


Scripture quotations marked (kjver) are taken from the King James Easy Read 
Bible, kjver®, © 2001, 2007, 2010, 2015 by Whitaker House. Used by permission. 
All rights reserved. Scripture quotations marked (nkjv) are taken from the 
New King James Version, © 1979, 1980, 1982 by Thomas Nelson, Inc. Used by 
permission. All rights reserved. Scripture quotations marked (nasb) are taken 
from the New American Standard Bible®, nasb®, © 1960, 1962, 1963, 1968, 1971, 
1972, 1973, 1975, 1977, 1995 by The Lockman Foundation. Used by permission. 
(www.Lockman.org).

Even Greater Faith:  
12 Real-Life Stories That Will Inspire You to Do Great Things for God
(Previously published as Even Greater: 12 Real-Life Stories That Inspire You to Do 
Great Things for God)

ISBN: 978-1-64123-857-1
eBook ISBN: 978-1-64123-858-8
Printed in the United States of America
© 2004, 2022 by Harvester Services, Inc.

Whitaker House
1030 Hunt Valley Circle
New Kensington, PA 15068
www.whitakerhouse.com

Library of Congress Control Number: 2022935059

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any 
means, electronic or mechanical—including photocopying, recording, or by any 
information storage and retrieval system—without permission in writing from the 
publisher. Please direct your inquiries to permissionseditor@whitakerhouse.com.

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 11      29 28 27 26 25 24 23 22



CONTENTS

Foreword ......................................................................................... 5

Introduction: Agents of Omnipotence ....................................... 9

 1.  Blessed out of Her Shoes .............................................. 15

 2.  Quasimodo’s Dream ...................................................... 27

 3.  A Boy in the Headlights ............................................... 47

 4.  Diamonds and Disco Dancing ..................................... 63

 5.  The Bondage Breaker .................................................... 77

 6.  The Ties That Bind ........................................................ 85

 7.  The Lions’ Den ............................................................... 99

 8.  Cruel and Unusual ....................................................... 123

 9.  A Theology Too Small ................................................ 139

 10.  A Promise to Count On .............................................. 145

 11.  The Silent Scream ........................................................ 153

 12.  Breakfast on the “Bismarck” ....................................... 181

About the Author ...................................................................... 191



Why do we make so much of a person’s qualifications for 

ministry? “When I am weak, then I am strong,” said the 

apostle Paul in 2 Corinthians 12:10. We are qualified by 

God’s omnipotence, not by our pitiful strengths.
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One

BLESSED OUT OF HER SHOES

She stood weeping at the far edge of the crowd, beyond my 
field of vision. Two hundred thousand people had gathered in 
Uhuru Park in Kenya that day. I preached, and we saw thou-
sands come to the Lord. Healings manifested among the 
people. I was thrilled with another day of obeying the Lord and 
seeing His power to save sinners. But Teresia Wairimu was not 
a sinner, and she did not come forward. I never knew she was 
there.

She had soaked her pillow for countless days before I came 
to her city of Nairobi in 1988. In recent months, her dream of 
serving God through serving her family had been shattered. 
The grief of this loss tore at her soul like a raging windstorm.

From childhood, Teresia had longed to serve the Lord. 
Attending church had filled her imagination with wonder-
ful desires to marry a minister. When she finally came of age, 
she met a charming European missionary. With this man, 
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everything fell into place in her mind. The desire to serve God 
and the desire to serve this missionary merged into one. She 
could see no negatives.

Her parents did not approve. To them, a racially mixed 
union was a recipe for disaster. Besides, they were a respected 
business family, and they were ashamed to think that their 
daughter would marry outside traditional African values. But 
in the thrall of love, and in her intense desire to serve the Lord, 
Teresia felt sure that God had provided the answer to her 
prayers in this wonderful Christian man. She became willing to 
go against her parents’ wishes to marry him.

It was a decision that haunted her a dozen years later when 
her missionary husband turned against her. No amount of 
appealing to his Christian faith made any difference. He took 
cruel advantage of a male-dominated court system to divorce 
her and leave her and their daughter with no support.

