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PREFACE

This book begins with a resurrection in Africa, followed by a 
miracle of deliverance, and concludes with revival in America. 

When I speak of revival, I am speaking of a mighty awakening, a tidal 
wave of salvations sweeping across the United States from stadium to sta-
dium, city to city, coast to coast. Perhaps you say in your heart, Impossible! 
I understand. As a struggling young missionary in the small African 
nation of Lesotho in 1974, I heard the Lord say to me, Africa shall be saved. 
How could I grasp such a word from the Lord? At the time, I was a name-
less nobody, seeking to serve the Lord on the “Dark Continent.” Such a 
preposterous word to my ears! Preposterous, unless God had spoken. No 
one could have foreseen it, but since that day, I have registered 74 million 
decisions for Christ throughout Africa. With that experience behind me, 
I believe I can say with full assurance that God did speak to me in 1974.
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Once again, in 2012, I have heard a word from God. He said to me, 
America will be saved. As you will see by the end of this book, the fulfillment 
of that promise is already in motion. Some will see it and not believe it. 
These are people of unbelief who will reap what they have sown. Others will 
believe the words before they see them manifest. The words from God are 
all that matter to them. They will repeat the phrase “America will be saved” 
and be willing to make a stand. These are people of faith who will rejoice 
in the harvest, even before it is fully ripe. I hope that you are among them.

To inspire you, I introduce you in this book to an unlikely hero of 
faith—an African housewife named Nneka Ekechukwu. The word of 
God came to her in 2001, and she received in her heart a scriptural prom-
ise that she would see her dead husband, Daniel, raised to life again. By 
faith she reached out and took hold of it. How true was her faith? Before 
it was over, she stood absolutely alone—assailed, deserted, ridiculed, and 
clinging to empty air—unless God had spoken! I can now say with full 
assurance that God did speak to her in 2001, and His word performed 
the impossible. 

And so, here I tell the story of Nneka’s faith in the midst of unbelief. It 
is part of a larger picture linking the resurrection of her husband in 2001 
to God’s word to me concerning America in 2012. A decade later, Daniel’s 
resurrection has become a sign to confirm the things I have heard in my 
spirit. 

The trial of Nneka’s faith is both a true story and a parable. If you 
allow it to, it will become a mirror of some hidden places in your soul. 
You will be like the man with the tormented son to whom Jesus said, “If 
thou canst believe, all things are possible” (Mark 9:23). The word “If ” was too 
much for him. Pierced to the core, the man saw his unbelief and burst into 
tears. “Lord, I believe; help thou mine unbelief ” (Mark 9:24). Jesus did not 
rebuke him for this moment of honesty. Quite the opposite. He unleashed 
His miraculous power to heal the man’s son, but only after the man had 
seen his own heart and had acknowledged that both belief and unbelief 
struggled within. He chose belief. As you read this story, may God help 
your unbelief.
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As I begin, I would like to explain my use of the term resurrection 
in this book. I am using the term according to its dictionary defini-
tion: “the state of one risen from the dead.” In theological terms, there 
has been only one true resurrection, and that is the resurrection of our 
Lord. In that respect, He is the firstborn from the dead. (See Acts 26:23; 
Colossians 1:18; Revelation 1:5.)

Jesus’ resurrection is unique in that He was raised in His body from 
the grave, never to die again. He ascended in His physical substance to 
heaven and returned to earth with a glorified body that was able to appear 
and disappear. This ability was demonstrated to the disciples on the road 
to Emmaus (see Luke 24:13–31) and later to the disciples gathered behind 
closed doors after His death (see John  20:26). His glorified body was 
capable of many other things that have not been demonstrated, I’m sure. 
We know, for instance, that John, who laid his head on Jesus’ chest at the 
Last Supper, fell as one dead at the very sight of the glorified Lord in the 
midst of the seven candlesticks. (See Revelation 1:17–20.) Eye hath not 
seen a fraction of the wonders of our resurrected Lord.

As you will see in the resurrection of Daniel Ekechukwu, his body 
never left the earth. Like many others, he tells of an out-of-body trip 
through heaven and hell. His body was definitely not with him on that 
journey. Rather, his resurrection was like the raising of Lazarus from the 
dead. Lazarus eventually had to die again, as it is appointed unto all men 
to die. (See Hebrews 9:27.) Happily, that is not the end of the resurrection 
story.

