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I thank all who have supported me in different ways during the process of
writing of this book. My sincere appreciation goes to them all, but most
especially to Rev. William Lumry, Pastor Noah Sematimba, and Pastor
Arthur Nsamba.

I always meet people who ask me how I get to fund these big projects. Well,
I would not have made it if I didn’t have those who have stood with me
financially in the process of writing this book. Thank you to Bishop Isaiah
Mbuga, Nicole Matovu among others who have given in to see that I
complete this project successfully.

INTRODUCTION

One night I heard God tell me to step out of my boundary (Uganda) of
research and documenting history stories about men and women of God.
Even when people told me about writing beyond Uganda, I did not think
this was part of my assignment. It was until God spoke to me that I
immediately obeyed.

So much has happened in the church of Africa which needs to be
documented in order to reach the next generation. We should not forget the
people who have greatly impacted the church of Africa for the glory of
God. Their stories need to be kept alive.



In the book, I share with you stories of some of the generals who have
participated in mass evangelism in Africa for many years. These are men
and women who stepped out of their comfort zones to do all it takes to win
souls to the Kingdom of God. They deserve to be honored. They laid a
standard for others to follow.

I have also included their stories in this book as a way of honouring and
appreciating them for their contributions in changing many people’s lives
more especially in Africa because they deserve it.

The harvest is plentiful but the harvesters are few. Luke 10:2 says, “The
harvest truly 1s great, but the labourers are few: pray ye therefore the Lord
of the harvest, that he would send forth labourers into his harvest.” There
are still many people in Africa who need to hear the Good News of our
Lord and Saviour. If others did it, you too can do it.

May this book encourage you to step out and reach others with the gospel
of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ.



BENSON

IDAHOSA
The father of Nigeria's Pentecostalism
The Father of Nigeria's Pentecostalism

On a particular day, Archbishop was in his little office of the then
headquarters church when visitors announced. It was the top
delegation of the cult members including a former Chief Judge of the
Federal Republic of Nigeria to see him and into his office, they all
crowded. The former Chief Judge who was the leader of the delegation
addressed him on the reason for their coming. “Pastor Benson,” he
said, “you’ve been a good boy and we are proud of what you are doing.
We also want to give you a staunch support. We will from hence forth
pay for all your television airtime.”



The Archbishop’s heart skipped a bit. “What a proposal!”

“But you must promise us one thing; you must from this day stop
preaching against our cult. You may not praise us but just stop
speaking against us and you will no longer have to worry about your
TV airtime. Be a good boy.”

In many areas of his life, Benson had every

encouragement one could possibly lay claim to. But life was not easy in his
family although

he tried to make the best of it

A little shakily the Archbishop said, “I’ve heard what you’ve said but
before I give you my reply, let us pray. They consented and went on
their knees.

“Lord we commit this situation into your hands,” he prayed “now you
foul demons, you cultic spirits I rebuke you in the name of Jesus. I
arrest you and I charge you come out in the name of Jesus. Come out in
the name of Jesus! Come out!”

They got up on their knees blinking in indignation. “What have we
been discussing?” they demanded. “Why did we have come to see this
boy?” “Who would have thought this stubbornness could go this far?”

I must do something about this condition
enson Andrew Idahosa was born to non-Christian parents on September
11th, 1938 to a predominantly non-Christian community.

When he was eighteen months old, he was rejected by his father, John, for
being frail and sickly. He constantly had fainting spells as a child, and on
one of his spells, his mother, Sarah, was instructed by his father to abandon
him at a rubbish heap presuming him dead. Hours later, he came to, and
began wailing and was rescued by his mother.

He grew up in a poor household. Like most of the surrounding houses, his
family home was a mud house. It came to pass the child got better and grew
up as a normal African child, living with relatives and helping out as house
help in these homes, engaging in animal trapping and hunting. He was sent



to work on the farm as a servant and was denied education until he was
fourteen years old.

This was not a very happy childhood, watching his rejection by his father
and the way his was reared in the name of discipline by relatives.

In many areas of his life, Benson had every encouragement one could
possibly lay claim to. But life was not easy in his family although he tried
to make the best of it. They were poor and the future looked bleak. He was
never one to indulge in wishful thinking, but deep in his heart he knew that
a change had to come some day, some how. He had convinced himself that
hard work would bring a good harvest to anyone, so he put all his energies
into his job of transporting goods in a wheelbarrow for a fee.

Every morning his mind would go to the success that lay ahead of him by
God’s grace in his daily work as a barrow-boy. It was not easy, but there has
never been an easy way to success; it has always been a hard road to travel.

If ever there was a young man determined to succeed through struggle at
every step, Idahosa was the one. And new vision opened up with God’s
help.

One day he painted the word “Opel” on the side of his cart, so that traders
looking for quick service could easily identify it. Before long, he had
effectively established himself as the barrow-boy who carried foodstuffs
with the greatest security in the quickest possible time. Market women
sought him, and traders longed to see him at dawn behind his “Opel” truck.

In all this, God was weaving a new pathway to greater heights. Many
nights, as Benson Idahosa lay in bed counting the ceiling nails to while
away the time, he would feel exhaustion in his body and excruciating pain
in his aching back; fatigue was taking its toll on him.

“I must do something about this condition, change my job,” Benson
pondered.

Another holiday arrived, and he made his decision: “I must have a go at
being a vendor.”



So he rose each morning before anyone in the compound and made his way
to the Vendor’s Office. He was following a demanding sched- ule, dividing
his time between selling newspapers and rushing over to push his barrow at
the market as the early traders arrived. Though he worked long, hard hours,
day after day, giving up was not a part of his vocabulary. He knew
everything about success, but nothing of failure.

From the black moments in the mud-thatched classroom through to the
scorching sun-filled months of pushing his barrow at Oba mar- ket,
everything worked together by God’s grace to lay the solid foundation for a
better tomorrow.

Through thick and thin, Benson was enrolled through an initial western
education system in the Salvation Army School, Benin city and the
Methodist School, Owo, Ondo state. These, however, this only wetted his
appetite for more knowledge. Accordingly, through a correspondence
programme with the London Benneth College, he obtained a diploma in
Business Administration, and a higher diploma in Office Management,
while he worked in Bata shoe company — a job which was not to last.

As a result of his desire to excel and through hard work, coupled with God’s
favour upon his life, he soon ascended to a supervisory position at the
company. Little did he know that his experience as a supervisor was part of
God’s way of preparing him for leadership in ¢ ™inis®y- Benson accepts
Christ, called to ministry

Benson Idahosa had gone to play football at a pitch near a Salvation Army
Church on a Sunday afternoon when he succumbed to the temptation to aim
his shot at the head of Pastor Akpo through one of the open windows.

Five attempts to hit his target had failed, then he made what proved to be
his sixth and last effort. It wasn’t clear what the ball hit, but it came
ricocheting back to hit him on the chest and knock him flat on his back.

He was in such great pain that a crowd soon gathered round him. This drew
the pastor’s attention; he came out, prayed for him and his chest that was
rapidly swelling returned to normal.



Young Benson became the first Bini member of Pastor Okpo’s small
congregation. After his conversion, he read the whole of John’s gospel and
decided he had to witness to his friends. This was the beginning of
Idahosa’s preaching the gospel. Idahosa later sought after the experience of
baptism in the Spirit and he asked the pastor at the Assembly of God to pray
for him. He was filled with the Holy Spirit and spoke in tongues.

In June 1967 Benson lost his father during the civil war riots. A year later,
during one night, his room was filled with God’s presence and he was
awoken from sleep by a voice. It was the Lord speaking to him about his
future mission; “I have called you that you might take the gospel around the
world in my name, preach the gospel, and I will confirm My Word with
signs following.” Benson fell to his knees besides the bed: “Lord, wherever
you want me to go, [ will go.” He prayed on through the night, renewing the
vows to God and interceding for his people who were yet to hear the
message of salvation. After this experience, he began to do more
evangelistic meetings and outreaches. He did this while he worked for the
Bata shoe company. He would ask Chiefs who head the villages for
permission to conduct an evangelistic meeting in their village. They
responded and more people got saved through his ministry. He directed the
converts to existing Pentecostal churches such as the Assemblies of God.

The God I serve can bring your baby back to life

One day his pastor was preaching a message “All things are possible to all
who believe. With God all things are possible.” At the end of the service he
walked to his pastor and asked “Pastor, this thing you are saying, if its true
that means its even possible to raise the dead. The pastor said “yes I’ve
never done it but if the Bible says it, then its true.” Benson said “okay, am
going to look for one. He was either 21 or 22 years.

From 11 am till 4:30 pm in the evening Benson took his bicycle with his
Bible and went from street to street all over Benin City looking for a dead
person. “Is there anybody dead here? He was asked why he was looking for
the dead. He replied, “My pastor told me to raise them up.”

He spent 5 hours looking for a dead person failed to find one. At 4:30 pm,
he stopped for a visit at the home where his friend, Margaret stayed. It was



either the 6th or 7th place to stop at. He found the place full of her relatives.
There was agitation on every face, and many of the women were crying.
Every time he came to them they would call him out “pastor, pastor.” But
this day was different. He brought out his small Bible and came in through
the crowd.

“What’s going on?” Idahosa inquired. Margaret noticed him and said,

“Pastor, please, today is not like any other day. Somebody just died.” “It’s
my uncle’s baby,” Margaret explained, wiping her tears with the back of her
hand. “She was ill for several days, and this morning she died. She kept
having convulsions, but the local doctors could do nothing to help her. We
even made sacrifices at the juju shrine here in our house, but she died
anyway.”

“I have been riding my bicycle all way through. This time [ want to By that
time she raise somebody.”

Margaret replied, “Please I beg you, don’t

make a mockery of your God.”

The baby had died at 9 am and it was 4 pm.

She had already started changing colour.

By that time she would have been buried

but the father had to first go to the secre-

tary to get a death certificate. Benson did

would have been buried but the father
had to first go to the secretary to get a death certificate.

not see any need for it because he had faith that the baby going to come
back to life.

Benson said, “No, no, no, I want to them up because God has told me in the

book “Behold I have given you power to tread upon scorpions and to raise
the dead.”

“Where is the baby now?” he asked anxiously.
“There,” Margaret answered, gesturing toward the bedroom. “We have
already bathed the body and bought the coffin for her burial.”



With feelings of righteous indignation burning within me, Benson turned to
the father of the child. “The God I serve can bring your baby back to life,”

He asked confidently. “Will you permit me to pray for her?”
Startled, the father agreed, though he himself was not a Christian.

Benson walked boldly into the next room where the cold, still form of the
baby lay on the bed. He ordered everyone out according to Mark 5:40.
There was tension and expectation as the relatives waited outside. But as a
stubborn, Margaret stood at the door peeping in and out of the room just
incase something happens. Idahosa prayed,

“Child, be healed.”

After he prayed, he asked Margaret for the name of the child. “Inuaghata”
she had been sick for about two weeks. After that convulsion hit her. He
stretched himself and his small Bible on the child and said “Inuaghata, I
command you in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ that has empowered me
to raise the dead. Now, come back to life.”

Several minutes passed. Suddenly the startled family heard the baby sneeze.
They rushed into the room to find the infant awake and look- ing
completely normal.

“She 1s going to be all right,” Benson told the mother, who gathered the
child into her arms. “Give her something to eat,” he instructed as he walked
out. Margaret accepts Jesus

Margaret was deeply moved by the event and felt shame for her previous
mockery of the gospel. Now she had seen believing faith in Christ Jesus in
action.

“Maybe there 1s something to what Benson is preaching after all,” she
thought.

She always heard messages of salvation and had even attended church but
had never accepted Jesus. Though she didn’t know how to pray the
salvation prayer, that night she knelt down and prayed, “Father, let Jesus



come into my heart right now and I need to know this power that raised this
child.”

“Please if you are the one that raised this child up, come into my life and let
me act and work and believe as that young man we call pastor believed and
he did this.” When she finished praying, there was an abundant joy in her
spirit. And the following day, Benson came and asked where the child was.
Margaret told him about how she had prayed the previous night. To add on
this, Benson prayed for her and led her as she prayed the sinners’ prayer.

Release me and let me go
God sent Idahosa to meet with S.G. Elton, a missionary who lived in Ilesha.

S.G arranged for him to be trained. He told him “the grace of God is upon
your life young man but you need training so that you have the Word and
last.” He arranged for him to go to Gordon Lindsey’s Bible School in the
United States. He travelled to Christ For the Nations at its very inception.
But he never completed because he had passion of ministering back home
in Africa. The Bible School was for two years but after one year he came to
Gordon Lindsay and said, “Why should I be sitting here in a classroom
when Africans are dieing? Release me and let me go.”

They had a private consecration for him and was the only student who saw
Gordon Lindsey release them. Before others graduated, Gordon Lindsey

had already died.

He got on the plane back to Benin city. It is reported that those who came to
welcome him, nobody could touch him. Everybody who was

20 yards away from him collapsed on the ground.

The start of Church of God Mission International

The open air meetings witnessed people being healed of epilepsy and many
other sicknesses. Other miracles were also happening in these meetings.
The news about the open air meetings started to spread to other villages and
this led to more evangelistic activities. In order to reach more people with
the gospel he bought a motorcycle to help him travel to distant villages to
conduct gospel meetings.



Due to his evangelistic activities Idahosa soon became a leader under Pastor
Okpo (the pastor at the Assemblies of God Church where he became a
Christian) who gave him directions in ministry. This ranked him the very
first Bini, as Benin sons and daughters are called, to join that largely Igbo
congregation. However this did not last long as Idahosa decided to follow
his own vision and establish a church.

God told him, “Raise up an army for Me, to go with the gospel to all
nations.

Gather together those whom I have called and I will send them with the fire
of My Spirit. Give My Word and your example to many who will go to
teach, preach and heal”.

Church of God Mission International, as it is known today, grew from a
very humble beginning in 1962 as a prayer group first named Cal- vary
Fellowship at a shop on Ivbizua Street, off Mission Road. It was officially
inaugurated in 1965 by Rev. Edgar Perkins. g, 1 rime Church

On October 26th 1968, Rev. Perkins ¢/ God Mission lyaro apnroached the
Assemblies of God to s completed the yelease Benson Idahosa, then a Sunday
membership had risen §choo] Superintendent, to oversee the tremendously the
church prayer ministry. The fellowship moved was declared opened to No.
26, Forestry Road, Benin city by Gordon Lindsey and with Pastor Benson
Idahosa fully inElfon. charge. The membership of the fellow

ship grew numerically.

God gave the Benson a vision where he saw crowds rushing out of Iyaro.
This led to the foundation building of the church in 1970. He moved the
members to Iyaro church and on 18th September, 1974, the church was
registered under the Land perpetual succession Acts and Certificate number
1245 was issued. By the time Church of God Mission Iyaro was completed
the membership had risen tremendously the church was declared opened by
Gordon Lindsey and Elton.

Church of God’s primary ministry was evangelism-Living up to her motto:
Evangelism our Supreme Task, the church engaged in street evangelism and



open air crusades. Through these activities souls were daily added to the
church and everywhere Benson went with the gospel churches were planted
and solid structures erected.

In keeping with his belief of a ministry building that keeps up with the
times, and to accommodate the influx of converts, the Benson Idahosa laid
the foundation of another church called Miracle Centre.

The church was built on land measuring 50ft by 100ft plot of land, with the
capacity to sit 500 people. Due to the rapid growth, the church became
small even before it was completed.

By 1975 some 5 years after the foundation of the church was laid, Benson
with the provision of God had build and dedicated a 700

seater capacity Miracle Centre, a project that was started with 120

pounds. On airport road, Benin city on Saturday 1st December, 1973

which was dedicated on Sunday 9th November, 1975 by Freda Lindsay.
Archbishop Idahosa once said, “No man can take the glory for what you see
today. God gave me a team of people to train, build and establish.” The
Miracle Centre was opened on the night of November 1975

as a place for teaching, preaching and praying for the sick. ey, pad peen

In 1981, he was ordained as the first Pentecos -
tal Bishop in Nigeria by David Du plesis (known
as Mr. Pentecost) and two other Bishops.

attracted by the open windows
and peeping in, they had seen
white men fast asleep

In 1983, in far away Australia, the Archbishop heard God tell him to build
Him a building that will bring glory and honour to His name. The
auditorium which is believed to seat over twenty thousand people was the
first stadium church in Africa. It was dedicated and opened on 2nd
November, 1986. Coinciding with the growth of churches in Benin was the
planting of branches.

Are you ready for me?



In October 1972, Benson had some missionary friends visiting them from
England. In his home then, they had no air-conditioned or electric driven
fans. They usually fanned themselves with newspapers but these English
missionaries from Liverpool were not used to newspaper air conditioners.

Accordingly, they left their windows wide open when they went to bed at
night. At about 3 am, 7 armed robbers paid a visit to his home. They had
been attracted by the open windows and peeping in, they had seen white
men fast asleep. Thanking their good fortune, they had woken up the men
and demanded for their money at gun-point. Snapping out of sleep, the
missionaries demanded who they were and what they wanted. “Men of the
underworld are we and we are here to relieve you of your money and other
valuables. Any resistance will be met with death. So now hurry!”

Sensing danger, they quickly informed the men that they were visitors and
were therefore not the owners of the house. They asked for permission to
contact the owner at the family sleeping quarters and the thieves agreed.
They rushed and woke up Margaret.

“Miss Idahosa, there are 7 men outside who say they are thieves and want
our money and personal effects and other valuables. Can you wake up
Pastor?

Margaret woke Benson up and they all began to speak in tongues. When the
thieves heard the commotion of tongues inside, they shouted “Shut up!”

And they all shut up. Margaret said “Honey, let us pray”. “I prayed before
we came,” said Benson. He got up, snatched his Bible and marched towards
the door.

“Who are you? He shouted”. “We are men of the night” was their response.
Benson said “I am a man of the day. Are you ready for me? They said
“Yes”.

“Wait for me and in few seconds, if you are all not flat on your stom- achs,
certified dead, then I am not a man of God,” he concluded. Un- certain of
what he meant, they hesitated only for a while; then they jumped into the
nearby bushes and melted away in the darkness!

The Redemption Hour TV program starts



When God told him about television ministry, he decided to request the
Nigerian government for airtime. Accordingly he sent his secretary to
request for airtime on the Nigerian Television Authority station. The
manager of the program, a lady, ridiculed her and asked,

“Who is Benson Idahosa and what is his Christian program? He has no
business with the government and television is not for religious purposes.”

With indignation Idahosa rushed for his car and drove to the television
headquarters and asked to see the lady. When she knew who her visitor was,
she did not grant him audience for an hour and 12 minutes. When she
finally opened her door, the Archbishop went straight to the point. “Did you
tell my secretary that the Lord Christ has no place on the Nigerian
Television Network?”

“Yes,” she aftirmed. When the Archbishop

saw what had happened, he rushed to the television ministry headquarters
and went straight to the chairman of the board.

“Then am dismissing you from your position as a person in charge of
television programing,” he informed her.

“You?” she asked incredulously, “What are you in the government to
arrogate such a part yourself? What is your position in government?”” she
continued.

“My government does not operate from the earth. It operates from heaven.
If you do not allow the gospel of Jesus Christ on

government television I will remove you from your position,” Benson
replied and left.

Three days later, government auditors discovered a loss of N391,000 from
the television station and they determined that this lady was responsible for
the loss. She was dismissed. Six months of her back salary confiscated. The
dismissal was announced on the same gov- ernment television.

When the Archbishop saw what had happened, he rushed to the television
ministry headquarters and went straight to the chairman of the board.



“What kind of replacement are you considering for the dismissed lady? The
Archbishop asked him.
“We have decided on an honest Christian young man,” he answered.

The young man was to resume duties the next morning at 9 am. At 11:30
am the next day, Idahosa was at the television station knocking at the door
of this new officer in charge of programs. After the door was opened, he
went straight to the point.

“You must realise that I placed you in this position,” he told him.

“Did you know that four days ago I was here to place the gospel on the
government television but your predecessor refused?”” The young man sat
listening. “I therefore removed her by my God

A few days later the given authority,” he continued “and if you stand in the
way of God’s Archbishop and the church choir spent three hours at the
government television station producing a Christian television special
which they called

“The Redemption Hour.”

gospel on the government television I will not hesitate to ask the Lord to
remove you tomorrow.” The man sat looking at him with surprise and
question marks all over his countenance. “Did you say you removed her
from position,” he asked.

“Yes,” the Archbishop answered. “Four days ago I removed her and

now you are here. It is in your interest to allow the gospel of the Lord Jesus
on this television station to tell the marvelous works of Jesus Christ.”
“Thats alright,” said the man “get us the video tapes for the broadcast as
quickly as you can.”

Now, the Archbishop said he had no video tapes.

“No video tapes? Come we produce the program for you,” he requested.
“That will be a great honour,” replied the Archbishop with excitement.
“Then bring your choir to the studio.”



A few days later the Archbishop and the church choir spent three hours at
the government television station producing a Christian television special
which they called “The Redemption Hour.”

Benson and Margaret Idahosa
Archbishop sued by his senior church members

A bold caption “Archbishop to spend Christmas in prison was the title that
appeared on one of the National newspapers in Nigeria. All over the city of
Benin there was a stir. Those who had a glimpse of the caption hurried to
get a copy of the newspaper. Other arms of the news media which observed
this rushed their reporters to the premises of the law court.

In the week that followed, this law court hosted an unprecedented number
of reporters who wrote down every statement which they thought could
make news. A few senior members of the church had dragged to court the
Archbishop and the Church of God Mission. They accused him for taking
over the church that he started.

They continued daily to report about the case. Thereafter hardly any day
passed without reporting on the proceedings of the case.

Across the country, cult group members who had stood against gospel and
righteousness congratulated themselves on what they considered their good
piece of luck, divinely sent.

When a troubled member of the church rushed a copy of the newspaper
which seemed like the impending ruling of the law court to the Archbishop,
he dismissed it as one of the many lies of the devil which will blow away
like wind. Such accusations had been many. He had taught his admirers that



if you remember where you are coming from and you know where you are
going, you are not troubled at where you are.

As the news spread rapidly believers poured into the Miracle Centre and
prayers began. Like the sound of many waters, the inter/n the midst of this
cessors could be heard praying to God. crisis, Benson looked What the devil
meant for good turned at the face of his grief out as a blessing. During this
time a new stricken wife, Margaret generation of fervent prayer warriors
was born in church where little groups

joined themselves in a prayer band.

In the midst of this crisis, Benson looked at the face of his grief stricken
wife, Margaret and the faces of his troubled church members and made an
open declaration which even got to the ears of the court which was already
priding itself for a job welldone. “I cannot go to prison. No court ruling can
manage such feet. If need be heavens will intervene,” declared the
Archbishop. Judges and lawyers saw a challenge and determined to prove
the words of the Archbishop an empty boast. The Archbishop later won.
The court which had boasted that even if it were a few days it would
sentence the Archbishop to prison concluded its ruling as follows: The
Applicant (Litigants which were the plaintiff) is refused in its entirety and
accordingly dismissed with costs in favour of the defendant/respondent
assessed at N25.00. In later years this high school judge became converted
and became a Bible student in All Nations for Christ Bible Institute International.
Stopping the witches conference

and the faces of his troubled church
members and made
an open declaration which even got to the ears of the court

Idahosa grew up in the midst of witchcraft and idolatry. His late father was
utterly disappointed that Benson could not become the deity priest that he
had desired while his grandmother remained a fervent idolater till death.

Some months after the dedication of The Faith Arena, then the largest
church auditorium in the whole of Africa at Upper Adesuwa, Benin, by
Archbishop, the news went round Nigeria, that witches from all over the
globe had met in the State of Chicago in the USA and had decided to hold



their first international conference. The venue was fixed as Benin City. The
chief host, an academician of Bini origin held a press conference and
informed the Nigerian Television Authority (NTA), Benin as well as
newspapers such as The Tribune, Sketch and Punch with arrogance that this
first world conference hosting witch- es and wizards would hold in Benin.

Soon enough Idahosa was informed and true to himself, in the next edition
of Idahosa World Outreach, he said it could not be true as it was impossible.
The press met Idahosa and asked what exactly was not possible and what
were the consequences if any? “Witches from the world could not come to
Benin,” insisted Benson, as he would “kill them all.” The city became a
buzz.

The press characteristically returned to the chief host to inform him about
Idahosa’s response and he boasted. “Not even God can stop it!”” he went on.

The next day, all the headlines of the national dailies carried the story on
their front pages. Idahosa was informed about the response to the chief
wizard host, that God cannot stop the event from holding. “Yes, he is
correct,” said Idahosa.

“That is why I am here, God does not need to waste his time considering
matters as trivial as stopping the conference of witches.” Again Idahosa
sought to know how many witches were expected in Benin. 9,800 of them,
he was told.

His house was visited by pressmen who came to advise him against the risk
he was taking by challenging witches openly. “Witches are not to be toiled
with, be careful. Do not throw your life away, it is not compulsory to take
up these challenges. You are already known by the power of God
manifesting in your life. You don’t have any point to prove,” they said.
Idahosa responded: “Those who take care do not take charge and those who
take charge do not take care.”

The chief host had also warned that Idahosa was a busybody, merely risking
his life. When Idahosa insisted that there would be no witches conference in
Benin, the media then asked if he was ready to tell the whole nation. They
told him they intended to arrange a television program where he would
meet face to face with the chief wizard to defend their individual positions.



True to himself, he replied in the affirmative. Idahosa loved open
confrontations.

When Idahosa insisted

that there would be no witches conference in Benin, the media then asked if
he was ready

to tell the whole nation.

got a resounding “Yes”. He faced Idahosa “Dr. Idahosa, are you sure you
are going to be able to stop this conference of wizards and witches?

“It 1s not that I am going to stop it, I have stopped it,” replied the
Archbishop now raising his voice.

About a week later they were both on air in a live program. The moderator
started by saying, “Gentlemen, we don’t want anybody to get hurt.” He then
asked Idahosa’s disputant, “Chief host, are you really sure you are bringing
9,800 witches from all over the world? The moderator

The moderator then told both of them: “Are you really ready? Because [ am
now going to grant you time to tell us how serious your position is and how
strong the power of your God is.” He beckoned on Idahosa and the chief
host and both of them said they were ready. Quickly chipping in, Idahosa
requested to be allowed to pray before the program ended as he intended to
kill that day. Reluctantly, the moderator accepted. The chief host was
unshaken.

The wizard spoke first and for about 27 minutes, quoting copious - ly from
the Old Testament of the Bible, sixth and seventh books of Moses, Egyptian
hieroglyphics, British writings, Jewish scrolls, Indian Maharaja and other
mystical books. As he ended, the moderator asked if Idahosa heard and
again he said he did. “What do you have to say?”” Idahosa was asked.
“There 1s nothing to say. I said the proposed conference is cancelled.”

How? The moderator asked.

Archbishop then opened the Bible and read quickly some passages from
Exodus, Leviticus, Deuteronomy and some New Testament verses. He



asked how many minutes he had left and was told “just 5. “Fine, it is time
for somebody to report to his maker” he blurted rising up. There was
pandemonium in the studio. With everyone watching, he turned to the self
confessed wizard and chief host and asked: “I just need an answer from you
and your life is hanging on your answer. A witch is not supposed to live and
I intend to kill you now if you are one.”

At home 1n the studio, viewers were glued to their screens and tension was
palpable all around. “Now answer me and this large viewing audience in
one or two words. Are you a wizard? Just answer, yes or no?

“I am not.”

“What did you say because I am ready to pray,” Idahosa prompted. “I said, |
am not a wizard,” the frightened man replied.

“Then there is no need to go on, stand up and leave the studio!”

The chief host quickly walked out as sighs of relief filled the studio. The
Christians among the television crew smiled and kept giving each other the
“thumbs up” sign. Benson Idahosa began to fire in tongues.

Next morning, the chief host visited his office and even collected a Bi - ble.
He however still insisted to the media that the conference would still hold in
7 days. The media returned to Idahosa to inform him. “Is the conference
still holding or not?”

“No comments,” Benson Idahosa responded “but if the conference still
holds, I will burn my Bible. I will burn my Bible. I say it is cancelled.”

On the day of the opening, there was no conference. The next day,
Archbishop Idahosa travelled to Lagos to see the President, General
Ibrahim Badamasi Babangida, a Muslim.

“As you are very well aware, I told the whole nation that the conference of
the witches would not hold in this country and you can see that it did not
hold.”

“Yes,” replied the military President.

“When I saw you and that fellow defending your beliefs and positions, I
sent telex to all our embassies not to allow even one witch or wizard into
Nigeria. They were all denied visas.”



Miracle Centre to go down

It was again reported in the newspapers that Miracle Centre was to go
down. It sounded like music to the ears of the ungodly. By early 1986, the
Church of God Mission had completed another big and beautiful building in
Nigeria. The building was name Miracle Centre. It is a centre where
hundreds and thousands of people have come to On April 6th, 1976, the

Christ and have been healed. then Federal governmentMillions have been reached with the of
Nigeria announced gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ through that the church building the

Christian television programs

which were recorded during church
services held in the building and thou
sands have testified of physical heal-
ings as they touched their television
sets as point of contacts when the
Archbishop prayed in the television

was too close to the airport and that the church building would be pulled
down.

program recorded in the building. Die hard criminals having been
transformed, the mighty power of God had been recorded among
worshippers.

On April 6th, 1976, the then Federal government of Nigeria announced that
the church building was too close to the airport and that the church building
would be pulled down. Everyone was shocked. But while saints were
moved to holy indignation by the shock, sinners clapped, sang and danced
for joy.

The church gave the matter much consideration. It was true that the church
was close to the Benin airport but how was it affecting airport operations?
The church could think of none. A popular complaint against Pentecostal
churches in different parts of the world is that they are noisy during
worship. However, the airport authority could not lay such a complaint
because no such noise from the church could be in any way comparable to
the noise of aeroplanes landing or taking off.



If the reason for the proposed abolition of the building was because of the
authorities’ intension expansion of the airport and runway, the walls of the
Nigerian barracks which was separated from the church premises only by a
street of 10 — 15ft wide, then the expansion of the airport could be turned
away from military barracks, it could also be done for the Miracle Centre.

A possible reason for the proposed demolishing could also have been the
height of the Miracle Centre church building which would affect the
landing and taking over operation. But again the church reasoned the best
could not be reason because the height of the Miracle Centre building was
nothing as compared to the height of air force telecommunication mast
which was located on the neighbouring air force barracks. One reason
which the church thought could be the reason behind all the complaints was
that the enemies of the gospel did not want the banner of Christ in form of a
church building to distract visitors and users of the aircraft. They possibly
did not want anything Christian close to the airport. Accordingly, the church
decided that the Miracle Centre should not be pulled down although a
federal military government had soon decreed.

On the Sunday following the Federal government’s announcement,
worshippers came to the Miracle Centre with heavy hearts and
apprehension. On the Sunday the Archbishop stood on the top of the pulpit
and from that height and position, he announced, “the Miracle Centre will
not go down. Instead those who desire its fall will go down.” He made the
same announcements on radio and television during the usual airtime
Christian programs. The head of state said, “How will he do 1t?” The
Archbishop said, “I pray to God.” The Miracle Centre building is still
standing today.The man does not deserve to be buried

Idahosa’s grandmother was a witch. She was a member of Ogboni
fraternity. At that time the Oboni dominated Benin city. They told her to
warn Benson that he was disturbing their meetings with the kind of prayers
he prayed and if he does not change they will kill him. Because his
grandmother loved him, he called him and told him to calm down “my son
you don’t know these people as I know. They will kill you if you don’t
stop.”

He replied, “Ah, for saying that, the head of the fraternity is already dead.”



His grandmother started crying and said, “No, no, no, don’t talk like that.
You are provoking them more.”

Benson firmly said, “I said he has died.” The man died.
Among other remarkable Benson said to the people who had gathered for

the funeral “Anybody things where he acted who attempts to bury him will
die. The with faith and boldness man does not deserve to be buried.”

boy fell from a When they were about to lower the

is when a

three-story building and
broke his skull on the
concrete floor. His skull
was cracked, his brain

was pouring out.

man, the secretary fell into the grave and died. They sent the grandmother
to ask him for mercy and put things right with him.

Among other remarkable things where he acted with faith and boldness 1s
when a boy fell from a three-story building

and broke his skull on the concrete floor. His skull was cracked, his brain
was pouring out. They called for Archbishop Benson. When he arrived, he
gathered the skull and began to pray in tongues and the skull joined back
together. There was no need to go to hospital.

Margaret comes back to life

Benson’s family had gone to bed hale and hearty: there was giggling and
there were smiles as they prayed. Benson said goodnight to his children;
they waved back at him and banged shut their doors.

The next morning as he looked out over the balcony, the Word of God
weaved through his mind: “This is the day the Lord has made; let us rejoice
and be glad in it.” (Psalm 118:24 NIV).



The dewy darkness was dispersing, and he listened to the melodious singing
of the early morning birds. It was time for him and his family to prepare for
their daily devotions.

As his Margaret walked a little distance ahead of Benson, he noticed what
seemed to him a slight miscalculation in her step. Before he could even ask
what the problem was, he saw her miss one more step and slump onto the
carpet with a thud. There at his feet lay his dear wife, gasping for breath!
There were no moments for guesswork or unnecessary questions! Benson
knew that Satan was up to his tricks, and he refused to play games with
him.

As cautiously as he could, he knelt down at Margaret’s side, while the
children looked on in confusion and fear. With considerable care, he took
her drooping hand in his. Then he noticed a sudden change come over her
countenance: she blinked absent-mindedly. Benson said slowly, ‘“Margaret,
what is the matter; how do you feel?”

Repeatedly, Benson felt her pulse. Countless thoughts flashed through his
mind. In the twinkling of an eye Margaret’s hand went limp and cold with
sweat. He needed no medical expert to tell him that a gradual countdown
had begun, and every minute strangers to failure counted for life or death.
He decided according to God’s unfailing and infallible Word not to take no
for an answer.

As he looked into the faces of his wife and children, tears filled his eyes.
Margaret was dead! This could not be, no! But dead she was, stone dead.
Benson called out to God; he cried out as never before. He sent the children
back to their rooms to pray. With heavy feet and tear-soaked cheeks, they
marched off. And there he knelt, all alone, beside his wife. She was
suddenly lying dead in his arms. He did what he knew to dobest — he
prayed. he stood before the throne of God and pleaded according to His
Word, Let us therefore come boldly unto the throne of grace, that we may
obtain mercy, and find grace to help in time of need (Heb 4:16). He quoted
this verse aloud to the Lord. He refused to give up. He pleaded with Him in
the name of Jesus.



A glance at the alarm clock in his room told him that thirty minutes had
passed. As much as he prayed, there was no sign of life in Margaret. He
began to perspire, but not to give up. The Word of God came forcefully to
him, “Be still and see the salvation of the Lord.” (2 Chron icles 20:17). He
wondered how he could be still in such an hour. But he obeyed the Holy
Spirit of God. “I knew that He is in control and He is omniscient.”

Then the Holy Spirit told him, “Breath into her mouth, and she will come
back to life.” He acted immediately, without a moment’s doubt. In uplifted
faith, Benson Idahosa clasped his hands behind Margaret’s neck and drew
her up toward him. He breathed into her mouth. Immediately she opened
her eyes, stared at his sweat-drained face, and clasped him firmly in a
loving embrace. With a victorious shout of “Praise the Lord!” his children
ran in to kiss their mother on both cheeks. Benson stood by and glorified
the name of the living God!

Why did we have come to see this boy?

Before Idahosa received a commission to preach, there was a notori?” sever¢/
ocassions there oyiq secret cult in Benin city and
in the western states of Nigeria

which exerted much influence on

the lives of people. It was the re

formed Ogboni fraternity.

In those days you could not be

promoted in government posi

tion or parastatal unless you are a

member of the cult. Your boss and

indeed most prominent men in

society were members. You could

not easily win a legally suit in the

were planned ambushes and assassination attempts against him. Gradually,
results of his success began to come. Many prominent members of the cult
began to renounce their membership of the wicked organisation.

courts of law against a criminal because the magistrate or judge as well as
the culprit were members of the secret cult. The case file would be missing



and 1n any case the prosecuting police officer who was a member of the cult
would ensure that relevant document and evidence did not exist to any
secret cult culprit and prison centres. You not even engage in a private and
legitimate pursuit if you were not a member of the cult. By threats of death
and other am twisting methods they operated like a crude mafia
organisation seeking to control the whole of society. Honesty and justice in
society didn’t exist.

Then, under God’s direction, Benson Idahosa stepped into the situation. He
began to condemn the cult from the pulpit, on television, on the pages of
newspaper and other available media. Immediately there was angry
outbursts, curses and threats to his life but he never gave up. On several
occasions there were planned ambushes and assassination attempts against
him. Gradually, results of his success began to come. Many prominent
members of the cult began to renounce their membership of the wicked
organisation.

On a particular day, Archbishop was in his little office of the then
headquarters church when visitors announced. It was the top delegation of
the cult members including a former Chief Judge of the Federal Republic of
Nigeria to see him and into his office they all crowded. The former Chief
Judge who was the leader of the delegation addressed him on the reason for
their coming. “Pastor Benson,” he said “you’ve been a good boy and we are
proud of what you are doing. We also want to give you a staunch support.
We will from hence forth pay for all your television airtime.”

The Archbishop’s heart skipped a bit. “What a proposal!” “But you must
promise us one thing; you must from this day stop preaching against our
cult. You may not praise us but just stop speaking against us and you will
no longer have to worry about your tv airtime. Be a good boy.”

