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Acts 14:27 (ESV)
And when they arrived and gathered the church 
together, they declared all that God had done 
with them, and how He had opened a door of 
faith to the Gentiles.

When Paul and Barnabas returned from their 
ministry tour (what is commonly called their first 
missionary journey) they reported to the church 
all that the Lord had done. They testified of God’s 
goodness. It is important for us to tell others 
how the Lord has blessed us and used us to bless 
others.

So here, in a few words, is my story.

As a university student I found myself searching 
for answers. I knew the Lord, having been born 
again at a young age in Sunday school. But in my 
heart, I was dissatisfied. I felt so inadequate and 
powerless to serve God.

This quest led me to attend a small campus 
prayer meeting where I was baptized with the 
Holy Spirit, just as in Acts 2. This was a major 

turning point in my life. Being filled with the Spirit 
changes everything!

As a result of this experience, I had a new hunger 
for the things of God. I began to read the Bible as
never before. In fact, by my final year in college 
I was spending more time in God’s Word than in 
my academic studies —yet my grades were better 
than the previous years.

I began listening to faith-building teaching 
programs on the local Christian radio station, 
especially Kenneth Hagin. Those were precious 
days as around that same time, God began to 
deal with me about serving him in full time 
ministry and then, I came across

Jeremiah 1:5
Before I formed you in the womb I knew you, 
and before you were born I consecrated you; I 
appointed you a prophet to the nations. 

The Lord seemed to speak to me through this 
verse, telling me that he also chose me to work 
for him. He confirmed it in other ways as well.
Then the Lord led me to attend Rhema Bible Training 
College, the school founded by Kenneth Hagin.

Going to Rhema was a big step for me, since the 
school was located halfway across the United 
States from my home. And I didn’t know a living 
soul there. Everyone I spoke to about it, asked
“Why are you going there?” They couldn’t 
understand it. But it was God’s plan for me, and 
so I went.
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Before the Bible School began, I met a young 
man from India who lived in the building next to 
where I was staying. We immediately struck up 
a friendship. I had no idea at the time that this 
young man would have a profound influence on 
my life. 

As I pummeled him with questions about India 
(I had always been curious about foreign coun-
tries and faraway places) he said to me, “John, 
one day you will visit India.” I wasn’t so sure 
about that, but as it turned out, he was right!

Interestingly, once I attended a meeting for 
singles on the Rhema campus. The guest speaker, 
in the course of his message, looked right at me 
and said, “You may have to go to India to meet 
your wife.”

After I graduated in 1987, I took a couple of short 
term mission trips, first to Haiti and then to 
Eastern Europe. After that, the Lord whispered in 
my heart, “Now is the time to go to India.”

I wrote to my friend (we had no internet or email 
in those days) he responded enthusiastically. 
He promised to arrange meetings for me if I 
came. I was so glad to see his face as I exited the 
airport in Calcutta, for once again, I did not know 
a living soul in that place —except him. 
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I stayed in the compound of a Baptist Bible 
College where my friend worked as an
administrator. 

My first night in the country, some students asked 
if I would accompany them on guitar as they sang 
during an open-air gospel meeting. Unknown to 
me, in the crowd was a young lady from 
Nagaland. When she saw me on the platform 
she prayed, “God, give him to me!” 
(While I don’t recommend praying that way, in 
her case, it worked out.)

The next morning, several students prepared 
lunch for us. As I emerged from my room and 
peeked into the sitting area, I happened to see 
the same young lady from Nagaland carrying a 
large bowl of soup into the kitchen. Later, when I 
asked my friend who this girl was, his eyes lit up 
and he said, “Her name is Zhepitoli Vikuho 
Zhimomi.” After a few days he introduced me to 
her.

 

Zhepitoli, 1990  Calcutta

John Roughton during the early years



I worked, Zhepi stayed home, and soon our 
precious daughter Victoria was born. But during 
this time the Lord began to deal with me about 
returning to India, especially Nagaland.
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Though my friend had promised to arrange my 
preaching schedule, in reality, he had done 
almost nothing. Alone in my room, I prayed,
“Lord you’ll have to open the doors, I cannot.” 
That afternoon a local pastor came to meet me. 
Over the next few weeks he took me all over 
Calcutta. I preached in homes and in churches. 
It was quite an experience. I had planned to stay 
for one month, but ended up staying for almost 
three months.
                              
After I returned to America, Zhepitoli and I 
corresponded —nothing romantic, just friendly 
letters. But a year later I decided to return to 
India, not only to continue the ministry, but also 
to see her! I timed my visit to coincide with her 
graduation. At the reception line, I shook hands 
with each student, the last being Zhepitoli. She 
shyly said, “Thanks for coming.” That was it— 
That’s all she said. And the next day she returned 
to Nagaland!

I thought to myself, “That was a long way to fly 
for a handshake.” But two weeks later she 
returned to Calcutta and we were able to get 
acquainted. To make a long story short, I 
proposed, and she accepted.