In the full meaning of the word resurrection, all of us are scheduled 
to rise on the last day. Those who have lived and died, from Adam and 
Eve until the present day, will see their bodies rise from dust and decay 
to join their souls and spirits in eternity. The body will be changed and 
glorified. We know only a little of what that might mean. Those who 
are resurrected to life will join Jesus, the firstborn from the dead, in the 
realms of heaven, while those who have rejected the sacrifice of God’s 
Son will experience eternal damnation. This is the biblical view, and it is 
the message I preach. 
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My reason for using the term resurrection, in this case, is to distin-
guish it from resuscitation. There are those who have died briefly and have 
been medically resuscitated. This is especially true in our era of advanced 
medical practice. I recently heard of a woman who was resuscitated seven 
times by an emergency team in Toronto. Their efforts finally resulted in 
her remaining alive. Some who have been resuscitated have experienced 
out-of-body journeys similar to Daniel’s. But that is not proof that they 
were truly dead. Some who are in a coma also report out-of-body experi-
ences. In Daniel’s case, a great deal of medical evidence suggests that he 
was far beyond all hope of medical resuscitation. He was totally dead for 
several days and had been partially embalmed in a mortuary. For that 
reason, I have chosen to use the word resurrection to describe his miracle.

The raising of Daniel from the dead is a story that will offend some 
people. I can guarantee it. That is one reason I have waited for more than 
a decade to tell it in my own words. I do not wish to offend anyone. And if 
offending were the only result of speaking up, I would now remain silent. 

I tell of the miracle now because it towers over my life and minis-
try like the steeple of a great cathedral. It points to the heavens, and to 
the God I serve. It reminds me in a thousand ways that His mind and 
His ways are high above my own. (See Isaiah 55:9.) And this is the great 
offense in the Daniel Ekechukwu story. It may not fit your well-conceived 
notions of God and how He should act in all circumstances. It may defy 
some part of your tradition and your understanding. It may push you out 
of your comfort zone and make the wisdom of the wise seem foolish. (See 
1 Corinthians 1:20.) Yes, even the most exalted thoughts of our religious 
scholars will seem inadequate. There are no human heroes in this story. 
Every player is flawed and oh so human. It is a story that glorifies God 
alone, and that is the reason I tell it.

Events like this miracle, though rare, are nothing new. Throughout 
history God has found the means to humble human intelligence again 
and again. Man’s urge to define God, to contain Him in a theological box, 
is something that relentlessly exalts itself. I am reminded of that great 
genius and defender of the Christian faith, Thomas Aquinas, whose 
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writings have inspired the thinking of Christian scholars for centuries. 
But just before his death in 1274, he received a vision that utterly silenced 
him. “I can write no more,” he said. “I have seen things which make all my 
writings like straw.”1

And so, too, my writing about the resurrection of Daniel Ekechukwu 
is “like straw.” It will be nothing next to the full glory we will know when 
we come face-to-face with our Maker. I am sure that I will not capture the 
whole of it. Nor will I claim to do so. I will, however, offer my perspec-
tive in this book, because God ordained that I play a remarkable role in 
the miracle. Not the expected role, mind you. And that rings true, does it 
not? If God met our expectations, He would not exceed our imaginations. 
As the apostle Paul wrote, “Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have 
entered into the heart of man, the things which God hath prepared for them 
that love him” (1 Corinthians 2:9).

Humbly, then, and with that Scripture firmly in mind, I will approach 
my telling of the event. I believe this miracle has much to teach us about 
God’s love and mercy, and it has become a sign to me of revival coming 
to America. I am an evangelist. I approach this story as one who leads 
many to the door of salvation. In my ministry, we have seen many miracles 
that confirm the preaching of the gospel. This resurrection story, however, 
seems to stand alone, in a category all by itself. 

Finally, I will share a second story about an African man named 
Richard. I found this man in a primitive prison, living under a death sen-
tence. He was doomed, with no hope of pardon and no means of appeal. 
When I looked at him, sitting amid a group of condemned men, the word 
of the Lord came to me, saying, This man shall be set free! I declared that 
very word of the Lord to Richard, even as he was bound in cruel, iron 
shackles, awaiting the hangman. How could I speak life and release to 
such a man when I had no power to make it happen? How could I raise his 
hopes so high when I had not one shred of earthly proof? 

As I left that remote African city, Richard remained in his chains, 
facing what seemed to be certain death. Some feared that I had spoken as 

1. G. K. Chesterton, Saint Thomas Aquinas (New York: Doubleday, 1956), 141.
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a fool. All I could do was cling in faith to the word the Lord had planted 
so clearly in my heart. 