A little shakily the Archbishop said, “I’ve heard what you’ve said but
before I give you my reply, let us pray. They consented and went on their
knees.

“Lord we commit this situation into your hands,” he prayed, “now you foul
demons, you cultic spirits I rebuke you in the name of Jesus. I arrest you
and I charge you come out in the name of Jesus. Come out in the name of
Jesus! Come out!”

They got up on their knees blinking in indignation. “What have we been



discussing?” they demanded. “Why did we have come to see this boy?”
“Who would have thought this stubbornness could go this far?”” At the end
they all moved outside the little office promising the Arch- bishop a hard
time.Jdahosa commissioned to build a university

Professor Don Petri was an educationist of higher repute with Oral Roberts
University. Because of his initial interest and foundational work in Benson
Idahosa university he was in the past referred as the university’s
International Vice Chancellor. He had helped build universities in some
parts of the world and the Lord had told him that his work was not over as
he would build another one by the name of Christian Faith University. He
did not know where that would finally be located but he had expected to be
involved with it someday. He went into a supermarket in USA and found on
the bookstand a little volume with the title “Fire in His Bones”. Leafing
through it, he saw- that it was the biography of an African preacher by the
name of Benson Idahosa. He had never heard of the man but bought the
book and on reading it he saw that God had told this man, Benson Idahosa
to build a university and that the name of the university would be Christian
Faith University, his God given university. Immediately, he began to make
inquiries about the whereabouts of this Benson Idahosa. He finally
succeeded in obtaining his telephone number and he called. The excitement
which the man on the other side of the line exhibited and his own
excitement was mutual. Not very long after they both were able to meet
together and to discuss Christian Faith University.

On his part although the idea of a private Christian university wasn’t cheap
and he didn’t know what form of the university would take, the Archbishop
had on hearing from the Lord that he would a university acquired a wide
piece of land which he named “University Site”. This site was a stretch of
land which was traditionally forbidden for human habitation as it contained
about 100 traditional shrines with trees, many of which were over 300 years
old. It was an evil forest with numerous shrines and the royal house located
there.

By way of preparation, the Archbishop had helped a deacon in the Church
of God Mission, now Rev. Dr. John Okhuoya, a lecturer in the University of
Benin to proceed to the Oral Roberts University to study the requirements



of running a Christian private university and to sensitize the international
community on the proposed Christian university.

On 5th August, 1992, the Lord God woke the Archbishop up at 4 am and
said “I told you that I will take you around the world, that [ have done and
I’'m still doing. I told you that I will build through you a Bible school for all
nations and I have done so. I told you that I will open for you the avenue to
preach My Word on television and I’'m doing just that. I told you that I will
build the Miracle Centre for the glory of My Name and I have done so. I
told you that I will build a hospital for evangelism and I have done so. Now
I am telling you to build a university and I will surely see it come to pass
and the people to help you carry out this vision have already been called
out.”

The next day, the Archbishop began the implementation of what the Lord
had told him. Under the guidance of the Holy Spirit he called three men,
who were active and already in the ministry and unburdened his vision of
the night. The three were the now Rev. Prof. John Okhuoya, Rev. Prof.
Vincent [yawe and Rev. Michael J. Okagbare. He told them that although
the vision was given to him, the flow of the project will be the
responsibility of the three. Having met these three constituted the work of
the pioneering committee whose work and plan had led to the establishment
of the Christian Faith University, Institute of Continuous Learning. They
had also invited all members of the pioneering committee, some of whom
had continued as functionaries in the university and its council. The then
Rev. Dr. John Okhuoya was chairman, Rev. Dr. Vincent [yawe was an
executive member while Deacon Michael Okagbare was the executive
secretary. Later, when the pioneering committee broke into different sub
committees, the now Professor Miss Uche Gbenedio became the chairman
of the academic sub-committee.

Having submitted the necessary applications for university to the National
Universities Commission, the pioneering committee prepared for an
occasion which was held on September 12th, 1992.

In the opening speech on the occasion, the Archbishop said, “Hallelujah,
this is the day about which the Lord God spoke. For you hold in your hands
information concerning the first steps towards the ful- fillment of a vision



of many years ago — a vision which relates to our world of education and
intellectual development. This vision has crystalised into a name the
‘Christian Faith University’, an institution of such structural social height of
the private sector in present day Nigeria may seem far fetched an initially I
had my worries about its possibility but over the years, the Lord has
constantly affirmed that before He gives a vision He has already laid a
blueprint for its fulfil- ment. In other words, when God gives a vision and
commission, He makes provision.

From the mandate which the Archbishop got from the Lord God, he stated
his vision for the university in clearly “My vision in education is for sole
and express purpose of glorifying God and his Son Jesus Christ. Through
the operation of a Christian post secondary institution dedicated to the
education of students in spiritual maturity, academic excellence and
physically. Furthermore, we seek to establish a climate of free scholastic
inquiry, provide direction whereby students may learn God’s revealed truths
and develop Christian leaders and professionals who shall have high ethical
moral standards and be responsible to God’s Word and Spirit.

Benson Idahosa University (BIU) will be an institution which will be new
from the start, coming out of the ancient principles of the Bible yet with a

strong emphasis on strong academics so that although the Bible is its main
book, it would be full accredited as an institution of higher learning.

The entire process would absolutely require us to be on the cutting age of
what was new and proven in educational circles but ancient enough to stand
on the eternal foundations of the miraculous power of the Holy Spirit and
God’s authority. It can be done only if we believed, if we worked, if we
stand uncompromisingly, if we trust God as our source and if we want to do
badly enough, emphasis is more on the quality of students rather than the
quantity. This also is related to the development of campuses, quality rather
than quantity is the emphasis, manpower development is the objective. And
it will be a university where quality of education over rides quantity.

While thousands of students from public universities roam streets with their
degrees for lack of jobs, we intend to turn out students every year students
with their careers who will have jobs already waiting for them before they
graduate. In my travels all over the world I’ve seen university campuses on



single seven floor buildings pro- ducing graduates in various disciplines
such as law, medicine, engineering, agriculture, education and the like. Ours
will be a university where students and faculty will be a gift to their
generation. Thus while we recognise that huge campus development is
needful, we shall use resources as they come to provide functional facilities,
doing great things with little.

When we laid the foundation of the Miracle Centre, I had only $120 to start
the project. When the 5th Miracle Centre was to built, I had $514 to begin
the project and now that I have $1,000, the Lord is telling me that now is
the time to start the Benson Idahosa University.

To date Benson Idahosa University has remained a matured vision inside of
me and am happy that the time for its birth has come. Together let us take
onto ourselves the labor pains for an institution that will change the destiny
of individuals, societies and nations. The Lord God has told me that this
project which he has committed into our hands will outlive us and
generations to yet unborn will rememPer us for what we are about to do.” e World
will get up for you

Tommy Lee had first responded to Benson Idahosa’s letters in 1962.
Subsequently, a solid relationship was established over the years resulting
in Osborn’s visits with his wife, Daisy to Benin on a few occasions, either
for his crusades or specifically to Idahosa’s church.

Of all the visits however, one specific visit in the late 1970s was very
unique. T.L and Daisy Osborn had stayed late ministering at the Miracle
Centre of Church of God Mission just opposite the Airport. They therefore
went late to catch their flight to Lagos which was supposed to be a
connecting flight from Johannesburg to France, England and then the USA.

By the time Idahosa took his guests to the airport, they were told that the
last flight for the day was overbooked. Not one seat was avail- able, the
passengers had boarded and the flight about to take off.

Not only that, the jetliner had begun to taxi towards the runway. Benson
Idahosa’s new Mercedes sped towards the tarmac and screeched to halt in
front of the plane. Benson came out and waved at the pilot frantically.



The plane stopped and his steps were lowered as the pilot came down to
know what the issue was. Idahosa began “I have two of God’s important
servants who must go to Lagos”. “But we are loaded to capacity. Every seat
is full,” said the captain.

“Never mind. Let me on board. They all know me; they see ‘Redemp
As he approached

tion Hour’ (Idahosa’s TV program). Let me talk to them.”

the rear, a young

man rose from the back of the plane and asked the person sitting next to him
to get

up.

Idahosa obliged, climbed into the plane and walked down the crowded
aisles. The passengers were annoyed. He prayed silently as he returned to
the front. He turned round, facing the passengers and started “Excuse me
friends, I have two of God’s special servants in my car. They must go to
Lagos today on this plane. Two of you will get off now so God’s

servants can board. God bless you. He waited a minute, no one moved. The
silence showed annoyance by impatient passengers. Some pretended to be
asleep and others seemed were praying. Idahosa slowly walked the aisle
again. As he approached the rear, a young man rose from the back of the
plane and asked the person sitting next to him to get up. Yes, said Idahosa
pointing, you can go tomorrow. You can travel later he said, pointing to the
other man. They both gathered their belongings and proceeded from the
plane.

Benson stopped the first man in the aisle of the plane. He asked him,
“Young man, what is your name and what do you do?”

“My name is Aliko Dangote and this is my assistant,” the young man
replied.

“I am a trader, a businessman.”

“Impressed,” Benson responded.
“The World will get up for you.” The mostly Christian passengers



responded “Amen”.
“My God will take you and your business beyond Africa and bless you
beyond measure.”

Just before descending the steps, Idahosa turned and raised his hands with
tears in his eyes, praised the Lord and blessed the remaining passengers for
their patience. They all broke out in spontaneous clapping. See you on
“Redemption Hour” this Sunday evening he said. They clapped as T.L and
Daisy Osborn boarded for the subsequent flight.

Aliko Dangote was born to Mohammed Dangote and Mariya Sanusi
Dantata on April 10, 1957 in the then Northern Region (Kano State).
An ethnic Hausa from Kano State, he showed his love for business by
selling sweets even in primary school.

As a teenager, he began to work for his uncle, Sani Dangote and it was said
of him that he served diligently. Sometime in 1977 and after his 20th
birthday, he approached his uncle about his plan to establish a business
outfit which would trade in cement, sugar, rice, pasta, salt, cotton, millet,
vegetable, oil and other products. His uncle provided a loan of N500,000
but gave a caveat to Aliko to return the loan within a deadline of three
months (this was the practice at the time).

Dangote first of all relocated to Lagos in June 1977, the commercial nerve
centre of Nigeria to develop a strong distribution channel for the quick and
efficient delivery of his products.

Currently, there is no family in Nigeria today that does not have a Dangote
product in their home. If it is sugar, then it is salt or the house you are living
in was built with a Dangote cement. Everyone has something to do with his
business. He earns a little off everyone and that is the way to get wealthy.

Today, Aliko Dangote 1s the among the top 100 richest people in the world
and richest in Africa.

This reminds what 2 Chronicles 20:20 says: Believe in the Lord God, so
shall you be established, believe Also his Prophets, so shall you prosper (2

Chronicles 20:20)Idahosa warned by the head of witches



Idahosa’s grandmother was a witch. She was a member of Ogboni
fraternity. At that time the Ogboni dominated Benin City. They told her to
warn Benson that he was disturbing their meetings with the kind of prayers
he prayed and if he does not change, they will kill him.

Because his grandmother loved him, he called him and told him to calm
down “my son you don’t know these people as I know. They will kill you if
you don’t stop.”

He replied, “Ah, for saying that, the head of the fraternity is already dead.”
The grandmother started crying and said, “No, no, no, don’t talk like that.
You are provoking them more.”

Benson firmly said, “I said he has died.” The man died.

Benson said to the people who had gathered for the funeral “Anybody who
attempts to bury him will die. The man does not deserve to be buried.”
When they were about to lower the man, the secretary fell

into the grave and died. They sent the grandmother to ask him for mercy
and put things right with him.; ,,, gping nome

“I will go when my work is finished; therefore when I am gone no - body
should be double-minded concerning the will of God for my death. [ am
going to go by the will of God, not the will of witches or wizards. No man
can kill me. Many have tried to hurt me spiritually and physically to no
avail. God has not given the key of the vault in which he has hidden me to
any man or devil. He did not invest so much in me only to hand me over to
the devil to fulfil his dark and unholy idiosyncrasies. I am indestructible by
the grace of God, so are you if you know my Jesus. You know, here in Edo
land, I do not know about you and where you come from, but here in Edo
land, where I am from, when a man dies, the wife is always accused of
having killed him.

I share a beautiful life with my wife Margaret, at least as beautiful as human
nature and God’s grace in my life can make it. She is not dreaming of
killing me — she is the flesh of my flesh, and bone of my bones, the wife of
my youth and the mother of my lovely four children. No, when I go it will
be by the will and call of God.



You may ask if | am preparing to die. Not at all. I hope to live for atleast
one hundred and twenty years. I look forward to when I will hobble into the
church with my walking stick and sit back on my big chair to listen and
watch my children in the ministry show forth the stuff which God has
invested in them through the ministry of God committed to me.

But, and this is the big But...if the Lord calls me before then, if He calls me
Now, I am ready to answer “Here I am O Lord” with joy and expectation
because death is gain. Yes, yes! Ha, I see heaven open and the

voice that I hear says “Come up hither!”

My going will be a glorious one; I will not be sick and be taken from one
hospital to the other. Like Elijah, whew! I will be gone before you

On Thursday, the

can say Jack Robinson... 12th, 1998, ldahosa started the day as always. In
his office

he asked for a cup of tea which he did not drink up. He told one of his staff

members;
“I am going home”.

No. Nobody will mourn me with regret because of prolonged illness.
Nobody will have the pleasure of sympathising with me because of long-
suffering; that is one of the gifts which I do not have: the gift of Lo-oong
suffering!

When my day comes, [ may be sitting with people in the church and will go
when I hear the call like Rev. Gordon Lindsay did. It is a glorious way to
depart. I may be with people at home and while we are talking, I will

be done just like that. That will be a precious death.”

On Thursday, the 12th, 1998, Idahosa started the day as always. In his
office he asked for a cup of tea which he did not drink up. He told one of
his staff members; “I am going home™.

This was not strange. But when he repeated it unnecessarily, there was a
reason to suspect the unusual but no notice was taken of it. Later that



afternoon, at lunch with his guests, he spoke about heaven. He asked them
whether they believed it was possible for one to walk to heaven like Elijah
did? He said he would prefer to be translated like Enoch and Elijah.

He told them he had a heavenly drink in his cup. He took the “pure heaven”
juice on the table and drank from it, making a humorous statement about
going to heaven. The drink tasted like heaven’s drink he told his guests. His
high sense of humour was on a parade.

On that day, he had received “members of an educational foundation team
from the U.S. based Oral Roberts University” at the Christian Faith
University after ministering in church. He excused himself to go to Miracle
Centre, his church office and prayed with different seg- ments of people at
the church office and including the Bible school students before he went
back to meet his guests at home.

It was a busy period at the headquarters of Church of God Mission, the
Archbishop had just returned from one of his many tours, this time from the
UK. Members of the Oral Roberts University Education Fellowship
(OREF) were at the headquarters of Word of Faith Group of Schools for the
yearly OREF program. They were led by Professor Don Petri, a friend of
the Benson Idahosa University and a professor of christian education at the
Oral Roberts University. Both he and all the American participants at the
conference were guests at the Archbishop’s home.

It was an early afternoon and Idahosa and his guests were at the table. A
characteristic humour of the Archbishop eliciting laughter and chatter
punched with the lunch. It was a sumptuous meal and both local and
international guests were satisfied. Then a fruit juice was passed around in
packets of which were printed the brand name “pure heaven”

This caption started another round of conversation. It was about heaven.
Then suddenly, there was a hush as the Archbishop broke into the good-
natured conversation and asked “how many of you are ready to go to
heaven right now? You see he continued; “all Christians talk about heaven
and its beauty and desirability but no one is prepared to go there straight
away”. | have news for you. I am prepared to go to heaven right now,
anyone going with me? Everyone was silent. The mood of the diners
changed and went to their rooms. The Archbishop called for Professor Don



Petri to join him in one of the mainly sitting rooms in the new Benson
Idahosa University. He indicated those aspects of the master plan he had
implemented and requested the professor to continue from where he was
ending. Yet Professor Don Petri did not understand the meaning of the
Archbishop’s words. The Archbishop was the symbol of the university. It
could not have entered the mind of anybody that he would be translated a
few minutes after.

Shortly after he had spoken instructing a deaconess on what the guests
should eat for dinner, he began to repeat the words “Thank you Jesus” then
suddenly threw his head back on the easy chair and gave up the ghost.
Professor Don Petri did not immediately understand until he saw the body
slumping off the chair then Don Petri rushed at him calling for help and
laying him on the rug. He tried all the resuscitation techniques that he knew
but to no avail, they called for help from the Faith Mediplex but the doctors
testified that from that moment he hissed that sigh of relief, he had clearly
departed. His going was an air of finality, which the doctors knew but could
not admit. He was not sick. He had never had high blood pressure. He was
never down. Even the doctors were surprised that he died because he was
not sick at all.

It was as he had said it:
I may be with people at home and while we are talking, I will be done just
like that. That will be a precious death.

When he died, many people wailed on the streets. Nobody, even those who
were not Christians wanted to believe that he had died. He had brought
glory, honour and attention to the city of Benin. In the days of Archbishop
Benson Idahosa Benin had become the headquarters of the gospel in Africa.
Lagos was larger but more people would travel allover the world to Benin
City.

He was the first Nigerian preacher to minister on radio and television, the
first to own mass crusade equipment and even move from city to city in
Africa and even abroad doing meetings. During his lifetime, he ministers in
over 130 countries. Many of those meetings were not invitational; he went
into missions with his own money. It is said that he spoke to more whites
and blacks that any white or African.



Since Archbishop Benson Idahosa had been preaching prosperity with his
lifestyle and story. He dressed flamboyantly, used the best cars and pursued
big projects with big budgets. It would however be wrong to conclude that
he only used the money for his benefit, because he helped people
financially, gave scholarships to the poor, fed people, gave cars and spoke
on behalf of the voices to the Nigerian government on several occasions.
Benson was 35 when he married Margaret from a Royal lineage of the
Benin Kingdom on June 4, 1969. They had four children and

these are; Feb, Ruth, Daisy, and Freda.
Expansion of his ministry and his credentials

Benson Idahosa, the archbishop and founder of Church of God Mission
International Incorporated with its headquarters in Benin City, Nigeria
established over 6,000 churches throughout Nigeria and Ghana before 1971.
Many of ministers he supervised pastored churches of 1,000 to 4,000
people. In addition to filling the position of Archbishop of Church of God
Mission, he was also president of Idahosa World Outreach and president of
Faith Medical Centre. He held positions in numerous organizations
including the college of bishops of the international communion of
Christian churches and the Oral Roberts University in Oklahoma.

Idahosa earned a diploma in divinity from Christ for the Nations Institute in
Dallas, Texas, which he attended in 1971, a Doctorate of Divinity in 1981
from the Word of Faith College, New Orleans and a Doctorate of Laws
degree from Oral Roberts University in March 1984. He also received other
degrees from the International University in Brussels, Belgium.

Soul winning was Benson’s primary concern. With a motto “Evangelism
our Supreme Task,” he worked towards this goal of reaching the unreached
in Nigeria, Africa and the rest of the world with the gospel of the Lord
Jesus Christ. As a black African, he found the doors of African countries
were wide open and he ministered in over 123 countries all over the world.

Crusades played a major role in his ministry. He was involved in at least
one crusade per month. A record of nearly one million people a night
attended his Lagos Crusade in April 1985. He established the Redemption
Television Ministry with a potential viewing audience of 50 million people.



THE OSBORNS

The pioneers of mass miracle evangelism

The pioneers of
mass miracle evangelism

The Flint, Michigan, meetings with F.F. and Florence Bosworth, would
serve as a “bridge” or “pivotal point” that would prepare T.L. and
Daisy for unprecedented mass miracle evangelism in seventy-four
nations of the world. This memorable event created hope and
confidence in their hearts that they could effective- ly present Jesus
Christ to masses of people. They would no longer be limited by their
natural abilities, of time and energy, to lay hands on just a few
individuals. They would now be able to help thousands, or scores of
thousands of people, to receive salvation and miracle healing at the



same time. Having seen the world of suffering humanity, they knew
that their faith must be raised to a level beyond the limits of their own
human touch.

Although F.F. Bosworth had not crusaded beyond the United States
and Canada, he was keenly interested in helping all to be blessed. He
was concerned about suffering people who waited in long prayer lines
for someone’s special prayer, when they could embrace God’s healing
promises as soon as they heard them and be healed.

ommy Lee was born in December 23rd, 1923 to Charles Richard and Mary
Osborn. He was raised on a farm near Pocassett Township, Oklahoma and
schooled 1n the country. He was the seventh son and youngest in a family of
thirteen children. He was raised on the Tfarm and schooled in the country.

Tommy’s father, also, a seventh son, was a nonpracticing traditional Baptist.
His parents were musicians, as were several of his brothers and sisters, and
Tommy Lee started making music at a very young age. Growing up in the
latter half of the 1920s, he saw his large family struggling through the
depression years.

In 1930 when he was six years old, his father moved the family to Skedee,
Oklahoma, in search for a more profitable farm. Some rich people in
Oklahoma had evidently spot Charles with these six boys. That was alot of
good labour. Because their father was poor, he saw this as an opportunity
and he took on the big farm of about 3000 acres of land. Then the
depression hit. Tommy supposed that in those days their dad had drifted
away from God or was just busy. Charles and Mary Osborn used to read the
bible alot but never prayed nor went to church.

When Tommy was twelve years old, his older brother, Lonnie, got saved at
an old fashioned Oklahoma brush arbor meeting and received what he
called the baptism of the Holy Spirit. That day he returned home speaking
in tongues. For three days and three nights Lonnie couldn’t talk english.
Charles thought that his son had gone crazy. They didn’t know what to do.

When the lady evangelist made the call for sinners to be saved, he received
Jesus Christ as his Savior. From then on, he loved going to that little



church.

The changes that he saw in his brother got his attention. He decided to
attend a revival meeting in an old church down by the railroad tracks in
Mannford, Oklahoma, with Lonnie. Tommy shared that he was dressed in
his best country overalls and since he could play the piano, he played at the
meeting. When the lady evangelist made the call for sinners to be saved, he
recetved Jesus Christ as his Savior. From then on, he loved going to that
little church. A few weeks after that Tommy also returned home speaking
tongues.

After Tommy walked five miles and found his sister and her husband. She
didn’t know Jesus. He ministered to them and they got saved after his visit.
Later, they helped him go to church because he had no way to go. He would
have had to walk 3 miles to get there.

I wanted to be a soulwinner

Though he loved going to the little church, many times the work on the
farm kept Tommy in the field until too late to attend the meeting. Many
nights he wept from disappointment at not being able to go to church.

From that time, Tommy began discovering the truly good life when he was
converted. His objectives and motives were changed immediately when he
got converted. He now wanted what God wanted, and he wanted it for the
reason God wanted it.

“I started doing whatever I could to witness to unconverted people in my
area. From that day, [ wanted to be a soul winner; I wanted to share with
people what Jesus Christ meant to me.”

He began to print Bible verses with a toy press that he received as a
Christmas present. He refers to these verses on scraps of paper, today as
“the good life concepts.” These became his first tracts and he distributed
them among the town’s people, a population of less han 300- Meeting with
Oral Roberts

In the mid 1930’s, when he was still barely a teen and while “digging
cockle burrs out of the corn rows” on his parents’ farm, Tommy met Oral



Roberts. Oral was pastoring a small church in Sand Springs, Oklahoma.
Even though Oral was six years older than Tommy, they became friends.
Soon Tommy started helping him with evangelistic work in Sand Springs,
ministering in street meetings. Oral was the preacher, and Tommy took care
of most everything else, which included playing the accordion and piano for
the musical part of the meetings. Roberts was a frequent Sunday visitor to
the Osborn farm to have some fried chicken at their family dinner.

Tommy soon lost contact with Oral, but later was reconnected when they
moved to Tulsa where Roberts’ ministry headquarters were be located.
Tommy began to attend his tent meetings.

Tommy joins Ernest M. Dillard

Gradually, each of his six brothers moved out of the family home until he
was the only boy still living with his parents and helping his 60-year-old
father on the potato farm. He admitted that he was reluctant, even scared, to
ask his father’s permission to move out and begin traveling. Finally, while
sorting potatoes in the cellar, he plucked up courage to make the request
and was greatly surprised when his father said “Yes”

At the age of fourteen, while walking in the woods hunting for the milk
cows, he began to weep without knowing why. He stopped and prayed,
kneeling beside some sandstone boulders. The Lord Jesus spoke to his spirit
and made him to know that He had chosen him to preach His gospel.

At the age of fifteen, he left the farm and also dropped out of school after
completing eighth grade to accompany a respected minister of their
community, Ernest M. Dillard. Since Tommy was musical and had an
accordion, Ernest wanted him to join him, with his guitar, providing music
during the revival meetings. Each Friday evening, he insisted that Tommy
preach. So little by little, Tommy found the words to express his feelings
about Christ and His Gospels.

“I shall never forget the night when I walked out of my home leaving my
father and mother in tears. The last of seven sons was leaving.” Tommy
knew there were many responsibilities on the farm and far too much work
for his Dad to do alone, but he knew, also, that the Lord had spoken and he



had obey. He knew that the harvest field of a world was so much more
important than those acres of land they were farming. He knew that the God
who had called him would make a way for his parents, and He did.

He was reluctant, even a little scared, to ask his father for permission to
leave Skedee and hit the road. That fateful day while sorting potatoes in the
cellar, he was greatly surprised when his father said yes.

I love the violin but I want to be a missionary

Daisy Marie Washburn was born September 23, 1924 to poor fruit farmers
in Los Banos, Califonia. The family had 11 children and Daisy was
devastated by trauma in her young life. When Daisy and her ten siblings
would pick fruit, they would ride on the back of a trailer. That’s the way
they lived. They were very poor and had nothing. If you had a cow to give
the older one, you had nothing left over for the rest.

Being the tenth child, Daisy cut her teeth in life watching their mother toil
day and night as the homemaker.

All the water for household needs had to be pumped from the old well.
Then it was carried in buckets to our rough wood floor kitchen. Mama built
and stoked the fire to heat it in a big iron kettle for washNo stranger to -
ing. She spent hours of back-breaking

drudgery over the galvanized wash

tub and scrub board, toiling to keep

the family’s home-made clothes and

scanty bedding clean.

heartache, Daisy lost three more family members before

she was out of her teens—two brothers

She sewed all of their clothes, % suicide and her father 14 dknitted all of their
sweaters, to murder socks and woolens, grew the vegeta

bles, cooked every meal over a wood

stove, churned the butter, scrubbed the floors on her knees, canned the fruit,
hand-quilted their bedding, baked their bread, etc.



Their mother got saved while Daisy was six years old. With permission
from her husband, every Sunday they walked four miles as she took them
for Sunday school providing they were back and had their meal on the table
at 12pm.

When Daisy was six years old, her mother later got killed in an automobile
accident and her older sister took Daisy and raised her.

At the impressionable age of eight years, Daisy lost her mother and an older
sister in a tragic auto/train accident. The children were divided among
foster and family homes, to be raised under the distant eye of State welfare
agencies. Daisy was raised by an older, married sister who had two children
of her own. No stranger to heartache, Daisy lost three more family members
before she was out of her teens—two brothers to suicide and her father to
murder.

At the age of 12, an evangelist came to their church. He preached a sermon
about hell and he scared her and she accepted Christ. “And I was afraid of
God from that day until I grew up and understood differently God’s love.”

Unfortunately this did not protect her from difficult times. Within a few
years two of her brothers committed suicide and her father was murdered.

At twelve, a missionary came to Daisy’s church and asked for a volunteer.
She wanted to show how Indian women dress and Daisy went up. She
dressed her. When she finished, she took Daisy in her arms and said,
“Honey, wouldn’t it be wonderful if when you grew up you will be a
missionary.” As soon as she said it “in my heart I volunteered again.” And
from that moment I saw myself as a missionary in India. I wanted to build
an orphanage. I began to dream about being a missionary.”

Thriving on challenge and competition, Daisy did well in school sports. She
mastered the clarinet and proudly played in the marching band. Then she
won the honored position of first violinist in her school orchestra.

Daisy had opportunities that she turned down. She had an opportunity to
become a concert violinist and her music teacher wanted her to become a
protége. She wanted to pay for Daisy’s school because she was from a poor



family. She had to ask from her sister “what should I do? I have this
wonderful opportunity. She said, “Honey, you just need to pray. Do you
want to be a concert violin or do you want to be a missionary?”

“And I said I want to be what Jesus wants me to be.”

Daisy prayed and had to go in the next morning and tell her music teacher.
“I can’t be a concert violin. I love the violin but I want to be a missionary.”
Her teacher cried and Daisy too cried and said, “What you have chosen is
the best part of life.” She recommended her for it. She was a staunch
Catholic woman and thought that was wonderful.

She was active in youth leadership at fifteen. The scars of earlier heartache
and difficulty did not make Daisy a bitter person. To the contrary, she
constantly sought out ways to encourage and to lift other people. Her
philosophy of life, even at that young age, was to spread only good news
about another person.y,gye at first sight

When Daisy was sixteen years of age, boys started notice her more than she
wanted them to. Her sister used to say oil and water don’t mix. Light and
darkness can’t mix and you don’t take evil companions into your bosom.
She sowed seeds on that so Daisy never wanted to date any boys because
they weren’t Christians.

“So I prayed when these boys wanted to take me here, take me there, that
the Lord would give me a Christian friend that I could go places with, go to
church, go to the CA rallies, go to fellowship meetings, be seen with so that
these boys could leave me alone.”

And in two weeks, one night all her nephews were going to donkey baseball
game (playing baseball while riding a donkey), Daisy too wanted to go but
her sister didn’t want to let her go because good girls didn’t go to things
like that. The boys went and Daisy had to stay at home. Right after they left
her best friend came by with her mother and another elderly woman in
church and asked her whether she would like to go to a revival meeting. She
said “yes”

For two and one-half years, Tommy accompanied Dillard through Arkansas
and Oklahoma, and finally to California. In a little Church at Almo,



California he met Daisy Marie Washburn who, with other young people
from their Church in Los Banos, came to visit their revival. Daisy was 16
and Tommy was 17.

It was love at first sight. Daisy didn’t dare presume that Tommy was in love
with her because by the time they met she wasn’t thinking marriage. But
she remembered her prayer that she would have a christian friend that she
could identify with so that the boys would leave her alone. But she didn’t
know how fast this was going to work. On the first night their CA president
came and sat down by her so Tommy assumed that he was her date. He
asked her if she could go to the CA rallies. She didn’t have any plans to but
immediately she accepted. The first thing that Tommy asked her was if she
was going with anybody. She said, “No am not going with anybody.” That
was encouraging to him. Tommy told her where he was going to be. Daisy
had to go to work and figure out to get there because in those days they
didn’t have wheels. She started working it out with people in church and
she found a deacon and his daughter who were going to go so she Went with

them- Ruby, Ruby, am in love

Accademic achievement and financial success were a gradueat motivator
for her in school because her mother died, her father was an alcoholic, three
brothers had committed suicide. Her life was school. “7e/you abways She wag
poor. She made a decision that she

would grow up to be successful and to do

something. When she was in 8th grade, her

teacher said “You can’t help how you were

told me if I had to ask I wasn't and I don 't have to ask, I know I'm in love.”

born but you can help how you die.” That was

a good seed planted in Daisy when she was

about 13 years old. She decided that finances is the best field to go in
because you learn how to make money, learn how to manage money and
never be poor again. So when she met Tommy she already had a job lined
up. She was to be an accountant of the biggest store in town, she had
already lined up an apartment to be moved in as soon as she graduated.



After the service, he went to see her at the balcony. He wanted to know if
she would marry him. At that moment Daisy accepted to marry Tommy.

She went home, walked to the front door and to her sister’s home and said,
“Ruby, Ruby, am in love. I’'m going to get married as soon as I graduate.”
She came out of her sleep. She said, “What? what? How do you know you
are in love? I said, “Well you always told me 1f I had to ask I wasn’t and I
don’t have to ask, I know I’'m in love.”

They were alone together two times before they were married and they
wrote to each other for eight months. In these letters they covered every
topic that a person needs to cover before they enter into marriage. They sent
each other a 24 page letter daily.

On Easter Sunday April 5, 1942, Osborn married graduating high school
student and farmer’s girl, Daisy washburn, Osborn in Los Banos, Califonia.
He was 18 and she was only 17.

Tommy borrowed a suit from his brother-in-law and budgeted his precious
few dollars to include a white carnation corsage for Daisy and a
boutonniere for himself. To make ends meet, he managed to get a ride from
Oklahoma to California with a couple who were driving west, but they
stopped a hundred miles short of Los Banos, and he had to hitch hike the
final lap of his journey.

The day after the wedding, the couple began their trip back to Sand Springs,
Oklahoma, where Tommy had a job. They arrived with fif- ty-two cents.
Tommy had measured his few dollars very carefully. He was burning to get
back into the ministry of evangelism. He traded his only possessions, a cow
and a calf at his father’s farm, for a 1930



T.L. Osborn at 18 years old

/ A # Jm.Daisy Washburn at 17 years old



T.L. Osborn as a young

pastor

“Model A” Ford coupe that needed overhauling. With twenty dollars from
his brother Lonnie, and with Daisy working with him through the heat of
the day, actually guiding him in making the necessary repairs, Tommy
overhauled the engine. He said, “I could work on a mule, but I knew
nothing about an automobile.” Daisy, on the other hand, had grown up with
two nephews who were exceptional mechanics and they taught her a lot
about engines.

Tommy and Daisy wanted to go to California, but they didn’t have any
money. Daisy convinced her brother, Bud, to loan them thirty-five dol- lars
so they could make the trip. Tommy was concerned that the old car might
not perform, but Daisy said, “If it stops, we’ll find a way to fix it.” Tommy
knew that they would not have enough money to stay in motels. Daisy said,
“We can sleep in the car.” And they did.

Once in California, they sold the car for needed cash and began their
preaching career in Campbell, at a church whose pastor had invited them to
conduct a revival. They spent two years in California. Both of them had
musical talent, so they played, sang, and preached in many of the little
churches in the agricultural San Joaquin Valley. When Tommy was
nineteen, he and Daisy had their first child. On March 25, 1943, their



daughter, Marie LaVonne, was born in Bakersfield County Hospital. She
only lived seven days and Tommy and Dai- sy were deeply grieved.

In the spring of 1944, Tommy at 20 and Daisy at 19 drove to Portland,
Oregon, to conduct gospel meetings in an old tabernacle-barn that was built
and used by the early Methodists. It had about 19 people at that time. The
meetings were successful; and, as a result, they pioneered Montavilla
Tabernacle and became its pastors. When the challenge was first presented
to them to establish a new church in Portland, Tommy didn’t feel qualified.
Daisy voiced, “It’s an opportu- nity. Let’s do it. We can learn.” And they
did.

While in Portland, their son, Tommy Lee, Jr., was born on January 20,
1945.

T.L and Daisy had dedicated
their lives, when they were
married, to obey Christ and to




The church in Oregon where T.L. and Daisy were elected as pastors on
their return to America from India

Let’s go!

After a year, the superintendent of the Pentecostal Church of God Churches
to which Tommy and Daisy belonged was a man who had gone to India as a
missionary. Whenever this man preached, he preached about India and
about missions until, “he literally branded India on our spirits.” The couple
had just become pastors for the first time, when a missionary from India
appealed to them to become missionaries. If ten persons were lifting a log,
nine of them on the small end and only one on the big end, and if “we
wanted to lift the log, on which side should we life?” Tommy was
concerned about the risks that would be involved but, Daisy asserted,
“Other couples have done it. We will succeed. We’ll learn the language.
We’ll work together. Let’s go!”

They decided that the people of India needed Christ more than the people in
USA.

Three weeks after Tommy Lee, Jr’s birth, they resigned as pastors of that
growing church and began nine months of ministry across several states,
preparing for their five-year mission to Lucknow, India. They invested
everything they owned and had dedicated their lives to go to the other side
of the world to win souls. They went to India with their 10 months old boy.
At that time they were Tommy was 21 and Daisy 20 years old.

Prove it and we will believe it

People in India were so kind to them. Tommy found out the Muslims were
talking about the same God they worshipped, the God of Abraham, Isaac
and Jacob. He didn’t know that. He began to figure what what he was going
to tell them.

Initially, both Tommy and Daisy were shocked when they discovered that
the Muslims believed in the same God as they did. The Muslims called
God, Allah, and we call Him God. Tommy thought “Allah” was a heathen
god, but later learned that it was the Arabic word for God.



They also thought that the Muslim people worshipped dead gods, but
learned that they worshipped the God of Abraham, the same God the Jews
worshipped and whom we worship today. The Muslims also prayed five
times a day and loved to talk to God. ;g The Osborns made many friends,

including Muslim merchants.

Many times they would shake his hand and say, “Good morning, Brother
Osborn.” And they might add, “Praise God.” He was shocked.

The Moslems in India loved to come and study the teachings of Jesus with
them because they had great admiration for Him, as a prophet and as a
teacher. They loved His teachings and even respected Him as a miracle
worker.

They would stay for hours — sometimes all afternoon. They accepted Jesus
as a prophet, as a great teacher — and as a healer. But they did not accept
Him as the Son of God, raised from the dead, or as the Saviour of the world.

The Osborns knew that if they did not believe these facts about Jesus, there
was no way that they would be converted.

