FROM GRASS TO GRACE


From   Grass   to   Grace

PREFACE

Life styles have changed considerably in the last 25years.  We now live in an age, which moves with supersonic speed.  We also live in a global village, and what happens in one little corner of the world affects other individuals in other areas far removed from them.  One obvious illustration of this is that communication is perhaps more on the cyberspace than on any other.  It is this fact, more than any other, which informed the way I have sketched my life story.  In 1992, I published the first section, titled ‘From Medicine to Miracles’, which takes my life story from birth.  (See www.healingloveofchrist.com )    Last year, I mounted on the same web-site the sketch of that segment of my story, which covers the period 1992 to 1999.  The following story, which deals with the period 1985 to 1992, and is to be sandwiched between ‘From Medicine to Miracles’ and ‘Man’s Mistake God’s Remake’ is only now being produced.  There are slight areas of overlap, but this has been reduced to the barest minimum.  

With deep gratitude, I warmly acknowledge the work in production and editing done on this and the current update stories on the web-site, by my friend, Richard Clarke.  I also give my heartfelt thanks to my wife, Bridget, who shared my life and ministry and has also read the draft.  Needless to say, the driving force in my life and the overall boss and controller is Jesus the Christ, in whom I literally live and move and have my being.     
CHAPTER   ONE

From  Grace  to  Grass

‘There is hope for a tree,

If it is cut down, that it will sprout again,

And that its tender shoots will not cease…

at the scent of water, it will bud   Jb 14:7, 9

‘Chop down the tree and destroy it,

but leave its stump and roots in the earth  Dan  4: 23

‘I understand your situation’, said the Bishop, ‘probably better than you do’.  ‘Come and see me and we will see what can be done.  Next week Monday just before lunch would be suitable and you can stay for lunch’.  I had finished giving the details of how I fell from my position as one of the leaders of the body of charismatic Anglican Christians in Nigeria.  In October 1983, following a 10-day conference of ‘Sharing of Ministries Abroad’ in Limuru, near Nairobi, Kenya, led by Michael Harper, I was chosen to lead the Nigerian delegation to London for the 1984 conference by the same body.  

The year 1983 had been the most fantastic year of my ministry since the Lord called me in the summer of 1974.  Apart from bringing hundreds (perhaps thousands) into the kingdom of the Lord Jesus Christ and leading hundreds of others into baptism with the Holy Spirit, I had been the most unworthy tool that God ever chose to use for healing miracles.   I had seen cripples walk (one crushed leg put together, while you wait), deaf and dumb restored to normal, and the blind to sight etc., etc., with even one dead raised to life in a surgical theatre in front of several witnesses.  Some of these have been chronicled, to the glory of the Lord Jesus Christ in the book, ‘From Medicine to Miracles’ (see the website  www.healingloveofchrist.com ) .  

Suddenly, with very little warning or premonition of impending disaster, one marriage ended and another was in the offing.  Although I believed I had acted properly, according to the written regulations of the church, I was asked to resign (indeed, many believed wrongly that I was unfrocked as a priest).  The House of Bishops of the Church of Nigeria was split into two over my case. This was extraordinary, but it happened, even though a few months previously, there was a well-supported rumour that I was being mentioned for consideration for elevation to a bishopric.  I was, quite literally, thrown on the dung heap with immediate effect.  A letter was written to Michael Harper, among many others, that ‘I had committed gross infidelity against my wife and had been suspended indefinitely from the Anglican Communion’.  

My invitation to lead the Nigerian group to the London meeting of SOMA in the summer of 1984 was withdrawn.  Indeed, things got much worse.  I had stopped supporting my ministry income with some medical practice, because of the intense pressure of the work of ministry.  I had to hurriedly secure a position with a general medical practitioner in Kano, and when I moved from the very comfortable bungalow, which was the vicarage, it was to occupy a single room provided by the hospital.  In the almost fifty years of my chequered existence before then, this episode was easily the most distressing.  It was difficult to see how I could possibly survive physically, emotionally or in any other sense.  Certainly, there seemed no way in which I could clear my name or minister with any degree of credibility ever again.  The day I hit the bottom was the 14th of April, 1984.    


I went to see the Rt. Revd Herbert Haruna.  There was a promise that, with the help of God, the best was yet to come.  This was in the June of 1984.  There were allegations made to me that both the spiritual and the legal heads of the Anglican Diocese in Kano were members of the Freemasons of England chapter in Kano, Nigeria.  I was also aware that, since I was in the forefront of the international struggle to remove the evil influence of occult (secret) societies on the church of Jesus Christ, I would incur the wrath of the implacable congregations of mystery peddlers.  When I arrived at Bishop Haruna’s office in Ilorin, I was well received.  He made me an offer, which was flattering in the extreme, and was better than others that I received about the same time.  I was to retain my preferment as a Canon, pastor a church in an up- and-coming area with exciting possibilities, as well as manage a Diocesan free primary health facility, which would be designed to my taste.  

What comforted me the most, however, was that he restored my confidence in the existence of just and humane dignitaries in the world church.  (Some of my closest ecclesiastical acquaintances had cut me dead, and many, who had been blessed by my ministry, quickly spat and crossed the road on seeing me).  I waited on the Lord for guidance.  What I received from the Lord was that ‘the mud thrown on my character’ would never be even partially removed unless I stayed in Kano and found a way to continue in the ministry of God’s Word there.  Regrettably, therefore, I had to decline that offer from Bishop Haruna.  

Fortunately for me, even though my proteges, who had been mentored by me, (at one time or other), had joined the ‘protest’ group, they nevertheless joined hands to provide suitable accommodation for me.  (Before that could take effect, I packed all my possessions into one room attached to Herwa Clinic, supplied by a general medical practitioner- Muslim- from whom I had obtained a job).  Nevertheless, I had to be content to live in the poorest section of Kano, right on the outskirts of town.   I had the basic necessities of life in that, from my medical earnings, in addition to housing and feeding myself, I was able to keep my children in school.  However, it was not easy to formulate a design for ministry in the emotional climate I lived in.  I had already antagonised the Muslims of Kano by evangelising in the forbidden territory behind the walled city.  However, there was one area of activity, which was not fouled up, because it was an independent arm of ministry.  

The young Christian graduates serving in the northern states of Nigeria planned weekend meetings independent of the church denominations.  Many of them were of a charismatic nature and they had known me in southern Nigeria when they were undergraduates. I was a non-denominational minister and an academic. I lived in the same emotional world as most of them and had always kept in touch with their concerns.  In addition, many of the large secondary schools had Christian ‘unions’ which held weekend meetings.  Very soon, it became known that I was available, and my weekends became fully booked.  As time went on, many individuals both among the youth and the older generations, took advantage of my experience of Christian healing and counselling.  Thus, even the week –day evenings got filled up.  Finally, I was led to restart an all night prayer meeting every Friday, both for prayer and for leisurely teaching of the word of God (10pm to 6am).  This had been a regular feature of my ministry as an Anglican vicar, though it was shared even then with other denominations across the whole body of Christ.  

CHAPTER TWO

Modest Beginnings

‘Who has despised the day of small things?     Zec 4: 10


With time, the dust created by the rumpus settled.  It is immaterial whether there is substance in a scandalous rumour or not.    (The fact that an angel twice appeared to me in dreams at the time, threatening to kill me, proved to me that there was error in my timing).   There was a need to allow the passage of a minimum period to effect a healing in the general spiritual evaluation of my ministry.  Before the end of 1984, many congregations who had previously received ministry through me, (as and when they discovered through positive channels that I was available and I was all right), contacted me.  This was true all over Nigeria.  However, the very first engagement outside Kano after the crisis was in the West African country of Gambia.  I had been on the Board of Trustees of Calvary Productions (CAPRO - an indigenous missionary organisation with its base in Nigeria) since its inception.  They worked in association with World Evangelisation Crusade (WEC), who had major missions in Senegal and the Gambia.  

