
A tale from Soul Survivor (by Jenny Howard):

I first went to Soul Survivor when I was 17 with a 
group of friends from my school's Christian Union. 
I had enormous fun and also leaned what was 
possibly the most important lesson I have ever 
needed to learn. 

We went to seminars on reading the bible, praying 
for others, how to write worship music, what it 
means to love your neighbour and many more. We 
found a thoroughly funky blues band to dance to 
every evening. We mastered the art of getting to the 
showers before the hot water ran out. We all bought 
the same brand of Fair Trade beanie hat. We danced, 
jumped and sang every morning and evening in the Big Top. I don't think I slept very much.

It was during a talk by Mike Pilavachi (the main leader of Soul Survivor) in an evening Big Top 
meeting, that I learned my lesson. 

He told a story about a house-group meeting where a young baby was being passed around – a 
young baby with a rather full nappy. Everyone was delighted to have a cuddle, but then their noses 
would wrinkle, the baby held at arms length and quickly passed on to the next unsuspecting 
admirer. And so it went on round the circle, until baby reached its mother. Mother noticed the nappy 
immediately but, rather than wrinkling her nose, she held it in close, and quietly slipped out to 
change the nappy. Mike's message from this was that God is not like one of the friends, who only 
want the baby when it's clean and happy. He is like the mother. He holds us in close no matter what 
state we're in, because he loves us, his creations, unconditionally. In explaining this Mike Pilavachi 
used the statement, "I used to think that God loved everyone else, and only tolerated me". This 
stumped me as, I realised, that was just what I thought, and we couldn’t both be right.

Somewhere along my Christian journey I'd picked up the idea that God didn't love me very much. 
Like a teacher of an annoying, over eager pupil - he tolerated me. Oddly I was content with this and 
still quite happy to give God my life and my praises. I also completely accepted the fact that God 
deeply loved everyone else, so much so that he'd given up his son for them. The fact that I also 
gained forgiveness by Jesus' sacrifice was a side product: the invite had been a general one, so I'd 
been able to slip in with the others. But it wasn't me who Jesus had been thinking of on the way to 
the cross. 

I'd never really analysed or questioned this idea of mine, or thought much about it. After the talk 
there was a call for prayer. I didn't go up to the front (far too nervous a teen for that) but I asked my 
friends to pray for me. God held up my idea in front of me, and showed me I was wrong. He made 
it very clear and obvious that a) he loved me, and b) it was vital I accept this. It is a surprisingly 
hard lesson to learn - to admit and accept to be loved. Yet now I don't know how I could ever have 
managed without knowing, for sure and certain, that I am loved by the creator of the world, along 
with everybody else.

If you or anyone you know would like to come to the Soul Survivor festival it's not too late to 
register. For any questions and to get registrations forms email chapaq.youth@gmail.com. To find 
out more on the festival go to soulsurvivor.com/summer, and to see previous years programmes go 
to soulsurvivor.com/summer/weeks-bc/bc-programme  .  

http://soulsurvivor.com/summer/weeks-bc/bc-programme
http://soulsurvivor.com/summer
mailto:chapaq.youth@gmail.com