And then, the miracle happened, and the fool became a prophet. I 
have added Richard’s story to the story of Nneka’s faith, in order to inspire 
you to believe with me for a fresh revival in America. I want you to believe 
that God has indeed spoken, saying, America will be saved. When your 
faith rises with mine, we will see a mighty wave of revival sweep across this 
land, similar to the one I have already witnessed in Africa.

I pray that this book will have a special role in leading multitudes 
to Christ. This is my goal in writing it. May the Holy Spirit quicken the 
truth of the gospel to your heart as you read it. 
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1

DAY OF DECISION

For more than a decade, Daniel’s story has been told. He has dis-
tilled his story into a single document and has spoken to audi-

ences around the world. As with all stories, each storyteller approaches 
the events of their tale from a unique angle. Each one brings out details 
that others might have missed or considered unimportant. It is similar to 
the Gospels: Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John. Taken together, these four 
books provide a broader, more complete picture of Jesus’ life than any one 
version would have done by itself. 

With that in mind, this is the first version of Daniel’s story told from 
my own unique—and until now—unexplained part in this drama.

Before I begin, I ask you to put yourself in my shoes on Saturday, 
December 1, 2001—twenty-four hours before the miracle happened. 
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You will find me in my room at the Sheraton Hotel in Lagos, Nigeria. 
Do you remember where you were on that day? Do you remember what 
was on your mind? I do. I will never forget it. These were world-changing 
times for me, and I had on my heart a big burden to pray.

A NO-BRAINER 
This burden to pray resulted from several issues that had been press-

ing on me. Primarily, it came from a major decision I faced—the ques-
tion of whether I should move my family and ministry from Frankfurt, 
Germany, to Orlando, Florida. At the time, my team was producing a 
motion-picture series in Orlando entitled Full Flame. It was an eight-epi-
sode documentary drawn from my life experiences. We were also publish-
ing study guides that would supplement the content of each film and teach 
our outreach methods to young evangelists around the world. 

This project was to be a legacy of my ministry, and it was a huge under-
taking. It meant that I had to travel again and again to Universal Studios 
in Florida to film the documentary segments. My team suggested that if 
I moved there, it would save hundreds of hours of travel time, reduce the 
wear and tear on my body, and give me more time to spend at home with 
my family. Not to mention, it would also save us hundreds of thousands 
of dollars in production costs. It was, as they say, a “no-brainer.” It made 
perfect business sense. Yet I could not make the decision so easily. 

It was not perfect business sense that had led my evangelistic ministry, 
Christ for All Nations, to the kind of success we had been experiencing. 
In fact, the Spirit of God had led us to a harvest no other evangelist had 
ever witnessed in the recorded history of the church. Who was I to impose 
mere business sense on the work of the Lord? I had offices in the United 
Kingdom, Canada, Australia, Hong Kong, Singapore, Nigeria, and South 
Africa. However, the executive and management decisions proceeded 
from Frankfurt, Germany, where I lived. Germany was my fatherland, by 
birth and by divine guidance. God had ordained it to be so.

For those who do not know me, let me pause to introduce myself. 
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I am Reinhard Bonnke, a German-born evangelist. I went to South 
Africa in 1967 as a missionary. That move was not undertaken lightly. I 
had received a clear call to Africa as ten-year-old boy. I was the son of a 
German Pentecostal preacher, but not even my parents believed in my 
call. Shortly after my arrival in Africa at the age of twenty-seven, the Lord 
moved me away from the status of “missionary.” 

The mission organization had kept me preaching primarily to white 
people. In 1968, I began to preach to black people, and I experienced 
the true passion of my calling. I began playing my accordion to attract 
crowds on the streets of Maseru, in the mountain kingdom of Lesotho. 
Sometimes, I preached only to the two or three people who had stopped 
to stare at the blond-haired, blue-eyed foreigner playing and singing in a 
language they did not understand. The small size of my crowds did not 
affect me. I preached the same then as I do now, through an interpreter; 
except that today, the crowds can number more than one million people. 
But no one begins at the top. After becoming an evangelist in 1968, I 
began to reach more and more Africans as I followed the still, small voice 
of the Spirit of God within my heart. (See 1 Kings 19:12.)