I travelled with Evangelist Matthew Owojaiye, in May, 1984.  He had been part of the group who fasted with me and laid hands on me for the baptism of the Holy Spirit in February, 1974.  His was the first wedding service I performed after I became full priest in the Church of Nigeria (Anglican Communion) in July 1977. The service had taken place at the prestigious and elitist St Saviour's Colonial Church in downtown Lagos, followed by a posh reception paid for by his brother in law, who was head of the Civil service in Federal Nigeria.  This trip to the Gambia, was immediately preceded by a talk to the Christian Union of Ahmadu Bello University in Zaria, Nigeria.  This was the first of many such invitations.  Indeed, it can be said that the relationship which developed between me and the Christian unions, particularly of Northern Nigeria , could not have been forged but for my leaving the parochial ministry of the church with its committees and busy schedules.  (At the time I resigned, I was Rural Dean, Clerical Synod Secretary, a Canon in the Cathedral and Diocesan Medical Adviser, among other unofficial duties).  

The outing to the Gambia was a very fruitful one, not only in terms of spiritual fruit, but also in terms of other seeds sown.  We went to a reception arranged by the Chief Judge of the Gambia- Justice Yinka Ayoola, in our honour.  He had been my contemporary at Oxford University and both he and I were officers of the Oxford University West African Club.  Another judge at the reception, who was my contemporary at secondary school level was also an expatriate from Nigeria helping out in the Gambia.  Hannah Foster, who was our WEC hostess proved to be a long-term friend.    Both Evangelist Owojaiye and I spoke at outreach meetings, and counselled and healed many.  It was a refreshing time of ministry, and my confidence in God’s choice of me as His servant was being slowly restored.  

Even though the organised nature of my ministry had been permanently disrupted, the word of the Lord to me seemed to be that He was deliberately pulling down all the structures in order to make a fresh start in a new direction.  With the total loss of face I had suffered with respect to all worthy Anglican establishments, I had to explore fresh pastures.  I was no longer an ‘important’ person, and all posturing was out.  I was simply a child of God who avidly desired to be used as even the humblest of God’s messengers.  This meant that I took time to seriously seek God’s face, not only to find out what He wanted me to say, but also what He wanted me to do.  This was not always easy in the midst of the busy schedule of an Anglican dignitary.  It may sound very strange, but I was beginning to be grateful for the rude fall I had suffered.  I came to realise that I had forgotten why I was divinely forced to relinquish academics (because God had ‘need’ of me in Kano, Northern Nigeria) and that I was required to enquire from the Lord for each step of the way.  

I had to eat humble pie.  I had stopped all paid medical practice at the end of 1982, but I now had to get a job at Asmau Memorial Hospital.  (The initial job that I secured after resigning from Anglican parish work- at Herwa Clinic did not last, because the proprietor was under the thumb of the Diocesan Chancellor).  I determined to put my heart into my medical work, and to seek such opportunities as occurred in that job for healing and proclamation of my faith in Jesus Christ.  This was a delicate situation, as the proprietor was a leader of a fiery brand of Islam.  Nevertheless, I had to trust in the fact that he loved medical practice and respected my skill and experience.  This, I hoped would outweigh any objection to my vigorous profession of faith in Jesus Christ.  Right from the start, prominent members of Kano society, who were clients in the hospital came under my care.  

One great breakthrough occurred early in my period of work at Asmau Memorial Hospital.  An elderly lady was admitted, who had deep vein thrombosis.  I was at that time the only trained haematologist/oncologist in Kano.  Indeed, there was only one other in the whole of Northern Nigeria- Professor Alan Fleming of Ahmadu Bello University in Zaria, and he soon moved on to East Africa.  In addition, we did not always have access, in Kano, to all the drugs necessary for the management of this condition.  Nevertheless, the patient was from a very wealthy family, and one of her sons flew into London to have my prescription dispensed.  She had very high fever and was in such great pain, that it seemed impossible that she would survive.  I made obvious my concern to her family, on account of the poor prognosis and offered to pray to God in the name of Jesus Christ.  

Even though they were very strict Moslems, their desperation and their trust of me made them give way, as a concession.  After my prayer, I received a promise from the Lord of a reversal of the downward trend; that in about 48hours from that time, the fever would subside, the calf swelling will go down, and rapid progress and total recovery would follow.  The prophecy was fulfilled to the letter.  As a consequence, I became an extraordinary member of their family, closeness resulting from her complete healing.  

In the meantime, I felt so encouraged by the attendance at the all night prayer/teaching sessions, that I decided to investigate the possibility of holding an outreach meeting.  There was a village situated next to our own (Badawa), with no church gathering remotely near it.  I did not have a band to lead worship, but we had a friend who played the guitar and attended our all night sessions.  Emmanuel was a good friend, and although he belonged to our former Anglican world, he had always sided with to the ‘charismatic’ group and he offered to accompany the singing at the outreach.  A Christian lady, who was one of the national youth ‘corpers’, volunteered to lead the singing.  It was planned as a three-day meeting.  The group met for prayer on the first day, as the population of residents who had gone to work were returning, about 4pm.  With a hand-held amplifier, one of us went round and raised our voices to invite the people in the environment to an outreach in the large clearing, where we were gathered.  

Although we suggested it should get going at 5.00pm, and we continued singing choruses, we could not start to preach before 6.00pm.  We had rigged up a few lights by hanging electric bulbs to wooden poles, and connecting to a generating plant, but we were still anxious to finish before it got too dark.  There was a specific invitation for those who were ill or otherwise disabled to come, with the promise that our Lord Jesus would be present to heal.  It was therefore gratifying that, in addition to cases who had relief from headaches and tummy upsets, one woman of middle-age received miraculous healing.   She was a deaf-mute, but she could hear afterwards and attempted to speak inarticulately.  We were encouraged sufficiently to carry on for another two days, and though there were decisions made to follow Jesus, there were no fresh converts– only the back-slidden Christians being restored.  

CHAPTER   THREE

A   Mountain    of    Problems

‘Weeping may endure for a night,

but joy comes in the morning’ Ps 30: 5b.  ‘

‘Who are you, O great mountain?

Before Zerubbabel you shall become a plain!’-Zec 4:7

When 1986 began, we were beginning to get into a routine.  We (Bridget and I), had been joined by the late Rev S.G. Elton,  in a Kano hotel room on May 16, 1985, and at a traditional wedding in Sapele by Chief J.K. Azigbo, my late father-in-law, in January, 1986.  We did secular work every weekday.  All our contacts realised that, in the evening, from 7.00pm every weekday, we had a fellowship meeting. There, after the Bible was read and discussed, we would pray for whoever came with needs.  In this way, a need-oriented ministry developed gradually.  This consisted primarily of bible study, plus prayer for healing of physical ailments, healing of relationships, or deliverance from some demonic challenge or habit, with prayer for salvation thrown in.  

On Friday evening, we had an all night prayer/teaching meeting, which usually started at 10.30pm, but ended variously from 2.30am to 6.30am, depending on how enthusiastic people were on that particular occasion.  Many ministers, who now manage highly successful Christian ministries in Nigeria and abroad, owe their beginnings to those meetings.  On Saturday afternoons, we went with a small number of helpers to visit rural villages with a free primary health care clinic.  

In those days, pharmaceutical companies advertised their drugs primarily through general practitioners of medicine.  As such, I usually had no shortage of drug samples of various kinds.  (This continued a tradition, which I had started during my parochial work in the Anglican Diocese of Kano-see ‘From Medicine to Miracles’).  We went to some of the villages we used to visit as Anglicans, but developed new ones.  We concentrated on the commonest of problems, such as malaria, gastrointestinal, upper respiratory and urinary tract problems and worms, and referred everything else to hospitals and laboratory facilities.   Since drugs were almost always in short supply, we invited the remaining patients and indeed, any of the people attending to join in a healing prayer session at the end.  In this way, a simple version of the Gospel of Christ was preached each time.  This irritated some of the Moslem clerics in some of the villages, and on a few occasions, we only narrowly escaped with our lives.