These people did not believe either of these facts, so they could not be
saved according to the Bible. They did not know what to do.

They could never convince them that Jesus was the Son of God. They were
friends. They were lovely people.

A group of Moslems came one afternoon. They said, “All right, Mr. And
Mrs. Osborn, prove to us that Jesus is the Son of God and that He is risen
from the dead.”

Tommy said, “Sure, I can do that.” And he reached for his Bible and started
opening the pages to locate the scriptures. But they interrupted him and
said, “Wait, Mr. Osborn. We don’t believe the Bible is God’s word.”

And they reached for their black book and started to show Tommy what
their book said.

There were with two black books on the table. One of them was called the
Bible, the other was called the Koran — according to them, the word of God
that came through the Prophet Mohammed.



The Osborns said that Jesus is the Son of God, risen from the dead. Theirs
denied both.

Then Tommy began to get closer and he found out. He thought well: “If
thou shalt confess with your mouth Jesus is Lord and believe in your that
God raised Him from the dead thou shalt be saved.” He knew that that’s
what they’ve got to believe. So he told them, “Yeah, its wonderful.

He was born of a virgin.

“No, no, no!”

Conceived of the Holy Ghost.

“No, no, no!”

Died for our sins

“No, no, no!”

His blood was divine.

“No, no, no!”

God raised Him from the dead the third day.
“No, no, no!”
“Is this Jesus alive?” They said, “The said “Prove it and we will believe it.”

They felt defeated because they had failed to convince the Hindus or the
Moslems that Jesus Christ was the Son of God, that He had risen from the
dead, nor that He is alive today as the world’s only Savior. Because of this,
the duo decided to go out of India because they thought they were
embarrassing God, the Christian faith, themselves and they were not doing
any good to anyone. They had spent a year in India by the time they
experienced the greatest confusion and disapPointment of their lives T e
Osborns return to USA

Although a few were saved in their meetings, after a long siege of sickness
during which their son almost died of cholera and Tommy despaired of life
for six long weeks with typhoid fever. In the fall of 1946, they decided to go
home. They felt that it would be better to go back to America where most of
the people already believed the As they were coming home, Bible (or at least
claimed to believe

what the Bible says about Christ).

So they returned home, but in un

believable turmoil.



a wonderful church elected them as their pastor, which was a great
encouragement

to them, because they felt

They had seen the masses. They
had seen the need. They had seen
the people who knew nothing of
the gospel.

terribly discouraged and ashamed to be coming home before their term had
ended.

As they were coming home, a wonderful church elected them as their
pastor, which was a great encouragement to them, because they felt terribly
discouraged and ashamed to be coming home before their term had ended.

In those days you did not go to a foreign country and preach for a few
months, then come back. People just did not do that in those days.

When you went, you went for five years. Some went for seven years. Some
went for ten years or more.

They had gone for five years. To come home ahead of their time real - ly
meant disgrace. But they were determined to find the solution to their
dilemmas.

They continued their search. They read biographies of men and women who
had been used of God. They studied their Bibles. They read sermons. They
went to hear evangelists, preachers, teachers.

They had to find the answer to the dilemma they faced.
Then on March 13, 1947, T. L. and Daisy’s daughter, LaDonna Carol, was
born.



The Osborns pose for a photograph to give to churches and friends
who helped sponsor them as young missionaries to India

Lord, they are gone. Millions are still dying
The search had began with Smith Wigglesworth, but as they planned to go
to one of his meetings, the legendary preacher died.

Later that year, during their ministry at McMinnville, a lady in their Church
informed them of the death of the renowned Charles S. Price, a
contemporary of Aimee Semple McPherson. Charles was known for his
miracle ministry across the nation. They had never met Price, but had taken
a large collection of his monthly magazines, Golden Grain, with them to
India and had read scores of his sermons and pictorial reports of his
crusades. He was scheduled to minister during the annual convention of the
Assemblies of God in Brooks, Oregon, only fifty miles from their Church.

Because of their disillusionment about India, they passionately anticipated
that event. They knew that miracles were the answer to effective gospel
ministry in non-Christian nations, but they lacked knowledge in that field,
so they hoped to learn from Price’s ministry.

On hearing this Tommy went to the Church, laid on his face and wept and
prayed for hours. It seemed as though he could not contain his grief. The
faith heroes and heroines of previous years began to pass before his mind
like a panorama. He thought of Smith Wigglesworth,



of Aimee McPherson, of Maria Woodworth-Etter, of E.W. Kenyon, of
Price, and of others though they had never met any them or heard preach.

As he wept, he wondered why this should affect him like it did. He had not
met these people. He had only heard about their ministries. He said, “Lord,
those great heroes of faith are gone now, and millions are still dying.
Multitudes are still sick and suffering. To whom will they now go for help?
Who will stir our large cities and fill our large auditoriums with the
magnetic power of God, healing the sick and

casting out devils? What will this world do now?”
If You Ever See Jesus, You Can Never Be the Same Again

God responded to Daisy and Tommy’s spiritual search in a marvelous way,
though not immediately. Within a few months, they received four visions
that totally changed their lives.

The distraught couple then learned that Price’s post had been handed to
Hattie Hammond, known at the time as the greatest female preacher in the
Assemblies of God. She was also known for the remarkable miracles that
took place in her meetings. It was the Osborns’ meeting that marked a
significant turning point in their ministry. They attended the camp meeting
at Brooks, Oregon. The remarkable Hattie Hammond was chosen to
minister in the place of Price.

If You Ever See Jesus,
She preached on the subject: v, Cyn Never Be the Same Again.

Hammond encouraged them to look at their trip to India not as a failure but
as their first glimpse into the massive harvest of souls that God had called
them to reach.

They walked out of that meeting in tears, and as they drove home, they
discussed her message. Tommy said, “Darling, maybe that is what we need.
Maybe if we could see Jesus, our lives would be changed.” They loved
Christ. They believed in the power of the Holy Spirit. They



were respected in their organization as good and effective pastors, good
evangelists.

Tommy and Daisy methodically prayed for the sick. But there were few if
any results. Others applauded them, but they felt insecure in their lack of
understanding miracles. They had gone to India to convince the non
Christians but they felt they had failed because they couldn’t prove what
they what was in Bible. This made them frustrated and discouraged.
However, at Rev. Hattie’s message that day they thought that seeing if they
could see Jesus, their ministry could change. Jesus appears to Tommy

Tommy and Daisy methodically prayed for the sick. But there

were few if any results. Others applauded them, but they felt insecure in
their lack of

understanding miracles.

The went home and prayed late night and then went to bed. The next
morning at 6 o’clock sharp, the Lord appeared in that room. Tommy looked
on Jesus just as one looks at anyone.

He was real. He stood there. Tommy lay at His feet as a dead man. He could
not move a finger or a toe. Water poured from his eyes, yet he was not
conscious of weeping. It was an overwhelming experience. He did not
know how long it was before he was able to move his toes and his hands.
He did not remember how he got on his face on the floor, and he did not
know how many hours he lay there.

Daisy had gotten up early in the morning to feed the babies and to take care
of their baths-all of the things a wife and mother must do. She was really
busy all morning. Then she was feeding the children their lunch and getting
ready to put them down for their afternoon naps. About that time, Tommy
came out of that room. And when she looked at him, she knew she had a
new husband. Something had happened. He was changed. Tommy was now
a new man.

Previously, he had become a successful denominational man. It had affected
him.

Though he had seen the need of the people in India, he supposed



that, having failed as a missionary-or at leaset it seemed to them that they
had failed-he supposed that as a husband and as a leader of the home, he
was grasping for success. He responded to the denominational attention that
was given him.

Tommy became almost by a drive to go to the top in that field. He wanted
the favour of his superiors. His world was his organization. He felt he had
failed as a missionary, so success in his church organization helped his self-
image.

He was active in official functions. He had an almost unnatural es- teem for
their district and national officials.

But when he walked out of that room, he was delivered from that obsession
to become something that was not what God wanted for him. Jesus had
become Lord of his life.

From that morning, nothing else mattered. He saw himself in a different
light. Something had happened to him. Everything had changed.

He had a new perspective on life. He knew God loved him. He had sent
Jesus to him.

For Osborn, it was his first of four distinct revelations of Christ. The second
came when he encountered the ministry of Gordon Lindsay, a Kentucky
native who founded Christ for the Nations.

You can do that

In the month of September 1947, Tommy and Daisy resigned the church in
McMinnville and returned to Portland where they had been urged to resume
the pastorate of Montavilla Tabernacle, the church that they had established
before going to India. They expected to invest their lives in Portland, the
beautiful City of Roses. But it was only to be a short step in God’s design
for their future global ministry.

Soon after that first vision, Gordon Lindsay brought the noted healing
evangelist, William Branham, to Portland at the invitation of the ministerial
association, to conduct a city-wide Healing Campaign.



This was a real test of loyalty. Up until then, Tommy was so loyal to their
denomination that he never would have left the convention they were in the
midst of, to go to another meeting.

When that happened in Tommy’s life, he did not lose respect for their
denominational officials. But he gained a new respect for himself as 7
could haveay individual. He could see himself as someone important in God’s
conventions anytime,

but an opportunity to see miracles might not come again. He
decided that, whether his organization understood or not, he had to.
plan.

What made their situation awkward was that they were pastors of the
headquarters church, and they were responsible to host the people attending
the convention. That was the very week during which this man of God was
in the city for the great miracle meeting.

Since Tommy was not the official host to the convention, but was also a
member of the official board-one of the presbyters and the Secre- tary-
Treasurer of the District — he saw no way to go to that miracle meeting. It
would be disloyal.

Tommy had seen the Lord and longed to go see the miracles. But how could
he just walk out of their own convention?

Daisy went first, then she came back and gave him a report. She went to a
dear friend who was almost 90 years — a great woman of God. It was the
first time in her life she had ever seen miracles, even though she had
accepted Jesus at the age of 12. She was a grown woman, a wife, a mother,
and had been a missionary in India, yet she had never seen an instant
miracle. She had never seen deaf ears come open, or blind people receive
their sight, or cripples get up and walk.

Tommy and Daisy talked that night and Tommy knew he had to go see the
wonders of God. They could have conventions anytime, but an opportunity



to see miracles might not come again. He decided that, whether his
organization understood or not, he had to.

Every Friday nights in their meetings, they prayed for the sick-not Tuesday
or Sunday; only Friday. They did not see much happen, but they prayed.

Tommy made an announcement to their convention that he had to go see the
man of God and the miracles, he told them that he did not want to be
disloyal or to be misunderstood, but that in India he had failed as a
missionary because his good sermons were not enough to prove to non-
Christians that the gospel is true.

“I needed miracles. I had prayed for the answer. The Lord had appeared to
me and [ knew that He was alive. But now I had a chance to see His
miracles in action, and I must go.”

He handed over the church to the officials. He gave them the funds and the
checkbook and every facility they had, but excused himself and went to
hear the man of God and to see miracles.

At that meeting they would get a chance to see Jesus together, because they
were seeing Him demonstrate Himself in miracles. They were seeing His
power in action through an ordinary person. “...we were actually seeing
Jesus through a human person.”

Hundreds of people came forward and accepted Christ that night. That was
what they had wanted so much in India. They loved those people but they
could not convince them to accept and to believe on Jesus Christ.

They knew He was real themselves, but they had to surrender their goals
and return to the USA where they thought most everybody already believed
in Him.

Those who were sick formed a long line and each one came before that man
for prayer. Remarkable miracles took place.

The man stopped a little girl who was deaf and dumb from birth. Very
kindly, that man of God said to the audience; “Everyone, please bow your
heads and close your eyes. This little girl is possessed of a deaf and dumb
spirit.



“Be reverent because this spirit will come out of her when I speak in Jesus’
name, and we do not want it to enter into someone else who is irreverent or
unbelieving!”

Tommy had never heard anyone talk like that in his life. He knew Jesus
talked like that in Bible days.
But, wow, this was for real!

He prayed a very simple, quiet prayer, speaking with absolute authority.

He put his fingers in the girl’s ears, and said, “You dumb and deaf spir - it, I
adjure you by Jesus Christ the son of God, that you come out of the child
and enter her no more.”

And then he was quiet.

Then he heaved a sigh of relief and said, “The evil spirit has gone from the
girl now, You can lift your heads and look, the spirit has gone out of her.
She 1s well.”

Tommy could not believe his ears. “How did he know she was healed? He
had not examined her. He had not checked her ears.”

Daisy looked at Tommy about that time, and his eyes were a fountain of
tears.

Over Tommy’s head, a thousand voices whirled and said, “You can do that!
You do not have the gift of healing like he has, but you can do that! You
have the same word of God that he has preached! That is what Jesus did!
That is what Peter did! That is what Paul did! That proves that the Bible is
good today! You can do that!”

They went home revolutionized. They sat down and talked most of that
night.

As I have been with others, I will be with you

Tommy locked

Thats when they decided to read the New Testament as though they
himself'in their

basement to read and to pray.



had never read it in their lives-like a brand new book.

Tommy locked himself in their basement to read and to pray. Daisy would
have, but the children needed her care, which kept her from spending days
alone in prayer as Tommy did. She committed herself to the same goal-
between taking care of the babies and answering the phone.

He wanted God to speak to him, personally. So, he shut himself in for three
days and three nights. He was there without food or a drop of water.

Daisy got frightened when Tommy said, “Honey, take the church, pastor it.
Preach or do whatever you want. But don’t look for me. I don’t know how
long I’m going to be in this room, but I’'m not coming out until I have heard
from the Lord.”

She was petrified because he had never had the responsibility of the church
and of doing all of the preaching herself.

When he went into that room and dropped on his knees and opened the
Bible, in that instant God spoke to him.

But he did not know it God. He did not recognize His voice. He stayed in
that room for three days and nights, without food or water, asking the Lord
to speak to him, and every time, the same message would come again and
again-until he finally accepted it.

The Lord told him:

“As I have been with others, so will I be with you. Wherever you go, I will
give you the land for your possession. No demon, no disease, or no power
can stand before you all the days of your life, IF you can get the people to
believe my word.”

He had heard the same revelation in the meeting when that man of God
spoke and demonstrated that wonderful gift of healing. The voices over
Tommy’s head said, “You can do that! That is the way Jesus did it! That is
what Peter and Paul did! You can do that! That proves the Bible is for
today!”

He knew he could do that because he saw proof that what happened in the
Bible was for today.
Then they discovered all of those scriptures where the Lord had giv



en them power and authority over devils and diseases, to cast them out and
to heal the sick.

Now the Lord had said to him again and again: “As I have been with others,
I will be with you. No demon or disease or power can stand before you, IF
you can get the people to believe my word.”

Tommy did not have the gift of healing, but he had the living Word of God,
and the healer was living in “me and in that word I could give to people.”

That was when they discovered what the Holy Spirit was for in their lives-
that it was not just to make them feel good or to speak in tongues or to be
holy, but that the Holy Spirit was in “us to help prove to the people that
Jesus is the Christ, the risen Son of God.”

When he came out of that room, he knew they had to do something.
Tommy’s healing ministry begins

So they began to make announcements on the radio and in the paper. They
became bold enough to invite the people to come to their church and to
bring those who were sick, assuring them that God would heal them.

Tommy knew Jesus was with them and He would do what He had done in
Bible days. The people came from everywhere. The church was packed to
the door.

He preached for them, and then the sick people came for prayer. One after
another was miraculously healed as they prayed for them.

The first person they prayed for was a woman who had walked on crutches
for 14 years. This woman had been injured in an accident and her hip was
broken so badly that the bones could not be set. It had become rigid.

They had operated to correct the problem but were unable, at the time, to
help her. She could never walk normally again. So she used crutches to
move herself about.



While they were ministering to her, she took her crutches and started to
hand them to Tommy and he took them from her and tossed them on the
floor.

Tommy commanded her, “In the name of Jesus, walk!” She raised her
hands high, and with her eyes closed, she began walking as perfect as
everyone else did. Her face was shining like an angel! Her rigid hip became
flexible and free.

She kept walking and she acted as though she was listening to something
marvelous.

All they could think about were those masses in India-those Moslems, those
Hindus-those wonderful people who knew nothing about the living Christ.

It was for them that the Osborns started their search. Now they could help
them.

They loved them and they knew that they needed Christ, but they had not
been able to prove to them that Jesus is the Son of God, risen from the dead.
“Now we could prove it! As Jesus said, “The proof is in the miracles.”

Over 9,000 people accept Christ in Jamaica

They knew God had to do something. They had to go to the peoples of the
world.

They had no funds to go to India. It would cost too much. But they had
been invited to the island-nation of Jamaica, in the Caribbean. That was
near enough to the USA that they could get enough money to go there.

So they left their house full of furniture. All they had was their car, kids and
cases, and their destination was Jamaica. They were on their way.

They ministered in Jamaica for 13 weeks and they prayed for the people,
individually, night after night.

Hundreds of people would line up, even out to the street, waiting for the
Osborns to pray for them, one by one.

They prayed for them, hour after hour.



“That was the only way we knew to do. Mass healing was unknown.”
It was impossible for Tommy to pray for so many people by himself.

So they would set their two children in chairs, beside one of the pastor’s
wives. Daisy would stand on one side of the platform and pray for a line of
people while Tommy stood on the other side and prayed for the other line.

People with crossed eyes, blind eyes, deaf ears, cripples-they were healed
just the same in Daisy’s line, as in Tommy’s. The people did not care which
one of them prayed for them.

Thousands were healed.

During that time, over 9,000 people came forward, knelt and prayed the
salvation prayer and accepted Jesus Christ as Savior.

Over 90 totally blind people received their sight instantly-hundreds of
others gradually.

Over 125 deaf mutes instantly talked and received their hearing. Scores of
others were gradually healed.

They saw more fruit from their labors in a single night than they had seen in
the seven years of their ministry before the Lord appeared to them. F.F
Bosworth stands with The Osborns

After the Jamaica crusades, they returned to America, and received an
urgent call from Rev. F.F. Bosworth. He asked them to come to Flint,
Tommy and Daisy s

Michigan, to continue Rev. William Branham’s crusade in the large vision
for a worldwide

ministry of mass miracle evangelism, was birthed in Flint, Michigan. F.F.
Bosworth was the instrument God chose to seed a biblical basis for that
ministry in their hearts.

city auditorium, because Branham became exhausted and was physically
unable to minister to the thousands who attended the crusade. That Flint
crusade marked the real beginning of Tommy and Daisy’s ministry across
the United States. It was also vitally significant in equipping and turning
Tommy and Daisy in the direction of mass miracle evangelism worldwide.



Tommy and Daisy’s vision for a worldwide ministry of mass miracle
evangelism, was birthed in Flint, Michigan. F.F. Bosworth was the
instrument God chose to seed a biblical basis for that ministry in their
hearts. The Voice of Healing Revival was already underway, primarily
across North America, and was noted for mass evangelism taking place
under gigantic gospel tents. Up to this point the normal practice of praying
for the handicapped, sick, and diseased was through long prayer lines and
praying for people individually. This, in part, explained why Rev. Branham
had become exhausted and physically unable to minister to the thousands
attending and had to send for Tommy and Daisy to take his place. This
“pattern” or “model” limited what God was able to accomplish through
individuals, because of their natural limitations of time and energy.

The Flint, Michigan, meetings with F.F. and Florence Bosworth, would
serve as a “bridge” or “pivotal point” that would prepare T.L. and Daisy for
unprecedented mass miracle evangelism in seventy-four nations of the
world. This memorable event created hope and confi- dence in their hearts
that they could effectively present Jesus Christ to masses of people. They
would no longer be limited by their natural abilities, of time and energy, to
lay hands on just a few individuals. They would now be able to help
thousands, or scores of thousands of people, to receive salvation and
miracle healing at the same time. Having seen the world of suffering
humanity, they knew that their faith must be raised to a level beyond the
limits of their own human touch.

Although F.F. Bosworth had not crusaded beyond the United States and
Canada, he was keenly interested in helping all to be blessed.

He was concerned about suffering people who waited in long prayer lines
for someone’s special prayer, when they could embrace God’s healing
promises as soon as they heard them and be healed.

He often discussed this with Tommy and Daisy. Rev. Bosworth talked about
how two or three million Israelites marched out of Egypt to follow Moses to
a new land and a new life, despite their history of four hundred years of
slavery, abuse, disease, cruelty, and physical suffering. The Bible says that,
“He brought them forth...and there was not one feeble person among their
tribes” (Psalm 105:37 KJV). Rev. Bosworth taught: “If Moses had tried to



individually lay his hands on those sick people, most of them would have
died before their turn would have come. Moses could never have ministered
to all of them individually. The majority of them would have expired before
he reached them.”

Another example that Rev. Bosworth used was the time there was rebellion
in the camp of Israel, and many people died of poisonous serpents’ bites.
The people cried to Moses, who prayed for them all at one time. The Lord
told him to put a brazen serpent on a pole and to say: “Everyone who is
bitten, when he or she looks upon it, shall live” (Numbers 21:8, paraphrase
mine). Moses obeyed, and ““if a serpent had bitten any man, when he beheld
the serpent of brass, he lived” (Numbers 21:9). Each person did his own
“looking.” If everyone looked at the same time, then all were healed at the
same time. There were further scriptural examples to substantiate this
teaching. David said that God forgives all...He heals all. (Psalm 103:3.) If
all who are sick believe at the same time, then all may be healed at the same
time. Tommy and Daisy had no way

of knowing that they would Jesus repeatedly “healed them face teeming
multitudes of all.” (Matthew 9:35; 12:15; 14:14;
Mark 6:56; Luke 4:40; 6:19.) “They

brought many sick and devil pos

sessed people to Him. He cast

out the spirits with His word and

healed all that were sick” (Mat

thew 8:16, paraphrase mine). He

did it with His Word. If all heard His

Word at once and believed it, then

all who were sick, were healed by

that Word, at the same time.

sick people in mass crusades all over the world. God used this dear, old
veteran of the healing ministry to prepare

their young hearts for a greater and far more vast healing ministry than had

ever been experienced in the history of humankind.



Jesus promised: “Everyone who asks receives” (Matthew 7:8). If everyone
asks in faith at the same time, everyone who asks can receive at the same
time. There 1s no need for a multitude of people to form themselves into
long prayer lines so that they may “ask” one at a time. Jesus said the truth is
what makes people free” (John 8:32) and that truth 1s effective, as soon as
any person hears and embraces it.

If a farmer plants thousands of seeds in good soil, those seeds do not need
to wait for their turn to grow, one at a time. They all grow simultaneously.
That is a mass miracle. Multitudes came to Peter’s meeting in Jerusalem,
bringing demon-possessed folk and laying sick people on beds and couches,
and they were healed, every one. (Acts 5:16.)

For some mysterious reason, God chose Rev. Bosworth to seed Tommy and
Daisy with these and many other biblical reasons for the kind of faith to
help multitudes to be healed at the same time. Tommy and Daisy had no
way of knowing that they would face teeming multitudes of sick people in
mass crusades all over the world. God used this dear, old veteran of the
healing ministry to prepare their young hearts for a greater and far more
vast healing ministry than had ever been experienced in the history of
humankind.

F.F. Bosworth had been teaching “Faith Meetings” in the afternoons during
the Branham campaigns. At night, Rev. Branham, who was divinely gifted
of God, would address the crowds. Then the sick people would be called to
form a long prayer line. Rev. Branham would only have the physical
strength to minister and to pray for just so many of them.

Rev. Bosworth was deeply concerned about this dilemma. He passionately
emphasized to the people that when God healed anyone, it was proof that
He wanted to do the same for everyone. He stressed that the people did not
need to wait for Rev. Branham’s touch and prayer, that whenever they saw
God’s healing love poured out on one person, they should believe that it
was present for everyone. He urged them to act on their faith at once and do
as the Israelites had done when they looked (individually) at the brazen
serpent, and lived!

During many conversations with Rev. Bosworth, God was preparing
Tommy’s and Daisy’s hearts to minister His healing and miracle love to



millions of suffering people in great mass campaigns all over the world.
Destiny was at work!

Tommy had stepped to the podium of the Civic Auditorium. Rev. F.F.
Bosworth and Rev. Gordon Lindsay had introduced him and Daisy and told
about their mission to Jamaica, where 125 deaf mutes and over 90 totally
blind people had been healed during the meetings. The people in Flint,
Michigan, had been witnessing the phenomenal and unique ministry of
William Branham. The spiritual gifts of healing, the working of miracles,
the word of knowledge, the discerning of spirits, and prophecy had been
operating with divine precision. Tommy Had never knowingly received any
of those gifts.

He told the audience: “Daisy and I come to you from thirteen weeks of
miracle ministry in Jamaica. Our lives were transformed in Portland,
Oregon, when we witnessed the phenomenal ministry of God’s servant,
William Branham.”

He continued: “To my knowledge, I am not aware of having received any of
the gifts that you have been witnessing here. But I have received Jesus
Christ who is the giver of all of those divine gifts. And I do know that He 1s
here with us to confirm His Word with signs, miracles, and wonders.”
Tommy later related how he preached with trepidation, yet with confidence
that God would confirm His gospel.

Pioneering mass miracle evangelism

How big is POSSIBLE?

As Tommy preached, apart from the message he was preaching, he
Are not all things

POSSIBLE—if you can believe?

clearly heard the question: How big is POSSIBLE? He knew God was
speaking to him. He had been pondering what to do at the close of his
message. He had planned to pray first for the healing of the deaf or blind

people, so that the audience would see proof that God was with them. He
was thinking of how long it would take Daisy and him to pray for that
crowd of people. They might be there until midnight.



Would the people stay? They were in America, not back in Jamaica.

Then that question had come. God seemed to ask him: If you pray for one
person and that one is healed by a miracle, does that not prove that I have
heard your prayer?

In Tommy’s spirit, he said, Yes, Lord! Then as he continued to preach, that
question came again:
How big is POSSIBLE? Are not all things POSSIBLE—if you can believe?

Again Tommy responded, Yes, Lord! All things are possible!

Then the Lord seemed to ask, If you pray for one person and that one is
healed, is that a miracle? How big is a MIRACLE? Suppose you pray for
two persons at a time, 1s My power sufficient to heal two at once? How big
is POSSIBLE?

Tommy answered, Yes, Lord! You can heal two at a time! He was excited
because he was thinking that he could pray for twice as many people in the
same period of time.

Then the voice came again: Could I heal five at a time—or ten—or a hundred?
How big is POSSIBLE? How about all who are sick?

Then Tommy thought: If a hundred or a thousand sinners wanted to receive
Christ, could not ALL who believe be saved at the same time? How big is
POSSIBLE? Is God limited in healing the sick? Is not conversion a greater
miracle than the healing of the physically sick?

Tommy knew God had spoken to him. He had birthed in Tommy’s spirit,
fresh faith to proclaim redemption to all people, knowing that all who
would believe and who would put their faith into action could receive His
blessings, at the same time. But Tommy needed to put that fact to a practical
test.

After a great number of people had come forward to receive Christ as
Savior, he led them all in a prayer to be saved, at the same time. Then they
all thanked God for their salvation at the same time. Nobody questioned



their being saved all at the same time. What about the sick? Would God,
could God, heal all the sick, at the same time, if they all believed?

Inside, Tommy knew the answer was yes! But he was still cautious. He
limited his healing invitation to only those who were deaf in one ear. He
later realized that this was like limiting a salvation call for only those who
had committed a certain sin. Regardless, fifty-three people stood, indicating
that one of their ears was totally deaf. Tommy invited them forward. There
they stood — fifty-three people. The next step was crucial. Tommy asked
them: “If I laid my hands on each one of you and prayed individually, do
you believe you would be healed?”

They all responded, “Yes!”

Then he expressed that he believed the Lord wanted to heal all of them at
once, if they would have simple faith in His Word. He reminded them that
Jesus gave us power and authority over all devils, to cast them out, and to
cure diseases. (Mark 3:15; Luke 9:1.) So he explained that all fifty-three
spirits of deafness that had impaired their hearing were subject to him as a
representative of Christ. They agreed. Next, Tommy reverently asked the
Lord to confirm His Word so that the people would know that He was
present to fulfill His promise. Then he addressed those spirits: “You deaf
spirits, | have told these people the truth; I am a servant of the most High
God and a follower of Christ. You know that He has given me authority
over you, [7is pattern, of ministering g 1 now adjure you to leave these

persons, in the name of Jesus Christ!”

healing and miracles had shifted for Tommy and Daisy, as they embraced

After that Tommy gave thanks to the
Lord for the authority He had given
him and for His loving compassion.
He asked Him to recreate hearing in

the new concept of mass miracle evangelism, where the people no longer
needed to form long lines



every ear that had been deaf. Then

he told each one to stop up his or her
good ear. He then commanded:

“Hear me with your ear that was

deaf! Listen to my words!” Then he
said, “Thank You Jesus! Thank You for

and be prayed for individually, but could receive their healing all at one
time.

healing these people! Thank You for Your presence and for Your love!”

The people before him began to break out in broad smiles, tears, or in
astonishment. They could hear. Tommy asked them to come across the
platform so he and Daisy could examine them. Each one (except three)
could hear Daisy’s small wristwatch in one ear as well as in the other. God
had confirmed His gospel.

What about those three who were not healed instantly? Within the week,
each returned to show that his or her hearing was perfectly restored. That
was one hundred percent proof of God’s Word, not only confirmed “in the
mouth of two or three witnesses” (Matthew 18:16), but in the mouths of all
fifty-three of them!

This pattern, of ministering healing and miracles had shifted for Tommy
and Daisy, as they embraced the new concept of mass miracle evangelism,
where the people no longer needed to form long lines and be prayed for
individually, but could receive their healing all at one time.

Tens of thousands of people accept Christ

Tommy and Daisy put the truths that God had revealed to them to the test in
Jamaica. In Flint, Michigan, they proved that God’s “possible,” was big
enough to heal all who would only believe. It was obvious, that to be a
successful witness of Christ in other countries, miracles must validate the
gospel message they preached. Tommy and Daisy knew how to reach
everyone en masse, who needed a miracle. They were convinced that
followers of heathen gods and dead religions would believe the gospel if



they could see proof that Jesus Christ is alive and real. They were also
convinced that Jesus would heal them all at the same time.

Despite their remarkable experience in Flint, Michigan, Tommy and Daisy
had another obstacle to overcome concerning mass miracle evangelism. If
they witnessed of Christ inside church buildings, most followers of other
religions would not come. So how could they minister to these people?
They would have to go out where the people are, out in public places,
where followers of any religion and worshippers of any gods, would feel
free to attend. Then they would have to preach and demonstrate the gospel
like Jesus Christ did.

In 1949, the Osborns instituted The Voice of Faith Ministry, later renamed

Osborn Foundation, then code-named OSFO International (a.k.a. OSBORN
International), but known today as Osborn Ministries International.

They were persuaded that if the people could witness the power of God to
heal the sick as it was manifested in Bible days, they would accept Jesus
Christ and become His followers. They went from nation to nation
conducting gospel crusades out in public places, so all the people of
different faiths could feel welcome. They proclaimed the gospel and urged
each person to make a decision for Christ. After that, they prayed for the
sick. Each miracle was proof that Christ is the living Savior and that His
promises are true.

Tommy and Daisy were both powerful teachers and preachers of faith, and
proven in miracle evangelism overseas. They influenced hundreds of
preachers to turn from dull religion to dynamic redemption with faith and
power. Tens of thousands of non-Christian people were convinced of the
gospel and made public decisions to accept Christ. Multitudes were added
to the churches wherever their crusades were conducted.

After the summer in the United States, Tommy and Daisy went to Puerto
Rico, Cuba, and Central and South America. Everywhere they went, the
results were invariably the same, regardless of national heritage, religion or
cultural background.



In 1950, Tommy reported over 18,000 conversions in twelve days in Puerto
Rico. In January, 1951, he reported 50,000 in Camaguey, Cuba. In 1952, he
was arrested in Punto Fijo, Venezuela, for witchcraft. This happened as a
result of the healings that were reported to doctors and the Roman Catholic
priests.Proof for the Moslems

After the nation changing Thai crusades, Tommy and Daisy went to Java
where the population was 95 percent Moslem.

Some of the Christians there were frightened. They did not know if it was
wise to go out on a public field and call thousands of Moslem people
together and talk to them about Jesus and pray for the sick, expecting
miracles to confirm that Christ is alive.

That was their first time to preach, with miracles, to the Moslem:s.

The first night Tommy preached in Java, he thought it would be good to tell
them that he did not expect them to accept Jesus unless they saw proof that
He was risen from the dead.

He asked for anyone who was deaf in one ear, to come to the platform.

Quite a group responded and each one was instantly healed as they prayed
for them. The very first person to respond was a Moslem teacher, a man
about 60 years old.

He had been born with one ear totally deaf. He had never heard out of it in
his life.

Tommy told the people that if his ear did not come open, they would know
that he was a false teacher, and that Jesus Christ had not risen from the dead
as the Bible claims.

But Tommy explained that if Jesus is alive, He would make Himself
known; He would do the same miracles that He had done before He was
crucified.



There were over 100 pastors on the platform. They said afterwards, that
they were frightened about what the multitude might do if that Moslem
teacher was not healed.

They were petrified. They viewed it as a radical and dangerous chal- lenge.
Tommy started to put his fingers on his ear.

However, Tommy did not touch the man. He just stretched his hand towards
him. He did not want people to think that there was something mystical
about his touch or that he had some strange power. “I wanted those people
to understand that this was the power of the Living Jesus, who, though He
had been crucified, was alive again, and was present in that meeting.”

He looked at him and said, “In the name of Jesus Christ whom God has
raised from the dead according to the scriptures-Jesus who is the Son of the
Living God-I adjure the deaf spirit to leave your ear and I command your
ear to hear now, so that all here may know that the Bible is true, that Jesus
1s the Son of God, that His blood was shed for the remission of our sins, and
that He 1s risen from the dead to be the Saviour of the world. Amen.”

Across that field was total silence. Then Tommy pulled the man to himself.
He stopped up his good ear and faintly whispered in his deaf ear, and he
jumped. The man repeated every word that Tommy had told him to.

As the man broke into tears, the crowd started clapping. Then Tommy
turned to the multitude to help them accept Christ.

Immediately he turned to the audience and asked, “Now, is Jesus Christ
alive, or 1s He deaf?”” Thousands raised their hands to accept Jesus Christ as
their Lord and Savior.

They stayed for several weeks, preaching, teaching and praying, day after
day, conducting two and three meetings per day. They proved afresh that,
when you see Jesus, you can never be the same again.

More healings witnessed

After the great Java crusades, they preached all over the world. But finally
their dream came true.

They returned to India.



They went back to the same city where fourteen years earlier they had
talked to those Moslems and Hindus and had not been able to prove
whether the Koran of the Moslems, or whether the Bible was God’s word.

This time it was different. They leased a big open field by the great stadium
in the university city of Lucknow. They set up their platform and invited the
public to come.

50,000 to 60,000 people attended the crusade. They proclaimed to the
masses in India that Jesus is the Son of God, risen from the dead.
There was such great faith among those masses in their India crusades.
Hundreds of people were miraculously healed.

One night during this great crusade, far to the edge of the crowd, there was
a young student from the university-agnostic-who hated everything that
they were saying about Jesus Christ.

He was a member of the religious political party of India that had vowed to
drive Christianity from their shores.

He stood with his arms folded across his chest, in a defiant mood. Then as
they preached about Jesus, suddenly the Lord appeared right in front of
him.

He opened His hands where the man could see His scars, and stretched
them out toward the man. Then Jesus spoke these words, “Behold my
hands! I am Jesus!”

Such methods
That arrogant young student fell to the ground, in the dust, weeping and

crying.

After he regained control of himself, he came running to the platform and
grabbed the microphone with trembling hands, and appealed to the
multitude”

“Accept this Jesus! What this man is telling us is true! I saw Him! I saw the
scars in His hands! He is alive!”

Thousand of people that night believed on Jesus Christ.



The first to proclaim to non-Christian nations
had not been

witnessed since the epoch of the Early Church.

The Osborns were the first to install a big platform, lights and public
address system out on parks or fields or terrains, in non-Christian nations,
and to preach the gospel publicly, praying for God’s miraculous
confirmation that Jesus Christ is the same today as He was in Bible days.

Those visual tools created by recording those apostolic crusades and
biblical wonders—Iive, are not for church entertainment. They are a
dynamic attraction for unconverted people to hear the gospel and to see it
confirmed by miracles.

Such methods had not been witnessed since the epoch of the Early Church.
T.L. and Daisy addressed audiences of tens of thousands throughout the
dangerous years of nationalism when the awakening of many developing
nations was repulsing foreign political domination.

Their example inspired national men and women, globally, to arise from
their restrictive past, and to become leading gospel messengers and church
builders in the unevangelized nations of the world. Many of them are
numbered among the most distinguished and successful Christian leaders
today.

“Daisy and I were the first gospel messengers, since those of the Early
Church, to publicly proclaim Christ in non-Christian nations, out

in parks, stadiums, and terrains where people of all religions could hear the
gospel and see it confirmed by healing miracles, like those recorded in the
Bible.

Wesley pioneered proclaiming the gospel out in public places in the
Christian world. We pioneered public evangelism in the non-Christian
world. We invited the public to come, to hear and see for themselves that
Christ is alive and that the Bible is true.”Ministry in Nigeria



In a meeting in Uyo, Nigeria, the newspaper estimated that at least 200,000
were present. Tommy preached on the “Healing of the Leper” in a narrative
style, expounding as he read the story. Each time he emphasized a point, the
multitude would break out in clapping. People seemed to be receptive to the
crusade. As usual, they directed them in a prayer of salvation, accepting
Jesus Christ and confessing faith in Him. Hundreds wept freely.