How this story touches my heart. Like Teresia, as a child, 
I knew the longing to serve God. When I was just ten years 
old in Germany, I heard the voice of the Lord calling me to 
Africa. I also knew the desire to be married to one who shared 
that calling. I cannot imagine where I would be today, or how I 
would carry out God’s call, if my precious Anni had ever turned 
against me. The very thought of it produces enough pain in 
my heart to silence all of my sermons. I am deeply touched by 
Teresia’s agony.

As she stood weeping in Uhuru Park that hot and steamy 
day, she could sense the great gulf between the two of us. It 
was more than physical. I preached with a confidence she could 
not know. She had been cruelly discarded by the one man she 
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had most wanted to please. As she stood there, she blamed her-
self for choosing so badly in her desire for a ministry mate. She 
further blamed herself for not being able to make the marriage 
work in spite of her husband’s problems. Perhaps her husband’s 
problems were actually her fault, she thought. She had not been 
good enough, not enough like Jesus to change his heart. Round 
and round her thoughts spun like the arms of a ceaseless wind-
mill, beating her down, down, down.

She had no place to go. Her family would now reject her. 
They would tell her that she had only gotten what she deserved. 
She couldn’t bring herself to even tell them about the divorce. 
The church was no better. Divorce was a terrible shame among 
Kenyan Christians; it was the kiss of death to anyone with a 
desire for ministry.

The only refuge Teresia found was in God. Though she felt 
rejected, Teresia somehow knew in the core of her soul that God 
had not rejected her. She had been cast aside by a bad husband, 
not abandoned by a good God. She clung to the hope that some-
day, somehow, somewhere, God would arise and give her feet a 
solid place to stand again. A place no devil of hell could ever take 
from her.

That is why she wept as she stood at the far perimeter of the 
crowd in Uhuru Park. As she describes it, she heard my voice 
preaching the Word of God with positive power and authority. 
The very sound of this kind of preaching caused hope to leap up 
in her heart. She had not heard the gospel preached that way. 
The ministers she had known had been trained in seminaries. 
They had been taught not to raise their audiences’ hopes lest 
someone be disappointed and blame God in their despair. Even 
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the hope of the good news had been watered down so that unbe-
lievers might not be offended.

But the Reinhard Bonnke she saw that day preached the 
uncompromised gospel and let the chips fall where they may. 
He shouted the good news into his microphone with gusto. The 
way he spoke and the way he moved on the stage told everyone 
that here was a man who believed his message and would stake 
his life on it. He acted like he really knew the God he preached 
about.

“If Reinhard Bonnke can be that way,” Teresia thought, 
“then I can, too.” Tears of longing and hope spilled from her 
eyes.

When I called for the sick to come forward, Teresia watched 
as I laid hands on them. Blind eyes opened, lame people began 
to walk, and people who were deaf could suddenly repeat my 
whispers, word for word. It was like another page being written 
in the book of Acts.

Teresia saw that I possessed a living fire that was beyond 
the cold religious embers of her own experience. This was the 
gift she sought with tears that day. She would settle for nothing 
less. From the very depths of her soul, she cried out, “God, oh 
please, God, if you can give Bonnke a hundred thousand souls, 
give me one hundred, just one hundred, Lord, and I’ll be a happy 
woman.”

Once Teresia said this, she knew something deep down 
in her heart: she knew that to receive her answer from God, 
Reinhard Bonnke would have to lay his hands on her head and 
pray for her.
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What was happening there? I don’t know. It is not something 
I can explain except to say that she had faith like the woman 
in the Bible who touched the fringe of Jesus’s cloak. It was not 
Jesus’s idea that the woman do that. It was the woman’s idea. In 
fact, Jesus was on His way to heal someone else when she chased 
Him down and touched the fringe of His cloak. When she did, 
she was healed. Jesus turned to her and said, “Daughter, your 
faith has made you well” (Mark 5:34 nkjv).

Teresia’s faith was like that woman’s faith. Somehow, she 
knew that I had to lay my hands on her and pray for her, and 
then she could step into her full blessing from God.

This is not a formula for getting anything from God. I tell 
you there is no special power in my hands or my prayers, any 
more than there was special virtue in the fringe of Jesus’s robe. 
It was the faith of the woman in the Bible that mattered. And it 
was Teresia’s faith that gave this idea of my laying hands on her 
its peculiar power.