In 1986, after eighteen years in South Africa, the Lord directed me to 
move my headquarters to Frankfurt. I was forty-six years old. The divine 
timing of this move prevented the stain of apartheid from affecting the 
work of our ministry. For the next eight years, South Africa struggled 
to transition to its new form of democracy. Meanwhile, Christ for All 
Nations was catapulted into favor and prominence all over Africa. This 
was not the kind of blessing that came from careful business planning. It 
had come from the hand of God alone, and I knew it.

Then, in 2000, we experienced the Millennium Crusade in Lagos, 
Nigeria. It marked a pinnacle in the journey of that young German boy 
who had heard the voice of God calling him to Africa to win souls for 
Christ. On the final night of that crusade, I preached the gospel to a crowd 
of 1.6 million people. My team had trained more than 200,000 people 
to follow up with the attendees over the course of six days of meetings. 
Those workers were equipped with $1.2 million in books and discipleship 
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materials. We had 2,000 ushers and 1,000 local policemen for crowd con-
trol. On that final night, when I gave the invitation for sinners to repent, 
1,093,000 people made the decision to put their faith in Jesus. Over those 
six days, more than 6 million Nigerians attended the crusade, with a total 
of 3,461,171 decisions for Christ registered. These numbers stagger the 
mind.

PRESERVING THE 
MILLENNIUM HARVEST

On Saturday, December 1, 2001, as I pondered the question of whether 
to move to America, we were still riding the crest of the Millennium 
Crusade. I had recently traveled the one hundred miles from Ibadan to 
Lagos, in order to rest and prepare for the final meetings of the year in 
the smaller city of Oshogbo, Nigeria. In Ibadan, our crowds had swelled 
to 1.3 million people by the final night. A total of 3.9 million people had 
attended the event, with more than 2.6 million accepting Christ. 

The supernatural millennium harvest was continuing at full force 
in 2001. This is called momentum. Anyone who watches sporting events 
knows the power of momentum. An inferior team can often defeat a supe-
rior team by riding a wave of momentum to an unexpected result. With 
such momentum moving our ministry, how could I risk stopping it by 
undertaking such a drastic change of relocating to a different continent? 
We had registered more than 52 million decisions for Christ during more 
than a decade of directing our efforts from our home in Frankfurt. 

Adding to the pressure, the upcoming meetings in Oshogbo were heavy 
on my mind. I had recently received a phone call telling me that Sunday 
Aranziola, the young bass guitarist scheduled to play in our crusade band, 
had been martyred in Oshogbo by Muslim extremists only a few days 
prior. This killing had occurred only two months after the September 11 
attacks in the U.S. The whole world was reeling with fear and uncertainty. 
How many worshippers of Allah would be stirred to strike a blow for the 
cause of jihad? Nobody knew. This young man named Sunday had been 
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targeted while putting up Reinhard Bonnke crusade posters throughout 
the city. The radicals had followed him to his home, waited for the cover 
of darkness, and then had broken down the door and, in front of his father 
and mother, dragged him from his bed, beating him with clubs. 

“Jesus, what shall I do?” his father had heard him call as he was driven 
from the house into the darkened street. “What shall I do?” 

“Say ‘Allahu akbar’!” the young men demanded. “Say it! ‘Allahu 
akbar’!”

This is an Islamic phrase, meaning “God is greatest.”

“Jesus is Lord!” Sunday replied.

Those were his last words before they beat him to death.  

Christians in Oshogbo were enraged. They threatened to retaliate 
with violence against the Muslim population. Oshogbo was home to the 
Grand Mosque, located at the center of the city. The situation was as dan-
gerous as a candle burning in a pool of gasoline. My team had cleared a 
large field on the edge of the city, far from the mosque. Oshogbo had a 
soccer stadium near the city center that seated ten thousand people, but 
we had rejected it. Even if we had filled the playing field and the stands to 
standing room only, it would have accommodated only a fraction of the 
crowds of people who had been attending our crusades in Nigeria. Such a 
crowd, if aroused to violence, would have jeopardized all the momentum 
of the supernatural harvest we had just experienced in Nigeria. This very 
thing had happened before.

Ever in my memory was the crusade of October 1991, in Kano, 
Nigeria. Our coming to the city had sparked violence from the Muslims 
living there, as well. Our team had been forced to flee the city, seeing dead 
bodies and wreckage in the streets as they fled. Muslim mobs ruled the 
day, and Christians were being killed on sight. Hundreds died. 