On Sundays, we joined a Kano Pentecostal Church gathering –usually the Grace of God Mission in Sabon-Gari, Kano- since we were not welcome in the Anglican Church. While we attended Sunday worship there, it was a roller-coaster experience.  Sometimes, we were unduly honoured, but at other times, we were despised.  Nevertheless, the Lord glorified Himself, even in that place.   There was a possessed woman, who waited for deliverance for seven days during a week of outreach.  On the 7th day, when I came for the first time and sat at the back, the Lord Himself sent the woman to me – she tugged at my jacket-and she was set free, and returned to the evening service, ‘clothed and in her right mind’.          

Our new programme outlined above had two basic objectives.  As we met for the weekday evening fellowships, and the long all-night prayer/teaching meetings, there was ample opportunity to pray for various needs. It also gave us the close contact required to bring new converts into an apprenticeship/discipling type of relationship.  Since I came into ministry in 1974 July/August, I had formed the opinion that, in today’s world church, one or other of the three components of the style of our Master’s teaching was missing in the process of discipleship.    Jesus did didactic, classroom type of teaching to large groups or to the more intimate inner circle  (eg. the parables).  He also took time to show them how he did His miracles and lived His holy life.  He had them participate in some of the miracles eg the feeding of the 5000.  Finally, He sent them out two by two, giving them the authority to carry out the same tasks they had watched Him perform (the missions of the twelve and seventy-Mat 10 and Lk.9 and 10).  We have sought to do the same.  As a result, over the years, in that poor location in Kano, we thoroughly discipled groups of individuals, because the turnover was quite substantial.  The year 1986 was quite remarkable.  

There were many wonderful things that happened, but some were quite outstanding.  The late Archbishop Benson Idahosa was visiting Kano in August 1986.  The Church of God Mission had planned an outreach meeting at the Ado Bayero Square in Sabon Gari, Kano.  Because we were old friends, I was there early to pray around.  It rained for a while, with thunderstorms.  We prayed ferociously, and it stopped.  Slowly, the crowd gathered.  In the end, there were quite large numbers of impotent folk, and the square was packed.  Finally, Benson Idahosa arrived.  He preached a short sermon for less than fifteen minutes.  He then turned the meeting over to me, because he had to leave.  I began to make altar calls for salvation and then, for healing.  Suddenly, the fire of God fell, and it was quite electrifying.  Miraculous healing started and was spreading like wildfire.  I ordered one elderly man in a wheelchair (his name was Timaiye), who had suffered a severe stroke to get up and walk to me.  He did, and others like him were similarly healed.  Somebody stole my red silk handkerchief and found that it had healing virtue.  I recovered it and they stole it again.  People were touching me and getting healed on what was a most memorable night.  

There was also a bumper attendance at the last gathering for all night prayer/teaching at our house in 1986.  Many of the christian graduate youth ‘corpers’ (who had come from various parts of the country by governmental arrangement to serve for one year in Kano) were present.  Our lounge and kitchen were packed to capacity.  All the gifts of the Holy Spirit were in operation that last night of the year, because the Lord gloriously manifested His presence.  As the year (1987) started, very early on the first day, we were woken up by sounds of distress at the door.  Opeyemi Gbemi, a one-year old who usually came with his parents to our all night meetings, was brought in at half past five in the morning, with no heartbeat and no breath in him.  After a little prayer, he was taken live to Bompai Clinic for fluid replacement before being discharged home.   And yet, it turned out to be only the calm before a mighty storm.

An eight–month crisis in my home and family happened in 1987 for two main reasons.  First, although Bridget and I had done two ceremonies of marriage as described in the last chapter, a protest group within the circle of committed believers was not satisfied.  I was anxious to pacify them, and to carry them with us.  Second, in so doing, I severely hurt my wife’s feelings, since I did not clear it with her before I had discussions with them, My action caused a severe breach of trust in the family.  The representatives of the protest group came into my home and insisted that my wife should leave me (with our three-month child).  The group offered to house them.  I believed that the Spirit of the Lord said I should not strive with the brethren, however traumatic the situation may be.  He would sort things out His own way, if I complied.   

With tears streaming down my face, I let it all happen to us.  That was the evening of February 5, 1987.  Then followed the most devastatingly painful eight months of my life.  If I had not been granted three ‘live’ visions of Jesus Christ in the twelve-month period between December 1974 and December 1975, I most probably would have gone mad or killed myself or both. Although I lost my mother in the midst of that spell, and although I could not really pinpoint how we survived the ordeal, we did.  I know that, on a five-day medical trip to Britain in June 1987, God used Abraham’s test in Genesis 22: 1-14 to speak to me through my continuous tears.  ‘If you thoroughly give her up, as Abraham prepared to give up Isaac, you will give me the ingredients for a miracle’.  This is what I seemed to hear God say, and I bought her presents and I wrote her a letter of farewell and heart-felt gratitude for the wonderful three years we had shared together.  The letter was dated June 21, 1987.   She came back home to me on October 11, almost four months later.  It was a new start.                 

CHAPTER    FOUR

Beginnings of growth in grace

‘Humble yourselves under the mighty hand of God,

that He may exalt you in due time’ –1 Peter 5:6

‘My grace is sufficient for you,

for My strength is made perfect in weakness’  -2 Cor 12:9

‘But He gives more grace.…….

God resists the proud,

but gives grace to the humble’- James 4:6

From the beginning of 1988, it looked like a new season had started.  The number of invitations to preach and minister started to increase.  I forged again my links with the ecumenical body of Christians, the Christian Association of Nigeria.  This was possible because the Lord instructed me to put all that I began to do under the name Healing Love of Christ Ministry (see later in this chapter).   Since this body (CAN) bands together all Christian associations in the country and in each state, recognition by it establishes any group of Christians.  Many in that body remembered that I was the spokesman for the body of Christians in Kano when the Moslems rampaged and burnt and destroyed several church buildings in that city in 1982.  I not only received invitations to minister at non-Anglican church gatherings (and many of those I had mentored in past years were now ministers), but I also got requests from bodies such as the Full Gospel Businessmen’s Fellowship International.  Since these bodies had branches all over the country, I soon had my hands full.  In particular, I traveled widely and frequently over the northern area of Nigeria.  In addition, my influence in the Northern branches of the Christian Association of Nigeria rapidly increased with my election in October 1988 as the General Secretary of the Kano branch of the Association.

In 1983, I had led a ‘commando’-type expedition into the walled city of Kano for purposes of evangelism.  The Word of God encourages all Christians to ‘preach the gospel to every creature’, but since the state government in Kano (whose population was 99% Moslem) forbade any Christian evangelism or presence in the city, we took our lives in our hands in order to obey God’s word.  I now organized and led another group of witnesses (two by two, disguised as ‘natives’) to preach behind the city walls of Kano.  In each of two outings (1986 and 1987), there were ten men operating in pairs, one of who preached the gospel, while the other prayed in other tongues.  There was no arrangement for follow up, and it was a one-off thing each time.  Nevertheless, what we did came to be known by the authorities.  Unofficial warnings were sent to ask us to back off.  

At the beginning of November 1987, God warned me that our ministry was about to undergo a total change of character.  He said I was being given a three-month notice to the effect that, from February 1, 1988, I would not take on salaried employment any more.  (From time to time, occasional clinical consultations in hematology/oncology would still be possible).  Indeed, from that date, I was to start a completely new routine.  Since 1985, the Moslem gentleman whose mother was miraculously healed of severe deep vein thrombosis in 1985 had given me two rooms (a one-bedroom apartment), which I had turned into office facilities.  Since I still had part-time medical work up till 1988, I made use of voluntary help to do receptionist/secretarial work then, which they continued to give after.  The office was situated at the No-Man’s Land area of Kano, so named because it was where the ‘foreigners’ in Kano usually found it easy to secure rented housing.  I had been involved in mentoring a group of young graduates and post-secondary school Christians known as Kano Student for Christ Crusaders since I first came to Kano in 1979, and several of their members took turns to help me ( eg Eukeria and Taiwo Wilson among others).  