 
When she arrived at the airport in Virginia, she 
was relieved to see my face at the gate, for she 
did not know a living soul there — except me. We 
were married in America and settled in Virginia.

I was working for a Christian ministry at the time 
when, one fine day, I was suddenly laid off due to 
budget cuts. My boss said to me, rather 
apologetically, “You’ve always talked about going 
to Nagaland, maybe this is God’s timing for you.” 
I thought, “How can I go? I don’t have any money 
and now I don’t even have a job!”

But it was indeed God’s timing. And within six 
months Zhepi and I, along with Victoria boarded 
the flight for India.

Getting to Nagaland was not easy. Outsiders were 
discouraged from going there. A special permit 
from the Central Government was required. It 
took persistence and patience, but eventually, 
with permit in hand, we flew to Nagaland.

 Zhepi and Tori in Naga Sumi traditional attire

Portrait of John and Zhepi’s Wedding Day
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“This is the place I have prepared for you!”

I began preaching from the first week of my 
arrival in Nagaland. I guess some people were 
curious to  see me. But in the fall of that same 
year the Lord spoke again, “I want you to start a  
church.” I said, “That’s a terrible idea.” I knew 
that pastoring was a long term commitment. I 
tried to convince God that he was wrong, but to 
no avail. Finally, I  surrendered and submitted.

I thought if the Lord spoke directly to me about 
this, if this was his divine purpose for my life, 
surely, it would be the easiest thing in the world 
to do. I was wrong. The first service only eight 
people attended. The fledgling church grew at 
a snail’s pace. On a Wednesday night only one 
person showed up — and I think he came by 
accident. We were meeting in a rented room at 
a shopping arcade and I think he walked in by 
mistake.

As I was driving home that Wednesday night I 
said to the Lord, “I’m wasting my time!” I only 
heard two small words inside: Be faithful.There 
were many times I wanted to quit. There were
many opportunities to be discouraged. Those 
were difficult times. 

We landed in Dimapur on February 1, 1994. 
Friends and family met us at the airport and 
whisked us away to a small guest house. When 
I stepped inside the room, I saw what appeared 
to be about forty Nagas, all in traditional attires, 
waiting for me. 

They looked astonished when they saw me. 
Foreigners were rather rare in those days.
I met my mother-in-law for the first time. She 
said, through an interpreter, that she was glad 
to meet me and happy that I had married her 
daughter. Then she asked me to leave Nagaland 
and go back to America! Now it was my turn to 
be astonished. When I asked why, she said,
 “This is not a safe nor a good place to live in.”

After several days of being bitten by mosquitoes, 
experiencing the electricity off more than it was 
on, getting sick from eating unhygienic restaurant 
food, being tossed around on bumpy roads, and 
most of all, witnessing firsthand the civil unrest, I 
said to myself, “That old woman is right!”

Everyone I met encouraged me to leave 
Nagaland. I was continually told, “You can’t stay 
here. It’s not possible.” Many folks were generous
with their opinions. Some suggested I move to 
Shillong or Sikkim. But as my wife and her brother 
were discussing this very thing, I heard a voice 
within me say unmistakably, 

Praise and Worship during the early years

A glimpse of the early church years service



Then he said, “You don’t understand. I want to 
give it to you.” 
I replied, “I’m sure.” 

We broke ground on January 1, 2001 and moved 
into our new church home on November 23, 
2003. I will ever be grateful to the owners of the 
movie theatre who allowed us to freely use their 
facility. But it was a great day when God gave us 
our own place.

In 2006, I was feeling restless again. I even 
thought of moving to another country. I knew 
we needed to do something more. I did not have 
a direct word from heaven like before, but it 
seemed good to me to start having daily teaching 
classes. Therefore, Spirit of Faith Bible School 
began as an experiment. I and the others with 
me, weren’t even sure if it would work. But God 
blessed it and it began to grow and develop.

But Zechariah 4:10 says, For whoever has 
despised the day of small things shall rejoice. 
In other words, today you may be sad, but in the 
future you’ll be glad. Job 8:7 says, And though 
your beginning was small, your latter days will 
be very great.

We moved from the shopping centre, to an office 
and then to a cinema hall. Perhaps it was the first 
time in the history of India that a movie theatre 
became a church? People began to come, 
perhaps they were curious but lives were 
changed. 

We needed to move from the cinema hall, we 
needed more space and our own place. We 
tried to buy a plot but to no avail. One day one of 
our beloved church member telephoned. He said, 
“I heard the church is considering constructing a 
new building. And you’re looking for land.” When 
I confirmed this, he replied, “I hope you’ll 
consider my land.” I assumed he wanted to sell it, 
and told him I wasn’t sure. 
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Spirit of Faith Church, Kuda ‘B’ under Construction

Spirit of Faith Church (2010)

La Paloma - A Theatre turned into the House of God

A view after the service at La Paloma



Today, there are over a thousand SFBS graduates 
serving God all over India, Nepal, Bhutan, and 
even in Myanmar. It has been amazing to see the 
transformation in those students by the power of 
the Holy Spirit.