The rumor mill blamed us for that mayhem. For most people, alas, 
perception is reality. They believed what they read in the newspapers, and 
the word-of-mouth gossip spread. “Bonnke brought violence to Kano; 
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how can he claim to serve the Prince of Peace?” Our supposed culpability 
became our reputation, even though an extensive investigation was con-
ducted, after which the local governor issued a report exonerating us of all 
blame. Nevertheless, Christ for All Nations was banned from Nigeria for 
nearly a decade. At the time, it appeared that Satan had won the day and 
that Jesus had been forced to retreat.

Through an incredible journey of faith and miracles, all of which are 
documented in my autobiography, Living a Life of Fire, we had been invited 
back into the country in 1999. The explosion of positive response at our 
return was beyond anything that could have been planned or anticipated. 
What Satan had meant for evil, God turned into an absolutely unprec-
edented harvest. The crusades we held in 2000, and those that followed 
in 2001, made us a household name in this nation of 140 million souls.

SINCERELY, OSAMA BIN LADEN
Once again, in Oshogbo, the specter of violence raised its ugly head. 

At first, I prepared our team to cancel the meetings and put our equip-
ment into storage until the following season. Then we received a message 
from the Muslim governor of Osun State. He had been privy to the exten-
sive study of the violence in Kano and knew that we were not to blame.

“If anyone can bring peace to Oshogbo and prevent an outbreak of 
religious war, it is Reinhard Bonnke,” he said. 

He believed that cancelling the meetings was more likely to trigger 
violence than my coming and preaching to the crowds, due to the disap-
pointment that would result. He knew that our message was one of life 
and not death, and he urged my team not to cancel. After considering his 
request with great care, we agreed to go forward. But we had no guarantee 
of success. Nor could we offer a guarantee that peace would rule the day. 
That remained beyond our control.

So much was happening of such magnitude, I could not sort it out in 
the natural. 
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Six months before the September 11 attacks, I had received a threat-
ening personal message from none other than Osama bin Laden. The 
same message was sent to all of our offices around the world. I had been 
put on Al-Qaeda’s hit list because I had dared to lead Muslims to faith in 
Jesus Christ at an Easter crusade in Khartoum, Sudan, earlier that year. 
Moreover, I was mindful of the fact that several of the Al-Qaeda terror-
ists who had piloted planes into the buildings on September 11, 2001, had 
trained just miles from my would-be home in Florida. A move to America 
would hardly keep me out of the crosshairs. To put it mildly, this was no 
ordinary day of decision in my life and ministry.

I have tried to give you a glimpse of my situation on Saturday, December 
1, 2001, in Lagos, Nigeria. I cannot imagine how anyone could have stood 
in my shoes and faced such choices without trembling. Actually, I was not 
standing; I was moving back and forth like a caged lion. I had set aside the 
entire day for prayer—prayer, fasting, and pacing. Lots of pacing. In my 
autobiography, I wrote about that day: 

I paced so much I nearly wore out the carpet. “Lord, should I 
make the move to Orlando? Yes or no? What is Your direction to 
me?” Finally, in the afternoon, I reached a place of peace. 

This hardly tells the whole story. I left out critical details that I now 
share with you. You see, when I wrote my autobiography, I deliberately 
left out Daniel’s story, because I always believed that it deserved a book 
of its own.

PEACE AND REST
As I paced and prayed, I sought a moment when peace would flood 

my soul. Whenever I am faced with a difficult decision, I seek to have the 
peace of God rule in my heart. This is a spiritual peace that bypasses the 
mind. The apostle Paul described it in Scripture as the peace “which pass-
eth all understanding” (Philippians 4:7). As I prayed, I received that peace 
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in the late afternoon. How can I describe it? Nothing in my circumstances 
had changed. I can tell you only that I stopped pacing, I stopped praying, 
and I stopped fasting. It is important to know, however, that this peace did 
not come from knowing the best decision to make. It came from knowing 
that God had heard my prayer and had answered it. He had not made the 
answer known to my mind, but He had downloaded His peace into my 
spirit. 

We are creatures with a body, soul, and spirit. Our soul is where the 
mind lives. When we receive an answer from the Holy Spirit, peace in our 
spirit is the result. But it is a peace that passes understanding. That means 
the mind is not the channel for it. This is where the mind must operate in 
faith, believing what the Spirit has spoken, in spite of any natural evidence 
to the contrary. 