Their leader, now Dr Eddie Eteshola of Ohio State University in Columbus, Ohio, USA. proved to be a most loyal friend, particularly at that period.  Once I stopped regular salaried work, I was in the office facility throughout the morning and afternoon hours of most weekdays.  Since people steadily discovered that I was available to minister, they took advantage of the opportunities, and counseling as well as healing, teaching and deliverance was added to the work of the ministry.  At the end of April, 1988, my wife Bridget also stopped paid employment, and she not only ministered counseling and prayer, but our home became a refuge for various conditions of troubled people, on a temporary basis.  Two consultant orthopedic surgeons, Mr. Ighile, FRCS, and Mr. Olabumuyi, FRCS, both of whom had formerly been my students during their medical training visited my home.  This was to protest in the strongest possible terms, against my decision to resign from all paid medical work, even on a part-time basis.               

I had to pray to enquire what God would have me name the new structure He was calling forth.  As I studied what God had sent me to do since He first called me back in 1974, certain features stood out clearly.  Although it was true that I evangelized, taught, pastored and prophesied to individuals and to nations, and although I believe that God had been largely training me in a prophet’s seat since my call, one word more than others characterized what I did.  Whether I was called to deal with physical illness, or emotional/relational and psychological situations, or else spiritual/demonic aberrations, it all had to do with healing brought about by the agape love that sent Jesus to the cross of Calvary.  Eventually, I believe God narrowed it down some more, and the ministry was christened the Healing Love of Christ Ministry –a name it has maintained to this day.  It seemed as though there was a new anointing at a higher level.  

Two national publications came out in the first half of 1988, which marked this new placement at a global level.  The Nigerian monthly magazine known as Quality brought out a full- length biographical article about me-and my scientific contributions.  Two months later, another Nigerian national monthly magazine ‘This Week’ published the results of a national evaluation of the best three in the major professions that Nigeria ever produced, and I was named the second best doctor (-coupled with a pharmacognocist).   Many events happened before the end of 1988, but four, in particular will serve to illustrate the extraordinary nature of the second half of 1988.  



The first of this happened at Gombe Baptist Church. A wonderful Christian, named Cletus, who ministered in that town in Bauchi State of Nigeria was responsible for inviting me.   I had ministered at his invitation on a few occasions before then, as he coordinated the CAPRO (Calvary Production ministry) work in Bauchi State.  There was a situational crisis in the Baptist Church. This involved a spiritual confrontation between youths in the church, who sought to go all out for the supernatural demonstration of the power of the Holy Spirit and an ‘old brigade’, who were nicknamed the ‘First Baptist’ group, typified by their extremely conservative approach to spirituality.  The youth decided to have a total fast for seven days, to be followed by seven days of outreach meetings (also accompanied by intermittent fasting). I was invited to preach and minister for the seven days of outreach meetings- Monday to Sunday.  Right from the onset, the mighty presence of the Lord was clearly demonstrable.  After the message, some words of knowledge were given out, the most remarkable of which related to a person blind in both eyes that the Lord desired to heal.  Instead, seven people, blind in one or two eyes came out and were miraculously healed.  Incredible healings and deliverances continued throughout the week, but on the Wednesday, the Lord pronounced a mini-Pentecost.  Although I did not see any ‘tongues of fire’, about half of the estimated 700 people were suddenly filled with the Holy Spirit, and burst out speaking in other languages as the Spirit gave them utterance.  This took place about the end of June, 1988.

The second event happened in Bauchi town (the capital of Bauchi State).  It was a gathering of the Pentecostal Fellowship of Ministers.  There was a retired Baptist minister named Howard Pittman  (aged 76) from Pennsylvania in the United States of America, and he preached on the ‘world’ of evil spirits, as he saw them at first hand during a 12-hour episode of cardiac surgery.  He had suffered from a ruptured aneurysm in the arch of the aorta, and was taken on a life support machine to theatre.  He described how, once he was unconscious, he was led by two angels on an out-of-the body experience.  These had been positioned at the foot of his bed.  He was to have an interview with Jesus.  On the way there, he was allowed to peep into the council chamber of the Devil.  There was a tunnel, which split into a path going to hell and another going to heaven.  (Apparently, only 5% -100 out of 2000- of those who died that day went to heaven).  He was instructed to return to the earth to encourage Christians to believe in the biblical doctrine of heaven and hell, and to spend the rest of his earthly life in only carrying out the Holy Spirit’s instructions.  He was specifically to avoid doing ‘good works’ not endorsed by the Holy Spirit i.e. only do WWJD (-what would Jesus do).  I was invited to put the testimony of Pastor Howard Pittman alongside cases of deliverance from demonic oppression and oppression that I had seen in ministry.  I have written a book titled ‘The Parable of Four Keys’, which summarises some of my experiences in this regard, and Howard Pittman has published his testimony in three books.  

However, one of the persons who organized the three-day meeting was a minister, who suffered horrific attacks every night he prayed for individuals under attack.  He confided in me secretly that he was the first-born son and heir of a chieftain in his birthplace and his father (in spite of his vigorous protests) maintained a shrine on his behalf.  It was because he observed that other individuals with similarly severe demonic oppressions had been set free during the meeting that he decided to seek help, though secretly. We had a day of fasting together and he was set free, on condition he promised to take the first opportunity to go back to his father’s house to do what Gideon did.         

The third event came as a total surprise.  One of my mentors in the ministry recommended me for an invitation from the Haggai Institute.  Pastor John Edmund Haggai set up a body in Singapore to train men and women with good credentials in modern methods useful in leadership of evangelism in third world countries, and this has proven very useful to many over the last quarter of a century.  The chosen candidates had to find about five hundred US dollars to prove that they were resourceful potential leaders, and the rest of the expenses of the one-month fully residential course including transport to Singapore was borne by Haggai Institute.  Apart from biblical studies and methods of evangelism, the science of communication, as well as writing and speaking skills were imparted.  It was a great period (one month) of fellowship and spiritual retreat.  The delegates were at various stages of spiritual experience and development, and the close fellowship allowed us to minister across the Body of Christ represented.  (It was a non-denominational Christian gathering).  One incident, in particular, illustrated this point.  

On the day we all arrived, although it was only the third week of October, the commercial season of Christmas was in full swing in Singapore.  Many delegates decided, right away, to go shopping for cheap bargains.  However, at the first informal fellowship we had among a section of the students, there was a word of knowledge from the Lord warning about wandering about in an idolatrous environment for people who were not well armed spiritually.  There were many stores more laden with idols than with cheap goods.  Consequently, two of the delegates fell under serious attack from the Evil One, and it took an anointed Holy Communion to set them free.

Finally, on my return to Nigeria in November 1988, I became the General Secretary of the Christian Association of Nigeria (Kano State).  Within a couple of weeks of that appointment, the secretariat got hold of a letter circulating among the fanatic Moslems of Kano State from a lieutenant in the Army.  The tone of the letter was frightening, to say the least, and consisted of a call to Jihad on a date to be named soon.  As the state secretary, I summoned an emergency meeting of the executive committee of CAN in Kano.  It was decided to send a circular to all member church bodies calling for fasting and prayers for God to come to the defense of the unarmed Christians in the state of Kano.  Within a few days of the CAN letter going round, I was on my knees at 5.30am one morning, when I received a warning from the Lord that I was about to be arrested that day.  The Lord gave me a strategy for survival.  I was instructed to take an early morning flight from Kano to Lagos to warn National CAN Office of the wave of persecution in Kano.  The Central Office was to telephone all State CAN Offices throughout Nigeria, asking for mobilisation of as many Christians as possible to intercede with fasting that day.  I returned home to Kano at 6.45pm that day, and within minutes, the armed police arrived.  They had rounded up the other members of the Kano State CAN Executive Committee, but the others were informed that I was the only one to be indicted, because I wrote the letter.  (They had merely apprehended the others because I was nowhere to be found initially.  The Acting Military Governor of Kano State convened an emergency meeting of the State Security Council and I was arraigned before them.  