After a long period of prayer and thanksgiving, Tommy began to announce
to them that it was time to accept the answer by FAITH and to put FAITH
INTO ACTION. Some most remarkable miracles took place. A handsome
lad, about 15 years old, had been deaf since he was two years old when he
had had a bad fever. That night he could hear the faintest whisper from
either ear.

Suddenly, a dear man mounted the stage, looking so happy. He had crawled
on his hands and feet in a pitiful way. His knees had been stiff. It seemed
that a deadening, stiffening paralysis, mixed with perhaps arthritis, had
crippled him. His hands had been twisted and gnarled. But he rose to his
feet and raised both arms heavenward and praised the Lord in such a
precious way that hundreds wept for joy! He could now walk, bending his
legs, and could do anything in a normal way. The multitude cheered and
clapped for joy.

The next one who testified was quite an old man, who for the past eight
years had only been able to move about by scooting on his haunches with
his hands at his side. He pushed himself along in a most painful way.

Then a dear woman bounded up on the other side of the platform, crying:
“Look at me! I was a leper! See my feet! Now I am healed. Look at me
walk. Look! My feet are healed. I can feel them. They are well. [ am
healed!”

She stomped her feet. Some of her toes were gone. They had been angry
open sores on them, but they were clearly drying up and closing. She was
overjoyed! She left crying out: “I am healed! My feet arehealed! I can feel
them. They are not dead. They are alive.”

Then a man came who had been totally blind for several years. He was able
to see everything. Next, a woman who had been blind came rejoicing



because she could see clearly. She had been led to the crusade. Now she
rejoiced as she pointed out all the people. She could count the fingers of
anyone who raised his hand out in the audience.

A dear mother brought her child which had one side paralyzed by polio.

She was crying and thanking God because the child was healed and could
run and jump and walk perfectly. Then an older man, who had been a
witchdoctor, came up the steps. He was ashamed of the curses he had put on
people and deaths he had caused. Now he wanted to receive Jesus so that he
would never be a witchdoctor again. Tommy commanded the evil spirits of
witchcraft to leave him and never torment or possess him again. The people
were astonished; and then, as though someone had been defeated a great
enemy, they cried out in joy and clapped for a long time.

Suddenly, Daisy brought up a young man about 25-28 years old. He was
completely bald. For eight years, he had been a raving maniac. It took four
men to bring him and to control him during the meeting. He had been in the
University of Lagos, studying medical science. Then one day he suddenly
began to lose his mind and became totally insane. A growth began to
develop in his throat and neck area; it was large like a mango seed and
extremely painful.

During the mass prayer, he began to be calm, returned to his absolute
normal mind, and every trace of the growth in his throat disappeared.
Forbidden to Bring Sick People to the Osborn Meetings

Tommy managed to avoid the competitiveness of the ministry of his day,
including the controversial denominational battles, as he consistently turned
his attention to overseas campaigns. “He also was untouched by the
growing competition among the healing revivalists in the United States”
and he “thus avoided the clashes between the evangelists and the
Pentecostal churches in the 1950’s. Osborn worked for peace.” He was in
numerous ways “less controversial than any other man.”

He also was

untouched by the growing competition among the healing revivalists in the
United States and he thus avoided the clashes between the evangelists and
the Pentecostal churches in the 1950.



Osborn Ministries International’s financial aid to foreign missions did not
favor certain denominations and did not have any intention to compete with
the various denominations on the mission field. More than 150,000 new,
self-supporting churches have been established globally through the
Osborn’s ministry; however, none of them bear the Osborn name. They are
named after their respective denomination or group. As a result, Tommy
avoided the denominational assaults that were aimed at the healing and
deliverance ministers of his day.

During their first few years, Tommy and Daisy were widely criticized for
their presentation of the gospel, especially with the miraculous as evidence.
It was revolutionary, and many leaders labeled their actions as sacrilege. In
Costa Rica, the crowd was so large that they had to rent the massive Bull
Arena, which attracted national publicity and bigger crowds, but it also
opened the door to opposition. Media reports represented the Osborns as
charlatans and deceivers, and also urged the faithful not to attend or bring
any sick people to their meetings because they would be tricked or
manipulated. When Tommy arrived at the national arena, the police had
already locked the gates. At least ten thousand people had gotten inside and
were seated, before the gates were locked. The chief of the National Guard
dispatched a messenger to announce that the event was forbidden. Thirty
official agents were on hand to prevent the public from entering. The
pressing crowd in the street became so agitated that the law enforcement
agents were forced to open the gates. The people poured into the stadium
like a human river, ignoring the guards and filling every empty seat.

Opposition continued and the main newspaper headlined an article on the
Osborns, “Forbidden to Bring Sick People to the Osborn Meetings.” This
article contained demeaning and defaming misrepresentations, but in spite
of this, the stadium was filled to capacity during each event. According to
the Osborn ministry, over two thousand people accepted Christ in each
service. Now, over half a century later, mass healing evangelism has
become the norm around the world, not only among Pentecostals but among
multiple denominations.

Reaching out through gospel literature



The Osborns got an idea of writing the messages they preached. Giant
presses could reproduce them by the millions—by the tons—in other
languages of the world. Doing this, they could reach hundreds of millions
of souls who would never hear the sound of their voices.

For years, they averaged publishing over a ton of gospel tracts every
working day—not counting the additional tons of their books and other
publications that they poured out to the nations of the world.

This literature has been rolling off the world’s presses in a hundred and
thirty-two different languages.

With millions of people becoming literate every week and with their eager
quest for reading materials, the printing of gospel literature opens doors for
the Christian Church to reach every literate person with the gospel.

In addition to their crusades and literature ministries, they realized that they
could still do more. What about the illiterate people of our world?

To reach the millions who can neither read nor write, we took advantage of
audio and video cassette technology and of cinematography. What fantastic
possibilities these technologies presented for personal evangelism and for
television and radio outreaches.

Pioneering the DocuMiracle Film concept

Our DocuMiracle film ministry was conceived to capture the messag -
During vacations, es and miracles of some of our historic evangelism
crusades. Today thousands of those films and videos are circulated
internationally, in about seventy major languages. Gospel workers in scores
of nations use them, attracting large crowds of people to hear of Christ.

at the beach, in the mountains, or on any
campground, many

will come and view

a film just to pass

the time.
Those films and videos have proven to be



among the most effective tools for evangelism yet produced for reaching
the unreached, for national church growth, and for home front witnessing
among the unconverted.

In emerging nations, large business companies utilize motion films and
videos to propagate and to market their secular products among millions of
people, realizing handsome financial profits.

Rather than to lament the demoralizing use of a potentially good
technology, the prerogative of the Christian Church is to exploit this science
for propagating the gospel of the living Christ.

Productions like the ones the Osborns made that combined missionary
preaching with miracles among non-Christian nations had not existed
before ours were produced. Public mass evangelism meetings in non-
Christian lands, accompanied by signs, miracles and wonders, had not yet
occurred in the age of cinematography.

During vacations, at the beach, in the mountains, or on any campground,
many will come and view a film just to pass the time. Once people witness
Christ’s power, they will stay and listen to you talk because they will want
to know Christ in a personal way.

“Our DocuMiracle films are a solution. Millions are being reached through
them. Other millions are being reached with our recorded audio and video
gospel messages, mobile evangelism units, and the tons of our literature that
we are constantly producing and shipping abroad for free distribution. Our
choice is to stay engaged in providing solutions, not in analyzing
problems.”

While in Africa, a pastor there showed them a commercial company
operating a fleet of fifteen beautiful four-wheel-drive vehicles equipped to
show secular films. They constantly canvassed villages, gathered large
crowds, showed their films, and advertised their prod- ucts—beer,
cigarettes, liquor, etc. which they marketed to the people. Missionaries had
considered that those villages were not able to support a local church. But
that secular company was having no problem reaping attractive financial
profits.



Some church leaders in the area lamented: “What a reproach, that such
products are being promoted in those villages. We must find a way to stop
those marketers.” They were obsessed by the problem and were doing
nothing to provide a solution.

“Daisy and I decided between ourselves: It will do no good to discuss with
those church leaders this problem. We resolved to do something about it.”

One pastor alone showed one of their DocuMiracle films twenty times in
one province. He reached over fifty thousand souls and witnessed more
than eight thousand new decisions for Christ.

Another minister reported two thousand new decisions for Christ in only
eight days of DocuMiracle film ministry.
The Mobile Evangelism program

Their new trans-world, Mobile Evangelism Program was born. If business
firms could prosper marketing secular products out in the villag- es of the
world, the blessings of the gospel could be promulgated the same way. We
began to provide completely equipped, four-wheel-drive mobile evangelism
units for active soul winning missions among the unreached.

They equipped each unit with a film projector and stand, a super-large
rubber screen, a generator, a million dynamic gospel tracts and a set of their
DocuMiracle films in the local language.

“Since then, we have shipped overseas more than a hundred large four-
wheel-drive mobile units, equipped with every soul winning tool that we
produce in the language of the area.

The commercial world has been doing it. We are doing it too. The point is:
» We are not sitting and lamenting the spread of evil.

» We are doing something to spread the gospel.”

National Missionary Vision

Jesus said, Preach the gospel to every creature. The Osborns pondered the
millions of tribal people living beyond the fringes of civilization, out of the
range of missionaries or national church leaders, without television or radio.
These also must hear the gospel. Over two thousand tribes did not



comprehend the languages used by mass media and did not have, or perhaps
had never heard of an electronic apparatus for receiving those signals. The
Osborns were convinced that they must find ways to help reach them too.

In this soul quest, their National Missionary Evangelism program was born.
The idea occurred to them that they could inspire Christians in prosperous
nations to share a monetary gift each month to personally sponsor a national
preacher as a bonafide missionary to unreached tribes in unevangelized
areas. Today the same forms, principles, and accountability guidelines are
applied as they were in 1954. LaDonna pointed out that some things about
ministry should never change.

They communicated their vision to missionary organizations, offering to
sponsor trained, qualified national preachers who would go into un-
evangelized areas to teach the gospel and to raise up new churches. As they
recruited competent nationals, they recruited Christian sponsors.

They sponsored more than 30,000 national preachers as full time

missionaries in thousands of unreached towns and villages of over a
hundred nations.

The balance between the demand and the supply has been a constant
miracle since this dynamic program was inaugurated.

They sponsored more than 30,000 national preachers as full time
missionaries in thousands of unreached towns and villages of over a
hundred nations. This program made it possible for these neglected tribes
and peoples to hear the gospel of Christ.

As a result of their sponsoring those thousands of national preachers as
missionaries in unreached areas, for many years an average of over one new
church per day was established and become self-supporting—almost four
hundred new churches per year in previously unreached areas. Never in
Church history has such a far-reaching evangelism program been
undertaken that prioritizes reaching the unreached with the gospel.

In addition, more than 150,000 new, self-supporting churches have been
established globally, with as many as 400 new churches being planted a



year.

T. L.’s effort to make the revival overseas into a truly native experience,
instead of an American program, was an important contribution to the
world Pentecostal revival, and its success was one of his proudest
achievements. Many of today’s national church leaders began in ministry as
national preachers, encouraged and sponsored by T. L. and Daisy’s
ministry. Tommy intergrated prosperity gospel with his teaching

By the early 1970’s, Tommy Osborn integrated aspects of the prosperity
gospel into his teaching and his global missions programs. As early as the
mid 50’s, there was conversation in the broader Pentecostal community
about prosperity gospel in relation to specifically African mission. Donald
McGavran, a well-known missiologist, in his work Understanding Church
Growth, wrote about the concept of redemption and lift.” He argues that the
majority of church growth in relation to the prosperity gospel has been
among poor people. A result of this phenomenon has been entire classes of
poor people becoming relatively prosperous after their conversion
experience. After becoming Christian, many changed their lifestyles and
became more productive members of society. In general they became more
hardworking, and had a higher emphasis on community and responsibility.
Historian Vinson Synan comments on possible positive effects of this
historical and current situation by saying “As materialistic as the prosperity
message can sound, it is also challenging huge numbers of the world’s
poorest people to aspire to better things. It might well be called a theology
of hope.”

Africa’s move to becoming the epicenter for the proclamation of the
prosperity message came through teachers from the United States.
Following the success of Oral Roberts TV ministries, many evangelists who
taught the prosperity message followed suite. As television became the
medium of communicating the prosperity message, it was preached to
larger audiences than ever. The movement, though, also became
immediately vulnerable to criticism and abuse. There were some radical
evangelists who “made a mockery of prosperity teachings with their strident
and shameless appeals for large donations and their outrageous lifestyles.”
This type of behavior was not a reflection of whole movement, or even the



majority, yet abuses brought critics to point out the high emphasis on
money and materialism. This was coupled with a notable amount of
‘denominational discrimination,” as demonstrated by the Assemblies of
God’s series of white paper publications aimed at condemning the Word of
Faith throughout the seventies and early eighties. Tommy, however, did not
receive much criticism due to his efforts to financially support and fund
large num- bers of overseas missions. Even in the face of his critics,
Tommy was able to receive ample amounts of respect for acquiring
financial gifts to be given to “impoverished mission programs.” The
National Enquirer, The Globe, and The Star

In 1978-79, Tommy was searching: “How do we help Americans?” He and
Daisy knew what to do overseas, but they did not know how to reach the
people in America who did not know Jesus as their Savior. In the early days
of their ministry, if a minister was on radio or television, it was just radio or
television, because Christian radio or television did not exist at that time.
By the 1970’s, however, Christian radio and television emerged. Tommy, as
an evangelist, was trying to figure out how they could reach the most
Americans through another means other than Christian radio or television.
How could they do this? The secular stations were too expensive and they
did not want to be on Christian radio, because most of the listeners were
already saved.

As Tommy began looking around for ways to reach the unsaved people in
America, he came up with a great idea. For one year, they took out a full-
page, weekly ad in The National Enquirer, The Globe, and The Star
tabloids. These were the kinds of publications that lent themselves to
coverage of sensational, and sometimes even lurid, late-breaking news,
including celebrity news and the latest gossip. Each of these ads was
designed for the American market that was interested in, “How do you
succeed?” and “How do you have the best of life?”” So Tommy and Daisy
offered seven secrets.

There was a big blown-up picture of Tommy and Daisy in each ad. There
were also pictures of them from Florida with their blue swimming pool and
lush palm trees. Even though these ads were not in color, there was an air of
opulence about them. There was Tommy with his gold chain, and Daisy in



her Floridian attire, both with a champagne glass of orange juice, toasting
each other, while offering seven secrets in response to the following
questions, “How do you succeed?”” and “How do you have the best of life?”

The subscribers had to request the seven secrets. In response, Tommy and
Daisy created an 8 2 X 11 magazine to send to them. It was like a comic
book. It had a glossy-colored cover with different pictures of them on the
pages inside. The camera personnel would follow Tommy and Daisy to the
mall, while they went on a jog, or as they sat around the pool, and would
take pictures of them. Tommy and Daisy would then come up with stories
to go along with these pictures, just like in the comic books, where there
were bubbles inserted in the pictures with the printed conversation that was
taking place.

In these comics, Tommy and Daisy would talk about what they had seen in
their crusades, like the demon-possessed man, lepers, or those who were
crippled, blind, or deaf and dumb.

Throughout the magazine, Tommy and Daisy would talk to each other,
about the wonderful things they had seen, subtly intertwining the gospel
message in it. At other times, Tommy would say things like, “My dear, |
don’t think it’s too much to say that they (the readers) can have all they
want, including prosperity.” Daisy would say things like, “Honey, do you
remember what David said in the Bible?”

They told their miracle stories and then showed a picture of each miracle,
maybe even with a caption along the bottom. For example in one comic,
Tommy and Daisy might be pictured in their jogging suits running, and the
caption might read: “We’re going to run to help you get life’s best.” Then at
the end of this comic-like book, the subscribers could request the actual
book that contained the full seven secrets, The Best of Life. This book was
the best synopsis of the different aspects of God’s plan for people,
according to Osborn Ministries International. It was written for the unique
audience of America. The overall principle of The Best of Life is self-value.
God made you. You are valuable. Because God created you; you have self-
value.

You are valuable because God’s plan involves you. Your heritage is to have
God’s best, enjoy His companionship, and to use His wealth and power for



the good of yourself and others. You are created for life, love, power,
prosperity, success, and dignity. The seeds of greatness are in you. God
never created you as a nobody, but as a real somebody; therefore, recognize

your self-value. Realize that He has planned His life’s best for you as His
child.

There are seven principles of success in this book: the principles of self-
value, identity, desire, decision, wealth, vision, and action. At the end of
each of the seven sections, there is a sixty-second secret. The idea is that
there are seven secrets and you can learn these in sixty seconds for seven
days. You believe these; you say these; you do these. These were the secrets
of self-value that Tommy and Daisy promoted. “You can’t read them and
not get saved----- Seven secrets in sixty seconds a day...and in seven days
your life will be transformed.”

Tommy and Daisy pioneered this “self-help” idea and method that became
so popular in the years ahead. Thousands upon thousands requested the 8 2
by 11 magazine. The end result was tremendous. People realized how much
God wanted to help them. There were testimonies of people who accepted
Jesus, got delivered from alcohol, healed of cancer, and received a financial
miracle.

Tommy was at John Osteen’s church, Lakewood, in Houston, Texas, for a
big convention involving Network World and its connections around the
globe. Tommy Had a copy of The National Enquirer that carried his and
Daisy’s first ad. He explained to the church how they had run this ad in The
National Enquirer. “And it went dead quiet, dead quiet,” according to the
individual sharing this story.

Tommy said to the congregation, “We wanted to reach the people who
didn’t go to church.” As the story goes, one fellow on the front row started
clapping. It was like the audience was saying, What’s he clapping for? But
then the applause began to catch on...and grow; and it grew to a
groundswell. “It was exciting,” shared T. L.’s associate, “that God could
give His people new ideas that have never been thought of before.”

Tommy discovered that another way that the communists made their
advances was by successfully using the printed page to spread their



propaganda. As a result, Tommy made further advances on the mission field
for God, by way of the printed page—printing salvation tracts, books, and
other materials in 132 languages. Tommy decided that they would fly over
an area and rain literature on the villages. Books in new languages are still
being added annually, through the partnership of Christians who have
accepted Christ’s evangelism mandate. Ask our friends not to hold me here

any longer by their prayers

Daisy Marie Washburn Osborn passed away on May 27, 1995. She had
endured a very tough mission in Asia, suffering a leg injury in Malaysia
where she was holding a conference.

Then she had to undergo a painful fourteen-hour flight to England, and
traveled by car more than a hundred miles to join Tommy for a British camp
meeting. She then made yet another agonizing journey— one that involved a
ten-hour flight to Chicago, Illinois, and another to Tulsa, Oklahoma. After a
three-month recovery, she conducted a historic Pan-American Women’s
Conference and then another National Conference in Brasilia, Brazil. In
each of these conferences, she ministered to thousands. Then she headed to
Hawaii to conduct a Pacific John Osteen, pastor at Conference for Women—
but Daisy’s lungs were in trouble.

She kept driving herself, despite two rather recent major bouts with
pneumonia, one in India and another in Columbia, which took place before
all of the forementioned ministry engagements. In India she had coped with
stifling heat and excessive humidity, while being intermittently chilled by
oscillating fans as she ministered. Then she was exposed to air conditioning
that ran at its maximum in the hotel between her meetings. In Bogota,
Columbia, during her Women’s Conference and their Mass Miracle
Crusade, she had to cope with an untimely cold and rainy spell while
ministering in an open, damp, and cold concrete coliseum at an altitude of
8,000 feet, where it was almost impossible for a non-acclimatized person to
get warm. Although her lungs had filled again and she was running a high
fever, she kept preaching and ministering to thousands of women, day after
day.

the time of Lakewood Church in Houston,
Texas, stated, “When



you talk about Daisy, you talk about T. L.
When you talk about T. L. you talk about Daisy.

Daisy Osborn was a woman of tremendous faith who had seen miracle after
miracle, healing after healing in her own meetings — even the raising of the
dead. Once she almost died of malaria in Africa, but she was healed.
Another time in Asia, a deadly infection invaded her throat and lungs,
leaving her fevered and delirious, but she was healed. But this time her
healing did not manifest on this side of heaven.

About four days before she transcended this life, she told Tommy, “Ask our
friends not to hold me here any longer by their prayers. I have finished my
earthly course. My seed will run with the message. Keep the television off.
Turn off the telephones. I want the room quiet. ’'m watching for my Jesus
to come for me. He’s coming very soon. I am at peace.” Daisy went home
four months shy of seventy-one years of age.

At the memorial service to commemorate Daisy’s life and ministry, John
Osteen, pastor at the time of Lakewood Church in Houston, Texas, stated,
“When you talk about Daisy, you talk about T. L. When you talk about T. L.
you talk about Daisy. They are inseparable—always have been.” That is why
Tommy’s Osborn’s legacy cannot be shared without much of Daisy’s own
legacy woven intricately into its fabric. She has much to reflect, by her own
life and ministry, of who he is.

Perhaps no woman ever lived who could match Dr. Daisy Osborn’s track-
record in personal and public preaching and teaching ministry to so many
millions of people, face to face, in so many nations, to so many tribes,
cultures, races and religions. It is doubtful if any woman ever lived who has
witnessed so many healing miracles.

Dr. Daisy Washburn Osborn was the Chairperson and a founding Pastor of
OSFO International Gospel Center, a World Missionary Church
Organization headquartered in Tulsa, Oklahoma, USA dedicated to
reaching the unreached of the world.

Daisy’s natural business acumen was proven throughout the many years of
her multiple responsibilities, administering the vast worldwide soulwinning



outreaches of OSFO International and the coordination of all the Osborn
Mass-Evangelism Crusades, follow-up Teaching Seminars and National
Women’s Conferences—besides her full share of preaching to the masses in
their crusades.

Dr. Daisy was a Christian humanitarian and a truly international personality,
a world citizen, able to speak both French and Spanish, a diplomate
extraordinaire. Distinguished by unselfish, untiring love-ser- vice to people,
her path through life was a journey of purposeful connections—with
women and men, girls and boys, of all ages, from all lifestyles and
philosophies.

Perhaps Daisy is best remembered for her unconditional dedication to and
accomplishments for the betterment of needy people throughout the world
community. She was skilled in diplomacy and a natural in public relations,
she was distinguished in dealing with government leaders abroad
concerning gospel enterprises.

T.L. acquainted with grief

Tommy decided to journal this tragedy, trauma, and its culminating,
ultimate triumph in his life so that he wouldn’t forget what he thought and
how he felt—so he could eventually write for people, because ev- erybody
eventually will lose someone. For the young “invincible” generation that,
for the most part, is unacquainted with this kind of experience and has
given little to no thought about its ramifications, there’s some great insight
here to be passed on.

Tommy Lee Osborn has lived long enough and endured enough of life’s
challenges to make a convincing contribution in how to survive life’s
tragedies. Of Tommy and Daisy’s four children, three of them were
surrendered back to God. Marie LaVonne, born in 1943, lived only a few
days. The very next week, a pastor asked the couple to sing at the funeral of
a baby. Though griefstricken by their own loss, Tommy and Daisy decided
that they could do it; and so they did.

Their only son, Tommy Lee Osborn, Jr., born in 1945, died at the age of
thirty-four. Four days after his homegoing, Daisy and T. L.—again sus-



taining deep grief, exceptionally deep grief—were packing suitcases to leave
for ministry across France and then on to Africa, where they witnessed
enormous crusades and again found healing as they were willing to go and
bring healing to others. It happened again—when their third daughter, Mary
Elizabeth, was born in 1950, and only lived a few moments. Within two
weeks following that tragedy, T. L. and Daisy left for the historic crusades in Cuba.
Tommy ignored criticism

The focus of his ministry was overseas and the hallmark of his ministry was
miracles. Missions and mass evangelism to those in unreached parts of the
world gave Tommy a special place within each movement and among his
peers. It allowed him to stay above the fray, saving him from generalized
criticisms that were expressed toward evangelists of his genre. In many
ways, Tommy became a standout known for his work independent of
others.

Tommy, at points, received criticisms due to independent ministry that was
not under any particular denomination. Those who favored # comparison to
denominationalism over independent min

istries commonly attacked every evangelist

who took the same approach. In comparison

the amount of criticism his peers received, Tommy's

to the amount of criticism his peers received, critics were minimal.
Tommy’s critics were minimal. This, again,

was because of his work in helping large

groups of people overseas.

Throughout his ministry, Tommy slowly moved toward being identified as a
neoPentecostal. Rather than joining an established Pente- costal
denomination, neoPentecostals take an independent stance for the sake of
being more ecumenical. Tommy’s ecumenical approach to ministry and
missions diversified his appeal and brought a large number of supporters
from many different Christian backgrounds pouring into his ministry and
missionary efforts.

A large part of Tommy’s success in financing in missionary efforts was his
relentless conviction to giving every dollar that was donated straight



towards helping and reaching those in need. Even as late as the 1970s, T. L.
Osborn Ministries’ financial needs were provided for exceptionally. It was
Tommy’s ability to be fiscally responsible with donations, coupled with his
philosophy of transparency on how donations were affecting the mission
fields around the world, that legit- imized him as an evangelist of integrity.
This, wedded with his passion for foreign missions and his ability to define
relevant evangelism, put him in an early position to allocate Christian
support to people in need.

As cultural and global challenges changed, so did Osborn’s ability to adapt
to them. Osborn, for a time, decided to focus his attention on youth in
America. The 1960s was a decade defined by reinvention tion and
exploration. Young people in particular were going through social and
ideological changes, leading to youth revivals across the country. Tommy
attempted to bridge the gap between youth in contemporary society and
their parents who remained disturbed about the whole situation. He began
to preach a gospel that was relevant and hip. T.L. started teaching his
sermons in more appropriate vernacular that would be more relatable to
young people. “He urged his old-time followers ‘Think younger in your
faith.””

He continued to reach out by changing his style of dress and hair. He
captured the attention of many young people in the United States by
showing them a gospel that was relevant and approachable. With a new
audience listening to T.L., foreign missions and the importance of it, was
communicated to a new demographic of Christians, which would have long
lasting effects on the culture of American missions.

Close to seventy of Tommy Osborn’s eighty-some years have been spent
touching millions in nearly one hundred nations in national crusades and
seminars. For over sixty years, he preached to multitudes of 20,000 to over
300,000 daily in mass gospel crusades, covering seventy-four nations.
Tommy And Daisy have probably reached and led more people to Christ in
non-Christian nations, than any other ministry couple to date. The Osborn
family has probably also witnessed more great healing miracles than any
family that has lived—*“not be- cause of any special faith,” Tommy would
assert, “but simply because we began this global ministry so early in life



and have ministered to so many multitudes, in so many nations, for so many
years.”

The ministry of Tommy and Daisy has made an unprecedented impact on
the world. Their style of mass evangelism had not been witnessed since the
epoch of the early Church. Tommy and Daisy were the first to go onto open
fields in foreign nations, in what is today called cru- sades, and invite
everyone to come. They addressed audiences of tens of thousands
throughout the dangerous years of nationalism when foreign political
domination was being repulsed by the awakening third-world nations- e wag jn
no pain and had no sickness

Flags from 104 nations where Osborn ministered over a 60-year period
lined the sidewalk as well-wishers arrived. Many of them were held by
natives of those countries dressed in ethnic attire. Osborn was based in
Tulsa, he was better known overseas, where he pioneered outdoor
evangelistic and healing services in non-Christian nations that often drew in
the hundreds of thousands.

Representatives of nations around the world filled Christ chapel at Oral
Roberts University on Wednesday afternoon to honor the memory of Tulsa-
based missionary-evangelist T.L. Osborn.

“My much-loved father, Dr. T.L. Osborn, the man know around the world
as “The Father of the Gospel” entered his eternal rest on Thursday, Feb, 14.
He was in no pain and had no sickness. The Lord simply took away his
breath.

My father was wrapped in love, his family surrounding him as he stepped
through the veil into eternity. He is now in the presence of Jesus, whom he
had served faithfully for 77 years. We can only imagine the sweet reunion
between him and his beloved Daisy, three of his children, a granddaughter
and a celebrating host of believers who am among the redeemed because of
my father’s ministry during more than 65 years to every corner of the earth.
He was in his 90th year, having passed his 89th birthday on Dec. 23” said
Dr. LaDonna Osborn.

Leaders of major ministries from Africa, Asia, South America and Europe
spoke at the three-hour service, telling their personal stories about Osborn
and how his ministry had affected their nations.



Pastor Robert Kayanja of Uganda said Osborn and his wife, Daisy Osborn,
showed up there in the 1980s after a civil war that left people without hope.
The crusade organized was the largest in the nation’s history. “What we
learnt from T.L. Osborn is that everyone is important.

M.E (Margaret) Benson Idahosa, Church of God Mission International in
Nigeria, said: “The Gospel has changed Africa because of the lives of T.L.
and Daisy Osborn...Whatever [ am today, Daisy and T.L. made me so.” The
Osborns’ legacy

In T.L.’s eighth decade of life, the Osborn ministry continues to expand.
Following Daisy’s demise, T.L. continued his global evangelism crusades,
and his daughter, Dr. LaDonna, has expanded her ministries of evangelism
and of church leadership to nearly every continent as she carries the torch of
the gospel into this century’s new frontiers. Her earliest memories as a child
include being an eye witness to the awesome power of God’s love toward
people. In 1954, while riding in a betja with her parents in Java, Indonesia,
she was glad they were helping people to know about Jesus. In 1947, the
year she was born, her parents launched their global mass miracle ministry.
they traveled as a family from nation to nation, erecting platforms on open
fields, inviting multitudes to come and receive Biblical healing. “We
believed that Jesus of the Bible is the same yesterday, today and forever.”

“Nothing is too hard for Him. No person is too beyond the reach of His
compassion and rescue. No sickness is greater than His healinging life. No
wound or injustice is beyond His power to redeem and restore. Miracles are
normal for God, who created all things by His great power and outstretched
arm.”

When the Osborns arrived in a certain nation, Protestant missionaries from
the United States, oblivious to God’s miracle ministry abroad, began a
campaign to influence national pastors against us. They con- tended: “This
man Osborn will bring division and confusion. It would be better if he had
never come to our area.”

They went from pastor to pastor, in their concerted effort to prevent their
great public campaign from taking place. Some pastors were influenced by
their accusations, but most of the national churches en- thusiastically



participated with them, and their churches overflowed with hundreds of
new converts.

Many miracles, signs, and wonders were wrought which gave proof of the
gospel that we preached. Thousands of people accepted Christ as their
savior.

As a young adult she attended a Bible School. It was there that she heard
for the first time that some Christians do not believe that mira- cles are
experienced today as they were in Bible days. She was shocked. To her the
arguments and debates concerning miracles were simply idle talk. She had
seen thousands of miracles of healing, of changed lives, of restored dreams,
of reconciled relationships, of material provision, of physical protection,
and more.

Today she continues the miracle legacy of her parents through the various
aspects of their global ministry. Nothing has changed, because the
resurrected Jesus has not changed.

Her eldest son, Tommy O’Dell, along with his wife Elisabeth and their
children represent the next two generations of this family. Tommy’s own
story of conversion is a miracle story. His supernatural encounter with Jesus
is proof that when human effort reaches its limit, the miracle power of
Christ continues and accomplishes God’s beautiful plan of rescue.

Tommy and Elisabeth have carried the gospel of Christ’s miracle life and
power to over seventy nations of the world. Millions of souls have been
saved in their crusades, and remarkable physical healings and other
supernatural acts of our loving Lord have consistently confirmed their
ministry.

“My father was a Gospel hero, loved the world over. But he was also a real
father. He taught me what is important in life. He taught me to listen to the
voice of God and to obey Him. He taught me that a woman is no less
valuable than a man. He taught me to do my best and leave the rest with
God. He taught me that one person can make a difference.” Dr. LaDonna
Osborn



From the left: Daisy, T.L.

LaDonna, Tommy Lee Jr.



REINHARD BONNKE
Africa shall be saved

Africa shall be saved



“Father, Father, God spoke to me in church today and said I must
preach the gospel in Africa!”

His father did not seem to understand. He dismounted from his bicycle
and asked him to repeat it. Then he looked at him with a puzzled and
somber expression. “Your brother Martin will be my heir, Reinhard.
He will be the preacher of the gospel in this family.”

“But Father, God has called me to preach in Africa.”

He scowled. “How do you know that God has called you?”
Disappointment darkened Reinhard’s heart. His tone of voice spoke
louder than his words.

Reinhard’s mind searched for a way to explain to him the reality of it.
What evidence did he have? Jesus had not visited him personally. Nor
had he selected a scripture from a box of promises like his mother when
she received a word from God about their crossing from Danzig to
Copenhagen. Nor did he hear an audible voice. All he had was the
evidence of his heart, and he was not eloquent enough to put it into
words to please his father.

einhard Bonnke was born on 19th April 1940 in Konigsberg, East

Prussia, Germany.

The influence of Martin Luther and the Reformation was still felt after four
centuries. But the authority of the Bible had been severely chalRlenged by
the so-called Higher Criticism of German theologians which was rife in the
pre-war period. For many, it was faith-destroying. Instead, it was felt that
intellectualism would educate the ignorance out of mankind and lead the
world into peace and the millennium.

By the end of the war in 1918, Hermann was thoroughly disillusioned. Like
most German youth of the day he found defeat a bitter pill to swallow. All
the sacrifices they had been called to make for the war effort had been in
vain. Church attendance suffered.

Instead of getting better, things continued to get worse. The Bonnke family
now found themselves facing new enemies of disease and



Understandably, Hermann
debt. Weakened by years of inadequate food supply many of their had
developed into a

bitter and tough teenager. Whatever his family said, now that he was
seventeen, he was determined to join the army as a volunteer.

friends fell easy prey to the worldwide flu epidemic which swept away
more victims than the war itself. Then in 1923, when Germany could not
pay the huge reparations imposed following the Treaty of Versailles, France
occupied the Ruhr, and the German currency collapsed.

Understandably, Hermann had developed into a bitter and tough teenager.
Whatever his family said, now that he was seventeen, he was determined to
join the army as a volunteer. His parents still attended the local church, but
that had long since lost its appeal to him. He had other ideas for his life.

So in 1923 he became a soldier in the Wermacht. But his joy was short-
lived. One day to this horror, he began coughing up blood. He was
shattered. Not only was TB incurable, but dared not tell anyone for it would
mean the end of his military career when it had barely begun.

Meanwhile, although his hopes were being destroyed, something had
happened to his family, giving them fresh hope. They had been invited to a
local event to hear an American Pentecostal evangelist. Herr Bonnke and
his wife, Herman’s parents had instant misgivings. However, Herman’s
father suffered a great deal from rheumatism, and it was said that this
American preacher prayed for the sick, and that people were getting healed,
both he and his wife received Christ as their Saviour and Lord.

At the first opportunity they told Herman the wonderful news. He was not
interested. But his disease was getting worse, and he wouldn’t be able to
conceal 1t much longer. Finally he too agreed to attend, telling God that 1f
he healed him he would give his life to follow this Jesus. When the
evangelist laid hands on him he was healed, and yielded his life to Christ.
Reinhard’s father served with the Wehmacht during World War I1. In 1945,
Konigsberg was a town of ruins as streams of German troops and vehicles



fell back from the Eastern Front forces advanced. Russian plans constantly
flew overhead bombing the retreating forc- es and civilians alike.

Reinhard’s comfortable childhood was shattered with the scream of artillery
shells, explosions, and the drone of Russian planes. He ran to the window
and looked out. The night sky flickered and glowed with the light of
burning buildings. To his five year-old mind, they seemed no more sinister
than embers in a fireplace. No more dangerous than candles in a stained-
glass window. Searchlights swept the clouds, and tracer bullets flew at the
cross-winged silhouettes in the sky.

All six of them Bonnke children were born to Hermann and Meta between
1934 and 1942. It was a prolific span of just eight years in their marriage.
During this time our family lived comfortably in the small town of
Stablack.

The first five Bonnke children to be born were boys. The oldest was Martin,
and then Gerhard, after that, a set of twins, Peter and Jiirgen. By now,
Mother felt she was finished with bearing sons. She wanted a daughter. 13
months later, Bonnke was born, and his mother cried. “Please God, why not
a girl?” After Reinhard, God was merciful, and Felicitas was born in 1942,
the only Bonnke daughter.

Reinhard’s father served with the Wehmacht during World War II. In 1945,
Konigsberg was a town of ruins as streams of German troops and vehicles
fell back from the Eastern Front 10 forces advanced. Russian plans
constantly flew overhead bombing the retreating forc- es and civilians alike.
Reinhard’s comfortable childhood was shattered with the scream of artillery
shells, explosions, and the drone of Russian planes. He ran to the window
and looked out. The night sky flickered and glowed with the light of
burning buildings. To his five year-old mind, they seemed no more sinister
than embers in a fire- place. No more dangerous than candles in a stained-
glass window. Searchlights swept the clouds, and tracer bullets flew at the
crosswinged silhouettes in the sky.

Run now



Bonnke’s mother, Meta, a dedicated Christian, had believed the family
would be safe at home. Weeks earlier, quietly, out of earshot of the children,
Hermann Bonnke had told his wife that the war was lost. “World War II will
go down as horribly as World War I for Germany. The Allies are invading
from the west. Here in the east, Stablack is surrounded. We will make a
final stand, but Russia has built an over- whelming force, and they will
prevail. We don’t know when they will begin the attack but it could come at
any moment.”

