour deal, and this was like the ultimate dream I had always had. I prayed and Jesus clearly said "Do not do it". When I told the band, one other brother, who was a mature Christian with a real loving kind personality, said he knew I heard God right. The others were totally angry, because apart from me they had been going nowhere. The band split up.


The Lord led me to Zion Evangelistsic temple, where I played violin in the worship ministry, wrote over 100 Gospel, Praise and CCM songs, led worship and did street evangelism. now my ministry included praying for healing and for people to be filled with the Holy Ghost. I received much balanced teaching from Pastor Leonard Gardner as wella s visiting ministers. I learned how to be a worshipper, and lead worship, and much about worship in the scriptures. I was there 2 years. I also did some prophesying and began to learn the power gifts.


Next God led me for 1 year to the inner city of Detroit. I worked in a C.O.G.I.C. Pentecostal Church / street mission reaching out to the 'hood. I was the only white guy for 5 miles in any direction. I played the organ and learned a lot of Black Gospel style music. I preached, taught and evangelised. We also cast out demons. I learned a lot here.


 I once went out in the 'hood and was met by a gang of 5 black men. They asked me for a dollar, and i said "You don't need a dollar, you need Jesus." They said "We are Black Muslims; we believe Allah is coming back and we're going to take over and kill all you whiteys". I knew I was confronting demons, so I said " Hey, I'm only white on the outside, if you and I were skinned alive we would all be blood red. What I am saying is we can all get along if we realise Jesus shed his blood for our sins on the cross." I kept talking about the blood of Jesus. Then one guy said, "Hey I agree with this guy, my mama taught me the same thing" then a couple other guys agreed with me, and the group was divided and broke apart.


The Lord then gave me a dream and told me to go to the "Eagle's Nest" I asked the Elders I was staying with what it meant, and they said it is a church led by Gary Greenwald in California. They showed me a show on TBN and I heard the man preach. He was anointed and had miracles and healings in his ministry. I asked the Lord to confirm this direction  by giving me a motorcycle.  A man gave me a motorcycle, and off I went. 


A week and a sore butt later I pulled into the Eagle's Nest, walked into the office and said "I'm Matt Pittaway, God sent me here; I just rode my motorcycle in from Michigan". I got right into this very active ministry and did all kinds of worship, evangelism, deliverance and counseling. I went to a bible college at the church led by the prophet Mel Kunau. He taught us the intricacies of prophetic utterances, ministry, words of knowledge and wisdom, intercession , etc; he is a great bible scholar and teacher. He let us exercise the gifts in class which was very helpful.


I went here for a couple years, and met a young man named Timothy Lavalle. He was a new Christian and called to be a Prophet. We did a lot of street evangelism, home bible studies and ministry together. We are close freinds to this day. It was Tim and others who helped me recognise my calling. 


I met a man of God named Val Fabre who taught me the building trades of Rough and finish carpentry and drywall. I got into remodeling and could make a very good income.


I moved back home to Michigan to care for my father who was dying of cancer. I prayed hard for him, and was given the word that he needed to firgive others from his heart. He said he did, but when we talked more deeply he would get angry and I knew he just could not understand true deep forgiveness and healing. He died as a believer and is with the lord; I have had visions of him with Jesus.


I met my wife shortly thereafter, and we were married. A couple months after we were married I was wakened 3 times in the middle of the night by the Lord saying "Crestline, California". The 3rd time I said, "Alright Lord, I'll go, can I go back to sleep now?" The next day we called information and found the city of Crestline, Ca. We contacted a church there and packed up and moved to Cal.


There are so many things I have not told; these are just highlights. I will try and condense it from here on. Much of the next 7 years or so was a time of building stability in my life with a family. As children came, I had to provide more.


Our first child Heidi was born in 1988. We were at a church in Crestline, Ca, and the Lord gave me a prophecy and told me to write it down and give it to the Pastor. It was several things about 5-fold ministry and church government that I knew were in the Bible, but didn't understand fully. The Pastor read the word and kind of chuckled as if I was a young whippersnapper who needed to just be quiet. 