The Council consisted of fanatic Moslems, with the possible exception of the Acting Governor, who though a Moslem, was from Southern Nigeria.   Presiding over the meeting, the Acting Governor summed up the case against me and concluded that I had committed treasonable felony, by  inciting Christians, and that the only verdict possible was that I should be sentenced to be shot by a firing squad.  ‘Do you have anything to say, he inquired?  I had been praying, and was near panic.  Suddenly, an anointing of holy boldness came over me.  Without raising my voice, and superficially without any show of obvious emotion, I made my defense.  

I brought a copy of the letter out and read it.  I made the point that it was a corporate decision.  The Governor interjected that the wording was mine, as there was no doubt that this was my style.  I then described the functions of CAN as a body who coordinated Christian worship, and that there was nothing in our worship that encouraged incitement to violence.  There was nothing in the letter itself to suggest incitement or violence.  I attempted to define what I understood by treason, and gave a brief self-portrait, describing how I had served the country in medical work and medical education.  I protested my innocence.  The result was a total turn around.  After the Acting Governor had harangued me for a few minutes, he suddenly asked if I was pre pared to withdraw my circular.  The Spirit nudged me that even if I wrote to ask for withdrawal of the circular, Christians would know (and this would be reinforced by word of mouth), that prayer must go on with fasting.  I promised to write another circular withdrawing the first.  On that basis, the authorities brought out drinks and snacks, and the Acting Governor attempted a reconciliation.   Nevertheless, I had two more close shaves –one a year- during my 3-year term as Kano State Secretary of CAN.     

CHAPTER      FIVE

The  Just Shall Live by Faith

‘Now the just shall live by faith;

But if anyone draws back,

My soul has no pleasure in him.   Hb 10: 38.


We now entered into a period of great challenges followed by great rewards for perseverance.  I had made arrangements in October 1988, before I went to Singapore for one month of Haggai training, to send my wife Bridget, together with two little children, to the missionary training school  (CAPRO) at the start of January, 1989.  We were still feeling our way forward gingerly, with respect to living by faith.  I wrote periodically a newsletter, summing up what was happening to every member of the family, and that stimulated varying levels of response by way of support. Four daughters from my first, older family had graduated from two universities –two medical doctors, one lawyer, and one education graduate with a specialty in English language.  One girl and one boy were in the freshman’s year in two different universities.  Those six now lived away from home for most ot the year.  The last boy from the older family, with my brother-in–law, (now adopted as part of my family), were at home with us.  It was not easy to work out the logistics of keeping a family of this size.  It was certainly a learning curve for me, and I had to be on my toes, depending on the Lord for every second of the way.  

We had a Peugeot 504 Station wagon at that time, and we stacked it full of clothes, food, cooking utensils for a camping situation and whatever else my wife and two little children would need in a very rural situation.  It was Bridget’s first experience of living out rough.  We arrived in Kauna village (off Kafanchan and Kagoro) at dusk, and had to settle them into a tent, lit with a hurricane lantern.  Although other new students and some senior students offered some help, they were so busy with assignments, we just had to get on with it.  We drew water from the well and boiled it and food was prepared on a camp stove.  Somehow, we got through the evening.  We slept in the dark, and even though electric power supply is never truly constant in Nigeria, even in townships in January, 1989, we had descended to a much lower level of comfort than we were used to as a family.  Early the next morning, at dawn, I made the journey back on the rough roads, promising to return for the next weekend, DV (- if the Lord wills).  It was quite a wrench for them to let me go and my heart was there with them.  The two teenage boys (16yrs and 19yrs respectively) were so busy with schoolwork, and fending for themselves, that they probably did not notice any difference.  It was a Saturday.  

One evening, at about 10.30pm during the middle of the next week, there was some commotion outside my bedroom window.  I parted the curtain to peep outside, as I had retired early. There was an unfamiliar face outside my window, shouting ‘Professor’.  (In the Nigerian culture, there is so much respect for senior citizens that no one would scream my first name, even if they knew it).   She had a sheet of cloth round her bare shoulders and torso.  ‘I’ll be outside in just a moment’ I said, knowing that the outside gate was already locked and bolted.  When I finally got with her across the road to her house, which was a ground floor 3-bedroom flat, it was an alarming scene that met my gaze.  There were two boys between 11 and 12 years of age lying on the floor of their lounge. One was looking groggy, but was coming into consciousness.  Whichever first-aid appliance got him round had not succeeded with the other boy, who had reddish froth around the face and mouth.  I tried artificial respiration and cardiac massage, all to no avail.  By this time, a crowd of mainly Moslems of various ages had surrounded the entrance to this apartment, and this was counter-productive to any help it might be possible to render. I left one hand on the chest of this boy, whose name was Cletus, and prayed that the Lord Jesus would put the breath of life back into this boy, as I rebuked the spirit of death.  Fortunately, He answered and He was mightily glorified in front of a crowd of people who did not believe in Him.  

I went back to my wife and little children in Kauna for the next weekend.  I did some teaching to the assembly of all the students.  The conditions were so harsh, however, that I was rather pessimistic as to how long my wife and children could endure the hardships.  Nevertheless, the courses were very instructive and my wife benefited a great deal from teachers drawn from various backgrounds of ministry.  My visits also had another use.  This missionary organization was determined to give its trainees the widest possible training to cope with all kinds of eventualities out in the missionary field.  Consequently, when I was approached to formulate a scheme for teaching and training the future missionaries in order to give them a capability to deal with primary health care situations, I readily agreed.  The model I had used with the Anglican Diocesan scheme in Kano, and had continued to use in my weekend outreach meetings came in useful.  This was designed as the most basic training, with every thing complicated referred to the nearest center.  The commonest conditions were the ones emphasized.  Simple hygiene, bacterial and parasitic infestations, being the situations commonly encountered, were treated in great detail.  What the body looks like under normal and abnormal conditions were drummed in so that an intuitive knowledge was given to supplement the dire shortage of facilities the missionaries would come across.  They would also be taught how to pray for healing in various situations.  My wife only succeeded in being trained for the first of a twelve –month course, though she continued to learn from home some of the many things she would have picked up at the school.

While my wife was away, and after she returned, our ministry continued to expand.  I preached at Full Gospel Businessmen’s Fellowship International meetings all over Nigeria, especially in the Northern States.  My involvement with the Christian Association of Nigeria (there were frequent link meetings among the state branches of Northern Nigeria, being drawn close by virtue of persecution from the Moslems), created opportunities to minister all over Nigeria, particularly the Northern section.  After my wife returned from CAPRO, the need-oriented ministry at home, which made our house a resort for sick people, kept us busy all the time.  When we had adequate house help, my wife accompanied me on some of my trips, and as time went on, she got involved with the Women’s Aglow Organization and she went ministering on her own.  The wide area over which I ministered regularly, the common base of persecution that joined us ministers of Northern Nigeria together, as well as my high-profile past as a Professor of Medicine, all combined to give me a totally undeserved reputation in the country.  It was not surprising then, that at the National Meeting of the Christian Association of Nigeria in April, 1989, when the late Ambassador Jolly Tanko Yussuf was made the Vice-President.  I was made the Assistant Secretary of CAN (with the added responsibility as the Secretary of the National States’ Standing Committee).     