Teresia left Uhuru Park that day without a chance for 
prayer. The crowds were pressing around the platform with 
so many needs, and God was directing me to the ones He was 
healing. I never knew she was there.

Eight years passed before our paths crossed again. Teresia 
spent those years making a new life in Nairobi. She raised her 
daughter to young womanhood. She rose from the ashes of her 
shattered dreams to build new relationships with a small group 
of Christian women. They looked to her for spiritual guidance, 
and, from time to time, she would minister among her friends. 
But her ministry lacked the power she had seen in Uhuru Park 
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that day. Her spirit was still crushed by her failed marriage, and 
she knew she had not arrived at God’s highest calling for her.

During those eight years, Teresia also tracked my speak-
ing schedule through the ministry magazine. She was always on 
the lookout for a city where I would be preaching to a smaller 
crowd. This would increase her chances of being prayed over.

It happened in Oslo, Norway, in the spring of 1996. She was 
excited to learn that I would be speaking there in a local church 
because she had friends in Oslo. Immediately, she called them 
and made arrangements to stay with them. They agreed to bring 
her to the meeting. She saved her money and bought a round-
trip ticket. All of her friends in Nairobi prayed with her as she 
left, believing that she would return with the fire of God’s Spirit 
that she longed for.

Teresia was the first one through the doors of the church in 
Oslo when they opened. Her friends escorted her to the very 
front row. She waited there as the room continued to fill up. A 
local woman approached her.

“There is something that you need from God,” the woman 
said, “and God spoke to me that He will give it to you.”

This was wonderful confirmation. Teresia thanked her and 
added, “That is good, but I am still waiting.”

When I came to the platform as the service began, I knew 
immediately that Teresia was there. It is hard to miss an African 
lady in a Norwegian church. She stood out like an island of color 
in a sea of gray, dressed in her traditional African robes. I could 
see that she was trembling from the very start of the meeting.

Teresia had come with one thing in mind: when I gave the 
altar call for the sick, she would run forward for prayer. In her 
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mind, she was sick. She felt sick with frustration and ineffective-
ness in her ministry. This is how she justified, in her own mind, 
coming for prayer at the call for the sick.

Her focus on this idea made it impossible for her to actually 
concentrate on my sermon. In fact, I preached a salvation mes-
sage. That fact did not register with her. I challenged those who 
wanted to accept Jesus as Savior to stand up. She shot up like 
a lightning bolt. Then, suddenly, she realized that this was not 
a call for the sick, and she sheepishly sat down again. She had 
waited eight long years; she would wait another twenty minutes 
for my next invitation.

When I finally announced that I would pray for the sick, she 
raced to the front and stood before me, trembling with antici-
pation. She knew that she was within moments of receiving the 
answer to the prayer that she had prayed in Uhuru Park eight 
years earlier. She would receive the anointing to minister in 
power and authority, just the way Reinhard Bonnke ministered.

I will never forget what happened next. Nor will Teresia 
ever remember. To this day, she does not recall that I actually 
laid my hands on her. She has no memory of that. The fire of 
God had nothing to do with the touch of my hands, but I did 
place them on her head. Only for an instant, because she was 
ripped from beneath my hands by a mighty force that threw her 
twenty yards through the air and landed her on her back near 
the front row of seats from which she had come. The force of 
this action was so strong that both of her shoes flew from her 
feet. One shoe—I can still see it—sailed end over end far out 
into the middle of that gray Norwegian audience. It has never 
been seen again. Who knows, someone might have taken it as 
a souvenir.
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I moved on to pray for the others. Teresia recalls rousing 
from an unconscious state much later and hearing my voice 
saying, “Miracles are happening, miracles are happening.” That’s 
all she remembers.

The miracles of God are always a sign and a wonder. We are 
left to shake our heads and say, “Praise God, praise God, praise 
God.” The great miracle that happened that night in Oslo is still 
happening in Nairobi, Kenya. Teresia Wairimu is on fire.