I was close friends with an elder at this church, who bore witness with the word, saying the Pastor was off base. God began to tell us he was pulling us out. I learned my Prophet friend Tim had been going to a church led by an Aposlte just over the mountain from where we lived in the "High Desert" (they called it the 'butt-side of the desert') in California, North of LA. I had wanted to go there, but was waiting on God for confirmation. 


God sent a Prophet to the church we were at (where the  pastor had rejected the word I gave). The Pastor gave a great introduction about this man of God etc. The man pointed to Mary and I and said "God is moving you out of here now!" So we were released and moved to Palmdale, Ca. It is sad when God's leaders can't humble themselves to the Prophetic in the mouths of younger men and women. Eli should have listened to Samuel; Saul shoud have listened to Stephen. I hope I listen to the word of God even when it come from the mouths of a child! 


We spent A couple good years there learning good teaching on the Prophetic and now the ministry of Apostle. We met a bunch of good people who were Prophetic ministers, and went on a trip to visit an old Apostle in Washington, Royal Cronquist. This was a grand experience. When we got there I had been having some car trouble. I never met Royal the Apostle, and my experience with Eagle's Nest and TV ministries had been the top guy lives like royalty and you almost never get a meeting with him.


I had some car trouble driving up to Washington, so as soon as we arrived I climbed under my car and was looking at it. An old brother whom I had not met before climbed under the car with me and was helping me out. As we talked about car stuff, I introduced mydelf. He said "How do you do, I'm Royal Cronquist!!" This man was so approachable and humble; he acted like a normal guy! What a revelation to spend time with a true Apostle. 


This man had planted God only knows how many churches over the years,and some were very large, yet here he was under my car! The service at Royal's church was closer to any New Testament order than I'd yet seen. It was just a nice homespun warm place, but most of the people there had a vision or word for us from God which were very encouraging and right on the nose!


In 1990 God led us to go to Portland, Oregon. I built a good remodeling business and we had Joshua, our 1st boy. We didn't do a lot of ministry, just family life, but we did some. We joined a United Methodist church and learned some good historical stuff about the church in the early US. We ministered a little, but mostly were in a kind of retreat mode.


When Joshua was 1 year old, God told us to buy a motorhome and tour the US singing my Gospel sings and ministering. So we did. I traded in my carpenter's van on a beat up old motorhome, and I did about 2 weeks of repairs getting it road worthy. It was a '73 Dodge 24' with a 383 c.i. engine; man did it haul up those mountains!


We did fine and about 50 miles short of the Atlantic Ocean outside Virginia Beach, we ran out of gas and money. At each exit I felt the lord say, "No, go on". We pulled into CBN "700 club"; we had gone 50 miles with no gas! The Lord kept us going, but it was very hard, as our motorhome only got 6 miles to the gallon. Some folks say "If the Lord guides, He provides". I say "Amen, but if His people harden their hearts and don't help the sojourner, He can't provide as He wants to; we are his hands".


During the trip, and especially the trip back with no money, God began to speak to my heart of the backslidden condition of the church in the US. We saw many signs and God provided, but God's people were for the most part lukewarm and totally unconcerned about the kingdom of God. There were refreshing pools where we found remnant believers filled with His love and Spirit. 


We went south, then west from Florida. Most churches were not open to letting us sing at any services. Some let us sing at a men's breakfast or such. We were affiliated with a denomination, and often they would give us gas money and a meal, and say something like; "sorry, we need 2 months notice to plan our music schedule." I learned a lot of lessons, and sought where I was wrong in this also.


On the way back west we stopped at Last Days Ministries, founded by the late Keith Green in Texas. This is now a Youth With A Mission (YWAM) base for missions. It is a 500 acre camp and ministry. We were blessed for 3 heavenly days experiencing the kingdom of God in action. I was given a prophecy which blessed the leaders as (unknown to us) they were wrestling with a major decision concerning new direction for the ministry. My wife was thrilled to meet (me too!) Melody Green Seivert who thanked us for the word.