As the year wore on, this became the beginning of challenging times for us as a family.  Although there were many incredible victories and miracles, there were also periods when we could not really see the way forward.  It was not possible to go back, for instance, to deny that, as Christians, we had as much right to exist as the Moslem in Nigeria.  It was not possible either, to deny that God had called us out into this ‘living by faith’ experience.  Indeed, over the next three years, Bridget developed the extraordinary ability to produce food almost literally out of nothing, in order to make ‘ends meet’.  I was invited to participate in inter-denominational conferences and meetings.  Perhaps because of the growing reputation that God has worked with me in meeting ‘impossible’ needs, I got called in to deal with situations where all have failed.  Let me illustrate this with just two cases.  I was ministering at a convention in Jos, Plateau State in northern Nigeria.  There was a girl of just over twenty, whose father was a hunter, steeped in voodoo.  She claimed that because of the occult practices of her father, there were times when she was partly human from the waist up, and partly fish below the hip.  This was part of her waking consciousness, not merely in dreams.  

Again, the Lord gave me the word of revelation that set her free.  Finally, there was a leader of a fellowship, whose mother was the queen of a mermaid cult.  When the mother died, the cult members demanded that he must come and serve as the head of their organization.  He would never know peace until he yielded to them.  His whole fellowship fasted and prayed with us, and the Lord gave us the revelation required to set him free.  We did not always win, however, and twice in 1989, I failed.  I was asked to raise a child back to life; the parents were very earnest Christians and they believed that God asked them to send for me, but nothing came of it.  Similarly, I was sent for by a large group of ministers when a young lady of about 20yrs died to come to the mortuary and pray over a corpse.  I do not know why it failed, except to say, I did not receive confirmation of being sent by the Holy Spirit.

Although life was somewhat more challenging, life still had some signs of encouragement from the Lord.  The late Rev Eric Clarke, who was the founding Principal of Dennis Memorial Grammar School in Onitsha, Nigeria, was an old mentor from Wimbledon, West London.  He had never ceased to be a source of encouragement to me since we first met on my posting to Christ’s Church, Wimbledon in the summer of 1980.  He was a friend of the Emir of Kano and had been for some time, as both were members of the Moral Rearmament Association, which meets yearly in Caux, Switzerland.  Eric planned a visit to Kano and took me along to introduce me to His Royal Highness, Ado Bayero, Emir of Kano.  This contact has been discreetly crucial in my survival in the dangerous religious climate of Kano.  In addition, towards the end of this year (1989), I was offered the privilege of taking part in an ordination of pastors.  I regarded this as a sign of recognition by the Lord, but I will illustrate this perhaps a little more in the following two chapters.

CHAPTER    SIX

Twelve Months of Grace

‘My grace is sufficient for you,

for My strength is made perfect in weakness’  2Cor 12:9

‘For when I am weak, then I am strong’ 2Cor 12: 10

Two opposite forces now started to operate in parallel in my life.  On the one hand, the signs of grace literally began to multiply.  On the other hand, persecution to the body of Christians in Northern Nigeria and to me personally, as one of the uncompromisingly vocal leaders began to increase.  I had grown so well known in the Christian Association of Nigeria (Northern States, in particular) and I grew close to the late Ambassador Jolly Tanko Yussuf, (and he was vocal and powerful) that this was by itself a great source of the manifestation of God’s grace.  At the beginning of 1990, CAN had finally taken possession of the money given by the then military ruler towards the construction of the National Ecumenical Center-it had been ‘hidden abroad’ by an official of that body, which was brought to light by the late Ambassador.  I was secretary to the committee under the late Ambassador Yussuf, in charge of the coordination of the ‘Turning of the Sod’ ceremony fixed for Abuja.  In order to mobilize all the State branches of CAN, I was commissioned to travel to as many states as possible.  

I was to meet with those branches (or groups of them) to encourage them to attend the ceremony en masse, and to solicit their ideas as to how the whole occasion was to be arranged.  This was a formidable undertaking, because many parts of the country were lacking in the requirements (good roads, accommodation, etc), that would make the process easy.  Nevertheless, it had to be done.  Once it was accomplished, there were tremendous personal gains.  For a start, I knew many parts of the country I was only vaguely familiar with before.  In addition, I made friends in most parts of the country, where I did not know anyone before.  The Lord was really mighty on my behalf, and although there was heavy rain on the day, it was a successful ceremony.  (However, because of the lopsided allocation of funds, the mosque conceived long after the Christian center was completed long before it).  


Whenever we had adequate help in the house, we attempted to plan a spiritual retreat once every six weeks.  Sometimes, Bridget and I would disappear to a quiet location to seek the face of the Lord. At other times, however, it was only possible for me to go alone.  About the middle of 1990, I had an opportunity to go for three days on a total ‘dry’ fast, being looked after by a lovely young Christian couple who taught in a village secondary school near Kano. During those three days, the Lord spoke to me about writing a book tracing the history of the country, with a focus on how the major wrong turnings took place in the social life of our country, Nigeria.  The Lord mentioned three ailments that befell the country, starting with a coup in 1976 February, which was meant to end all coups.  It was to be written as a prophetic book, almost as a dictation.  The almost total lack of accountability in public affairs, the absence of merit in many of our public appointments and the lopsided distribution of the wealth of the country were the three main headlines.  When I had written the draft, I asked the late Ambassador Tanko Yussuf to critically review it and to consider writing a foreword for it.  That book was to play a major role in the shaping of certain events in my later years.  


In the meantime, I went during weekdays to my office location in the No Man’s Land area of Kano off the Airport Road to provide an opportunity for people to come for prayer for healing and deliverance that is discreet and quiet.  Our Christian friends who worked in the armed forces were looking after my interests.  As I played squash racquets at the army barracks and at the Air Force Squash courts, these friends intimated me that I should be very careful what I said in my office location and even at home.  This was because, since I was charged before the State Security Council for the circular letter I wrote in 1988, I had been put under surveillance by the military administration.  I felt I was not doing anything criminal, but I was warned that the way the law was operated is not be fair.  Shortly afterwards, this was proven by what happened.  I received a summons to appear in a local administration court (operated under Islamic law and headed by a brother of the Emir of Kano).  Although I was frightened, since they did not operate under international safeguards in law, it was merely a warning shot.  At the brief trial, I was informed that I had been observed preaching to Moslems under the guise of giving medical care.  I was commanded to desist, because otherwise they would not be able to guarantee my safety.  I retorted that what was good for the goose should be good for the gander, and that since they were free to use loudspeakers to proclaim their faith, I should at least be able to pray quietly for anyone who permitted me. I was told that my blood would be on my head.  


In 1990, new people came into my life, destined to play crucial roles as time went on.  I had always been closely associated since I came to Kano with the Christian Youth Corpers’ Fellowship.  (These were the young graduates who were randomly sent to serve Nigeria away from their states of origin for one year, who also were committed to Jesus Christ).  Daniel Okeme and Pius Ohue belonged in that group.  They were however, different, in that, at the end of their statutory year of service, they decided that God had appointed them to stay behind and start a Christian ministry to be named ‘The Witness Ministries’.  They were to behave like the disciples in Luke 10, living by faith and only doing what they heard clearly that God had approved.  After they had started their ministry for some time, they came to live in our house for one year.  They were an incredible asset to our spiritual life, and have continued to be so since then.  Although they work closely together, Daniel, trained as a lawyer puts his emphasis on teaching and Pius, with a degree in English, has his emphasis on prophecy.  At about the same time, a young man (Brother Sam) with good computer skills, with a degree in Physics, got a job as a manager in British Airways, and as a Christian, needed somewhere to stay.  He stayed with us for a few months and we have been close since then.  He works part-time as a pastor now and has also played crucial roles in our lives.  As I wandered across the Northern States of Nigeria, I preached in Pastor (now Bishop) Fred Addo’s church a few times.  