Over these past twenty-five years, I have learned 
many things. In fact, I wish I knew back then what 
I know now. But the most important thing I have  
learned is that God is faithful. 

I have made lots of mistakes.I wish I could go 
back in time and re-do some things. But in spite 
of my failings, God is faithful.

To Him be the Glory. 

We’ve seen many hundreds, even thousands, 
of people be born again. And many others filled  
with the Spirit. God’s Word has impacted count-
less people and hopefully, our efforts have made 
a positive difference in Nagaland and the regions 
beyond.

Lord, thank you for everything you have done for 
us over this past quarter century. You are faithful. 
- FN
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Praise and Worship in the new sanctuary

Spirit of Faith Church (Present day)

Class of 2018, SFBS



I grew up from a background of both Christian 
and Hindu influences. My paternal grandmother 
was a practicing Hindu whom I would 
accompany in her offerings, prayers, and even 
sacrifices. But I still remember when I was a child, 
about six years of age I had a dream of Jesus. 

The Pilgrim’s Progress by John Bunyan was a book 
I once won at a sunday school competition and 
this book greatly impacted my young mind. At 
the age of nine, I was sent to a Christian Boarding 
School. I had a small New Testament Bible which 
I kept under my pillow and read a verse or two 
every day.

During my college and university years, I taught in 
Sunday Schools and regularly attended the 
Evangelical Union meetings. But I only knew God 
as one who forgave and saved people from hell, 
nothing more.  

After my marriage, my husband and I, tried to live 
by the rules of attending church and tithing. We 
were spiritually hungry, but the teachings we had 
received so far, left us wanting more and even
wondering if there was more of God. 

We were taught that being filled with the Holy 
Spirit and speaking in tongues were only for the 
Early Church, and not for us in the present age.

My husband and I lived in Kohima, but in 1994, 
we decided to settle down in Dimapur. We were 
able to get my posting transferred from Kohima 
Science College to Dimapur Government 
College. We soon, moved to Dimapur and visited 
many churches as we were hungry to know more 
about God.

One particular Sunday, we attended a new 
English Service Fellowship in our area, situated in 
Kuknalim Building. There, the Word was taught 
powerfully by a preacher/teacher named John 
Roughton and we were immensely satisfied, like 
never before. 

Our spirits were refreshed, we finally found what 
we had been searching for. Oh taste and see that 
the Lord is good was an experienced reality and 
we could not stop from coming back to the 
fellowship, again and again.
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The Power of 
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This wonderful discovery though, was not well 
received by our tribal community- 
There was persecution from society and relatives 
threatening excommunication, even calling the 
fellowship we attended a cult. 

But the fisherman had hooked our hearts on the 
Gospel. There was no turning back from following 
the Jesus of the Bible and joining Spirit of Faith 
Church.

We began to encounter God, whom we hungered 
for in a personal and powerful way. It’s not that 
we didn’t experience God at work in our lives
earlier, but with the new knowledge of the Word 
and being baptized in the Spirit, it was an 
altogether new experience of God-reality. 

There was a transformation within, a boldness 
that came from the confidence of experiencing 
Him firsthand. Our family can confidently say that 
we’ve experienced and continue to experience 
the goodness of God in every area of our lives. 

These twenty five years at Spirit of Faith Church 
has been a wonderful journey learning about 
Him, and in the process, continuing to learn 
about who He has made us to be, here on earth.

We have learned to trust God as our provider. 
One instance would be how God supernaturally 
blessed us through a remote property we own.

The leading of the Holy Spirit kept reminding my 
husband to keep the property even in our hardest 
financial situation, and after many years of 
waiting, we were blessed through this approach. 

We have learned, that God saves to the uttermost 
– not just in fragments, and we are confident in 
the great grace of His provision and leading which 
has saved us.

We have even encountered the healing power of 
God firsthand. Several years back, my husband 
was healed of severe spondylitis. During 
corporate worship, he felt his spine crack, and the 
pain was gone instantly. 

Recently, the reading of my blood sugar was 
alarmingly high and I was advised to take 
immediate insulin treatment. However, in my 
Spirit I sensed a different direction and a 
knowing from God which led me to request the 
doctor to give me a few days before advancing to 
the insulin. 

I underwent a urine test which read negative on 
all counts, and the doctor was surprised. Due to 
the leading of the Holy Spirit, it was sufficient for 
me to continue with just the oral medications. 

Our encounter with God’s faithfulness; His 
provision, and protection would take many pages.

The Word taught and preached every Wednesday 
and Sunday these past twenty five years have 
mentored, strengthened, and comforted us. 

Our family is grateful to God for the ministry of 
Spirit of Faith Church, and our Pastors John and 
Zhepitoli Roughton.

We’re eternally thankful to God, who in 
believing, fills us with all joy and peace; that we 
may abound in hope, through the power of His 
Holy Spirit.
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