We left here and God began to speak to me about my true calling and what I would be doing in ministry with my life. He began to take me into the word and show me David's tabernacle of worship and He contrasted it with the "Christian" music industry. When we got home to Oregon he took me to the library and hd me study the music business. He also led me to take computer courses, and study the internet which was a new thing then (1993).


We returned to Portland and I got a job selling Animated videos of Bible and History heroes. God led us to a church in Portland called "New Beginnings" This church was led by a man, Larry Huch, who had a revelation on the victorious life. This teaching was somewhat imbalanced as we saw it being lived by the leaders there. They were trying to be a TV ministry, and were making a lot of money off of poor people. In retrospect there was quite a bit of hype and selling of the Gospel in the church. I believe Larry Huch is an anointed minister and hope he has matured in these areas. The Lord is not going to wink at these practices any longer. We did get a lot of encouragement and teaching on prosperity which we needed at the time.


The Lord then moved us directly across the Columbia River to Vancouver Washington. Here he put us in a little Pentecostal Holiness church with a fiery minister who was I believe a Prophet/Evangelist. This man had a deliverance ministry, and I learned a lot about deliverance. He had a lot of important things to teach me here. 


Next we were led to The Vineyard of Vancouver. I got a job working with the brothers there in construction. We have always lived humbly but I have always worked with my hands to support my family. I can honestly say there was one time in 1988 when I had a large savings account when I turned down a job I feel I should have taken, other than that I have worked enough to pay our bills whenever I could, but we have lived a humble life. 


This Vineyard was in the midst of the revival that came through the Airport Vineyard of Toronto. It was a good time. We had our 3rd child, Justin, while at this church in 1995. 


The day we went to the hospital to deliver Justin, we had no idea anything was wrong. As justin came into the world, God spoke clearly to my heart "Like Jesus told the disciples, this was done so that God would be glorified, then he healed the man."Justin was born with a severe heart defect, and the doctors told us without major surgery he would die in 1-3 weeks. We prayed and got everyone we knew praying. 


I studied the scripture God had referred to at Justin's delivery, and found it was a man who was born blind; a birth defect. The disciples had asked Jesus "Who sinned, this man or his parents that he was born blind?" Half the question is comicly stupid; he couldn't have sinned before he was born! The other half points to the parents, and Jesus said it was not their sin. This scripture we hung onto believing for Justin to live as a miracle baby for God's glory.


The hospital he was at was pushing to do a reconstructive surgery implanting a plastic valve. As Justin's heart grew, he would have to have a new valve put in every 2-3years. He was given a 50% chance to live or less.


We knew this was not the course to take. We spent 6 agonizing days being pressured by doctors to do this surgery. I was crying out for a miracle, or some answer. I was in a office on the floor where Justin was at the Hospital, and a nurse walked in and asked "You look distressed, can I help you?" To this day I suspect she was an angel . I told her our situation, and she said, "Why don't you take him to Loma Linda University Medical Center for a transplant? They have over 80% success rates and have done over 100 baby heart transplants!" 


As a testimony to my wife's sensitivity to the Spirit of God, I should mention that she spent the month before Justin's birth packing everything we had into boxes. We did not know that Justin had a heart defect of any kind, and it made no sense to me, but I know Mary hears from God.


 We had Justin and his mom life flighted to Loma Linda University. I packed what remained of our stuff into a U-haul van which the company donated free of charge for our move. I was to learn that the American people are often more kind hearted than the church people. The day we left was a Sunday, and after church I tried to get someone to help me pack the truck. They were all busy doing something or the other. My neighbors saw me and offered their help. Heidi, Josh and I drove all day and night to Southern California in the U-haul and met Mary at LLUMC.


We were invited to stay at an elderly Christian lady's home in Loma Linda. That night I got a call from the TV news, they wanted to interview us in 15 minutes. We borrowed 'grandma's' car and met the reporter and cameraman in front of the hospital. The reporter, Hal Eisner from channel 13 news in LA told us there was another baby born the same day as Justin and he was inline 1 day ahead of Justin for a donor heart. Since baby hearts are only donated about every 4-6 weeks, and they only have 2 weeks left to live, we are calling this "2 babies competing for a heart', so get ready to tell us how this makes you feel since your son is 2nd in line". We're on live in 5 minutes.