I sponsored Pastor Sunday Williams for training at CAPRO, and when he finished his training, Fred Addo invited me to ordain him in his church at Yola.  Two strange young men came all the way from the South East of Nigeria.  The first, Charles Eze, invited me to write a foreword for his book,’ The Latter Rain’ and insisted that God said he should be ordained by me, and so I did.  The second young man from South Eastern Nigeria, whose name I do not recall, came to minister in Kaduna and God sent him to prophesy on me.  He entered our house, and from the door started prophesying at the top of his voice; and a most remarkable prophecy it was. He said, ‘God has called you as His servant; some people are called to be the servants of Satan.  Why must you leave the work of the Person who called you to start taking notice of Satan’s servants?  At the end, each will be rewarded’.  He left as he came, like the unnamed prophet of 1Kings 13.  All these people impacted my life in one way or another.  And then, while we were at a seminar conducted by Brother Abraham of Imo State, we heard of a weekend course for ordination for mature students, and my wife went for it and was ordained by the late Rev Professor Ishaiya Audu.  There were so many wonderful associations with different ministries around this time, in Nsukka, in Aba, in Zaria, and there were wonderful things that happened in each of them.  If all of them were to be written down, and this is true of all the works of the risen Christ, all the books of this world would not be able to contain them.  


Where we lived, in the poorest part of Kano, incredible things continued to happen.  After the harmattan season had finished in February/March 1990, the rain was delayed in coming.  There was an elderly man with a white beard, who acted as spokesman for the village of Giginyu, where we lived.  In the evening, as I returned from my office at the other end of town, he waylaid me.  ‘We know that it is your God who controls the rain. Can you get him to give us some rain, please’? My answer was ‘Ah! Baba, because you know, there will be rain three days from now, and it will continue’.  And so it happened.  This incredible scenario was repeated for the next two years after that.  (Three years when it took the Word of the Lord to bring rain in our part of Kano State- Praise the Lord!).  And there was this man in his eighties, whose whole family had been staunch Moslems all his life.  

We became friendly, and he visited our house and we gave him a few things, because he was blind and old.  One afternoon, as he came to the door, the Lord instructed me to prophesy sight to him.  ‘Baba Usman, I believe you tell people that you are blind; what is this that I have put before your face’?  I waved my left hand with its five fingers in front of his eyes and he counted my fingers.  And he continued to see.  His daughter who was ill with a gynecologic cancer came and was miraculously healed, having been discharged as incurable from the Teaching Hospital.  His granddaughter, who developed intractable diarrhea, came and she received healing, too.  The whole family turned to the Lord Jesus.  They were thoroughly persecuted in that village, because it was a Moslem village.  The best part of it all was that there were wonderful prophecies that started pouring out as we fellowshipped with Daniel and Pius, but more about that in the next chapter.  There were also quasi-social meetings, which were accompanied by great times of worship, where the Lord spoke, whether the occasion was for a wedding or christening/naming of a child eight days after birth or a special birthday.  One such occasion was the wedding in April, 1990 of the leader of the Kano State Student Crusaders, now Dr Edward Eteshola to Sister Lois Morenike.  It was an occasion of great blessedness, because this brother, with some senior friends had discipled many young Christians.  His wife joined him in Beersheba, Israel in October, 1990.  Brother Edward got his Doctor of Philosophy degree before they all moved to Ohio State, USA.  All the wonderful promises God gave him in 1990 have been eminently fulfilled and he continues to publish and export Christian tracts-a project he started then in Nigeria- all over the world.                               

CHAPTER    SEVEN

The Kano Bonnke Crusade and the Great Escape

‘Go into all the world and

preach the gospel to every creature’  Mk 16: 15

‘God is faithful…and will

provide a way of escape’  1Cor 10: 13

‘We all, … beholding… the glory of the Lord,

are being transformed into the same image,

from glory to glory, just as by the Spirit of the Lord’  2Cor 3: 18

As we stretch ourselves to seek the face of the Lord in order to discover His will and do it, some things happen to us, not because we plan it, or even hope for it, but because it was purposed by God before the foundation of the world.  One such event was the unsought for healing session at the Christian Association of Nigeria Universal Week of Prayer meeting at the Catholic Church near the Sabon Gari Market of Kano at the beginning of 1991.  I had preached at the similar meeting in January 1990, and people were anxious, quite rightly, that I should not be seen to be hugging the limelight.  However, there were over 8000 people gathered in the building and the surrounding compound, and a few officials felt that to give a taster by way of a healing altar call might bring some enhancement to the later preaching of the Word.  I was allowed a total of five minutes, and I introduced the promise of the Lord in Matthew 8: 17 very briefly.  ‘He Himself took our infirmities, And bore our sicknesses’.   I suggested they should show Jesus where the problem was, by touching the site, and I would ask the Lord to replace any malfunctioning parts with good parts from the ‘spare parts room’ in heaven.  After a very short prayer, I asked those who professed a need for healing, (about 2000), to examine for signs of healing.  

All who were standing claimed to be healed, but there was a well-known Senior Bank Manager from the United Bank of Africa in Kano in that group.  His little boy of about eleven had been on renal dialysis because his kidneys had packed up.  The little boy claimed he was made completely well, and this was proven to be substantiated later.  Shortly afterwards, in a banking hall with over fifty people standing around, a newly married man had an acute psychotic breakdown.  He was shouting at the top of his voice, quoting from the bible, but incoherently.  The Holy Spirit challenged me to set him free.  I was scared stiff of the possibility of embarrassment and failure.  When the Lord insisted, I stepped out.  I raised my voice and rebuked the offending spirit in the name of Jesus and the man became quiet.  The Assistant Pastor of his church, who was hiding away from the commotion, suddenly appeared and I was able to hand over the young man to be taken home.  In addition, as we continued to have fellowship with Brother Daniel Okeme and Brother Pius Ohue, a series of prophecies came forth from them which spoke in general, of my being ‘catapulted’ by promotional steps upwards from the Lord.    These and other stories started to filter around.  The general effect of all these events on how I was regarded by the Christian community in Kano was electric.  One result of this trend was that I received a strange visitor in our very humble abode in Giginyu Quarters, Kano.


My visitor was the Rev John Darku, the Crusade Director for Rev Reinhard Bonnke, the famous International Evangelist.  His message was simple, but difficult for me to understand at that time.  He said that Bonnke desired to have a great crusade in the city of Kano, and that they had been advised that I was the most suitable person to coordinate it.  My personal story at the time did not make happy reading.  I had fallen from a considerable height in the regard of respectable members of Kano society.  I had fallen from ‘grace to grass’.  I suggested we should pray about it, there and then.  I felt a strong nudge from the Lord to accept the invitation to lead the planning and coordination of the Bonnke Great Gospel Crusade and Fire Conference slated for October, 1991.  Even though I was pleasantly surprised, I said, ‘Yes’.

We formed twelve committees, with a prominent Kano minister presiding over each of them, and these were to meet and give progress reports each week.  The committees were to superintend various aspects of the planning, such as the Teaching ‘Fire’ Conference of ministers from all over Nigeria, publicity, spiritual concerns, ‘pre-evangelism’ (which was to plan and conduct preliminary evangelism in rural villages around Kano).   Others were responsible for hospitality, transport of guests, logistics for counseling and follow-up, administration (secretarial and financial), women’s interests etc.  Since the success hoped for needed a powerful prayer backing, we instituted a prayer meeting every weekday from noon till 2pm at the Kano Cathedral, to be backed by daily fasting (optional) for the three months –mid-July to October.   Two major considerations weighed on our minds, which gravely affected the turn of events.  One was that in the 2000-year history of the city of Kano, the walled city has never been evangelized.  Islam had broken through a couple of centuries earlier, and it had become unlawful for people behind the city wall to communicate except in Arabic or Ajamai  (Hausa, using the Arabic script).  The second was that a purdah system operated behind the city walls.  Essentially, this means that many women are veiled, and women were not allowed to chat freely with any except members of the family.  This makes it impossible to preach the gospel to ‘every creature’, unless we found a way to breach the rules.  In the event, we made two decisions, with far reaching consequences.  One was to print handbills in Ajamai, with illustrations showing Jesus healing crowds of people.  The other was to organize for Christian ladies to go out two by two, with those handbills to explain to the veiled and restricted women behind the city walls the saving mercies of Jesus in the vernacular.