He told her that he would have to stay with the troops. He might not be able
to return home from the garrison to see her before the end. The army would
make a final stand in an effort to allow refugees to flee. When all was lost

he would be ordered to pull back to surrender to the British or French in the

west, rather than fall into the hands of You must take the the hated Soviets.

road toward Konigsberg then turn south. The He instructed her to sew
backpacks for road to Danzig is cut off- all of the children. They would use
them You will have to cross the to carry food and clothing. They would
Haff. It is the only way. have to pack now and be prepared to

flee at a moment’s notice. It was early

spring and we would have to endure temperatures below freezing, day and
night.

“You must take the road toward Konigsberg then turn south. The road to
Danzig is cut off. You will have to cross the Haff. It is the only way.”

Meta’s parents, Ernst and Minna Scheffler, had moved to Danzig soon after
the war began. It was a German stronghold in Poland, on the southwestern
border of East Prussia. It had an ice-free port to the Baltic Sea.

Hermann knew that the German High Command had begun the rescue
operation code-named Hannibal. Key military personnel and civilians were
being evacuated from Danzig. The newly built German passenger ship,
Wilhelm Gustloff, was currently in port loading for a voyage to the German
city of Kiel.

“This will be your very best escape,” he said. “If you can make it to Danzig
then your father can book passage for you.”



She gathered all six of his children around her and began to pray. Bonnke
snuggled together with Martin, the oldest at eleven years of age, with
Gerhard, who was nine, and the twins — Jiirgen and Peter — who were six.
Their Mother held little Felicitas on her lap. She was not yet three years old.

Suddenly the door burst open. A soldier stood there. He was a foot soldier
who had been sent by their father, Hermann Bonnke, an officer in the
German Wehrmacht.

“Why are you still here, Meta?!” he shouted. “It may be too late. Hermann
says you must take the children and run!
Run now! Run for it!

Their mother sat on the stool of her beloved harmonium, her arms around
us. She knew that she had waited too long. Day after day she had longed to
see her husband again. She did not want to leave the secure nest they had
made together in the military camp of Stablack. She simply did not want to
accept that the end was so near for Germany. Hoping against hope, she had
stayed in spite of the menace that grew each day. And now — this!

“Yes, tell Hermann we will go now.”
Thank you for warning us,” she said nodding to the soldier and closed the
door.

He turned and disappeared into the night, leaving the door ajar.
Refuge in Danzig

What should we do? As always she prayed, and as she knew they must
leave, and at once.

To the boys, packing was an adventure. That winter night Meta ran to a
neighbour. All her complacency had left her. The ring of fire round the city
was getting nearer, the gunfire louder, and she could see oth- ers hurriedly
leaving. Her neighbour and her five children when all

A voice yelled from ready to leave, and didn’t need a second telling.
the cab that there was only room for

three, but Meta ignored the voice and lifting children up into the back until



all were in then she squeezed in as well.

The two women and their brood of eleven children made their way to the
main road. Carrying her baby daughter, Meta shepherded the boys, urging
them to keep close together.

Their journey in the midst of noise and confusion seemed like some
exciting adventure. As the heavily laden army vehicles trundled past, Meta
waved her arms, desperately trying to get to one of the trucks to stop and
give them a ride. At last, as the little group huddled together her comfort, a
truck did stop. A voice yelled from the cab that there was only room for
three, but Meta ignored the voice and lifting children up into the back until
all were in then she squeezed in as well.

The vehicle was old, creaky, and wood-fired. As the driver jerked through
the gears, they moved off down the road. Reinhard saw the brighteness of
flares being dropped by enemy planes through dark- ness, but was so
exhausted that he fell asleep in the arms of one of the German soldiers on
whose lap he sat.

When they could ride no further on the army vehicle, the Bonnkes took to
the road on foot. They trudged for several days before managing to get
another ride. During this time, they survived on a few meagre slices of
bread and, at night, sought shelter with others at deserted farmhouses. The
escape route led across the Half Sea and, in the late winter, ice was
beginning to melt. The crossing was particulary treacherous with vehicles
often axle deep in melting ice, a comparatively thin cover over the deep,
freezing waters surging beneath. Only days after the family made it across
the sea, Russian planes bombed the ice, and thousands of soldiers and
civilians lost their lives in the waters.

To their huge relief, the families managed to get a ride on a military truck
which was fleeing across the ice. Once again the children were bundled in,
and the two women prayed as the truck slithered precariously over the
melting sea. The ice creaked and cracked.

Bedraggled and weary but still together, the mother and six children
eventually reached the port of Danzig (Gdansk today), which was filled
with refugees from the immediate battle zones. The only way to escape was



across the Baltic Sea. With thousands of others, they waited prayerfully for
a ship on which to embark for Denmark and safety.

A ship called the Gustlov was in the harbour, but it was already overloaded
with several thousand on board. It steamed slowly out into the Baltic to
Denmark. It never made it. Two days later the news reached Danzig that it
had been sunk by a torpedo from a Russian submarine. The situation in the
city deteriorated rapidly. Russian planes were bombing the city. Then the
families found a place on an old coal steamer. They needed no urging to

pray.

The two women prayed and one took a promise from a Bible promise box.
They opened the slip of paper and read out, “Thus saith the Lord which
maketh a way in the sea, and a path in the mighty waters” (Isaiah 43:16
AV). It was as though God had spoken audibly to their trembling hearts.
They knelt and committed themselves and their children into the hands of
God.Meta reunites with her parents Grandpa and Grandma

Scheffler in Danzig

In Danzig, they parted company with their neighbors. Soon Meta, with all
six Bonnke children clustered around her, knocked at the door of Grandpa
and Grandma Scheffler’s second-story apartment. It was a tearful reunion.
Meta’s younger sister, Eva, was there, too. The first thing Meta wanted to
know was if they had heard any news of Stablack, or any news of her
husband. No one could tell her anything. Communications had broken
down Danzig had been under bombardment for days. As soon as the
weather lifted, the bombardment resumed. They saw buildings burst into
flames as planes and artillery hammered the city indiscriminately. Dozens
of plumes of smoke could be seen around the apartment every day.

It was then that we heard the awful report that when the fog had lifted from
the Haff the Russian air force had completely bombed out the ice crossing.
That way of escape was gone for all the remaining Germans caught
between Konigsberg and Danzig.Grandpa Ernst

“Oh, please God,” Meta prayed, “show Her
mann a way of escape. Don’t let him be



caught out there.”

seemed especially troubled. He wanted
to get them out of the city as fast as he
could to escape its

Grandpa Ernst scemed especially troug, 17 into enemy hands. bled. He wanted to get
them out of the

city as fast as he could to escape its fall

into enemy hands. At the beginning of the

war he had left his rural sheep farm near the Lithuanian border for a job
with a woolen mill in Danzig. He was determined to stay until the end, but
Danzig was no place for his wife, his daughters, or his grandchildren. Daily
he would brave the bombardment and go to the harbor. There he would
jostle through the crowds seeking passage for them on a ship. On the ship
for Denmark

Air raids increased, and the Russian forces drawing nearer when the
Bonnkes finally got a berth on an ancient coal steamer. Before they sailed,
Meta and Grandma gathered them together and read Isaiah 43:16: Thus
saith the Lord, which maketh a way in the sea, and a path in the mighty
waters. This Scripture gave them all great comfort.

The next morning they packed our bundles for the trip. They walked down
the hill to the shipyards. When they got there, Grandpa was dismayed.
Apparently others had seized upon the same idea. Thousands of people
were packed onto the dock, ready to make the same trip. They were lost in
the crowd. The ship could not possibly hold a fraction of those seeking
passage. Their hearts sank.

Meta was determined she had heard from God. She took her children by the
hand and pressed into the crowd. “Make way for children,” she said, again
and again, as they pushed their way forward.

The gateway was a seething mass of human bodies, pressing and shoving to
get aboard. Air raids shrieked warnings, and they ,wondered if they would
ever actually get on board. Eventually, however, they arrived safely below
deck, and the ship steamed sluggishly out into the Baltic on the start of



another ordeal and another example of the providence of God. They were
attacked several times from the air as the ship plowed through the rough
wind-ruffled waves.

On deck of this civilian ship anti-aircraft guns had been mounted and
hidden under tarps. The covers were suddenly removed and the guns began
blasting into the heavens at the approaching fighter. Aunt Eva screamed and
dragged Reinhard toward the open hatch, but he broke free, fascinated by
the drama in the sky. Before she could grab Reinhard again and drag him
down the rope ladder he saw the fighter plane burst into flames.

For a moment both of them watched transfixed as the plane fell like a
burning meteor, splashing into the dark and icy waters off to one side. The
passengers on deck began to cheer. It had been a Russian fighter that
plummeted from the sky.

As Eva hurried Reinhard down below decks she was thanking God that at
least they had escaped the strafing that had targeted them on the docks in
Danzig. Reinhard also recalled the terror of the bullets and bombs that had
rocked the military truck as they sat helpless on the road. Incident by
incident, the realities of this war were becoming real to my five-year-old
mind.

Sometime after midnight, they were awakened by an impact against the
hull. Staring into the darkness, all we could hear was the constant churning
of the ship’s engine room continuing on course. All of the passengers had
heard of the fate of the Wilhelm Gustloff. After some minutes, passengers
began to panic as the ship listed hard to one side.

The crew rushed to the lower decks with gasolinepowered pumps. Either
the ship had struck a mine or had been hit by a torpedo. Water was rushing
in from a gaping hole in the hull. Soon the sounds of the pump engines
could be heard below decks, removing the incoming water.

Their mother called them to her side. Here was the supreme test of her
promise from God. She began to pray, Minna and Eva joining her,
reminding God that He was the God who had spoken, saying that He



Some refugees were made a way in the sea, and a path in the mighty waters.
attacked by angry

mobs who wanted to

kill every German in

sight. For their own safety they were removed to a military-patrolled
detention center.

After some hours the ship began to right itself. The crew explained that the
pumps had begun to work faster than the incoming water, and they were
staying afloat. When the coast of Denmark appeared and they entered the

harbor at last, everyone wept 24 cheered- eath in the prison camp

In Denmark the Bonnkes lived as refugees. The horrors of the Nazi death
camps and crematoriums became headline news around the world, and they
felt the hatred of the Danish people exploding in their faces. Some refugees
were attacked by angry mobs who wanted to kill every German in sight. For
their own safety they were removed to a military-patrolled detention center.
It was ringed in barbed wire and hastily constructed guard towers,
resembling those they’d seen at the prisoner-of war camp in Stablack. The
difference was that now they were the prisoners on the inside. This would
be their home for the next four years as the world sorted out the terrible
aftermath of World War I1.

They shared a small bungalow with two and sometimes three other family
groups. No one had money. They had a system of vouchers for rationed
necessities like toilet paper, soap, toothbrushes, and clothing. They were fed
en masse at a central kitchen. The food provided was unappetizing and
barely nutritious. Many suffered from dysentery. In time, weaker adults and
children began to die of malnutrition and dehydration.

As the days and months passed, their mother nursed them through the
normal fevers, colds, and bouts with flu, using home remedies and prayer.
Doctors were not available. Only basic medicines and first aid could be
found. During their first year in the camps, 13,000 died, mostly children under the

age of five. Hermann Bonnke and Grandpa Ernst

Scheffler still alive



The memories of those awful days never left Hermann Bonnke. He resolved

that if he and
his family ever survived, he would instil in them the horrors of war.

Hitler had insisted that Konigsberg be a fortress city to stem the Russian
advance, and Hermann had no choice but to stay. By the end of January
1945, the German troops were trapped with their backs to the Baltic sea. On
the 30th March, news filtered through that Danzig, where Her- mann had
hoped his family might be, had

fallen to the Russians. He feared deeply for their safety. Within a few days
the Russian assault on Konigsberg began, and raged for three terrible days.
The outcome was inevitable. The memories of those awful days never left
Hermann Bonnke. He resolved that if he and his family ever survived, he
would instil in them the horrors of war.

Hermann Bonnke lay in his prison bunk staring at the wooden slats of the
bed a few inches above his nose. He had been excused from work detail,
which allowed him to spend some precious time alone in the British prison
barracks. He thought of how many millions of prisoners had lain awake in
claustrophobic quarters like this throughout the hellish war years. Victims
of the Nazi regime. How many of them— millions of them—had died in
horrible ways he wished he could erase from his mind.

He had only recently learned of Hitler’s Final Solution. He was still in
shock over it. The extermination of Jews appalled him beyond words. As a
Pentecostal believer, he had regarded the Jews as the chosen people through
whom God had revealed the Messiah, the Savior of allmankind. Knowing
that he had served a government that had planned to exterminate all of them
left him permanently shaken. It haunted his thoughts and even his dreams at
night.

He wondered how the Stablack prisoners of war were faring. Those his men
had guarded at the prison camp in East Prussia. They had been mostly
Belgian and French soldiers. Some had returned to Europe with stories of
even worse confinement after being liberated by the Russians.



How were his fellow German soldiers faring? How many had survived the
final onslaught? He thought especially of those who had stayed behind in
Konigsberg so he could escape by sea. He recalled how they had sacrificed
themselves.

“You are a father of six children,” the officer in charge had said. “You must
return to build a new Germany with them.”

He had been given passage on the last mine sweeper to leave the harbor at
Konigsberg before the end. His fellow soldiers had held back the Soviets
until his ship had made it safely into the open waters of the Baltic Sea.
Rumors now had come that the men who had stayed behind had been
marched away on the point of bayonets into the vast Siberian Gulag in
Russia. They would never be seen again.

He raised his right hand and turned it over and over before his face. In the
depths of his heart he wished he had never been the young boy who had
raised a wooden sword in the village of Trunz, dreaming of glory in battle.
Little had he known that the Prussian Cross he had so longed to wear would
be hijacked from its godly heritage and twisted into Hitler’s swastika. How
the descendants of the Holy Roman Empire could be transformed into the
Nazi regime, he still could not fathom. But he had seen it happen with his
own eyes, day after day, with a helpless feeling in the pit of his stomach. It
had taken only ten years for Hitler to seize absolute power over his beloved
homeland. He would never live another day without regretting being
German.

After nearly two years in the camp, Grandpa Ernst Scheffler contact - ed
Minna and Eva through the Red Cross. He had survived the fall of Danzig
and had escaped to Neu-Ulm, Germany. The old sheep farmer was working
for a branch of the same woolen mill that had employed him in Danzig. He
had secured a home and had found a way to free his wife and daughter from
the camp.

They were sad, and at the same time so glad when they said their

Through the Red Cross goodbyes. They wanted Grandma and Aunt Eva to
be free, but they did
not understand why they were not given their freedom at the same time.



Through the Red Cross Hermann eventually heard to his great joy that Meta
and the children had made it safely to a refugee camp in Denmark. He
hurriedly wrote, but it would be years before they reunited.

Hermann eventually

heard to his great joy that Meta and the
children had made it safely to a refugee
camp in Denmark.

“I remember the day Father told us of his release from the prisoner-of-war
camp. We shouted and celebrated and sang praise to God. He had been
allowed to go to a city in northern Germany called Gliickstadt. There he had
found a room 1n a friend’s house, and he had been

offered a good paying job as a civil servant.”
Hermann resolves to become a preacher of the gospel

In 1920s were troubled years for Europe. The idealism of the immediate
post-war period was fading rapidly. Soaring inflation and unem- ployment
were sowing seeds of discontent, and Hitler began to rise to power. Within
two years of his conversion, Herman Bonnke wanted to leave the army and
spend his whole life serving the Lord, but to his dismay he found he was
locked firmly into the army for life. That being so, he determined to be the
best he could as an officer and christian, and soon became known as the
Preaching Officer. Like most of his countrymen, he was unaware of the
looming crisis. Hermann was not ashamed of his Pentecostal convictions. In
spite of the Berlin Declarations of 1909 by the Evangelicals denouncing
Pentecostalism, he searched the Scriptures for himself and came to his own
conclusions about the reality of the baptism of the Holy Spirit and the gifts
of the Spirit, including the controversial gift of tongues.

As a German and committed Christian Hermann Bonnke was deeply
ashamed and broken in spirit when news came of the horror of the
extermination camps. He pondered long and hard how such a great nation,
of which he had always been so proud to be part, could have allowed such
evil to take over its soul. He had always been a man of prayer with great



love for the Bible, and these revelations served to drive him closer to God
and deepen his faith.

As he lay there, in his imagination, he saw a pair of scales weighed down to
the floor with an impossible debt. A tank, a bomber, a field helmet, a
bayonet, an Iron Cross adorned with swastikas. Then, placed on the
opposite side of the scale, the old rugged cross. Under the weight of that
cross the scales were balanced. This alone was the equation of divine
justice. God placed on Him the iniquity of us all.

Tears ebbed from his eyes as his heart reached out to this infinite God in
prayer. My heavenly Father, I am Yours for the remaining years of my life.
No more military service for me. It is my heart’s desire to preach Your
gospel and to serve You alone, until the day I see You face to face.

Across the empty barracks he heard a door quietly open and close. Someone
began walking softly across the floor. The flooring soft- woods creaked
beneath every step. Hermann thought perhaps it was a British guard coming
to check on him. Or a doctor coming to see why he had reported feeling
sick.

He rolled from the bunk and stood up to face him, and to his utter shock it
was a man in white, wearing a seamless robe and Middle Eastern sandals.

He was smiling as He moved toward him, hands extended as if to embrace
him. His hair was long and His beard full, and when Hermann reached out
to take His hand he saw that it was torn completely through from the force
of a Roman nail.

“Hermann, I am so glad you are coming,” the Master said, then vanished
into thin air.

Hermann fell to his knees. He could do nothing but weep for the rest of the
day and night. How could the Savior be made glad by one so guilty?
Returning to his bunk, he lay down, his soul overflowing with the peace of
God that passes understanding.

He wrote to Meta and asked if she would support him in a decision to turn
his back on the secure income he would receive in a civilian job. He wanted



to become the pastor of a small group of Pentecostal refugees in the nearby
village of Krempe. He explained that Krempe was only five miles from the
house where he lived in Gliickstadt. He could ride there on a bicycle and
become their preacher. He had great compassion for these suffering people,
he said, and it was the desire of his heart to serve the Lord by serving them,
rather than receive another kind of paycheck.

Hermann reminded her of his promise to God in the prison camp and of the
visitation from Jesus he had received there. These things had been
communicated in earlier letters. He also reminded her of his dedication to
God before the war, when he had gone to a soldier’s retreat at Reinbeck
Castle. From that day on, he had wanted to respond to the calling of the
Lord to full-time ministry, but he had been unable to obtain a discharge
from the Reichswehr. Now, after the war, all of that had changed.

Photo of Meta and the children taken in the refugee camp in Denmark.
It was later sent by the Red Cross to Hermann so that he could identify
his family



The Bonnke family in
Stablack, Germany

Reinhard Bonnke at 11 years old. It was taken by a free-lance
photographer when Reinhard was
on his way from Sunday school

Meta prayed and sought God for her answer. This would not be easy. She
was the struggling mother of six, living for years in a refugee camp hoping
for a better future. It appeared that the Lord had provided that better
tomorrow in Gliickstadt with her husband. Meanwhile, millions of Germans
were unemployed. To give up an income with post-war security was like
letting go of a life preserver after the Wilhelm Gustloff had gone down.

“...our father was provided a bicycle by the pastor of the church in
Gliickstadt. He used it to ride the full five miles to and from church in
Krempe each Sunday. Every letter from him from this time on was filled
with stories of ministry. We learned of the extreme poverty- among the
refugees and how the town of Krempe had generously provided a hall for



his meetings free of charge. Each letter contained information that made us
feel a part of what he was doing.

Over time, Father’s congregation grew to include 100 refugees. This growth
forced them out of the free hall into a youth hostel that could accommodate
the entire group. He told us of children in Krempe who would someday
want to meet us when we came to join him in Gliickstadt.”

Hermann and Meta
The Bonnkes reunite after three and one-half years

Hermann had been a prisoner of war, a captured soldier. When his military
service records had been produced and examined by the British, they saw
that he had never joined the Nazi party and he had been released. The irony
for them was that, as civilians running for their lives to Denmark, they had
been incarcerated for almost three years longer than he had. Such are the
iniquities of war.

Finally, they were being transferred from Denmark to British control at
Poppendorf. There they would have all of their release paperwork
processed. The officials needed to confirm that they were indeed the family
from Stablack who had been separated from Hermann during the fall of
Ostpreussen and that they were registered properly with all of the new West
German government agencies.



In Denmark they had been released from the camp, issued new papers, and
shipped across the Baltic straights to the port of Kiel. There, they had
boarded this train under British guard and now arrived at Poppendorf. It
was the most famous, or perhaps the most infamous, displaced persons
camp run by the British army.

In Poppendorf, before we arrived, the British had confined thousands of
Jews who had survived the Bergen Belsen death camp. These desperate
people had tried to immigrate illegally to Palestine aboard a ship they called
The Exodus. The British navy had turned the ship around and forced the
illegals to return to Germany, confining them in Péppendorf.

This embarrassment had also accelerated something quite unanticipated. An
event that would forever change the world — the formation of the Jewish
state of Israel in Palestine.

A year after the formation of Israel, it the Bonnkes’ turn to pass through the
gates of Poppendorf. Once there, their papers were duly stamped and noted,
their belongings searched. They were led to the section of barracks where
they told them Hermann Bonnke would be waiting for them.

As the final barbed-wire gates to his compound were unlocked, Reinhard
knew his time had come. He broke free of the others and sprintHermann lay
for a ed across the common yard, searching

among the other men who were waiting

for their loved ones. Some of them were

playing soccer and board games, others

standing in groups taking in the sun.

while among his children, laughing and crying all at the same

time. They each hugged an arm, a leg, his torso, whatever they could find
for themselves.

Hermann lay for a while among his children, laughing and crying all at the
same time. They each hugged an arm, a leg, his torso, whatever they could
find for themselves. They hugged and laughed and cried with him, unable
to use real words to say just how they had missed him and how glad they



were to see him again and how they loved him and a dozen other things
they had been saving up to say for almost four long years.

He had found a single room for all of them, in the small town in Gliickstadt,
in northern Germany, not far from Hamburg, and he was lucky to find that.
Along with most of the inhabitants of that small town by the River Elbe,
they experienced real poverty. The quarters were so cramped that eventually
some of the children had to sleep elsewhere.

Their new life in Gliickstadt held disappointments for Reinhard. First
among them was his performance in school. As the Bonnke children
entered the regular German school system, they discovered just how far
behind they had fallen in the Denmark camps.

“Much of the energy I would rather have invested in playing childhood
games now had to be focused on extra hours of study to make up for lost
time.

Even so, I did not seem to overcome this setback as quickly and
successfully as my older brothers did. They were energetic students. At the
homework table they wrangled about the nuances of algebra, trigonometry,
and calculus. They debated history and social sciences, biology and physics.
And their improving grades reflected their efforts. Soon they won high
praises from Mother and Father.”

The first three months at college were in agony. He took it for granted that
he would have to write all his examinations in English, not realizing that he
could have gotten permission to have written all or part them in German.

“Every thought in my head about school hurt. It weighed on me like a
heavy yoke. I could not succeed and I could not escape. Now my sinful
whitewash made the burden of it seem even heavier.

Adding to the load, I soon discovered the intense scorn that Lutheran school
children had for Pentecostal children. On a typical Sunday, our father would
be gone before sunup on his bicycle, traveling to minister in Krempe. We
could not afford another bicycle, so none of us went 7., «o1rion becamewith him.
We attended the local Pentequite clear to Reinhard. costal congregation.” Their mother had plenty



The Pentecostal believers in Gliickstadt &/ 7oney in her purse. yyet in a small
school room behind the Money was now readily T yytheran church. When they
were seen available to the family. leaving their humble meetings in the
shadow of the great Lutheran steeple,

the news quickly spread that the Bonnkes were tongues talkers. The teasing
began. And it was more than teasing. Pentecostals were seen as primitive
people, religious Neanderthals, a knuckle dragging sect that only existed
because of its ignorance. “This gave the Lutheran children license to call us
every name in the book.”

Do you believe you have been saved, Reinhard?

Meta brought all the groceries home and cooked them for supper. Then for
dessert, with a glow on her face, she carefully rationed a portion of
chocolate candy to each of her six children. This was like getting Christmas
in July! Such luxuries had simply never been afforded since they had left
their home in Stablack.

As Reinhard bit into the chocolate he experienced a revelation. His taste
buds had never been so turned on. The flavor went all over him with a sense
of delicious well-being. Life seemed to consist of many things that were
difficult and dull and tedious, like school and home- work and chores. But
now there was chocolate. He simply needed to have money to have more of
1t.

The solution became quite clear to Reinhard. Their mother had plenty of
money in her purse. Money was now readily available to the family.

And it was free. She had given away two deutschmarks to the postman,
hadn’t she? A portion of chocolate would cost even less. She would not
miss such a small portion of money from her purse.

Though Reinhard was merely an average student, he immediately became
motivated to achieve at math. Well, at least the kind of math necessary to
calculate the proper amount of deutschmarks necessary to buy an individual
portion of candy. Once Reinhard had this figured out, all he had to do was
wait until their had abandoned her purse in the bedroom and retrieve the
exact amount from her change wallet.



Once, twice, three times over the next several weeks Reinhard managed to
find the right amount of change. Just a few pennies. It resulted in a trip
downtown to obtain the pure joy of a very intense and personal chocolate
experience. And finally, the day came when he took a full deutchmark from
her purse.

“In my heart I knew I was wrong. At the store, as I finished my choc - olate
pleasure, I began to feel a sense of guilt gnawing at my insides. I walked
from that place, and I made a guilt-born vow: ‘One day I will repay
Momma 100 deutschmarks to make up for the money I stole. That is what I
will do.’

My hand was well into her purse when I heard her voice behind me in the
gloom of the bedroom.”
“Reinhard, what are you doing?”



He withdrew his hand as if a mousetrap had just snapped on his fin- gers.
“Nothing, Mother. Nothing.”

Meta turned the light on in the room. She stood there thoughtfully for a long
moment deciding how she would handle my transgression. Then slowly and
deliberately, she came to sit on the bed. Every moment of this process was
pure torture.

Opening her purse she looked inside. The change wallet was open.

This was much worse than a hiding. Reinhard looked into the eyes of the
woman he most loved and respected in the world and knew I had betrayed
her. My pulse raced. It pounded in my temples, fueled by the foul vinegar of
shame.

“Thou shalt not steal. It is one of the Ten Commandments. When we break
God’s law, it is sin, Reinhard. You are a sinner, and I am worried about you
because sinners go to hell for all eternity,” Reinhard’s mother warned.

She goes on further and asks, “Jesus died to save sinners, Reinhard. He died
so you would not have to go to hell for your sins. Would you like to receive
Jesus as your Savior and be forgiven?”

“Oh yes, Momma, I would.”

Reinhard repeated a prayer after her, acknowledging that he was a sinner
and accepting Jesus as his Savior. When they finished, his moth- er hugged
him. It was a birthday hug and more. It was his new birthday. Reinhard felt
as if a thousand pounds had been lifted from his shoulders. It was the last
time in his life that he ever stole anything.

“There is something else, Reinhard. The Bible says that if you believe in
your heart and confess the Lord Jesus with your mouth you will be saved.
Do you believe that you have been saved?”

“Yes, Mother, I do.”

“When I confessed the Lord Jesus, something further happened in me. I
knew that I belonged to the Pentecostal Church. It was no longer just the



church of my father and mother. It was now my church, too. They had
welcomed me into the family of God. They were now my brothers and
sisters. I felt affection for them. I began to love those who loved them and
despise those who despised them. Needless to say, | had even less regard for
the Lutherans in Gliickstadt thereafter.”

19
There was never a place for worldly distractions in Reinhard’s life.
There was never a place

His favorite “game” was to go to a nearby woods and preach to trees. “A
friend and I would go off where nobody could see us or hear us, and we
would preach out our hearts to the trees. My friend was a much better
preacher than I was, and I used to wonder whether I would ever be enough
a speaker to

for worldly distractions

in Reinhard s life. His favorite “game” was to go to a nearby woods and
preach to trees.

stand behind a pulpit.” poshor, Father! It works!

Soon after, Reinhard became a nuisance to his young friends at church. “We
must preach the gospel,” I urged them. “Let’s go preach. We must preach to
the lost.”

They did not quite share his level of enthusiasm. They still saw him as the
boy who had barely outlived his dismal attempt to preach to trees.

One day Reinhard took his guitar and headed to a street corner in downtown
Gliickstadt. He began to sing until a small crowd gathered.

Then he put down his guitar, reached for his Bible, and preached the simple
invitation to receive Jesus. To his amazement one man knelt and prayed the
sinner’s prayer with him right there on the street!

He raced home as fast as his legs would carry him, bursting into the living
room completely out of breath.



“Father, Father!” I cried. “It works! It works! A man came to hear me
preach today, and he accepted Jesus!How do you know that God has called
you?

Not long after this conversation Reinhard attended a life-changing Sunday
service. On this particular day, a husband and wife missionary team had
been invited to speak. Reinhard does not remember much about them
because as they were speaking the Spirit of God spoke to him in his heart, it
was as if He said very clearly, “Reinhard, one day you will preach My
gospel in Africa.”

This was something he simply had to share with his father. He could hardly
wait until he pedaled in from Krempe that day. He waited for him on the
street. As he sat there, he knew his father would understand the voice of
God he had heard inside. He also had heard from God. Reinhard recalled
that Jesus had even visited his father while in the prison camp when he had
decided to become a minister. “Surely my father would become as excited
as I was over my call to Africa, and he would confirm this great day in my
life.” When he saw him, he raced to meet him.

“Father, Father, God spoke to me in church today and said I must preach the
gospel in Africa!”

His father did not seem to understand. He dismounted from his bicycle and
asked him to repeat it. Then he looked at him with a puzzled and somber
expression. “Your brother Martin will be my heir, Reinhard. He will be the
preacher of the gospel in this family.”

“But Father, God has called me to preach in Africa.”

He scowled. “How do you know that God has called you?”
Disappointment darkened Reinhard’s heart. His tone of voice spoke louder
than his words.

Reinhard’s mind searched for a way to explain to him the reality of it. What
evidence did he have? Jesus had not visited him personally. Nor had he
selected a scripture from a box of promises like his mother when she
received a word from God about their crossing from Danzig to
Copenhagen. Nor did he hear an audible voice. All he had was the evidence



of his heart, and he was not eloquent enough to put it into words to please his
father Children go through stages you know

Reinhard would be presented to family guests as an afterthought. As guests
often did, they would ask, “Well, Reinhard, you seem like a fine young boy.
What are you going to be when you grow up?” “I’m going to be a
missionary to Africa,” he said without hesitation. No other Bonnke child
claimed to be called to Africa.

“Children go
through stages you know. They usually grow out of it.”

Hermann would hear this and chuckle, winking at his guests.

“Children go through stages you know. They usually grow out of it.”

This hurt him. He wanted his calling to be taken seriously. He took it very
seriously.

His older brothers took this signal from their father as permission to pile on
with their own endless ridicule. They would snicker behind their hands and
shake their heads at Reinhard as if he was an alien. Reinhard the

missionary. Baptism of the Holy Spirit

Reinhard began to mention to his father how he needed the baptism of the
Holy Spirit in order to have the power to preach the gospel in Africa.
Hermann did not deny that the Spirit baptism with speaking in tongues was
for everyone. But he did not lead Reinhard to the experience. He considered
him too young and immature.

“Just because you are a boy with a mind of his own does not mean that you
are ready to receive the Spirit baptism.”

“Father,” I asked one day, “since you do not believe that I have a real call
from God, how do you know when you have a real one? How does it feel?”

He thought for a while then he said, “Son, when you have a real call from
God then you will know it. You will know it deep in your heart. You will
know, and it cannot be shaken.”



“Father, I know that I know that I have a real call from God,” Reinhard
said.

In 1951 it was announced that an outstanding Finnish Pentecostal preacher,
Revd Kukula was coming to GIUckstadt, and he had a special ministry of
leading people into the baptism of the Holy Spirit. Hermann therefore
decided to ask Reinhard whether he would like to accompany him to this
special service.

Reinhard needed no second invitation-he desperately wanted this blessing.
The memory of his mother, Meta, had been wonderfully filled with the
Holy Spirit after many years of seeking, was still fresh in his memory. He
had seen the difference it had made in his mother’s life and he was thirsting
for the same experience. He was thrilled that his father had invited him to
go with him.

When they arrived at the place where the service was to be held, Reinhard
felt as though he was stepping into the New Jerusalem. Pastor Kukula stood
to speak, and Reinhard hung on his every word. Kukula gave only a short
message and then he asked the people who were

While Reinhard was seeking to be filled with God’s Spirit to kneel and pray.
still trying to puzzle it

all out, he heard the Holy Spirit telling him to go and lay his hands upon
a certain woman who was sitting on the opposite

No sooner had Reinhard got on his knees that the power of God came upon
him. He did not need anyone to lay hands upon him and no one did. The
Spirit urged within him and he

side of the prayer meeting.
burst forth in other tongues inspired by the joy in his eager young heart.
What did Reinhard do to you?

From the time he was fourteen years old, Reinhard started accompany his
father every Sunday to the services at Krempe, travelling with him on the



train, and the bond between father and son deepened. They would leave in
the morning, not returning home until late at night after a full day together.
Services occupied much of the day but in between they would spend time
with families in the church for meals.

During one prayer meeting led by his father, Reinhard suddenly felt as
though his fingers had been pushed into an electric power socket. It seemed
to him as though his hands were full of electricity and he wondered what
was happening to him. While he was still trying to puzzle it all out, he heard
the Holy Spirit telling him to go and lay his hands upon a certain woman
who was sitting on the opposite side of the prayer meeting. Reinhard did
not want to do it. His father was strict; he was still a mixture between a
German officer and an old-style Pentecostal pastor. Although everyone was
encouraged to pray, there was no room for anyone but the the pastor to
minister and lead.

Upto this time Reinhard had done no ministering because ‘the pastor does it
all” was the accepted order of things. The very thought of of crossing over
to pray for the woman on the opposite side of the prayer meeting left him
petrified.

He stayed where he was. He could not do it. What would his father say if he
suddenly got up and went to pray for this woman? What would his father
do? What would the other people think and say? What would this woman
say? He did not even know whether he was sick and in need of prayer. He
was shy and he was still only a boy.

But as he stayed on his knees it seemed as though the Holy Spirit increased
the power flow and he felt as if an even stronger current of electricity was
surging through him. There was nothing else for it he had to do it whatever
the consequences. Crouching, he crept across the floorbehind the seats. He
made it to the woman, unobserved by his father. He stood up and said to
her, ‘I want to pray for you.’

‘All right,” she said, ‘pray for me.” And there and then the healing ministry
of Reinhard Bonnke began.



As he put his hands upon this grown woman it was as if the current of
power jolted out of him and into her. Pastor Hermann Bonnke could not
help but see. ‘Reinhard, what are you doing?’

Seasoned soldiers had trembled at the voice of authority. All eyes in the
prayer meeting were now focused on father and son. What had the boy
done? Nothing like this had ever happened before in their prayer meeting.
Pastor Bonnke, now at the scene, asked the woman, ‘What did Reinhard do
to you?’ she started to shout, ‘I’ve just been healed, I’ve just been healed.
Reinhard put his hand upon me and it was like an electric current that
flowed through my body and I am well.” Every- body rejoiced with her.

Vision of the map of Africa

In 1957, when Reinhard was seventeen, the young people in the church of
Krempe were enjoying something of a divine visitation of revival power.
The blessing was not confined to the youth group but they were the ones at
the centre of what was happening. They were praying night and day and the
prayer meetings were alive with the presence of God. One or two outsiders
were brought to Christ but the move was primarily a renewing of the
Christian youth.

Pastor Hermann Bonnke was involved and this was undoubtedly fruit from
his years of single-minded commitment to the church. His whole life was
given over to prayer, preaching, studying the Bible, and seeking the lost. He
had no other agenda. He had always encouraged the scriptural use of the
gifts of the Spirit but this was something special. Many of the young people
had remarkable, supernatural experiences.

It was an atmosphere of faith that Reinhard had a vision of a map of Africa.
In the vision he saw a map. He recognized it as the continent of Africa. In
the vision the name of the city of Johannesburg was illuminated as if God
was indicating that his assignment to Africa would be there. Perhaps this
was where he would break the bread of life and see it multiply, as seen in
the vision by Grandma Bauszuss. In his mind this map vision of
Johannesburg puzzled him because earlier he had seen an actual map of
Africa and from memory had placed Johannesburg at another location. He
kept the vision to himself and puzzled over it as he went home that night.



The next day in school Reinhard went to the library and looked up the Atlas
of the World. Finding South Africa, he located the city of Johannesburg. It
was not where his memory had recalled it. In fact, it was Where the vision had
shown it to him. oy, yiJl never be a carpenter

As Reinhard neared the age of 14, he would remain naive for a while
longer.

His father approached him not long afterward saying, “Reinhard, if you
want to become a missionary to Africa you must learn a trade. Our
Pentecostal denomination requires it. In poor countries, most of our
missionaries have to support themselves with a local profession. The
support of church offerings is seldom enough. I have found a carpentry
school here in Krempe. Carpentry is a basic trade throughout the world.
Wherever you go you can find work. I want you to attend this
apprenticeship and begin the training that will support your calling.”