The Oslo meeting closed. I left to return to Germany. 
Teresia could not get up from the floor of that church. As she 
regained consciousness, her body would not properly respond 
to the commands from her brain. Her legs were so wobbly that 
her friends had to carry her from the church to the car. They 
drove her home, then carried her from the car into the house 
and deposited her on the bed in the guest bedroom. That’s when 
they gave her back the one remaining shoe of the pair she had 
worn that night. She has kept that shoe to remind herself of 
what God did for her in Oslo. She knew in her heart that she 
would never be the same.

The story might end here. It has ended here for many people. 
They receive a great visitation of God’s Spirit, but then they do 
nothing to work it out in their lives. Yet God had not anointed 
Teresia for nothing. She had not received her blessing for noth-
ing. She had come for the power to minister, and minister she 
would.

Upon her arrival back in Nairobi, she called her girlfriends 
to a Friday prayer meeting at her house. They came. Seventeen 
of them. She preached with a power she had never known 
before. When she asked for the sick to come forward, she did 
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not offer a weak, religious prayer. She did not ask God to please 
heal someone if it was in His great, divine will to do so. No, she 
commanded the sick to be healed in Jesus’s name, and healings 
began to manifest.

The next Friday, there were fifty-five women at her house. 
The following Friday, there were 105. The next week, two 
hundred women showed up. She and her circle of girlfriends 
began to look for a school building in which to meet. By now, 
some of the notable and documented healings from her minis-
try were being talked about around the city. They found a city 
auditorium that held two thousand, but four thousand women 
showed up. They had to open all the doors and windows to try 
to accommodate the overflow. Teresia moved to the Kenyatta 
International Convention Centre, which held five thousand. 
Twelve thousand came.

At this point, some pastors in the city began to denounce her 
and tell their people not to attend her meetings because she was 
a divorced woman. The people ignored them. Some came out of 
curiosity, others out of need. But when they arrived at a Teresia 
Wairimu meeting, they did not hear about a woman’s divorce; 
they heard the gospel of Jesus Christ. They saw cancers healed, 
AIDS healed, blind eyes opened, and deaf ears unstopped.

Finally, Teresia went to the city council and asked to have 
the use of Uhuru Park, where Bonnke had preached in 1988. 
They made a contract with her, giving her use of the park on the 
first Sunday of every month. Her crowds swelled, and they now 
included men as well as women.

The weeping woman in Uhuru Park in 1988 had desperately 
prayed, “God, oh please, God, if you can give Bonnke a hundred 
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thousand souls, give me one hundred, just one hundred, Lord, 
and I’ll be a happy woman.” Today, Teresia Wairimu is a very 
happy woman. Her name is a household word in Africa. The 
ministers who once preached against her have apologized and 
begged her forgiveness.

When I heard about her breakthrough, I went to the Lord 
in prayer. “Why, Lord,” I asked, “did you choose a divorced 
woman for this great ministry? We have so many wonderful 
men in our Bible schools, men who pursue You with all of their 
hearts. Why did You choose Teresia and not one of them?”

His answer affected me deeply. He said, “I chose Teresia 
because I wanted to show the world that I could take a broken 
vessel and make a vessel of honor.”

How this humbled me. We are not chosen for our great 
qualities. We are flawed servants who must depend totally on 
the Lord. I have enjoyed the benefits of a strong marriage to my 
Anni all these years. But this great happiness is not the secret of 
my success. Teresia suffered the ultimate humiliation of divorce, 
but God lifted her to a platform of powerful ministry. All to 
His glory.

In 1998, two years after Oslo and exactly ten years after I 
had first preached in Uhuru Park, I visited Nairobi with Anni. 
We stayed in a hotel that borders the park. I made sure that we 
would arrive there on the first Sunday of the month. I stood at 
the far edge of the crowd, beyond Teresia’s field of vision. Two 
hundred thousand people gathered in Uhuru Park that day. She 
preached with power and authority and saw thousands come to 
the Lord. Healings manifested. Again, it was as if another page 
was written in the book of Acts. She was doubtless thrilled with 
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another day of obeying the Lord and seeing His power to save 
sinners. But I was not a sinner, and I did not go forward. She 
never knew I was there, smiling from ear to ear.