As we met for prayer day by day, we were able to destabilize the spiritual forces that were ranged against us.  Working closely with Rev John Darku initially, and with the team accompanying Rev. Bonnke, we had a successful publicity campaign in Kano town.  We also went with Miss Suzette Hattingh and the ministers who came as vanguard, to some villages on the outskirts of Kano and held successful evening meetings.  We had to make do with the grounds of St Thomas’ Secondary School for the major crusade, instead of the large football ground we originally targeted.  As the huge nature of the planned crusade became obvious to the Islamic- oriented government officials of Kano, it became obvious that a hostile public reaction was being orchestrated.  Finally, just before the major crusade/fire conference got under way on the 14th of October, 1991, the team of prepared lady evangelists (two by two), led by Mrs Maureen Ogbuoji and my wife, Bridget combed the inner city, behind the walls, and thoroughly evangelized women-folk in Hausa.  They also left with them the colorful handbills for their husbands, who were out on business during the day.  This was the last straw that broke the camel’s back.  

The cumulative effect of the publicity campaign, the preliminary three weeks of evangelism in the rural areas, and the person to person effort by the ladies behind the city walls so infuriated the men that they went on rampage.  Hordes of jobless youth were rallied into mounting a horrific jihad.  This went on for two days and nights, and the law enforcement agencies totally failed in their attempts to halt the destruction to life and property.  Two thousand people lost their lives, and many Christians had their throats slit and were burnt alive in their houses.  Representing the Christian community as the Vice-Chairman of the Christian Association of Nigeria, Kano State (- I had been moved up from the post of Secretary), and also coordinating the running of the whole process, I felt hugely responsible for all that happened.  It was only by the sheer grace of God that our international guests escaped unscathed from Nigeria.  Indeed, up till now, it has not been possible for Rev. Bonnke to return to that part of Nigeria.  Many of the Christian leaders were miraculously saved from the jaws of sudden death.  There were families, which migrated from the north of Nigeria, to the south as a result of these events.  Indeed, my family and I were targeted, and I had to send my wife and children south for a while.  I traveled to Kaduna, where I prophesied that the spread of Islamic persecution would soon descend on them, and they have had several visitations since then.

These events had several important consequences.  For all Nigerians who originally came from the south of the country, life was no longer safe.  This was true for even those from the Islamic faith, because the Northerners made a distinction between the way their faith was practiced in the south and that of the north.  As a result of this development, the commitment of some Christians to Jesus Christ, as well as to a specific call or otherwise to Northern Nigeria was tested.  For me, personally, I have never found it easy to run away from an arena of battle.  In addition, I was angry.  I had said publicly that ‘What is good for the goose should be good for the gander’.  If the protagonist of Islam had a right to live and express his religion anywhere in the country, there is no a priori reason why a follower of Jesus Christ should not be equally free to do so.  These were the thoughts going on in my head.  At the end of 1991, I took the decision to seek nomination as a candidate for the post of President in the electoral process recently announced.  I did not have the financial backing that is usually required for such a venture, nor did I have the connections.  I decided to proceed, one step at a time, on condition that the Lord’s hand was clearly on the scheme.  

If the Lord is in support of this scheme, He would ratify each step, by providing everything I needed for it.  From my base in Kano, there was one very obvious precedent.  The late Alhaji Aminu Kano was not a wealthy man, but he stood for the rights of the poor, and he became nationally recognized.  ‘Nothing ventured, nothing gained’.  I believed that the Lord would have me seek registration as an aspirant with the National Republican Council, one of the two main political parties.  I gathered information about them, and set about getting my papers together.  I had acquired friends in every state of the Republic of Nigeria during my term as Assistant General Secretary of the Christian Association of Nigeria.  This now stood me in good stead.  I appointed representatives in the capital of each state.  My greatest difficulty, however, was to register my entry.  I received an invitation to the convention of the party at the government house in Kano and attended.  I was the only aspirant who came by taxi, alone.  Some aspirants were accompanied by a motorcade transporting their supporters.  Perhaps it was obvious that I did not possess what the politicians regarded as the necessary clout.  I did not allow this to faze me.  An update of the list of the Presidential aspirants was regularly published by the media, especially by the main television station (NTA).  

The Lord took the matter in hand.  The funds I needed for the application process was miraculously supplied.   There was an obvious block, however, because I had resolved not to grease any palms, nor offer any gratifications of any kind.  My neighbor, Mrs Ronke Ibitoye (who had kindly given full scholarships to my two little children), now introduced me to her younger brother, a journalist.  He invited me to bring my papers to the Federal Capital, Abuja, where there was a meeting of the party Executive Committee with the then Head of State, General Ibrahim Babangida.  It was at that meeting that my journalist friend publicly presented my duly completed papers to the Publicity Secretary of NRC, Dr Doyin Okupe, who checked and accepted it.  My name duly appeared on the next list of Presidential Aspirants published in March,  1992.  

I did a vigorous campaign in all the local government areas of Kano State.  My greatest supporter was my friend, Alhaji Saidu Adhama, whose mother had received healing from deep vein thrombosis in 1985, and who had generously provided me with free office accommodation in the No-Man’s Land area of Kano for seven years.  He lent me a 4WD vehicle, and local inhabitants, who went with me to the nooks and crannies of Kano State.  In addition, he gave me T-shirts with my logo on, so that two teams could play a publicity football march to advertise my campaign.  However, before I could proceed much farther, the Lord asked me to pull out of the campaign in July, 1992, because the whole process was going to be stymied.  I was to announce my withdrawal publicly by calling a press conference to make a political statement of what I had to offer and launching two books.  These were my autobiographical book, ‘From Medicine to Miracles’ and the prophetic guidance for the eradication of institutional corruption in Nigeria, ‘The Surgery Nigeria Needs’.  

It had been an action-packed twelve months from the abortive Bonnke Crusade in October, 1991 after which I was in the middle of the religious persecution, to the post electioneering period in 1992.  Several miracles happened to bring this seven-year story to a close.  First, the Federal Minister of Health, the late Professor Ransome-Kuti, who had been my consultant when I was a Paediatric House Officer in 1964 July, searched for me until he found me.  He appointed me as Chairman of the Board of Management of the Institution for training workers for Leprosy and Tuberculosis in Kaduna, Nigeria.  This happened in the first two months of 1992.  Second, when I took voluntary retirement from the University of Ife (Obafemi Awolowo University) in September, 1979, I struggled to receive my entitlements from the government, in vain.  I made several expensive trips from Kano to Lagos, all to no effect.  However, on one of my visits to the Federal Ministry of Health in Lagos as chairman of the TB and Leprosy Training School Board, a friend (Dr G. Williams) who was a Director there, was able to introduce me to the officer in charge of Pensions.  Before the next board meeting a month later, I received a letter granting me all the emoluments I had been denied for thirteen and a half years.  With this provision, I was able to do the engine work that my car needed, and also publish the two books I launched at the end of my political campaign.  

Last, but by no means least, a strange set of events, set in motion in October 1992, led to my relocation from Kano.  I had met a young man on a missionary journey to Bauchi, who had been miraculously used to save my life, when set upon by Islamic extremists.  Because he worked with the military intelligence, he showed me situations of planned attacks on Christian sections of the population.  One, in particular, involved a plane that crashed behind the university campus of Bayero University of Kano, containing a huge stack of kalachnikov rifles with ammunition on a Libyan plane.  Although I am not at liberty to disclose the details, I was nominated in a move to establish an interim administration in Nigeria to replace the military, who had been in governance for so long in Nigeria, and pave the way to democratic government.  My young friend took thirteen copies of my book  ‘The Surgery Nigeria Needs’ to a rendevous abroad.  However, because the military government then in power backed the Islamic jihadists, I was advised to pack my family and possessions overnight (5-12-92), to avoid disaster.  It was fortunate that my car was then roadworthy, for I drove all the way to Lagos on the 6th of December, 1992.  Indeed, I had to flee further to England, leaving my family in Lagos.  We were separated for twelve months.  Nothing came of the political nomination, but it became clear that God was in the whole plan, and had other ideas.
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