“I did not feel good about this idea. But I was an obedient son, and I went to
the school. The master carpenter was a very rough man. He screamed at me
for the smallest mistake. And [ made many. So much about carpentry
simply escaped my understanding. It was almost as bad as trying to learn
English. I was totally intimidated.”

His father returned to

the carpenter school and spoke with the headmaster.
He explained to him that Reinhard had to find a trade that he could practice
as a missionary one day.

Week after week, Reinhard attended the workshop, and the master
tormented him with his angry outbursts. Finally, one day he just chased him
off, screaming, “You will never be a carpenter. Get out! Get out!”

Reinhard remembers that it was an eight-kilometer ride to his home on his
bicycle. All the way home he cried, thinking, he could not be a missionary
because was not suited to be a carpenter. There could be no greater defeat

for him.



At home he told his dad what had happened. He felt very sorry for him. His
father returned to the carpenter school and spoke with the headmaster. He
explained to him that Reinhard had to find a trade that he could practice as a
missionary one day.

“Please try Reinhard one more time.”

The master carpenter did. After a few weeks he came to Reinhard again. He
was not shouting anymore. In sympathy he said, “Reinhard, you had better
look for another trade to support your African ministry. You will never be a
carpenter.”

At age 15, Reinhard found an internship in Gliickstadt. In this case it was a
job that fit his abilities. It was at a local EDEKA Wholesale and Export
with the goal that he would eventually become a professional merchant. It
involved three days of the week in internship and two days in vocational
school. At the end of each month, his boss would count into his hand the
pay he had earned. Reinhard felt so good. He had accomplished something,
and he had earned this money. At the end of each week, he took his money
home and put it into a jar that he kept in his bedroom. It began to build in
volume. 10, 20, 50 deutschmarks and more. He watched it grow and began
to dream of ways to spend it.Reinhard called to full-time ministry

Reinhard’s ministry began on Friday May 1, 1959. He was in prayer
because he had received an invitation to preach for the summer in Berlin.
His father had not allowed him to preach in his pulpit but this invitation
came from one of Reinhard’s former Sunday School teachers, Marion
Franz. She and her husband Eduard had been led by the Spirit to work with
East German refugees in Berlin. The Berlin wall had not yet been
constructed and 2 million fellow Germans had fled the Soviet lifestyle,
seeking a better life in the west. Their conditions were horrible.

When Eduard and Marion described their work with the Berlin Refugee
Mission, all of the oppression of Reinhard’s years in the Danish prison
camp came flooding back to him. These memories were trans- formed into
a godly compassion for these lost refugees. At 19 years of age Reinhard
went before the Lord in prayer and God spoke clearly to him, calling him
then and there to full-time service.



Reinhard immediately began to raise support for the mission, which would
last for the summer months. But for some reason my efforts seemed to
stumble. The funds necessary for him to make this trip were simply not
coming together. He presented himself to various Pentecostal groups in the
region, requesting their help. The help he received was meager. It seemed
he could more readily raise train fare to preach in Tostedt than to arouse
compassion for lost refugees in

West Berlin. Meeting with George Jeffreys

In 1961 Reinhard graduated from a Bible college in Swansea when he was
21 years old. As he neared the end of his time, he wrote his father, asking if
he could perform a practicum under his leadership in Krempe. In the
meantime their family had moved there. The church had built an apartment
in the second story of the meeting house. His mother and father were both
living there and the train commute was a thing of the past. Serving with his
father would allow him to be exposed to the realities of actual church
ministry before he assumed such duties for himself. It was a required period
of testing before ordination and licensing within the German Pentecostal
church, the Arbeitsgemeinschaft der Christengemeinden in Deutschland, or
ACD, as they called it (in 1982 it became the Bund Freikirchlicher
Pfingstgemein- den Kd6R / BFP). His father was delighted by his son’s
request and

immediately agreed to it.

After finishing school in Swansea, Reinhard

Furthermore, his father informed him
that the VM, Velberter missions board,
which was the mission works of the
ACD, would require that he follow the
practicum with two years of pastoring

said his goodbyes. Lifelong relationships were begun there at the school in
Wales.

a church before they would consider a missions appointment to South
Africa. He told him that he would welcome him to do this pastoring also at



his church. This sounded like his best opportunity to follow his calling, so
the plan was set.

After finishing school in Swansea, Reinhard said his goodbyes. Life - long
relationships were begun there at the school in Wales. The fellowship, the
tests of faith, and the wonderful Bible classes — these had now become
forever a part of him and would follow him wherever he went. Furthermore,
his English had become passable.

The train from Swansea took Reinhard Bonnke to London where he had a
few hours to spare before the next stage of his journey to the overnight
ferry. He was told the time-honoured way of seeing London was by the
world-famous, red London buses. Having enough money for a run-about
ticket, he travelled the streets of the capital, changing buses at randon. He
was free, he was going home, and life and London looked wounderful from
the top deck of a double-decker bus.

After an hour or two he needed exercise, so he alighted at the next stop and
strolled down the road, with little idea where he was except that he was still
within the bus routes of London. At length, he arrived at a place called
Clapham Commons, a large park in a lovely residential section of the city.
With no specific destination in mind, he decided to stretch his legs. He
began walking through the surrounding neighborhood totally at random. All
of a sudden he stopped because he saw a blue nameplate in front of a house.
On that nameplate he read, “George Jeftreys.”

Only a few weeks earlier, he had been browsing through the books in the
college library when he chanced upon Healing Rays by George Jeffreys.
His interest was quickly aroused as he scanned through the contents. It was
a balanced scriptural exposition on the subject of divine healing. The final
chapter was full of testimonies of miracles in the ministry of George
Jeffreys which were witnessed by huge congregations in the largest
congregations throughout British Isles. The founder and leader of Elim
Foursquare Gospel Alliance, he had clearly been a great anointed
evangelist.

Reinhard had been absorbed, but he noted that the miracles mostly occured
in the 1920s. He presumed that this great evangelist must be dead, and



when he left college, George Jeffreys had been far from his thoughts.

“I thought to myself, could this be the great George Jeffreys who had
founded the Elim Pentecostal Churches in Ireland and England? I had read
much about him. He had been a great firebrand evangelist who had traveled
across the world preaching to overflow crowds in some of the largest
venues. Miraculous signs and wonders had accompanied his preaching. |
recalled that 10,000 had been converted in his historic Birmingham crusade.
14,000 had responded during a crusade in Switzerland. He was known to
many as the greatest evangelist Britain had produced after George Whitfield
and John Wesley. My heart pounded with anticipation to think that of all the
residences in London I might have stumbled upon, I had stumbled upon his.

I paused at the gate. Should I go in and introduce myself? I felt almost
compelled to do it. But who was I to do such a thing? I felt a spiritual and
natural link with this man. As with so many other British revival leaders,
Jeffreys had been born in Wales to a miner’s family. He had been a teenager
during the great Welsh Revival of 1904 and 1905, and for him, the fire had
never gone out. What especially linked him to me was that he had also
ridden the tide of the Pentecostal revival

He told George that that followed from Azusa Street and onward. He had

embraced both . 4 cait of God on revivals.”

his life to be an evangelist and to preach the gospel
in Africa.

Reinhard walked through the front garden gate and climbed the porch,
pausing at the door. There he rang the bell. A lady opened the door.

“Pardon my intrusion, ma’am. Does the George Jeffreys live here who was
that famous firebrand evangelist [ have heard so much about?”

“Yes, he does.”

“May I please see him?”

“No. Under no circumstances.”

She had hardly said no when Reinhard heard a deep voice from within the
house say, “Let the young man come in.”



Reinhard squeezed past that lady in a heartbeat and into the house. As his
eyes adjusted to the dim light, he saw George coming slowly down a
staircase, holding it unsteadily as he made his way toward him. As he
reached the landing, Reinhard stepped forward, took his hand, and
introduced himself. He told George that had a call of God on his life to be
an evangelist and to preach the gospel in Africa. That he had been to
college in Swansea and was now returning home to Germany.

He was led into one of the rooms, and invited to sit down. George Jeffreys
sat down opposite him on a coach and began to ask Reinhard lots of
questions about himself. The fact that Reinhard had been at college in
Wales helped open the conversation with this Welsh preacher whose roots
were in the Great Revival there in 1904, and the conversation ignited with
the fire of a spiritual rapport which obliterat- ed the generation gap. It was a
meeting of two kindred souls with a mutual passion for evangelism. One
who was reckoned by many to be the greatest British evangelist of this
century, who knew he was coming to the end of his life. The other an eager
young man who knew that God had given him the ministry of an evangelist,
taking up the mantle of his ministry.

All of a sudden, George took Reinhard by the shoulders and fell to his
knees, pulling him to the floor with him. He placed his hands on him head
and began to bless him as a father blesses a son, as Abraham blessed Isaac,
who blessed Jacob, and on and on. The room seemed to light up with the
glory of God as he poured out his prayer over Reinhard.

“I was dazed by that glory. I do not remember the words with which he
blessed me, but I do remember their effect. My body felt electrified,
tingling with divine energy.”

After about a half hour George finished. Reinhard stood up and helped him
to his feet. He seemed very frail. They said goodbye.

The lady came and escorted him away. He could hardly stand. Nor could
Reinhard, for different reasons. Reinhard stumbled from his house and
staggered back toward Clapham Commons like a drunken man. There, with
his head spinning, he waited for a bus to carry him on his way to the
railway station and travelled back via Belgium to Pis home in Germany. Gegrge
Jeffreys is dead



Reinhard arrived at home and began the process of serving with his father
in Krempe. He had been home for just a few months short of his 22nd
birthday, when one day his father said to him, “Son, did you hear the sad
news?”

“No, what news?”

“George Jeffreys died in London.”

“George Jeftreys! That’s impossible, Father. I just saw him. I met him.”
And then I told him the story of my meeting with him in London.

He died on January 26, 1962. The tent evangelist

After a few weeks of serving the practicum, Reinhard and his father
climbed into the Volkswagen and traveled north to the town of Rendsburg
for a regional pastor’s conference. It was near the Péppendorf prison camp
where they had first been reunited as a family after the war. Along the way
they visited the old camp and recalled the difficul- ties of those times. His
father did not want to spend much time there. The first thing Reinhard
noticed was the absence of that ugly barbed wire. Vegetation grew where
once fear and misery ruled.

Then, on to Rendsburg. During the pastor’s meeting, the host, Reverend
Franz Wegner approached Reinhard with some startling news. “Every year
in summer,” he said, “we have a tent revival here. | have been praying about
it, and the Holy Spirit tells me that you, Reinhard, are to be our tent
evangelist this year.”

Reinhard and his father were both amazed. Pastor Wegner was one of the
senior clergymen in the ACD. He was well respected.

“I have just come from Bible College and don’t have any experience,” I
said. “I am merely doing my practicum at this time.”

“I know that. I have also heard that you are called of God. In fact, it is
known that your calling is the call to be an evangelist. This is what we need
here in Rendsburg. An evangelist.”

“How long do the tent meetings last?”

“As long as you need to get the message out. We will not put a limit on your
sermons.”



“No, I mean, how many days will the meetings continue?”

“Three weeks. Sunday morning services included.”

I hardly felt ready for this. It seemed impossible. “So, the Holy Spirit has
spoken to you?” I asked.

“He has.”

“Well, I am confident that if He has spoken to you He will also speak to me.
I will pray about it.”

“OK. You pray, Reinhard, and then call me,” he said cheerily.

Back in Krempe Reinhard knelt at his bedside. “Father, should I accept this
invitation?” Expecting to hear nothing, I imagined that I would simply say
to Pastor Wegner, “God has not spoken, therefore I cannot accept.”

The opposite happened. Suddenly, these words were burned into his heart.
Go, and twelve baskets full shall remain!

Reinhard immediately knew this answer had not come from my own mind.
It was not the answer he sought. Furthermore, it was a profound statement,
the kind that had the familiar imprint of the Holy Spirit on it. God was
stirring up the vision Grandma Bauszuss had seen when he was ten. She
had seen him distributing a loaf of bread to a large crowd. The loaf
continued to grow. This scene had been inspired by the gospel accounts of
the feeding of the 5,000.

Without hesitation, Reinhard called Pastor Wegner. “The Lord has spoken
to me,” I said. “I will come and preach in your tent meetings.”

He began to prepare in prayer and Bible study. He reviewed the dozen
sermon outlines he had made in Bible school. That’s when he noticed that
he did not have a dozen sermons. He really had just one. One sermon
presented in a dozen disguises. Seeing this for the first time made him feel
even more inadequate.

He began to prepare in prayer and Bible study. He reviewed the dozen
sermon outlines he had made in Bible school. That's when he noticed that
he did not have a dozen sermons.



When the day of the meeting in Rendsburg arrived, Reinhard drove his
Volkswagen northward from Krempe. It was a lovely spring day, and the
trees were blossoming. The fragrance of apple and cherry blooms filled the
air.

Reinhard arrived in Rendsburg early. The tent had been set up at the huge
Viehmarkt Square, and a woman was seated in a chair at the main entrance.
The flaps were open. He parked his Beetle and approached her, smiling,
looking inside. Feeling a bit shy, he did not introduce himself. He looked at
the rows of chairs set up beneath the canvas and felt a nervous knot in his
stomach.

“If I may ask a question. How many seats are in the tent?”
“There are 250 chairs.”
“How many people do you think will show up?”

The woman sighed wearily and shook her head. Her attitude struck a
familiar chord with Reinhard. For a moment Reinhard thought she might
say, | ought to give you a good hiding right now, young man, and get it over
with, as his mother had said to him so often in his younger years. But then,
he quieted his thoughts, realizing that his mind was taunting him with old
memories. He was not a naughty boy anymore. He was called to be the
evangelist here in Rendsburg. There were 250 seats in that tent for the
hearing of the gospel.

“Well,” the woman continued, lowering her voice in a confidential tone,
“I’11 tell you the truth. Our pastor has put us on a limb. He went against the
board of elders and invited some young evangelist who isn’t even dry
behind the ears to be our preacher this year. I won’t be surprised if we don’t
fold the tent and go home early.”

Reinhard returned quickly to his car, feeling suddenly anxious and
unbalanced. That woman had no idea the power of her words to turn his
confidence into mush.

“He drove out of town to a secluded spot on the Nord Ostsee Kanal, a man-
made waterway that crossed the peninsula between the Baltic and North
Seas. I stopped the car, fixing the hand brake. “Oh, Lord,” I prayed. “Help



me, help me, help me. How can I possibly go on if You do not rescue me
now?”

As Reinhard prayed and talked to God about it, he began to feel peace. In
the front row of the audience Reinhard’s

It 1s the kind of peace that only comes

from Him. His thoughts returned to

the truth. He had not come to Rends

burg because he was barely out of Bi

ble college and hardly dry behind the

ears. He was here because the Holy

Spirit had spoken to Pastor Wegner.

He had also spoken clearly to him.

eyes met the eyes of Mrs.

Meyer who had spoken to me earlier outside the tent. She gasped and her
hands flew to her cheeks.

He stayed in this place of faith and peace and prayed until the time for the
start of the first service. When Reinhard arrived at the tent it was full.
Perhaps the people had come out of curiosity to see how the young preacher
would fail. Maybe they thought it would be entertaining.

Pastor Wegner met him outside. He was very excited and led him to the
platform. The music was beginning. He sat down and looked out over the
crowd. Pastor Wegner stood and announced that evangelist Reinhard
Bonnke had arrived and would be our crusade evangelist tonight.

In the front row of the audience Reinhard’s eyes met the eyes of Mrs.
Meyer who had spoken to me earlier outside the tent. She gasped and her
hands flew to her cheeks. Her face turned red and she bowed her head low
in shame and embarrassment. But it was totally unnecessary. He was
already seeing the humor in it. Later, this became a good story for both of
us to repeat.

“When I stood to preach, I opened my Bible to a redemption scripture. As I
read, I saw in my mind what I might describe as the shape of the gospel.



My preaching did not depend upon notes. My brain visualized the path for
my words to follow. God put an outline there, and I simply filled in the
outline with words and 1deas and scriptures as they flowed into my mind. It
was the ABCs of the gospel that came out of my mouth. It was the gift of
the evangelist at work. In the hearts of the people, the Holy Spirit did His
work. Many raised their hands for salvation in that service and in every
service that followed.”

I would never leave Germany

As the meetings continued Reinhard began to notice a pretty girl in the
audience. She seemed very engaged in the meetings, and he sensed she was
a godly person. The call to Africa was still uppermost in his heart and he
knew that if ever he did find a wife she must be willing to go to Africa.

This drew him to her even more and his interest became strong. He found
himself making excuses to be near her and to have conversation with her
after the meetings. Others were attracted to her as well because she had a
very pleasant personality. He could not help but wonder if such an attractive
girl might be a lifelong match for him.

One day they were speaking of spiritual things. Reinhard asked her the
question that was most on his mind. “If God called you to Africa, would
you go?”’

“No,” she replied immediately. “Never. I would never leave Germany.”

His interest in her died on the spot. No longer did he seek to be near her or
to have conversation with her. This incident revealed to him that he was
seriously seeking a wife who would share his calling. He had no interest in
dating as a pastime. His heart was set on Africa, and he had no time for
anything that would distract from that purpose.

Might such a girl be God’s choice for me?

Reinhard began to receive offers to serve his two-year vicariate beyond
Krempe,some of which came from some of the largest churches in the
denomination. For a young man his age, this was unheard of. His father was



again taken aback at this early success. It placed more strain on their
relationship, and forced him to think more deeply about how and where he
would pastor for the required two years. The more he thought about it, the
more he began to consider that he should accept none of these fine offers.
Nor would he serve in Krem- pe. Not only did he not want his father to feel
slighted, but he did not want his brothers to think that he was trying to take
Martin’s place as

their father’s successor.

Reinhard did not want this complication to continue when he began his
work as a pastor. Being married to a woman who shared his calling would
be a great blessing and a great relief of mind.

Instead of a choice between Krempe and one of the larger churches,
Reinhard began to see a third way. He felt he should make a completely
new mark. Since evangelism was his calling, he could go where no church
existed. He could see people converted and after two years leave a
brandnew church behind when he left for

Africa. He began to make a mental checklist of possible cities where he
could accomplish this kind of plan.

Also, as he thought about being a pastor for two years, he thought about the
extra challenge it would create being unmarried. When preaching in other
churches, he found himself receiving too much attention from women who
wanted to introduce him to their eligible daughters. This could distract him
from a full focus on evangelism. He did not want this complication to
continue when he began his work as a pastor. Being married to a woman
who shared his calling would be a great blessing and a great relief of mind.

At that time, him and his father escorted some of our young people to a
musical youth rally held in Neumiinster. All of the church youth from the
region sent musical groups to represent them at this rally in a kind of talent
contest.

While there, a beautiful mandolin player caught his eye. She never once
looked his way, but he had a feeling she saw his every move. “How could I



know that? Well, actually, I didn’t know that. I just wanted it to be true so
badly that I imagined it was so. | certainly saw her every move, even
though I pretended not to. I watched her all evening from the corner of my
eye, not wanting to be obvious. If I was so smitten by her, oh how I wanted
her to be smitten by me, too! But as the night wore on, I began to doubt that
she knew I existed. Not once did I have the satisfaction of receiving even a
sideways glance. The challenge of gaining her attention grew to the sky.”

During the service she occasionally shared secrets with another girl from
Marne. Boys never did things like that. She cupped her hand and whispered
into her friend’s ear. Suddenly, Reinhard wanted to be the subject of that
secret she shared. He wanted to be special to her in that way. Every move
this beautiful young musician made ignited his imagination with a greater
desire to know her.

At last, it was announced that the musical group from Marne would
perform. She stood with her friend and walked to the platform. Now,
Reinhard knew where to find her. The city of Marne was some 50 miles to
the north of Krempe on the North Sea coast. Already the scheming began.

From the platform she plucked the mandolin strings and they began to
vibrate, creating a lovely melody. The girls began to harmonize. Soon I saw
a look of consternation cross their features. Something was wrong. As in
most musical performances, the musicians should never betray that
anything is wrong. Part of the challenge of performing is to make sure the
audience is at ease. But the problem they faced was insurmountable. The
limits of their vocal range would not allow them to reach the song’s climax.
They stopped.

“I am sorry,” the mandolin player said. “I set the key too high. We will have
to start again.”

She began to strum the introduction again, playing in the adjusted key, and
the song was performed beautifully. Any hope of placing in the contest,
however, was lost.

Reinhard was so impressed with her grace. She had spoken with great poise
and dignity in an embarrassing situation. The entire contest was at stake,



but she had handled it as if nothing was lost. It made her natural beauty
twice as appealing to him. He began a conversation with God.

“Might such a girl be His choice for me? Certainly, to follow His calling to
Africa I would need a wife and mother with her kind of character.”

Afterward, Reinhard was too shy to approach her. He asked others, “Who is
that girl from Marne who sang and played the mandolin?”
“That 1s Anni Sﬁlﬂe’” He was tOId'Lord, how can I connect with that girl?

He loved her name from the moment he heard it. He forgot the names of
others but never that one.

“I prayed, Lord, how can I connect with that girl? I so much want to talk to
her.”

Reinhard had didn’t even wait for God to answer his prayer but rather
decided to take matters into his own hands that night and did something
totally manipulative. Perhaps later, he suffered uncertainty because of it. He
went to Anni’s pastor from Marne with a suggestion. He told him he was
doing a practicum at his father’s church in Krempe, and he offered to swap
pulpits with him. He liked the idea, and that is how he got to Marne and
finally met Anni.

When Reinhard preached there, he was introduced to her, and they had a
good conversation after the meeting. He learned that she had been born in
Romania into a family of eight children. Her family had moved to Marne
after suffering terribly during the war. They lived a farm life and always had
plenty of food on the table. Friends and guests were made welcome.

She had become a Christian at the local Sunday School, and from an early
age wanted to train as a nurse so that she could go to the mission field.
Meanwhile, determined to acquire skills, she taught herself shorthand and
typing, and learned the mandolin. She always dreamed of marrying a
missionary, and her friendship with Reinhard quickly blossomed!

Reinhard wrote to Reinhard told her that he would like to see her again. She
said she Anni and suggested that they put their relationship on ice for a
time. She graciously understood and agreed. She was busy with school and
with preparation for a life in missions work.



might be able to come visit him in Krempe on her way to the ACD Bible
College. He was very pleased to learn that she was planning to attend the
German Pentecostal School.

He was relieved. He did not want to marry another preacher. What he
sought was a wife, a helper, and a mother for his children. But of course, a
mother with a missionary’s heart

would be essential to his calling. Africa lay ahead. He placed it before the
Lord again, reminding Him that the wrong wife could put all of it at risk.
Reinhard asked Him to make it clear to him if Anni was the one He would
choose for him to marry.Anni is My choice for you

Meanwhile, his father campaigned against it. He said that Anni was no
match for his son. She was not well educated enough. In this, perhaps he
thought too highly of the education Reinhard had received in Wales. But his
objections did not really impact his thinking about her. He had to deal with
his own doubts. Perhaps he had been presumptuous to act on his feelings in
their first meeting, not waiting for a clear signal from God.

Reinhard wrote to Anni and suggested that they put their relationship on ice
for a time. She graciously understood and agreed. She was busy with school
and with preparation for a life in missions work.

After that, he began to look seriously for another candidate. As he traveled
around in preaching engagements, there were lovely girls everywhere. But
to connect meaningfully with just one proper candidate was not so easy.
Along the way he met another young preacher who told him about his
beautiful sister. He said that his family lived in southern Germany and
would welcome a visit from him if he would like to get to know her.

The visit was arranged. His sister was indeed beautiful. “We were all at
dinner with the family at their house. I hoped that I was making a good
impression. I thought she would make a prize for any man. Suddenly she
turned to me and said, “I understand that you are the son of a poor
preacher.”



Nothing more needed to be said. “I thought, she should marry one of my
brothers. They are of the same mind. My attraction for this lovely girl
vanished. My interest could not have been resurrected with a deep channel
dredge. I would have departed immediately except I had to stay and endure
the rest of the planned visit. In the end, I said my polite thank-you for the
hospitality and said goodbye. I could not wait to return home and renew my
correspondence with Anni.”

As Reinhard continued to pray about it, he felt the Lord saying to Mim- “Anniis
My choice for you."pagstor Reinhard Bonnke

After the Rendsburg campaign Reinhard was kept very busy conducting
evangelistic campaigns and preaching. Within two years the BFP, the
German Pentecostal Fellowship of Churches, told him that they were now
ready to ordain him as one of their ministers. Reinhard felt that this was the
time for him to launch out and establish his own ministry in preparation for
the day when he would leave for Africa. He learned that there was a small
city called Flemsburg in the north of Germany, situated on the border with
Denmark, which had no Pentecostal church. He organised a team of young
people, borrowed a tent, and planned a pioneer campaign with a view to
planting a church there.

The campaign was planned to last for six weeks. A friend would preach the
first three weeks, and he the last three. He did not know a single person in
that place before the campaign. With Hermann’s and Meta’s blessing he
knew that this was the time for him to leave home, and in 1964 he moved to
Flemsburg before the campaign commenced. The campaign was a success;
people were saved and healed and a lot of interest was aroused. They
finished with a nucleus of fifty people (many of them new believers) who
were definitely interested in becoming part of a new church. In the context
of the 1960s in Germany it was an excellent start.



Anni and Bonnke

The new problem was to find suitable premises for the fledgling church, but
although he searched, he could find nothing. Finally, in despair, he prayed,
‘Lord you must show me where,” and then drove his Volkswagen around
Flemsburg, praying as he went. Among other things the city had been
famous as a centre of the rum-making trade. He passed an old five-storey
building which was shuttered up and empty, but it was a good site in the
centre and he felt he should investigate. Reinhard found an open door and
climbed the stairs to a flat on the top floor occupied by someone who could
answer his questions. The premises,which used to be the headquarters of a
rum factory, had been vacated prior to demolition to make way for a new
shopping centre. This, however, was probably not going to happen for a
year or so, and the agent handling it was located for some thirty miles away.
With a sense of expectation he drove off to find the agent who turned out to
be a man in a wheelchair. The course of the

Reinhard could envision ¢onyersation quickly switched to the most important
SU—bJ ect in the 75 people fitting easily

into the large empty
main room. He also saw
two small anterooms
along one wall.

world-Jesus and salvation. Afterwards the agent told him he could use the
building during the interim period before the demolition and then asked,
‘How much rent can you pay?’



“I will rent it to you.” “I don’t have much money. We are a new
congregation and still small. How much would you need?”
“Oh, about 1,200 deutschmarks per month.”

This was a price far too high for my little congregation to pay. “What can
you pay?” he continued.

“250,” I said, somewhat sheepishly, realizing that we were world’s apart on
price.

“It’s yours,” he said smiling. He leaned forward in his wheelchair, his hand
extended.

“There is something else,” Reinhard said.

“It 1s very cold here in the winter, and I will need to heat the place. How
much will that cost?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. We have to heat the building anyway. I will
just say that it’s included in the rent.”

It had a large, empty main room. Reinhard could envision 75 people fitting
easily into the large empty main room. He also saw two small anterooms
along one wall. One was empty; the other contained a small, workers’
kitchen. Anni and him could use this for an apartment.

The contract was signed with lots of willing help in cleaning and painting
they were able to move in after the end of the tent campaign.

Anni, will you marry me?

Reinhard arranged to come see her at the Bible College. However, they had
a rule that no boy could meet a girl on campus. They met outside the
campus near a grove of trees. Taking a picnic lunch, they walked together.
As they walked, Reinhard took her hand. He began to know in his heart that
Anni was the one for him. They were bonding, and I could sense that my
passion for her could be lifelong.

He told her that he was almost finished with his practicum. The ACD
president, Pastor Erwin Lorenz, was coming soon to conduct 2¢/7¢ %is

ordination, R einhard’s ordination ceremony. Immediately afterward, Reinhard
he visited her again and



again. In the meantime,
he found an engagement
ring and bought it.

explained, he would be required to serve as a pastor for two years in order
to receive a missionary appointment. Furthermore, he told her that he would
not serve as a pastor in Krempe, nor in another church within the ACD.
Rather,

he would seek a new city that had no Pentecostal church, and establish a
congregation there for the required two years.

She did not show a trace of fear or uncertainty about how this would be
done. She had no questions about the difficulties of such a pio- neering
effort. Her eyes sparkled as she talked with him about it, and he could see
that she loved the very idea.

Before his ordination, he visited her again and again. In the meantime, he
found an engagement ring and bought it.

“Anni, will you marry me?”

“Yes.”

Immediately, Reinhard felt the controlling bonds to Hermann and Meta
Bonnke slip from his shoulders. In their place, a new bond with his life
partner took hold. He and Anni were together now, as one before the Lord.
He could hardly wait to marry her and make a place to call our own.

His father had not agreed with him on many things through the

years. He had not agreed on his calling to Africa. Nor on his timing. Nor on
his choice to marry Anni. On the day of their wedding, he had changed his
mind. He was more than agreeing with him. He was as much as admitting
that his judgment of his son’s choice of Anni, and of many other of his
opinions, had been wrong. And it was not just that they had a difference of
opinion. Nor was it that Reinhard simply had a mind of his own. In this
sermon text taken from John 2:5, he explained that he had heard from God,
and this had made all the difference. His father in his wedding sermon
wanted to bow to that higher voice in Reinhard’s life. Whatsoever he saith



unto you, do it. This was a most priceless gift from him to Reinhard and
Anni.

The place they began their married life was Flensburg. The name of this

city came to Reinhard as a strong impression during a time of P"*Y*"" God
called me to South Africa

Reinhard and Anni huddled together after the birth of their son, KaiUwe. A
half dozen members of the Velberter Missions Board looked at them from
across a long table. They were the official missions arm of the ACD in
Germany. They worked under the auspices of the Apostolic Faith Mission
in South Africa. The AFM provided training and guidance and the ACD
provided the financial support to Ger- man workers who worked there. That
was the arrangement. As they waited in the room bare light fixtures dangled
from electrical cords high above them providing illumination.

“I suppose the white light in the white room was a fitting atmosphere for an
interrogation. To us, it seemed a bit like an inquisition.”

“You say you were called to Africa when you were just ten years old?”
“That is correct.”

“Africa is a huge continent with many nations.” Reinhard nodded.

“So why do you insist that you cannot go to Zambia?” one of the members
asked. “The AFM can provide a position for you in Zambia.”

“It 1s very simple,” Reinhard answered, “A few years after God called me to
Africa He called me to South Africa, very specifically. In a prayer meeting I
received a vision of the city of Johannesburg on a map. I did



einhard and Anni Bonnke on the wedding in

not know where the city actually belonged on the map. When I later
checked a world atlas, I found that the vision had been correct. God knows
His geography. He called me to the country of South Africa.”

“But the AFM has no openings in South Africa.”

“I do not need an opening. I will gladly pioneer a new work from the
converts God gives me, as I did in Flensburg.”

“That would be wonderful, but we have no way to provide oversight if you
do not go to Zambia.”

“Then, what am I to do with my calling?”

“We can offer you Zambia. It is south of the equator, as close to South
Africa as we can get. Besides, it is a beautiful country. The great Victoria
Falls are there on the Zambezi River. You could start there and later move
to South Africa, if that is still your heart’s desire.”

“Oh, no, South Africa is not my heart’s desire,” I said. “It is the place God
has called me. That is an important difference.”



Leaving for Durban, South Africa. This was to be their mission
transport and whilst on outreach, their accomodation too.

Finally in Africa

For such a long interview Reinhard stuck to his guns about his call to South
Africa. Eventually, they agreed to what he was telling them. He would serve
a South African apprenticeship for a year under an AFM minister named
Reverend Stephanus Spies. His work was anchored in Ermelo in the Eastern
Transvaal. His sphere of ministry covered the Transvaal region, and
extended into Swaziland. When the ACD, the AFM, and Reverend Spies all
agreed to the plan, he felt that God had given him great favor. Most of all,
he was so very pleased that they had honored His call given to him in the
childhood vision. They

Reinhard had would be working on the edge of Johannesburg.
received scant instructions from Reverend Spies that

they would be met in Durban by a man named du Toit, a French name.

In 1967 Reinhard and Anni prepared to leave. “Saying goodbye to our
friends, family, and church in Germany had not been difficult. Our eyes had
been set on this day since we first met, and we had been saying goodbye, in
effect, to everyone for years.”

They were so excited to finally be going.



For several days they continued down the eastern coast of Africa, sailing
through the Mozambique Channel between the African mainland and
Madagascar. The voyage grew long, and Reinhard had brought along an
accordion. He began to sit in a deck chair and teach himself to play it as
Anni lay in the infirmary and the hours wore on. By the time they arrived at
their destination he had become quite accomplished.

They emerged again into the waters of the Indian Ocean near the southern
tip of Africa and cruised toward their berth in the harbor of Durban. At last,
Anni was able to get out of bed and walk. Perhaps she was inspired by
anticipation of soon being able to place her feet on solid ground. The worst
of her ordeal was over.

Reinhard had received scant instructions from Reverend Spies that they
would be met in Durban by a man named du Toit, a French name. That is all
he knew — du Toit. As they approached the docks he could see more than a
thousand people waiting to greet passengers. Out of that great crowd, how
would he ever find du Toit?

Coming down the gangway Reinhard had an inspiration. His eyes swept the
crowd, and he shouted to the top of his lungs, “Hallelujah!” Sure enough,
out of the crowd one voice shouted back, “Hallelujah!” He was a white
man, which disappointed him. He had come expecting to be met by an
African. Very few black people were in the crowd waiting to greet their
ship.

Reinhard held Anni’s arm as they left the gangway and felt the dock
beneath their feet. She held little Kai-Uwe in her arms and began to gain
new strength with each step on solid footing.

When they approached the man who had returned his “Hallelujah,” He
extended his hand. “du Toit, I presume?”

He laughed heartily, recognizing the famous line from the meeting in Africa
between Stanley and Livingstone. He took his hand. They took up an
extended temporary residence with Reverend Stephanus Spies and his wife
Cecilia in Ermelo. They were very kind and provided well for them until



they were able to move out on their own, where their second child Gabriele
was born.

They lived in the designated white part of the city. Ermelo also had a town
for blacks. The Apostolic Faith Mission had church buildings in both the
white and black areas. The congregations worshipped separately.

Reverend Spies also told him that he conducted preaching missions to the
blacks in OUtlylng ar€as. py not shake hands with the black people

The year soon turned out to be the toughest and most frustrating of
Reinhard’s life. He was required to submit to the standard missionary
constitution which meant he had to study under a local pastor to learn about
the country and customs before being sent out. The restrictions placed upon
him were trivial. He was not even allowed to preach and the AFM also
wanted him to be ordained again as one of their ministers.

But even this was nothing compared with finding himself confront - ed with
the apartheid system at first hand. Reinhard and Anni had heard about
apartheid, but seeing it in operation shocked them deeply.

‘Brother Spies, if this
Reverend Spies told Reinhard, ‘“When you preach to the black people you
do not call them brothers and sisters.’

Reinhard could not believe his ears. ‘Then what am I supposed to call
them?’ he asked. ‘Call them men and women,’ Spies replied.

‘Brother Spies, if this gospel does not make them and us brothers and
sisters in Christ, I do not wish to preach the gospel any more,” was
Reinhard’s reply. He was further appalled when Reverend Spies instructed
him, ‘Do not shake hands with the black people.’

gospel does not make
them and us brothers and sisters in Christ, I do not wish to preach

the gospel any more,’



Reinhard said, ‘How can you win a soul then? What would have happened
to us if Jesus had come into this world with that attitude?’

Reinhard found himself in almost ceaseless conflict with his ‘tutor’ who
was constantly demanding an explanation for various things he had done.
This so-called year of probation was one in which he died

a thousand deaths. Reinhard was not a political person at all, but he could
respect political systems. When it came to the gospel, however, he refused to
compromis¢.Reinhard ministers in Lesotho

In the meantime, Reinhard and Anni found a house they could afford to rent
at 8 Ennis Street, and they moved into it. Their first challenge was to find
furniture. They looked at beds and found the prices far too high. Off to one
side in the store, they saw some metal bed frames that were well within
their budget. They would work just fine.

When at last he fulfilled his year of probation, what a relief it was to be able
to exercise his God-given ministry. He was to continue working with the
AFM, while receiving his financial support from the BFP in Germany. As
he prayerfully considered the future, his attention was turned to Lesotho
which used to be the old British Protectorate of Basutoland. Reinhard was
certain this was where the Lord was leading him, and events confirmed the
rightness of this decision. He and his family therefore moved temporarily to
Ladybrand in the Orange Free State just over the border, being unable to
find housing in Lesotho itself.

Here they found themselves in an area with a large population of Africans,
the people they loved. This was closer to their hearts and Reinhard started
to hold evangelistic meetings. This was why he had come to Africa!
Reinhard loved the black people and they respondOften Reinhard ed. would
drive as far

In 1968, Reinhard moved his family to Ladybrand, a small settlement on
the very border of the kingdom. Shortly after moving there,

as his van would go and be forced to walk or ride a



horse or mule to Anni delivered their third child, their second ,.4c 4 particular
daughter, Susanne Herta Bonnke. With anothvillage. er resounding Hallelujah Chorus, their family
looked forward to serving in Lesotho as a true

missionary family.