So he was saying; "Your son won't get a heart, and will die, get ready to tell us how you feel in front of millions of people all over L.A.". Normally this would dash your hopes to despair, but God's grace was so strong we looked at each other and laughed! When the camera's rolled and he asked us that pointed question we spoke boldly; "Hal, We are Christians, and we would say, give the heart to the other baby. We believe Justin will live because God will give him a new heart, but even if he died we would meet him in heaven, so we can't lose!"


Hal was so taken aback by our answer he asked us after the interview if we really meant it. We assured him we did! The next day there were more news stations meeting us at the hospital to get a scoop on the crazy christians! They followed us around for 2 weeks as Justin's life slowly slipped away. Thay also interviewed the other couple who were first in line, and they were nice christian people also who had a baby Matthew who needed a heart to live.


When the babies were 3 weeks old to the day, a heart was donated that was a perfect match for Matthew, and he was successfully transplanted. There was a news confrence with all 5 major LA TV stations, and after Matthew's parents thanked the doctors and God, we were asked in. I stood in front of the cameras with a picture of Justin next to a larger painting of Jesus. We asked for prayer and said "God will give Justin a heart." This was a stand of faith alone now.


The doctor's told us Justin was being kept alive only by life support, and we should prepare for the worst. We shut ourselves into our apartment and held a prayer vigil, inviting anyone who wished to come. Only 3 womne came, but we had a good time of prayer all day. We felt we needed to give Justin, who's middle name is Isaac, onto the altar of God. 


4 days after Baby Matthew got his heart, We got a call. A couple in San Fransisco had lost a baby, and seen our story on TV. They knew the blood type was a match, and this had motivated the mother to sign over her baby's organs for other babies to use, knowing Justin would get the heart. This is very rare; donors and recipients usually are kept secret by the wish of the donors, laws etc. I still get choked up when I tell this part.


We met the surgeon at Justin's little life support bed, and he prayed with us "God help me do this surgery in Jesus name so Justin may live and be healthy." He was a Christian! Justin was taken to surgery, and his body was cooled down; refrigerated so his organ's would not begin to decay. He was literally killed, his heart cut out and a new heart put in. Then he was given CPR and raised from the dead! The surgery took a total of 6 hours, and Justin was dead for 55 minutes.


The news reporters interviewed us and we rejoiced that we could say God is alive and working today! We testified so much they couldn't edit it out! 


What followed was a long slow recuperation period in which God allowed our flesh to be crucified. God did one miracle of healing on Justin's airways; he also had bronchial/ trachela malaysia, but was able to breathe without a respirator much sooner than the doctor's thought. However he had to be put on a trache tube, and we had to care for him 24 hours a day in our home for about 14 months. 


Justin has been in and out of hospitals for 4 years, but is happy and healthy today. God humbled us many times and purged much dross out of us through this little boy. Watching your child suffer is a trial of faith I hope you never have to endure, but it has brought much fruit to our lives. 


These last 4 years have been mostly spent parenting and caring for Justin, trying to get him to stay healthy. An organ transplant patient has to take strong immune suppressing drugs which make the patient susceptible to colds, flu etc. Justin has battle with is weak lungs, and has had pnemonia 5 times this year already, and it is just August. God raised him up every time, but it is emotionally, physically and financially draining. We die daily.


God once asked us in a time of worship before justin was born; "You must be purified with fire if you are to fulfil the ministry I have given you. Do you want to go through a slow baking, or a quick fire?" we answered a quick fire, and we got it. I hate to think how long the slow bake would have taken now that we're through! I am sure there is more dross yet that must be cleaned out;"Not that I've attained or am already perfect, but I follow after if that I may apprehend that for which I am also apprehended of Christ Jesus." Paul said in Phillipians 3:12.


During the time since Justin was born, God has continued to build in me a vision for a music business that will be run according to His Kingdom principles. We are very excited and not a little scared. We have to live by faith and obey God daily, even though we have a very fragile child who requires a stable environment.

Sincerely,


Matthew William Pittaway


matthewwp@msn.com