The apostle Paul provided our best descriptions of this kind of faith. 
He said, “For we walk by faith, not by sight” (2 Corinthians 5:7). In another 
place, he said, “For now we see through a glass, darkly…” (1 Corinthians 
13:12). Just before that, he wrote, “We know in part, and we prophesy in 
part” (1 Corinthians 13:9). It is important to trust the Word of God above 
our own thoughts and feelings in all matters. This is especially true in dif-
ficult decisions. That day, everything I saw with my eyes, and everything 
I understood with my mind, would have led me in a very different direc-
tion from that of the peace in my heart. And so, I had peace but no clear 
answer.

Facing the circumstances of that day, I decided to do something I had 
never done before. While I do not recommend it as a regular practice, 
there are no pat formulas with God; He does not dance to our tune. But 
we are in a relationship with Him—a relationship as unique and as indi-
vidual as our DNA, our fingerprints, and our retinal scans. 

I think of the relationship the Savior had with Peter and John, 
recorded in John’s gospel. This relationship was illustrated well in the 
account of the Last Supper, when Jesus told Peter that his life would end 
in martyrdom. Peter was naturally not happy to hear it. Who would wel-
come such news? He turned and saw John, who had laid his head on Jesus’ 
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chest. John seemed to seek a relationship with Jesus in a way Peter never 
would have considered. Peter wondered if Jesus would give John special 
treatment because of his tender, affectionate nature. He wondered if “the 
other disciple, whom Jesus loved” (John 20:2) would escape the kind of mar-
tyrdom that he faced.  

Peter seeing him saith to Jesus, Lord, and what shall this man do? Jesus 
saith unto him, If I will that he tarry till I come, what is that to thee? 
follow thou me.  (John 21:21–22)

Each of us receives our own answer. Our relationship with Jesus is not 
determined by someone else’s relationship with Him. It is one-to-one, and 
He delights in our childlike trust. “Ask, and it shall be given you,” He said; 
“seek, and ye shall find” (Matthew 7:7). 

In a moment of bold inspiration, I asked God—who had first called 
me as a child—for a sign that would now confirm that I should go ahead 
with the move to America. In essence, I put a kind of “fleece” before the 
Lord, as Gideon did. (See Judges 6:36–40.) Oh, I know there are those 
who will now criticize me for this Old Testament method of hearing from 
God. I humbly suggest that the Lord might answer, as He did to Peter, 
“What is that to thee?” Each of us must follow Him in the integrity of our 
heart. 

THE ULTIMATE SIGN
For those who do not know what is meant by a “fleece,” let me describe 

it to you. In the sixth chapter of the book of Judges, Gideon took the 
fleece of a lamb and placed it on the ground as night fell. He wanted to be 
sure that God would be with him in the coming battle against an army of 
overwhelming odds, and so he asked that in the morning, he would find 
the fleece drenched with dew, yet the ground around it dry, if God was 
going to deliver the enemy into his hand. The next morning, the fleece was 
indeed wet—Gideon wrung a bowlful of dew from it, in fact—while the 
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ground was dry. But, like us, Gideon still saw through a darkened glass. 
He knew in part, but his mind was still beset by uncertainty. Perhaps, he 
suspected, the ground was naturally saturated with the dew, while the fleece 
naturally retained the moisture. In other words, he suspected that nature 
had spoken, not God. So, he begged God to allow him to ask for one more 
sign. He asked that the next morning, the fleece would be dry, while the 
ground around it was wet. And so it was. God did not reject or despise 
Gideon for seeking this extra measure of reassurance. 

In my case, in that hotel room in Lagos, I asked for something very 
specific. I said, “Lord, I am asking You for a sign. I’ve never asked You for 
signs, but this time, I need a sign. If You want me to move to America, 
I want You to do something that I have never ever seen happen in my 
ministry.”

Now, the Lord knew I had seen thousands of amazing miracles. When 
the gospel is preached, blind eyes are opened, cripples leap and walk, the 
deaf hear, and the mute speak. Doors even open to prisoners on death 
row. In this case, however, something spectacular would have to occur 
that would rise above all of those past miracles. It never entered my mind 
to wonder what it would be. Little did I know, as I asked for a sign in that 
hotel room in Lagos, that Daniel Ekechukwu was lying dead in a coffin in 
the Ikeduru General Hospital mortuary, partially embalmed with form-
aldehyde, and that, in less than twenty-four hours, our paths would cross, 
and he would rise from the dead. 

In total ignorance of such matters, I went to dinner at the hotel eatery, 
the Crockpot Restaurant. Then, after preparing myself for Sunday, I went 
to bed. 