“I began to travel in my Volkswagen to see the country for myself. It is no
bigger than the state of Maryland, but because of its natural beauty, it is
called the Switzerland of South Africa.”

Nearly all of Lesotho’s 1,200 miles of road were unpaved. The high country
had rocky, narrow trails that ate missionary vehicles for breakfast. Reinhard
traveled almost half a day. When he arrived at the church in Lesotho, the
walls were made of mud roof of straw and the walls were also made of
mad. Having traveled half a day, he found there 5 people to preach to and
none of them wanted to get saved. It broke his heart and he started to cry
out to God. “Lord, this is not the gospel of the glory of God that I expected
to see. It breaks my heart to preach to people who don’t respond after such
an effort.”

Often Reinhard would drive as far as his van would go and be forced to
walk or ride a horse or mule to reach a particular village. An average
Basuto village sheltered no more than 250 souls.

Reinhard was another missionary toiling away under the scorching African
sun. People got saved, people got baptized, but ministry was one long
continuous struggle. People kept saying Lesotho was a difi- cult place for
the gospel.

“I agreed with them heartily, so I kept repeating that. Little did I realize that
I was snaring myself with those words. I prayed earnestly for a major
breakthrough but became even more convinced that this place is too
difficult. When fifty people were at a service, I thought the Great
Outpouring had begun!”

Deep inside, however, he longed for something bigger and greater,
something to bring resounding praise to God, something that would shake
people out of their lethragy and demonstrate that Jesus is alive; something
that would cause men and women to come to the Savior in large numbers.
With this in mind, he invited a well-known evangelist with an anointed
healing ministry to preach at two services.



It was not long before his outstanding ability in the pulpit was realised,
resultingin a flow of invitations to minister in many of the white

churches in South Africa. In fact the pastor of one of the biggest churches
was about to retire and he invited Reinhard to take over. To many this
would be a tempting offer indeed.

He replied, ‘Brother, if [ wanted to preach to white people there are plenty
home in Germany. I did not come to Africa for the white people. I came for
the black people. God sent me to the black people and

I want to go where nobody else wants to go.’
Printing and distribution of Gospel literature

Although he was constantly preaching the gospel in the surrounding
townships and villages, it was still not enough for Reinhard and next he
designed and wrote a Bible correspondence course. In five basic lessons, he
had it translated into Sesotho and later into other languages. It was an
immediate success and thousands were soon enrolled. He recruited people
to mark the papers and those who completed the course received a
certificate with a red seal upon it.

At its peak some 50,000 people were taking the course. Having got his
printer from Germany he was soon making full use of it. He started
producing a high quality, evangelistic magazine called the Apostolic
Message.

Its success led to the purchase of a small offset printing press from a friend
in the Orange Free State. The course continued to prosper and soon a bigger
press was needed to cope with the printing involved. Before long he was
asking his friends in Germany to send him a printer to handle the press, and
a volunteer was dispatched. All of this ultimately resulted in the purchase of
a big press which was put in the garage. At its peak some 50,000 people
were taking the course. Having

got his printer from Germany he was soon making full use of it. He started
producing a high quality, evangelistic magazine called the Apostolic
Message.



His next inspiration was bicycle evangelism. Many of the men in his church
were unemployed with no prospect of a job and he saw how he could help
them at the same time as harnessing their potential to spread the gospel.

He gathered them togetherand told them of his venture. Those who were
willing would have the use of a bicycle which would be fitted with a strong,
lockable box. They would be sent around the whole region systematically
from house to house, handing out the magazine free and selling low cost
hymn books and Bibles, for Reinhard had discovered that one of the hymn
books was a ready seller and he would train those who were out of work to
be both soul-winners and salesmen-and pay commission on all their sales.

They jumped at the opportunity. At first there were five of them, then ten,
then as many as thirty. He found people to give money to purchase the
bicycles and off went this little army of mobile colporteurs for Christ. They
were backed up by prayer and they returned with joy to share wonderful
stories of selling books and winning souls. They were soon earning twice
the norman wage. As a result of that experience some of them became soul-
winners and ultimately pastors.

The African ministry of Reinhard Bonnke was beginning to take shape, but
more opposition awaited him. Not everyone was happy with his success.

Part of the 100-strong Bible Bicycle force that distributed literature to
thousands
of homes throughout Soweto, South Africa



All these activities: the colporteurs on their bicycle (and one or two on
horseback for some of the mountainous areas); the printing press and the
new gospel magazine; the Bible correspondence course; the Bible School;
the new church; all dovetailed together to form a constant programme of
aggressive evangelism and training. It was a seedbed for the future and
provided Reinhard with invaluable experience. It worked like clockwork.
The colporteurs returned every few week to replenish their stocks of
literature, pay in their takings and receive their commission. Many people
were won for Christ in two years virtually the whole country of Lesotho
was covered.

Dolphine’s story
In 1970, still a struggling young missionary in Lesotho, Reinhard.
Sometimes only five people would show up to hear him preach.

Rather than labor in an empty room, he went where the people were. In the
capital city of Maseru, where he lived, he would preach four times a day in
the markets, at bus stops, and in schools. This story took place during that
early time of Reinhard’s ministry.

Dolphin Monese was a bright young student in Maseru. He had a big, happy
smile and flashing brown eyes. But when he argued, his brows would knit
and his jaw would clench. He looked like he took his arguments very
seriously.

Dolphin studied the teachings of the Jehovah’s Witnesses. He liked the way
they attacked the Christian Church. The Church in the Kingdom of Lesotho
had become weak and ineffective. Rather than follow a dead Christian
religion, Dolphin attacked it. That was his way. In Maseru, he had become a
Jehovah’s Witness champion.Dolphin wanted to

take a closer look, He walked to school each day with a especially since the
blind

would

group of friends. They would discuss beggar was a white man. the great issues of life, and he

impress them with his knowledge.
One day, as they walked along, they



saw a blind man at a bus stop playing
a piano-accordion for money. Dolphin

But as he came close, Dolphin could see that the man was not blind and
was not a beggar.

wanted to take a closer look, especial

ly since the blind beggar was a white

man. But as he came close, Dolphin could see that the man was not blind
and was not a beggar. He was singing happy songs of praise to Jesus in the
local Sesotho dialect. “The man is a simpleton,” he thought.

Suddenly, the man put down his piano-accordion, picked up his Bible and
began to preach. One of the men in the crowd began to interpret for him. It
was a trick. The man had used his music to attract people out of sympathy.
“The simpleton was clever, at least,” Dolphin thought. He knew that it was
not easy to gather a crowd in Maseru to hear preaching.

No problem. Dolphin had read many books about the Bible. He knew that
Christians considered Jesus to be equal with God, a part of what they called
the Trinity. Since he could easily defeat these silly doctrines, he would
listen to the preacher’s message, then argue to set him straight. It would
provide amusement, and another way to impress his friends.

Reinhard had disguised himself as the blind beggar on the street corner that
day, preaching his heart out. His work in Maseru had been fruitful only on
occasion. Forexample, at the end of his very first ser- mon at a bus stop in
Maseru, a tall, thoughtful young man, Michael Kolisang stepped forward.
Michael wore a colorful blanket wrapped around his shoulders. It was the
popular fashion for Basuto tribesmen. He spoke to Bonnke through his
interpreter.

“I want this Jesus you have just preached. I want him.”
Reinhard thought, maybe it will be this way everyday in Maseru! After that
day, he preached many sermons and saw no response.

He took Michael into the front seat of his Volkswagen minibus. With the
interpreter helping from the backseat, Reinhard led him through the



salvation scriptures. Then he prayed with him to accept Jesus as his Savior.
Today Micahel is a Bishop in Lesotho, pastoring a thriving congregation.

But responses like that were few. Dolphin Monese was more typical. As
soon as Reinhard finished his sermon that day, he stepped forward, not to
accept Jesus, but to argue with him. Since he spoke English, he was able to
argue without an interpreter.

Bonnke’s interpreter was happy for the break. He said that he had never
worked so hard for a preacher in his life. With four sermons per day, he
wanted a raise in pay.

Dolphin jumped into his Jehovah’s Witness arguments headlong. Reinhard
just smiled and listened. He knew that he could not change the young man’s
mind by meeting him on some battlefield of the mind. He invited him to sit
down with him on the curb.

Reinhard knew that deep inside, Dolphin was worn out by the de
deep inside, Dolphin was worn out by the demands of his own
arguments. But he didn 't know if he was tired enough to let go
of them.

mands of his own arguments. But he didn’t know if he was tired enough to
let go of them. He seemed to like arguing so much. He went on and on with
his attack on Christianity until all of the crowd

Reinhard knew that that had gathered that day had gone away. Even his
friends had departed. It was the two of us sitting on that street curb, and
only one was talking.

“May I say something?” Reinhard asked.

Dolphin was in the middle of a thought and had to finish it before he could
stop him- self. At last he paused. “Yes. What is it?”



“I want to say how God loves you. You and me and everyone in the world
were born in sin. We were bound for eternal Hell, yet He loved us enough
to...”

“There 1s no Hell,” Dolphin interrupted. “Punishment in Hell is an idea the
Popes made up. They did it to make people afraid so that they could control
them. I’'m not falling for any of that.”

“You will have to argue with the Scripture, Dolphin. Eternal torment is
clearly in the Bible. The Popes did not make it up. But that’s not the Good
News. The Good News is that God loved the world, even in its sin, and
gave His only Son as a sacrifice for us. Salvation is a free gift, paid for by
someone else. We cannot earn it by being smart, or by learning all the right
things, or by doing all the right things. When

we accept God’s great gift, He fills us with love and peace, and we are
promised eternal life with Him in Heaven. Have you accepted Jesus as your
Savior?”

Dolphin went away promising he would come back to complete the
correction of Reinhard’s bad theology. Though he welcomed him to return,
Reinhard inwardly hesitated. He knew he would take advantage of his open
door.

And Dolphin did. He returned every day after that. His school breaks were
timed so that he could come hear me at the bus stop. Then his after-school
walk brought him by my market location for another sermon. He would
start more arguments. This pattern continued day after day.

In time, Reinhard found the opportunity to counter most of his arguments
from Scripture. But still, this was not enough to convert him. He came
again and again to argue, and perhaps for other reasons he would not admit
to me. He was a tough nut to crack.

One day as Bonnke preached he sensed a powerful anointing and presence
of the Holy Spirit. After his sermon that day, Dolphin stepped forward.

“I am ready to accept Jesus Christ as my Savior,” he said.



Amazement, almost disbelief, leapt up in his heart. This was an incredible
moment. Suddenly, this young man who had come to argue had no
arguments.

In that moment, the Holy Spirit whispered inside of Reinhard, telling him
what to do. He sensed in his inner conversation with the Lord that Dolphin
must not just make a decision for Christ; he must make a clean break with
the Jehovah’s Witnesses at the same time. This was a source of bondage
that still remained for him.

“Get in my car,” Reinahard said.

He did. When they were inside he said to him, “We will drive to your house
and burn all your Jehovah’s Witness books. Are you ready to

do that?”

Immediately, Dolphin had an inner struggle. So much of his knowledge was
bound up in those books. They had given him pride and a place in the
world. They had made him feel superior. He thought that if Reinahrd did
not place a clear choice before him, he would go into a time of struggle that
would last for a long time before he would finally be free. Years of
unfruitfulness could follow.

“Choose Jesus or Jehovah’s Witnesses,” Reinahard said. “This 1s the choice
you make. Not two ways, just one.”

At last Dolphin nodded. “Yes, you are right. Let’s get the books.”

Reinhard drove to his house. Dolphin went inside and brought out an armful
of books, depositing them in the Volkswagen minibus.

“Are these all of them?”

“I have another shelf of books at my grandma’s house in the village.”

“We will go there and get them. Get in, I’ll drive.”

“But I don’t own those books. They’re borrowed.”

“I will pay for the books you borrowed. But we will burn them all today,
borrowed or not.”

Dolphin agreed. He gathered all the books from the village together and put
them in the car. Reinhard purchased a gallon container of gasoline. They
drove to his brother’s house where he knew he could find a barrel for



burning. Bonnke had him place the books inside. They doused them with
the fuel.

When Dolphin lit it and dropped it into the barrel an explosion of flame
leapt into the air. Reinhard felt a great sense of relief. As the books burned,
he could see a new Dolphin Monese emerge. The burden of carrying a
heavy religious yoke was exchanged for the easy yoke and the light burden
of life in Jesus Christ. Joy, peace, gentleness, meekness — all the fruit of the
Spirit came pouring forth.

.Preaching in Malawi, 1970. Sometimes

found himself preaching to five people

I beg you, sir, give me five minutes

In 1973, news of their ministry’s success was being talked about in the
region as they had just started getting breakthrough in Lesotho.

Harold Horn rang him. Reinhard had known him since his apprenticeship in
South Africa. “Reinhard, come to Kimberley and preach to us.



I said, “I will come.”

Kimberley was a town of about 100,000 residents, located 150 miles to the
west. Like Maseru, where I lived, Kimberley was an isolated mountain
community. For a century it had been famous for its diamond mines. The
world’s largest diamonds had come from there. The entire area was steeped
in the lore of fortunes mined from the earth. Mining continued to be the
backbone of the economy.

The Kimberley mines were owned and operated by the descendants of
white settlers. However, the backbreaking toil in the mines was performed
by black men, many of them from Reinhard’s own country of Lesotho. The
church that he would visit in Kimberley, however, was a “whites only”
congregation.

When he arrived, he remember it was a cold evening. The skies were patchy
with clouds, and a chilly wind gusted from the peaks around us. Harold
drove me to the church where I was to preach. We had agreed to a Friday,
Saturday, and Sunday series of meetings.

That first Friday night as he sat on the platform he looked across a
gathering of 200 people. “Not one young person did I see in the room. Not
one. 37

When the meeting was over, I leaned over to Harold, who was near to me,
and asked, ‘Where are the young people?’

He nodded sadly, acknowledging that I had correctly seen the problem.
Every head in the room was gray.

I preached. The service was closed, and the people filtered out to their cars
to go home. When they had gone, Harold came to me.””

“Reinhard, would you like to see the answer to your question? Would you
like to know where all the young people in Kimberley are?”

“Yes, I would,” Reinhard replied.

“I will show you. Get into my car and I will take you there.”

“Where are you taking me?”” “It’s a surprise,” Harold said. He remained
mysterious about it.



He drove through the streets turning this way and that until he came to a
large building at the edge of a warehouse district. The building was ablaze
with gaudy neon signs. One large sign blinked out the word, disco, disco,
disco.

The parking lot was jam-packed to overflowing with vehicles. They parked
on the street a block away. As Harold turned off the key, Reinhard could
hear the boom, boom, boom, of the heavy base beat coming through the
walls of that building. The so-called music seemed to

Reinhard felt a shiver shake the very ground beneath us with an ungodly
spirit. go down his spine. The disco was so large, so

energetic, so loud, and so overwhelming
compared to the little church building they had just come from.

“This is a den of iniquity,” Reinhard said sadly. “How awful. This is
where the young people have gone?”

Harold nodded. “This is the latest thing, Reinhard. It is called a
discotheque, a dance club. It is a craze that is sweeping the whole world
right now, and young

people everywhere are very attracted to it.”

Reinhard felt a shiver go down his spine. The disco was so large, so
energetic, so loud, and so overwhelming compared to the little church
building they had just come from.

Again, Reinhard could see the faces of the old people he had preached to
just an hour ago. They had all come to hear Reinhard Bonnke preach to a
room with no young people in it. Now they were, no doubt, sitting at home
in houses with no young people in them. The young people were here,
indulging in all sorts of sensual pleasures. At leastthey could feel confident
that their parents and grandparents would not disturb them here. The older
generation would not dare to enter this jarring and frightening atmosphere.



Harold got out and stood for a while leaning against the hood of his car,
listening. Reinhard got out too, and stood next to him.

They could hear the music now, above the booming bass, although he
couldn’t really call it music. He thought of how gently he played his piano
accordion, singing happy songs about Jesus to attract crowds on the streets
of Lesotho. The sound of his little accordion here would have been totally
drowned out. No one could have taken any notice at all. He began to feel
small and insignificant.

“What do the young people see in this disco, Harold?”” Reinhard asked.
Harold shook his head, mystified. “I don’t know. I truly don’t know.”
After a while, he said, “Let’s go inside.”

“Oh, no,” Reinhard said.

“Let’s go home. I have never gone to such a place. It would be an
abomination to me. I would not know how to act. And what would people
think of me as a preacher? It’s unthinkable.”

To this moment, he had gone along with Harold simply out of curiosity.
“Where were the young people?” he had asked. Now he knew. It was a sad
reality of modern life, but he could do nothing to fix the gulf between
young and old in Kimberley.

Reinhard thought to himself that he would go back and preach his heart out
to the old people again on Saturday and Sunday. Perhaps God would move
on their hearts, and they would begin to make a difference in the lives of
their own young people. That seemed the best he could hope to achieve.

But as he turned to get into the car he felt bad inside. He stopped in his
tracks. This is when the Holy Spirit began to speak to him. Since he had
come this far, something seemed wrong if he now turned away. But he had
no idea what the Spirit wanted him to do. “Let’s take a look inside,” Harold
suggested.

Suddenly, this seemed exactly right. Everything in his spirit said yes. He
nodded. “OK, let’s just take a look at this disco.”



They began to walk toward the building. They came to the door and stood
there. Reinhard felt the Spirit say to him very clearly, “Look inside. I will
show you something you do not know.”

“I took a deep breath, then opened the door. The blast of music must have
knocked the hair back from my forehead. I have never heard such volume
in my life. It was deafening. But it was in that instant that [ received a
spiritual vision of the reality of the disco. In the flash of the strobe lights, I
did not see young people dancing with joy. I saw These young people
frozen images of boredom, fear, loneliness, and insecurity, one after the
other, captured on the faces of those young people. The split-second flashes
of light revealed these images, over and over and over again, like stop-
action. Each of those haunted faces spoke to me of emptiness. Pure
emptiness.

Now I knew what the Spirit had wanted me to know. It was not what I had
expected to see.”

were coming to the disco seeking something they did not find. No matter
how they threw

themselves into the beat of the music,
it always came out the same — empty.

These young people were coming to the disco seeking something they did
not find. No matterhow they threw themselves into the beat of the music, it
always came out the same — empty.

Reinhard understood in that moment that he had what they were looking
for.

Curiosity was gone. In its place, he felt the undeniable compassion of Jesus
surging within him. He wanted to weep for the precious searching young
people of Kimberley.

Suddenly, he could not care less what anyone thought of him. He knew that
he would preach in this disco. Nothing could deny the love of Jesus that he
felt.



He shut the door and looked at Harold. Reinhard heard the Holy Spirit say
in his heart, “Find the owner of this place.” And so, he said to Harold,
“Help me to find the owner of this disco.”

“What good will that do?”

“I must talk to him. Let’s find him now.”

“But what will you say to him?”

“I will ask him to let me preach in his disco.”
Harold laughed. “You won’t do that, Reinhard.”
“I will. I absolutely will.”

Harold followed him now. Reinhard inquired inside the disco and they were
led to an office at the rear of the building. The owner was a middle-aged
businessman who looked to be very much a part of the rock-and-roll
culture. He had long hair, gold chains around his neck,

an open collared shirt, and blue jeans.

Reinhard said to him, “Sir, I’ve come all the way from Germany. [ am
asking you for permission to allow me to address the young people in your
disco for just five minutes.”

The owner looked at Reinhard from top to toe. “You’re a preacher,” he said.
Reinhard was still dressed in his suit and tie. He looked like he had just
come from church. He nodded.

He said, “If you want to preach you should preach in a church.” “There are
no young people in the church,” Reinhard said. “They don’t come to the
church so the preacher comes to the young people. Now give me five
minutes, only five minutes, I ask of you.”

“You’ve got to be kidding.” He shook his head in disbelief, then turned
around and walked away. “There is no way, man.” He had no sympathy for
Reinhard’s plea at all.

As he was walking, suddenly the Holy Spirit touched Reinhard. He said to
him, “Tell him what you saw when you looked into his dance hall.” He



went after the man and took him by the arm. He turned to face Reinhard
again.

“One question, sir,” Reinhard said, looking deep into his eyes. “Do you
think the young people find what they need for life in your dis- co?”

Slowly the face of that man changed. He looked down thoughtfully. When
he looked up again he said, “It is very strange that you should say that. I
have children of my own. I’ve thought many times that the disco will not
give the young people what they need for life.”

“I beg you, sir, give me five minutes.”

The owner was thoughtful for a moment. “OK, but not tonight. Saturday
night, tomorrow night at midnight, I will give you the microphone for five
minutes.”

Reinhard grabbed his hand and shook it. “It’s a deal, and thank you, sir. |
will be here.”

As Harold drove him to his room, Reinhard began to beat himself up a little
bit.
“I had only asked for five minutes. How could I be so stupid?

I started to pray. I said, “Lord, I foolishly asked for only five minutes. Now
I am stuck with five minutes because I put that number in his head. Why
did I say that?”” After riding some more in silence, I prayed again, a bit
better this time. “Lord,” I said, “nothing is too hard for You. You created the
world in six days; You can save the disco in five minutes. Please do not let
my foolishness be a problem. Amen.” All that night I tossed and turned, and
prayed. I prayed and prayed.”

The next night Reinhard preached to the old people at the church. He
remember nothing. He thought he must have preached badly because his
heart was pounding with anticipation for preaching to the lost in the disco
that night. When the congregation had gone home to their houses, he asked
Harold to drive him back to his room. He undressed from his suit and
dressed in casual clothes. He did not want to look like a preacher just



coming from church. Harold went home and quickly changed his clothes,
too.

As they got in his car Harold paused to look at him. “Reinhard Bonnke,
what do you think the people of the church would think if they knew where
you were going tonight?”’

“I think they would never come to hear me again,” Reinhard said. “You
won’t tell them, will you?”

He smiled and shook his head. “No, of course not.”

“Nor will 1.”

They drove to the disco, arriving at 11:30 pm. Reinhard had a half hour to
wait. The parking lot was even more crowded on Saturday than it had been
on Friday.

“I guess in Kimberley they had what you call “Saturday night fever.”

I took my Bible under my arm and my piano accordion. I don’t know why I
took the piano accordion, but there it was. I took it with me into that disco
like a security blanket.”

Inside, it was insanely crowded. Shoulder to shoulder, they had to push
their way between the people to get past them to find a place to sit. Finally
they came to a bar with a stool. Reinhard sat on the

When at last the clock struck twelve, the music stopped. He jumped up and
onto the stage where the records were being spun.
stool and waited for midnight.

When at last the clock struck twelve, the music stopped. He jumped up and
onto the stage where the records were being spun. He took the microphone
from the disk jockey and shouted, “Sit down, sit down, sit down. I’ve come
all the way from Germany,

and I’ve got something very important to tell you.”



Suddenly, the young people began sitting down everywhere. It was then that
he realized he was not in church but in a dance hall. There were no pews.
Only a few bar stools at the perimeter. Most of the young people plopped
right down on the dance floor. There they sat, smoking cigarettes and
chewing gum, waiting for me to begin.

I started to preach one minute, two minutes, suddenly the wind of God
begun to blow in that disco. He started to hear sobbing. He saw young
people getting out their handkerchiefs and starting to wipe their eyes, crying
everywhere. And he knew one thing — when peo- ple started shedding tears,
it’s was time for the altar call.

He said, “How many of you want to receive Jesus Christ as your Savior?
How many want to find forgiveness for your sins and enter God’s plan for
your life, as of tonight?”

Every hand that he could see in that place went straight up. He said,
“Alright, repeat after me.”

They prayed the prayer of salvation together. His five minutes were up. His
work was done. He left walking on cloud number nine, rejoicing, absolutely
rejoicing that he had been privileged to help these young people find what
they would never find in their disco.

After you left town, the disco went bankrupt
A year later Reinhard returned to Kimberley. Harold met him at the airport.
He said, “Get in my car. I have a surprise for you.”

He got in Harold’s car. He did not say anything about it; he just drove
through the winding streets until he came to the warehouse district. The car
stopped. Reinhard looked out of the window. He couldn’t believe his eyes.
He wiped them and looked again. Instead of seeing the big disco sign, there
was a huge white cross on the front of that building.

“This is not the surprise,” Harold said. “Come with me.”

They walked up to that door where they had stood one year ago, the door
that the Holy Spirit had told him to open. He remembered the pounding



beat of the music that had assaulted his ears as they stood
there that Saturday night. Now he heard another sound coming from inside.
It was a kind of chant, growing in volume.

“Are you ready for this, Reinhard?”” Harold swung the door open, and
Reinhard looked into a packed house full of young people. They were
chanting, “Bonnke, Bonnke, Bonnke.”

He cried out with joy. They rushed to him, hugging me and shaking my
hands, bringing me inside.

One young man said, “Remember me? I was the disk jockey that night that
you came.”

Another grabbed my hand. “I was operating the light show.”

Another said, “We were dancing the night away. Now we are serving
Jesus.”

“After you left town, the disco went bankrupt,” Harold shouted to Reinhard.
“This disco is a church!” He was beaming from ear to ear.

A fine looking gentleman came up to him. “We heard about what hap pened

to the young people here. My church has sponsored me to be a pastor to
these kids.”

Reinhard stood again on that disco stage looking at those faces, so different
from the ones he had seen in the strobe lights a year ago. The lights were up
full now. Even more, the light of the Lord’s favor was shining on every
face.
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After many months, Reinhard’s main congregation in Maseru grew to 50
members. Word began to circulate that he was an effective preacher. Many
white South African churches began to extend invitations to him as a guest
speaker. At first, he turned these invitations down.

“I continued my street evangelism efforts, but the daily schedule of
preaching was physically exhausting, and the results were pitifully few. My
original interpreter had quit. Worn out. Dolphin Monese had taken over and
now served with the true heart of an evangelist. But the hardened religious
soil of Maseru was taking its toll.”

After much hard labor in Maseru Reinhard saw that if he didn’t change his
ways he would never reach the far-flung villages of Leso- tho. He had
started a Bible school in his church to provide training for Dolphin,
Michael, and three other young converts. Five students in all were taking so
much of his time and energy that there was little left over for expansion.
Then it came to him that he could design a Bible correspondence course
that would go far beyond him. It could be distributed to the many literate
Basuto tribesmen by regular mail. Using the pattern of teaching he had used
with his five students in the Bible school, Reinhard wrote a course of five
basic lessons in following Christ. He was able to raise enough money to
buy a small offset-press and learn to print himself. This developed into huge
dimensions. At that very time, a missionary from the Velberter Mission,
Bernd Wenzel, a professional printer from Germany felt called of the Lord
to join their team.

Soon hundreds and then thousands were enrolled. With the increasing
printing press costs, he suddenly realized that he should take the speaking
invitations that were coming to him from white South African churches. He
would go to them and challenge them to support these efforts.

That is what he did, and soon the funds were available to continue growing
the enrollment. He also expanded the printing operation to include an
evangelistic magazine. The magazine followed the correspondence course
and began to find wider and wider distribution. He traveled and told the
story of what God was doing, and the white churches very graciously
responded, sending more money.



It was at this time that Reinhard began to hear of resentment from other
missionaries. Perhaps they were not experiencing the same breakthroughs.
Or maybe they were unable to raise the funds he was raising in the
prosperous South African churches. Then again, it might have purely been
jealousy. Whatever the cause, some of his fellow missionaries began to talk
about him in negative ways.

Some suggested that his ego was leading the way, that he thought he was
special. His new methods and ideas were described as somehow arrogant.
“When I heard of it I vigorously defended myself. I wanted to make sure
everyone knew that I was led by a burning desire to see souls saved. But no
matter how I wanted to make that clear, people continued to say and believe
what they wanted to say and believe. It hurt me deeply and truly distracted
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me.

At AFM conferences Reinhard found times in which he would confront his
accusers, argue with them, and defend his actions. But this, too, was a
mistake. Nothing seemed harder to ignore than the critical words of his
brothers in Christ. Some made no effort to hide their criticisms. He was
forced to learn to bless those who cursed him. Anni alone knew how hard
his struggle was.

One day Reinhard emerged from his office to be confronted by a horde of
cursing Communists. They cursed God and blasphemed the name of Jesus
to his face.

Suddenly he felt the power of the Spirit surge within him. He said, “In the
name of the One whom you are cursing, I say to you that within a year your
feet will no more walk the streets of Maseru!” He knew as he spoke that he
prophesied. The Spirit had spoken through him with these words. They
were not from his own mind. Neither did he know that a few months later,
Lesotho’s prime minister, Leabua Jonathan, would declare a state of
emergency, and all Communists would be rounded up and sent to jail.

It happened exactly that way, and the story of his prophecy raced around
Maseru like lightning. Some people began to fear him. Rumors ran about
that God talked to Reinhard Bonnke and that He would even tell Reinhard
what people were thinking.



In this situation, however, his brethren worked to discredit him. It was even
suggested that he had lied or exaggerated what had really happened. Some
thought he was motivated by ambition, not by the Spirit of God, and that he
was trying to make a great name for himself. In desperate prayer and in
counsel with his wife, he began to let go of these things. Until Reinhard let
go of them they would not let go of him.

Africa shall be saved
In his dream the map began to be splashed and covered with blood.

Reinhard had a dream that changed everything. He saw a map of Africa.
Not South Africa, not Lesotho, not Johannesburg, but the entire continent
including the big islands.

In his dream the map began to be splashed and covered with blood. He
became alarmed. He thought surely this meant some kind of apocalyptic
violence was coming — perhaps a bloody Communist revolution. But the
Spirit whispered to him that this was the blood of Jesus that he saw. The
terrible violence that spilled His blood happened 2,000 years ago on a cross.
Then he heard the words, Africa shall be saved.

When he woke up he had a problem. His mind filled with new thoughts
that made him uncomfortable. Before going to sleep he had been happy to
see 50,000 people enrolled in their correspondence course in Lesotho and
further afield.

“After this dream he could not be happy with that number. I am a German
who had struggled with math as a boy. But even I could do these
calculations. I had learned that the continent was home to 478,000,000
souls. If it had taken me five years to reach 50 peo- ple in Maseru, plus
another 50,000 beyond the walls of my church through correspondence, that
pace would average 10,010 souls per year. There is nothing wrong with that
number but [ would have to live to be at least 47,752 years old to see a
blood-washed Africa! I thought I had done well. In light of this dream |
could see that [ was far behind God’s agenda.”

In his mind he began to discount the dream. The next night the same dream
returned. And the next night. And the next. After this fourth night he said to



his wife: “Anni, I think that God is trying to tell me something”. He now
had my full attention. Would I take seriously what He was saying to me? Or
would I deny Him? Would I choose to believe God’s math? Or would I
believe my own?

He knew one thing that would keep him silent. It was the fear of what
others would say or think. He could hear his critics: “Who are you to say,
Africa shall be saved?” they would say. This is the cutting questtion Satan
throws at God’s servants in order to silence them — “Who

Bonnke wanted

do you think you are?”

peace after years

of arguing. He was so tired of this.

“I wondered, will some people say again that I am egodriven if I speak this
dream? Yes, they will. Will my words make some people uncomfortable?
Absolutely. I sensed that these words

would mark me as surely as Joseph’s coat of many colors marked him in the
eyes of his jealous brothers. It would be like painting a target on my chest.
But then I asked myself, is that a reason to be quiet when God has spoken?
No. A thousand times no.

I decided that I would begin to say, Africa shall be saved, at every
opportunity”. It became their motto “Africa shall be saved”.

Resigning from AFN

The expanding vision thrilled some, but the German Mission Board were
increasingly anxious about the financial implications of these growing
ventures.

His director from his church in Germany came to visit him in Lesotho and
he saw his activities there. He saw that had established a printing press and
other projects to evangelistically penetrate Lesotho, they became scared.
They told him that thats all commendable but “If you go backrupt, your
lenders will not get after you but after us because you are one of us. We
want you to stop, stop, stop. Be like all our other missionaries. Don’t do
what you do because you will pull us into the blackhole of the universe.”



Bonnke wanted peace after years of arguing. He was so tired of this. He
said, “Lord doesn’t your word say we should live in peace. Why can’t I
submit to my brothers? Why can’t I and then just live in peace?

I said to Anni am booking into a hotel. I will fast and pray until I’ve heard
from God. I went to the Riverside lodge and booked myself in. The moment
I came into that room I fell flat on my knees and cried out: “O Lord you
have showed me a blood washed Africa and here am told to stop. What
now?

What must I do?
Shall I submit? Shall I be in peace with them?”

That moment the Holy Spirit spoke to me:
“He said to me, “If you drop the vision of the blood-washed Africa. I have
to drop you and look for somebody else.”

I said Lord, “Let anyone, everyone drop me. I don’t care. But you don’t
drop me.
I want to be in your hands, only in your hands no matter what.”

He decided he had to hurry. He jumped up from his knees. His fasting
hadn’t lasted and hour. He paid his bill, jumped into the car and got home.
“I said Anni, where 1s my typewriter? I want to type. [ want to resign. She
said, “Oh, Can’t you sleep one night over it?

I said, “No sleeping is necessary. I don’t want God to drop me.”

He wrote that letter, rushed to the post office and he dropped it there.”

His next task was to phone Dr. F.P. Moller, President of the AFM Board. He
told him that he had resigned from the German Mission and therefore he
must say goodbye to the AFM as well. Dr. Méller had become a good
friend to Reinhard and held him in high regard and he was very upset at the
news. ‘You have done what? You have resigned and you did not speak to
me first?” Dr. Moller begged him, ‘Please withdraw your letter of
resignation at least to give me a chance to talk to our friends in Germany.’
Dr. Moller went so far as to say that the AFM would pay the expenses to



bring out to South Africa the German leader, Reinhold Ulonska, to discuss
the whole matter.

Reinhard agreed, and wrote a second letter withdrawing his resignition in
the hope that an acceptable solution could be found. He was anxious to do
all in his power to maintain fellowship with all concerned. At short notice,
Reinhold Ulonska flew out to South Africa and conferred with Dr. Méller
and Reinhard. Dr. Moller emphasised that the AFM did not want to lose
Reinhard if that could be avoided.

Revd Ulonska, however, made it clear that the German Board felt that they
could not treat Reinhard any differentlyfrom their other missionaries.

‘But he is different from the other missionaries,” replied Dr. Moller. ‘We
wish we had many more like him.” And of course that was the No matter
what he problem. The ‘system’ could not cope. tried, or how he

prayed and fasted, Ultimately they agreed to give Reinhard ;. qiyarion did not

freedom-to let him go. Reinhard said, ‘I only improve. As time wentwant to leave with your blessing,
if you will

tell the German Fellowship that you have
asked me to launch out on my own.’

by, in my heart, he began to blame the people for their lack
of faith. They readily agreed, although the an

nouncement of the fact that they had asked him to step up his own
organisation ran into delays. However, it was the only acceptable solution.
It was clear that Reinhard’s many outreaches could not be curtailed.

Reinhard, the Holy Spirit told me I must go

However, Reinhard was distressed because he was not seeing miracles in
Maseru.

“I often confessed to Anni in those days, “My church is a miracle-free zone.
What is wrong?”



No matter what he tried, or how he prayed and fasted, the situation did not
improve. As time went by, in my heart, he began to blame the people for
their lack of faith. If only they had faith, he thought, they would experience
wonderful miracles like those seen in the Book of Acts.

First, God used Richard Ngidi to open his eyes. Richard was a Zulu
evangelist well known in AFM churches throughout South Africa. After
preaching he would minister to the people in individual prayer and the
miraculous power of God would always manifest. The lame walked, the
blind saw, cancers disappeared.

Reinhard had come to know him from attending AFM conferences in South
Africa. One day he invited him to minister at his church in Maseru. He
accepted and Reinhard secretly felt sorry for him. “I imagined that the
faithless people of my “miracle-free” congregation would ruin his
reputation.

When he ministered in Maseru Reinhard saw the power of God as never
before. The blind saw, the lame walked, and diseases disappeared. “Richard
Ngidi trusted the Lord no matter what he faced. He was bold in the face of
great problems and he had what I called a reckless faith. In his very loud,
deep voice and confident manner he commanded disease and sickness to go
from God’s people. It was as if blindfolds dropped from my eyes watching
him. I was almost in a state of shock. ”

Reinhard said to Anni, “When God speaks it is not for us to ask questions
but to obey the prompting of His voice. His word 1s above all else. I can see
it now! I can see it now! Anni, God’s word is not a question mark, it is an
exclamation point! I have been too timid.”

After seeing a breakthrough in Maseru with Richard Ngidi Reinhard was
still timid. Perhaps, he thought, he did not have a gift of faith, or a gift of
the working of miracles as described in the writings of the Apostle Paul. He
decided to invite another notable evangelist who had that reputation. He
invited a man named John Bosman to come. He was a remarkable Dutch
Reformed minister from Pretoria and he was seeing miracles everywhere he
preached. Perhaps having another exposure to the miraculous power of God
would push him into the place of believing.



The evangelist was stiring the nation of South Africa, making the headlines
in the daily papers with stories of healings and of great crowds. Through the
worldwide wave of Holy Spirit renewal which was affecting many of the
historic churches, he had been greatly blessed and his ministry had become
charismatic.

So desperate was Reinhard to get him to come to Maseru that he went to the
evangelist’s home in Pretoria to deliver the invitation in person. To his joy,
the great evangelist agreed to come to Lesotho for two services over one
weekend, Saturday evening and Sunday morning. When Reinhard returned,
his news that the evangelist was going to come to Maseru was greeted with
terrific enthusiasm. The preparations were put in hand and everything
possible was done to ensure that the visit received maximum publicity.
Their printing press rolled off thousands and thousands of handbills and
posters. With such a well-known name they even managed to get time on
the local radio station.

Expectations were running high when the weekend finally arrived. Above
all they had prayed and Reinhard was confident that this could produce the
breakthrough he had been longing for ever since he had set foot in Maseru.
It needed a great demonstration of God’s power in healing and deliverance
to break the hold of generations of witchcraft, superstition and occult
practices.

44

On the Saturday evening their church building was packed out. People were
crowded around the outside of the building. Many sick, lame, and blind had
been brought because of John’s reputation for healing miracles. They had
never seen this level of excitement for the work of the Lord in Maseru.

With great pride and pleasure, Reinhard introduced John to the crowd. He
came to the pulpit and preached. He was not especially impressed with his
preaching. Like most of the people there Reinhard had come expecting to

see him demonstrate his gift of healing. But then something happened that
shook him to his toes. After preaching only a modest sermon he turned to

him and said, “Close the service.”



Reinhard gasped. “But not now. All these people have come expecting you
to pray for the sick. I cannot possibly close the service.”
“Close 1t.”

Reinhard was absolutely flattened. “John, how can we do this? I will
dismiss the people, but you must promise to return tomorrow and pray for
them. Will you let me make that promise?”

With a great deal of confusion he did as he was asked to do.

He closed the service, announcing that John would return in the morning to
pray for the sick.

“Tell them the sick will be prayed for tomorrow.”

With a great deal of confusion he did as he was asked to do. He closed the
service, announcing that John would return in the morning to pray for the
sick. When Reinhard turned, he had already gone to his hotel room.

He slept hardly a wink that night, praying and seeking God in confusion
about what John had done. The next morning he got up early and went to
pick him up for the meeting. Passing by the church he could not believe his
eyes. The house was packed to capacity. Even more people were lined up
outside, hoping to get in. The word had gone out that John would pray for
the sick. Many more sick had been brought to the meeting site.

Reinhard Bonnke went to the hotel. When he arrived, John was loading his
suitcases into a waiting car.

“What is going on?” I asked in total confusion. “Where are you going?”
“Home,” he said.

Reinhard could hardly breathe. “What do you mean you are going home? I
just went by the church. It is already packed with people who have come.
You promised to pray for the sick. That is why they have come.”

“I promised that the sick would be prayed for. You promised that I would do
the praying.”



“Stay, John. I’ll do the preaching. That’s what I do best. You pray for
Without tolerating the sick. That is what you do best. We’ll
do this together.”

another doubt he began to take charge of that
meeting with my words.
“I will preach,” Reinhard

“Reinhard, the Holy Spirit told me I
must £0.” ¢id to his men, “and God

“With that he got into the car. The driv*/# do miracles today.” er pyt it in motion
and drove away

down the street and then out of my

sight. I stood there hoping that this was some kind of joke. I felt like my
best friend had just deserted me. I had so looked forward to sharing
ministry with him. But when he said the Holy Spirit had told him to go, I
had no comeback. That was the entire point of everything. We were to do
what the Holy Spirit commanded no matter how it went against our natural
senses. I got into my car and drove toward that packed out church of people
who had come expecting miracles.”

Healing miracles happen

Suddenly faith rose up inside of Reinhard, along with what he would call a
“holy wrath.” Behind that steering wheel he cried out to the God, “Lord, I
am not a big-time evangelist, but [ am Your servant also. Now I will go and
do the preaching and praying for the sick and You will do the miracles.”

Peace filled his heart immediately. As he drove on, he remembered the time
when he was only ten years old and he had laid his hands on the woman in
Father’s church in Krempe. In very dramatic fashion she had been healed.

Reinhard walked into the church and told all his pastors that John had gone
home. The Holy Spirit had ordered him to leave.

Without tolerating another doubt he began to take charge of that meeting
with my words. “I will preach,” Reinhard said to his men, “and God will do



miracles today.”

With that, he went to the pulpit. “The evangelist John Bosman has gone
home,” he announced. “But I have great news for you today. Jesus showed
up. [ will preach, and I will pray for everyone who has come for healing,
and we will see miracles.”

As soon as he said it a man and woman seated on the front row got up
shaking their heads and headed for the exit.

He stood to preach. He spoke with an authority he had never known before.
Suddenly, the room became charged. About midway through his sermon,
Dolphin Monese, who was interpreting for him was overcome by the power
of the Spirit and fell to the floor.

“Everything stopped, except the listening crowd. They waited breathlessly
for the next word. I waited for Dolphin to recover. As I waited I was taken
away from that place in my mind. It was as if all sounds and sights became
muted, and I heard words of the kind that I could never conceive — My
word in your mouth is as powerful as My word in My mouth.”

Call those who are totally blind, and speak the word of authority, the Spirit
said to me. This rang a bell of memory in Bonnke’s heart. Luis Graf had
treated the healing of the sick and the saving of souls as two sides of the
same calling when he came to the Bonnke household with the flame of the
Spirit in 1922.

“There are blind people here this morning,” I said. “I ask all of you who are
totally blind to stand to your feet. Stand at once. I will pray for you.”
Around the room several people rose. They stood swaying slightly,
straining their other four senses to compensate for their loss of sight.

“I am going to speak in the authority God has given me, and when I do, you
blind will see a white man standing before you. Do you hear me? Your eyes
will be opened!” With that I took a deep breath and shouted. “In the name
of Jesus, blind eyes open!”



A woman began screaming. She rushed from the back of the crowd
grabbing people as she went, looking at them, crying, “I see! I see! I see!”
Christ for all Nation is birthed

Not only was Reinhard forced to redefine his role with his church, he also
heard the voice of the Lord leading him to leave Lesotho.

As he pondered the future, Reinhard remembered his boyhood vision from
the Lord. The city of Johannesburg glowed like a beacon on the spiritual
map. It was calling him now. He saw that he must go

there, and he founded his own ministry organization to accommodate the
vision for a bloodwashed Africa. He called it Christ for all Nations, or
CfaN, using the name they had given the little printing press in Maseru.

The Lord led him to locate the headquarters near the international airport,
because in evangelism he would be traveling heavily. He spoke to Anni
about this. She knew that she would not always be able to travel with him.
It was a sacrifice she had to be willing to make if the blood-washed Africa
vision was to be realized. Her heart for the lost overruled her homebound
instincts. She agreed.

On December 6, 1974, Reinhard moved his family to a place called
Witfield, near the Johannesburg airport.

At their new home when the furniture arrived, Reinhard was to sit on the
suitcases. Anni was worried now; Reinhard seemed physically and
spiritually drained.

With his head in his hands he sat there and prayed, ‘Lord, I feel hopeless.
You spoke to me two years ago those thrilling words, “Africa shall be
saved!” over and over again, night after night, until the vision of an Africa
cleansed from its sin and sadness and suffering, blazed in my heart and I
believed it would happen. But Lord, here I sit on my suitcases, ready to win
the world for you, but I don’t know how.’

Launch of the Gospel campaigns



Anni hoped that a good night’s sleep would improve matters but there was
no improvement. For four weeks it seemed to Reinhard as if God did not
speak to him at all. In the end he was experiencing such pain in his stomach
that he went to see the medical doctor friend who pronounced, ‘Reinhard,
you have got stomach ulcers.’

He immediately responded, ‘I don’t know what ulcers are. I cannot believe
it. I have never had problems with my stomach.’
‘Well,’” said his friend, ‘that is what you have got.’

That very night God spoke to Reinhard clearly at last: ‘Fly to Gaborone in
Botswana.’ In the morning he found that his stomach was healed. Before
long he was on his way.

Botswana, a desolate landlocked neighbour of South Africa, was the kind of
place that needed a word from God for anyone to consider going there. Not
having enough money for taxi, he walked into the city, and God met with
him right there on the street and spoke into his heart, ‘Turn to the right.” He
obeyed and found himself outside Botswana’s National Sports Stadium, and
again the Lord spoke into his heart: ‘You will preach my name there.” The
four weeks of silence was over.

His initial thought had been to use Botswana’s radio station. Now he knew
God wanted him to hold a campaign, so he sought out a local minister,
Pastor Scheffers, and told him the news. The pastor was thrilled until
Reinhard asked him to book the National Sports Stadium.

‘That holds 10,000,” he told Reinhard, ‘and I only get forty people in my
church on a Sunday morning; wouldn’t it be better to book a hall?’
‘Book the biggest hall in the city and also make arrangements for us

The campaign 10 D00k the National Sports Stadium, and I will be in touch.” was

fixed for

April, 1975 but the churches in Gaborone were

not proving very enthusiastic.



The campaign was fixed for April, 1975 but the churches in Gaborone were
not proving very enthusiastic. Nonetheless in faith, the biggest hall in the
city seating 800 was booked for the opening days of the campaign and the
stadium for the closing part.

One man Reinhard wanted on his team was Richard Ngidi, a gifted Zulu
preacher with a proven healing ministry. Pastor Scheffers had covered the
city with posters, but when Reinhard stepped onto the platform he looked
about and immediately realized all of their advance publicity had failed.
When he counted heads there were exactly 100 present, himself included.
The room was designed for 800. He counted from right to left and left to
right. Recounting did not make it better. 100 is 100 from every angle. He
was quite disappointed. He assured them all that God was going to fill the
hall before the campaign was through.

Reinhard sensed that Richard was also uncomfortable. Not even his name
had helped build the crowd in Gaborone. Pastor Schefters then leaned over
to him and told him proudly that all 40 members of his flock were in
attendance. That deflated Reinhard even more. It mean’t that they had
drawn no more than 60 souls beyond the members of his congregation.
Pastor Scheffers had every right to say, “I told you so.” Reinhard
remembered the day a few weeks ago when he had arrived at his house with
the wild idea of filling the National Sports Stadium. Now, this!Nearly half
of the population of Gaborone

packs into the stadium

After preliminaries, Reinhard stood and opened his Bible to preach the
ABC:s of the gospel. He had preached perhaps 10 to 20 minutes when a
woman on the left side of the group of 100 stood up and shouted, “I’ve just
been healed.”

Each person he R einhard stopped speaking to hear her. Soon another and
another laid his hands on

collapsed to the floor,
and there they lay,



row after row of
unconscious people.

stood and did the same. Four or five peo - ple in all stood and made this
claim of being spontaneously healed. He thought, “This is strange, I am
preaching the gospel of salvation, yet people are being healed. We have not
even laid hands on them according to Scripture.”

At the conclusion of his sermon Reinhard called for anyone else who was
sick to come forward. He told them that he would lay hands on them and
pray. Something very strange began to happen. Each person he laid his
hands on collapsed to the floor, and there they lay, row after row of
unconscious people. He looked at Richard since he was not familiar with
this manifestation.

A man came running from the back of the room to him. “I demand an
explanation!” he said. “What have you done to make these people faint and
fall to the floor?”

“I can’t explain it. I need an explanation myself. Are you a doctor? Do you
know what has happened to them?”

“No, I don’t know.”

“All I can tell you is I didn’t ask these people to do this. What I have done
is to lay hands on them according to the words of Jesus in Mark 16:18. So I
suppose what has happened to them, Jesus is responsible for.”

At that moment one woman got up from the floor. “I can see! I can see! 1
can see!” She had fallen down blind, but she got up seeing. This woman
was well known to all the people. Another prostrate man who Reinhard had
prayed for went down with a pair of crutches. He got up walking and
running without any need for them.

Immediately, the man who had been demanding an explanation no longer
seemed angry. He was amazed and began to praise God. All 100 people
began shouting and dancing and screaming. They filled that nearly empty
hall with a tremendous volume of sound that was heard in the surrounding
neighborhoods. Some people came running to see what had happened.



The news of what was happening spread across the city. Sinners were
finding Christ as Saviour, the sick were getting healed of all kinds of
afflictions, and people were collapsing to the floor, appar- ently
overwhelmed by the presence of the Almighty God. Within two nights that
hall was packed to capacity. God performed His own publicity. People sat
on other people’s laps. Others sat in windowsills. By the end of the first
week there were 2,000 people crowding outside, wanting to get in. They
placed a loudspeaker outside for them. For the first time in Reinhard’s life
he saw crowds of people running to the front to receive Jesus at his
invitation. They were crying tears of repentance as they came. He thought
heaven had come down to earth. “Africa shall be saved,” He repeated it
again and again.

Each night Reinhard asked Richard to pray for the sick after he had given
the invitation for salvation. Richard’s great healing gift was evident, as well
as his deep compassion for those he ministered to. Many other healings
manifested as “signs following” the believing of the gospel of Jesus Christ.

When they moved to the 10,000-seat stadium it was soon thronged. The
reality of the conversions was demonstrated with 500 people sealing their
decision to receive Christ by being publicly baptised in water.

One night near the end of the campaign, nearly half of the population of
Gaborone had packed into the stadium. The entire soccer field, as well as
the stands were both filled. God spoke again into Reinhard’s heart, ‘Pray for
the people to be baptised with the Holy Spirit and power.” Reinhard had
never thought of doing such a thing in a campaign.

About 1,000 people had moved forward when the invitation was given to
those wanting to be baptised with the Holy Spirit. Reinhard led them in a
simple prayer he instructed them to lift their hands to heaven and close their
eyes. He did not close his eyes. He wanted to see what God would do.
When they lifted their hands he saw a transparent wave coming from the
right to the left, sweeping over that stadium. As it hit those people it was as
if a mighty rushing wind blew them to the ground en masse. All of them
were speaking in tongues and prophesying as the Spirit gave utterance. He
had not said one word about speaking in tongues. “This confirmed to that I



had indeed heard the voice of the Spirit in my heart. I had heard Him true. It
also demonstrated the reality of speaking in tongues without

any hint of suggestion or manipulation.”

You will plunder hell and populate heaven for Calvary’s sake

They acquired a secondhand tent and began to set it up at various locations
and hold meetings. Soon a storm ripped the tent to shreds.

Its rotten canvas was no match for the winds. They began to seek another.

Some of the new expenses had depleted their cash on hand. Rent was due,
and Reinhard didn’t have it. He had walked to the office, which was not far
from their home. While walking back home he began to talk to the
Heavenly Father. “Lord, we need 30 rand today, where will I find it to pay
rent on time?”

Suddenly the voice of the Lord spoke in his heart. You’ve asked for 30
rand. Why don’t you ask Me for a million?

Suddenly all the fantasies stopped and he became choked with tears. He
realized that once again he was thinking too small. With people passing him
as they walked along the road he stopped and cried out from the very depths
of his soul, “No, Lord! I am not asking for one million rand. I am asking for
a million souls! One million souls less in hell and more in heaven, that shall
be the purpose of my life and ministry.”

The Holy Spirit replied, “You will plunder hell and populate heaven for
Calvary’s sake.”
“It became the motto of my life.”

Evangelism is my calling

The campaigns of ‘76 proved that the available rental tents in South Africa
were too small. They tried several different sizes seating crowds from 800
to 3,000. Still, their crowds were greater outside the tents than inside.
Reinhard continued to seek support for purchasing a super tent that would
seat 5,000 but nothing seemed to come of it. It was one of those visions that
wouldn’t fly. It seemed rooted in cement like Reinhard’s early attempts to
raise support for the Berlin ministry to refugees.



Their reputation for miracles began to grow throughout South Africa.
Reinhard was not comfortable with that. Michael and he wrote a pamphlet
addressing the issue, and he recorded it as a tape for distribution. Despite
that, his conviction remained that his God-given ministry was that of an
evangelist. “In our ministry I do not speak of “healing campaigns” but
gospel campaigns” ... evangelism is my calling. God told me Africa shall be
saved, not Africa shall be healed. Sickness is not the ultimate evil; therefore
healing is not the ultimate good. Sin is the ultimate evil, and salvation is the
ultimate good. I have seen evangelists who come and set up a tent and do
not open their Bibles. They begin to perform healings. That is not
evangelism; that is a signs-and-sensations show. I do not want to be on such
a platform. We conduct evangelistic campaigns, not healing campaigns. The
healings are signs that follow the preaching of the gospel. They open the
door for salvation on a large scale.” Then he related several notable
miracles they had seen.tpe money trap

Anni and Reinhard were invited to the home of an heiress. When they
arrived they knew that they had crossed the threshold to a level of society
that they could hardly comprehend.

“I have wanted to meet you,” she greeted me cordially, “because I have
watched you for some time.”

She soon came to the point, and it was so wildly beyond Reinhard’s
imagination that he could only stare in wide-eyed amazement. She said, “I
want to finance your gospel crusades in Africa.”

“Now,” she explained, On the table where she pushed Re "/ want to form a trust
inhard was a file which contained and give half of my assets documents
setting out her financial fo the work of God. Would assets. This woman had
inherited you like to join the trustees? the untold wealth of one of South Af
rica’s legendary diamond mines, and

she had many other holdings in natural resources that could produce more
wealth.

“Now,” she explained, “I want to form a trust and give half of my assets to
the work of God. Would you like to join the trustees? All this money is to
be used in the service of the Lord. Will you accept it?”



She indicated that Reinhard would never have to rely on other donations.
He told her that he would seek the Lord to know what to do.

When Reinhard and Anni got back home they had the same reaction. There
was no excitement, only a feeling more like anxiety. We knew we must get
down before the Lord about this and ask for His guidance.

“Lord, if this is a trap of the devil, we’ll have nothing to do with it,” we
prayed.

Occupied with their gospel campaigns, weeks passed. They could not bring
themselves to say either yes or no to the seemingly fantastic offer.
Meanwhile, one night Reinhard had a dreamed that he stood on a riverbank
at dusk. The water was low, leaving only puddles and mud. A small man
passed him and walked down the embankment. He beckoned him, and he
followed. When he was in the middle, suddenly, with an awful roar, a huge
hippopotamus rose in front of Renhard. There were two species, and this
was the biggest one! He backed away from its engulfing jaws, but there was
anoth- er of the monsters looming behind him. Still others arose from the
mud, and he was surrounded on all sides by harrying hippos! In peril and
despair, he cried out, “Jesus, help me!” In his dream, He did help, and
Reinhard woke up, but the impression stayed with him.

While that nightmare was still fresh in his mind, the lady contacted him
again, and pressed him to meet her, as she wanted his decision. They agreed
to another visit, and she welcomed them again with a smile. She said,
“Before we go into the house, let me show you around here.” So, they
strolled around her property with her. After a while, they came to where her
grounds ended at a river, and stood looking across it.

Suddenly, a shock went through Reinhard, as if he had been struck by
lightning. That river! There it was—the same as in his nightmare. The river
was identical, and now he was not dreaming. There was peril lurking here
—that was what the dream meant. God had shown him.

He felt the Lord near him, and he was sure his answer was coming. He
asked if they could go into the house and have prayer together.



As soon as they knelt, Reinhard heard the voice of the Lord not once, but
three times. “My son, have nothing to do with this.” When they arose, he
said to the wealthy lady, “Please allow me to decline your great generosity.
Give your millions to someone else. God does not want me to have this
money.” At that moment, a weight lifted from his spirit. Why? It seemed so
strange. God also did something else at that moment. By His Spirit, He
showed me my true assets, the promises in His Word. “My God shall supply
all your need according to His riches in glory” (Phil. 4:19).

I realized that I could exhaust the millions that the lady was offering, and
when they were finished, my ministry could be finished, because I had not
relied upon the Lord.Lord, where is the 5,000-seat tent?

The various campaigns throughout 1975 and 1976 had made it apparent to
Reinhard that they needed a bigger tent. On this occasion all they had was a
small 800-seat tent. Most of the crowd stood outside. In the middle of the
Mbabane campaign there was a cloudburst

At their final campaign

in Swaziland, something WHiCh In moments turned the field into a quagmire. The

tent was

happened that made
Reinhard wish to return
to the diamond heiress
and reconsider her offer.

pitched on a slight slope and Reinhard watched, horrified but helpless, as
tor- rents of water poured down the slope and through the tent. The sick and
crippled were caught in the middle of the flood as they struggled to get onto
the higher ground, but for most of them the

effort was too much and all they could do was lie there in the water and
mud.

At their final campaign in Swaziland, something happened that made
Reinhard wish to return to the diamond heiress and reconsider her offer.
They set up a rented small tent in Mbabane, and as usual, found it much too
small. They pitched it in a kind of land depression that gave the crowd



amphitheatre seating on three sides outside of the tent. The crowds spilled
out on all sides, and they were forced to mount extra loudspeakers to reach
them all with the message. It was the best we could do.

By this time he had gained enough experience to know that he must never
be without a flashlight. Each of his co-workers was instructed to do the
same. They powered their speakers and lights with a Briggs and Stratton
gasoline generator. During the meetings the generator would develop
problems and quit on the average of twice during each of his sermons. The
lights and sound would suddenly vanish, and he would rush from the
platform in the dark, using his flashlight to troubleshoot the generator and
get it started again. In Africa, this was taken as a matter of course.

Suddenly, during the meeting it began to rain. Then the generator went out.
Reinhard rushed from the platform too quickly and slipped head over heels
into the mud. He got up, prepared to preach the rest of the sermon with his
backside plastered in thick goo. But he never got the chance. The heavens
opened and the rain came down in such torrents that the three-sided
amphitheatre became a funnel of rushing floodwaters. They poured right
through the tent. In the regenerated lights he saw that everyone was running
for high ground. Everyone, that is, but the cripples and sick who had come
for prayer. They were being swept away in the mucky water. Some were
crawling for safety. Others were being helped to higher ground. The sight of
it struck him like a hammer blow.

The sad scene broke his heart and he cried out to God, ‘O God, when will
we have a roof over our heads in these campaigns?’ Immediately he felt
God respond and say to him, ‘Trust me for a tent for 10,000 people.’

‘But Lord,” he said, ‘my pockets are empty.’ Again he heard God speak into
his heart, clearly and decisively, ‘Do not plan with what is in your pockets,
plan with what is in mine.” Soaked himself, in the still driving rain, he
replied, ‘Then, Lord, I will plan like a millionaire!’

“If this was the true heritage of my calling, [ was to not worry about the
supply. Dinnie had seen $650,000,000 given to this work. I became angry at
myself for my persistent small thinking. These people had come to the



meeting with high expectations only to be swept away on a senseless flood.
“Lord,” I said, “from now on I’m going to plan like a millionaire!”

Reinhard ended their second season back at headquarters searching for
anyone in South Africa who had a tent that would seat 10,000. No one did.
Not only that, such a tent could not be manufactured in all of South Africa.
He had no idea how improbable a 10,000-seat tent would be. Finally, he
located a company in Milan, Italy, that could manufacture one that large.
This was the only way to go. He flew there and sketched the huge tent with
their designers. They put their pencils to the finished design and told him it
would cost 100,000 rand to construct. For me, this was a staggering sum. “I
told You I was going to plan like a millionaire, I reminded the Lord. You
said for me to plan with what was in Your pockets, not mine.”

It would be a year before the tent and the new equipment would be ready
for use. In that year of 1977 Reinhard had scheduled seven campaigns in
the rural and tribal areas of South Africa. When possible they would hire
stadiums or larger halls to house the crowds. Between campaigns he would
travel to white churches in South Africa, Germany, and the United States
presenting his vision for using the 10,000-seat tent. The Lord would move
on those He chose to support it.

einhard Bonnke with Richard

Ngidi
Where is Richard Ngidi?

Reinhard ended the second season back at headquarters searching for
anyone in South Africa who had a tent that would seat 10,000. No one did.
Not only that, such a tent could not be manufactured in all of South Africa.
He had no idea how improbable a 10,000-seat tent would be. Finally, he



located a company in Milan, Italy, that could manufacture one that large.
This was the only way to go. He flew there and sketched the huge tent with
their designers. They put their pencils to the finished design and told him it
would cost 100,000 rand to construct.

It would be a year before the tent and the new equipment would be ready
for use. In that year of 1977 Reinhard had scheduled seven campaigns in
the rural and tribal areas of South Africa.

Their first campaign was to be held in Bushbuckridge, South Africa, on the
border of the great Kruger National Park. Reinhard was so excited. This
was the primitive tribal region. Bushbuckridge was in the Northern
Transvaal region. The people would come from their mudand-thatch huts,
most of them walking for many miles, to attend their crusade. He could
hardly wait to present the gospel of Jesus Christ to them. And Richard had
agreed to pray for the sick. They had sent out his picture with Reinhard on
all the advance posters.

Reinhard thought

Richard must have surely missed his train.

So he waited for the next train. And the next. When he did not step off the
final train the Lord spoke to him, “Ngidi will not come. You must go on
without him.”

Reinhard went personally to pick Richard up in his car. He would meet him
at the train station in Springs. When the scheduled train arrived he was
waiting. All of the passengers walked past him on the landing, but no
Richard. He had the same feeling that had come over him when John
Bosman told him to close the Maseru meeting. And when, the next day, he

had packed his bags and left.

But then, Reinhard thought Richard must have surely missed his train. So
he waited for the next train. And the next. When he did not step off the final
train the Lord spoke to him, “Ngidi will not come. You must go on without
him.”



“I recalled that Richard had first committed to two years of ministry. Only
the period of one year had just passed. But he had not resigned. He had not
mentioned that this was the end. Rather, he had specifically promised to
meet me at this train station. However, he had broken his promise. ‘Lord,’ 1
asked, ‘how will the crusade be without him?’

I am with you.

These words burned into my heart and mind, and I left at once for the
meetings. In one sense, I traveled with a lonely sensation, a feeling of pain
in my heart. I had so wanted to share the podium with Richard. Richard
never came back. Now I was alone, but hardly alone. As a human being I
wished it could be otherwise, but if God had said He was with me, what
else really mattered?’”

Richard Ngidi was wrong

The first meeting was well attended; the event Israel Malele, a young
student from the University of the North had organized. Many had come
expecting Richard to be there. Reinhard announced, as he had done in
Maseru, that Pastor Ngidi had failed to turn up but that Jesus did turn up.
Some left.

After preaching the gospel Reinhard felt urged of the Lord to pray for the
sick in a particular manner. He first called all of the total- ly blind people to
come forward. When they had assembled he told them to keep their eyes
closed until they heard his command. Then he laid his hands on each of
them, praying for their dead eyes to be opened. Finally, he stood on the
platform and commanded, “Blind eyes, open!”

The next crusade at Giyani astonished Reinhard beyond words. It began in
the 400-seat auditorium of a Christian school. The local postmaster came
forward in the first meeting to receive Jesus.

“Miracles of healing also happened. Within three nights the seating capacity
of the auditorium was overwhelmed. The school principal suggested we
move to a fairground some five miles away. It was a difficult decision but
necessary. Nearly all of our people were walking to the school site. It meant



that they would have to walk five miles farther to reach our new place of
meeting. But they did.

As I prayed for the sick many people who had arrived walking on crutches
left their crutches behind like litter on the ground. They walked home
without them. There were so many crutches that I instructed our team to
pick them up and assemble them in a pile. As the pile grew to the final
night, we posed for a picture beside it. [ sent it to all the people who were
supporting our campaigns.”

Reinhard brought the crutches back to their ministry headquarters. There
was a tree on the property, and he thought they could decorate it like a
Christmas tree, using the crutches as ornaments. As they stood back to
admire their work, Michael Kolisang stood beside Reinhard. He turned and
said, “Richard Ngidi was wrong.” “Wrong to leave? Yes, I think he was.”
“No. I mean, he was wrong about you.”

“About me?”

“He said, ‘When I leave, Bonnke 1s finished.’”

I could not believe my ears. “He said what? What do you suppose he meant
by that?”s,

“I think he meant that you could not go on without him.”
Hermann Bonnke speaks at the largest crowd of his life

They began the 1978 season with a campaign in Seshego near Pieterburg in
the north, a city renamed Polokwane in the new South Africa. This was
their first outing for the Yellow tent. At delivery time they had paid not
100,000 rand for the tent, but 200,000. Costs had ballooned in the
construction process. In addition, they had hired a full time tent master and
had purchased a fleet of trucks for transporting their equipment. They also
had cars that hauled trailer homes for living quarters for Reinhard and all of
their team. A new large speaker system had been purchased to hang inside
the tent, plus we had booster speaker systems for the outside.

After drawing the crowd in Sibasa, they knew that in many crusades

the tent would not hold the crowd. They made quite a show on the road
with their caravan rolling northward, advertising their presence in South



Africa. It was an even greater show when that big yellow tent went up on
the meeting site.

In 1979 their team had been traveling to Zimbabwe to organize an extensive
five-month campaign, scheduled for 1980. As the time ar- rived, they set up
the 10,000-seat tent in the capital city of Harare. Reinhard’s father traveled
with him to these meetings and sat beside him on the platform.

On the opening night the tent was almost full. Reinhard gave his father the
microphone and allowed him to greet the largest crowd he had ever
addressed in his life. He told the story of how he had not taken his son’s call
to Africa seriously when he was a ten-year-old

When Reinhard gave the invitation that night he saw the greatest response
to the gospel of his entire ministry by then. 3,000 souls crowded the front.

boy. Then he told of Grandma Gerda Bauszuss’ vision of Reinhard as a boy
sharing bread with a large crowd in Africa. When Reinhard gave the
invitation that night he saw the greatest response to the gospel of his entire
ministry by then. 3,000 souls crowded the front. He turned and saw his
father’s eyes full of tears. So were his.

On the final night the crowd tripled. Reinhard handed his father the
microphone again. He told his story again, this time choking back emotion
as he spoke. 5,000 new converts pressed forward to receive the baptism of
the Holy Spirit. A wave of power prostrated many of them as they raised
their hands to receive. They were speaking in tongues by the thousands. His
father had never seen such a thing in the hardened spiritual soil of Germany.

Within a few days, however, a huge wind and torrential rain transported the
site into a quagmire. One service was abandoned as the safety of the crowd
was threatened. Part of the roof tore, and the masts were in danger of
collapsing. That night one mast did collapse, and the tent filled with water,
having to be slit to prevent the whole structure being destroyed. It was a
catastrophe, and although Reinhard was not surrendering, neither was he
winning. God supplied the necessary spark of faith through a local Elijah.



Elijah Mulawudzi had been saved in the previous campaign in Vendaland,
and he came and sought Reinhard out. With all the enthusiasm of the new
believer he said, ‘Pastor, didn’t you preach that all things are possible to
them that believe?’

‘Yes, you are right,” he said. ‘I did preach it, and I do believe it.” As he
spoke, his faith lifted, and he took up the challenge. He called together his
bedraggled army and told them, ‘In the name of Jesus were are going to
stay and preach the gospel.’

Within a short time the rain ceased, the sun came out, and the whole scene
changed. People came until the tent overflowed. Back from a preaching tour
in Germany, Reinhard pressed on with campaigns in South Africa at
Namakgale, Phalaborwa; Mabopabe, Pretoria and Acornhoek in
Greenvalley. Here the tentmaster had phoned him to say that the site was
poor. It it rained, the tent would collapse. Reinhard told him, ‘I tell you in
the name of Jesus, it is not going to rain.’

Then in the middle of the seventeen-day campaign disaster threatened as a
great storm could be seen brewing over the mountains. The wind was rising
and 1t was all too clear they were right in its path. The black clouds rolled
towards them and as the wind tugged at Reinhard’s hair, the Holy Spirit
spoke: ‘Rebuke the devil.’

Reinhard shouted, ‘Devil, if you destroy this tent, I am going to trust God
for one three times as big.” Before his eyes the storm clouds parted and
passed widely on either side of the tent, without touching the tent area.
Later, Reinhard reaklised he had made a mistake, and full of faith declared,
‘Devil, I do not make any deals with you. The big tent comes anyway.’
Thus was birthed the vision of the tent which was to catch the eyes of the
world. A spiritual desert where witchcraft ruled

Spiritual warfare continued with especially heavy attacks by satanists and
efforts by demons to disrupt the services.

In July and August, the caravan of trucks and vehicles rolled Gazankulu.
Thew equipment could hung in the air. It had rained in many months, but



what they found among the people was even worse: The place was a
spiritual desert where fear and witchcraft ruled.

Night after night, the services were interrupted when people suddenly let
out the most chilling shrieks.

Even during the day, people would be wandering around the big tent
moaning and groaning. At night, Reinhard and the team got very little sleep
because of the sinister atmosphere and the ear-piercing screams that
occasionally rent the air. It was like being awake in the middle of an awful
nightmare.

Reinhard recognized that a tremendous battle was going on in the
supernatural as the Holy Spirit moved to set people free. The demonic
forces were being provoked and manifested themselves with awful cries. He
was furious, however, why so much demon power was being concentrated
around the tent. One day, he visited a nearby village, a series of lopsided
mud huts with grass roofs. In addition to the regular dwelling places, he
found it filled with witchcraft fetishes and strange writings. The tiny huts
were, in fact, shrines built especially for demons. Now that they were
hearing the gospel, they wanted to be free, but the demons were reluctant to
leave the victims they tormented and held captive.

The case of one yound girl is typical of what happened during this crusade.
She came eagerly to hear the gospel, but as soon as she entered the tent, she
went into a frenzy. They prayed for her, but it seemed she could not get
released from the evil powers that possessed her, Pastor Kolisang went to
her hut and found, as he suspected, a large cache of fetishes and other
witchcraft items. The moment those things were removed and burned, the
girl became completely free.

Reinhard also learned more about the deliverance ministry. In his early
encounters with demonic forces, he used to run from one place to another,
trying to pray and cast out the demons.

“I used to jump everywhere, and I would fall into bed exhausted at night. I
realized that if I continued like that, I would not make it to forty years of
age. | then learned to have faith in the Holy Spirit and to let Him move in.”



One time several satanists came into the meeting accompanied by a witch
highly rated for her ability to cast spells. As she tried to cast a spell, she
began to shake from head to foot and shouted to her companions. “Get me
out, get me out.” One of the satanists seeing this, reasoned that Jesus is
more powerful than Lucifer or any witch and decided to renounce the devil
and become a child of God. He later

54
told Reinhard of the plan to disrupt the service.Bonnke in Uganda

They secured a piece of land in KwaThema near their headquarters where
the team could do a test run of the great tent apparatus. A full erection
involved twelve masts. Their test run would use only six. They positioned it
near the freeway where passing traffic could not miss it. Peter van den Berg
scheduled the erection of the masts as Reinhard left on a preaching trip to
Uganda in 1983.

The notorious regime of Idi Amin had been deposed three years before.
Milton Obote had come to power in Uganda and was involved in a long
civil war that would eventually lead to his ouster in 1985. But in ’83 the
scene in the city of Kampala was calm, and local pastors were calling
Reinhard to hold a public crusade there. “The Lord seemed to smile upon
the timing.”

Under Amin more than a million had been slaughtered. Pentecostals and
Evangelicals had often been the targets of his evil paranoia and rage. Their
homes had been raided and lives lost.

“In the emerging climate of tolerance I believed we could see souls saved.
As a bonus, we could give visibility to the idea of religious freedom in this
troubled country. But in the back of my mind, something nagged at me.

As his plane made its approach to Entebbe, where the famous Israeli raid
had first broken the grip of Amin on this nation, he was remind- ed of a
prophetic warning. It had come recently during a prayer session between
some of their team: “... a time will come when some of us will lay down
our lives ... The path we are treading is red with the blood of martyrs who
have gone before us ... but the blood of the martyrs is the seed of the



church ... no matter the cost, this prophecy will find fulfillment.” Reinhard
prayed that the increasing dangers they faced would be met by an even
greater force of divine protection and preservation. “I do not want to see
one life lost, Father, in Jesus’ name.”

As they drove from Entebbe to Kampala, Reinhard commented on 7y,

meeting site the absence of posters in the markets and public transportation ter

was located on the
city square, just a stone’s throw from the Supreme Court building. Reinhard

was happy to see that a good crowd of several thousand show up the first
day.

minals where he normally saw them. He was told that the locals had not
seen such posters in many years. As a result, people were stealing them and
using them to decorate their homes.

“I sincerely hoped that these well-intentioned thieves would come to the
meetings and repent. Perhaps they would come with their households, and
perhaps even their neighborhoods. Otherwise, we were in trouble.”

Their meeting site was located on the city square, just a stone’s throw from
the Supreme Court building. Reinhard was happy to see that a good crowd
of several thousand show up the first day. Many responded to the invitation.
God’s power was displayed. Healings were manifested. In fact, that first
day they made so much noise praising God that the court had to adjourn.
They were asked to cancel the afternoon meeting scheduled for the next day
so the Supreme Court could conduct important business.



World’s largest tent. It could seat 34,000 people. The yellow tent
besides turned into a counseling centre for new believers

Crowds grew, and the final meeting of the campaign was held on a Sunday
afternoon. As they gathered Reinhard could see giant storm clouds building
to the south over Lake Victoria.

They were headed our way. He preached a hurried sermon. No sooner had
he concluded than large raindrops began to fall. Then the sky opened up as
only it can on the equator.

He quickly got into a car that had been parked for him nearby. As he
watched, he expected the crowd to leave. The opposite happened. He saw a
spiritual hunger so real that a full tropical downpour would not dampen it.

“That really touched my heart. I got out of that car and grabbed the
microphone again. If they would endure the rain, so would 1. Someone tried
to follow me with an umbrella, but I got drenched anyway. I ministered and
prayed for the sick until we had finished our course.”

Kenneth Copeland prophesies to Reinhard Bonnke

After landing in South Africa, Anni met him and drove them toward
Witfield. She asked a dozen questions about the Uganda meetings as they
traveled. Reinhard gave her his stories, one after another. Then he noticed a
new cons