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‘They overcame him  
by the blood of the Lamb  
and the word of their testimony;  
they did not love their lives so much as to shrink  
from death’  
Revelation chapter 12 verse 11  
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Dedicated to the God of gods,  
who cared to know me and Father me 
when I knew nothing at all  
Thank you Daddy xxx  
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Prologue  
 
As for your birth, in the day you were born your navel was not cut, neither were you  
washed in water to cleanse you; you weren't salted at all, nor swaddled at all. No eye  
pitied you, to do any of these things to you, to have compassion on you; but you were  
cast out in the open field, for that your person was abhorred, in the day that you were  
born.  
When I passed by you, and saw you weltering in your blood, I said to you, Though you  
are in your blood, live; yes, I said to you, Though you are in your blood, live.  
I caused you to multiply as that which grows in the field, and you increased and grew 
great, and you attained to excellent ornament; your breasts were fashioned, and your hair  
was grown; yet you were naked and bare. Now when I passed by you, and looked at you,  
behold, your time was the time of love; and I spread my skirt over you, and covered your  
nakedness: yes, I swore to you, and entered into a covenant with you, says the Lord  
Yahweh, and you became mine.  
Then washed I you with water; yes, I thoroughly washed away your blood from you, and  
I anointed you with oil. I clothed you also with embroidered work, and shod you with  
sealskin, and I girded you about with fine linen, and covered you with silk. I decked you  
with ornaments, and I put bracelets on your hands, and a chain on your neck. I put a ring  
on your nose, and earrings in your ears, and a beautiful crown on your head. Thus was  
you decked with gold and silver; and your clothing was of fine linen, and silk, and  
embroidered work; you ate fine flour, and honey, and oil; and you were exceeding  
beautiful, and you did prosper to royal estate.  
Your renown went forth among the nations for your beauty; for it was perfect, through  
my majesty which I had put on you, says the Lord Yahweh.  
Ezekiel 16:4-14 WEB  
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THE LAW AND THE TESTIMONY  
 
1. ‘You shall have no other gods before me’  
gods elohiym : strengths, mights, or powers – Hebrew –   
 
Why are people so petrified of Satan? What is this god that dares to demand the very fear  
of the Almighty from the heart of man? I had been both fearful and intrigued after  
imbibing tale after tale of this secret power. Mummy said to open the bible to the page  
with Psalm 91 on it, and put it under my pillow. That should scare them all away. But  
still I woke up in the middle of the night, absolutely paralyzed, unable to twitch a single  
muscle. What was that tall, skinny, shadowy figure in the bedroom doorway? Maybe if I  
tried really hard, I’d fall asleep again and that menacing man would go away. Or maybe  
he’d kill me in my sleep and I would slip painlessly into eternity. 
Another terrifying night. Why can’t the nights be as carefree as the daytime? Mummy  
says all the witches and wizards come out to kill at night. She says to shout JESUS if they 
try to kill me in my dreams. That should scare them all away. So why didn’t that ugly  
witch run away when I screamed JESUS at her over and over again? And why wouldn’t  
the words come out loud when I was straining with all my strength? Thank God I woke  
up just in time, before she caught me and killed me. When will morning come?  
Everyone says you’ve got to be a fool not to take precautions and protection against  
witches and wizards. They should know, they’ve fought through some ghastly  
encounters. I don’t need to live tormented like these people … with deadly diseases,  
deformed bodies, bereavement, lunacy, deep poverty…No. I’m going to be smarter than  
they’ve been and lay hold of this power for myself. I’ve seen people on TV who have  
power to overcome witches and wizards. These people I’ve seen don’t bother with  
warlocks, they deal with demons directly…and so I determined within myself at about  
the age of 13 years, to become so spiritually powerful that no spirit would ever oppress  
me with fear again. The answer must be in magic I thought to myself; magic stories  
always have a happy ending don’t they? And haven’t these spirits proven to be real gods;  
more powerful than Jesus and the bible? Or are they?  
The journey through magic was long and winding. Daddy’s books were handy, with titles  
from Soul Power to Astrology. The late night horror movies opened my mind to fantastic  
possibilities…of vengefulness and hatred, and the powers of a chant. I learned the secret  
workings of sororities and fraternities, but opted to work solo myself. Soon I was soul- 
traveling and seeing spirits. I would sit for hours meditating and chanting until my soul  
left my body in a trance, just so I could see and hear the spirits around me. In this way, I  
learned to peek into the future and give some accurate predictions. That was some power,  
but I was hungry for much more. I sourced books and read voraciously. I practiced  
focusing my thoughts on other people’s minds, so they would think what I want them to.  
Then I went on to practicing the same thing on objects, to make them move by  
telekinesis.  
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THE LAW AND THE TESTIMONY  
 
Still I was not satisfied with those levels of power. I studied hypnotic powers and  
bought books on ancient Greek and Babylonian mysticism. 
The symbolism of witchcraft was particularly fascinating, with its chalk-marks,  
circles, dolls and pins, the lighting and snuffing out of candles, and the unleashing of  
curses. It was not enough though. I knew there was more power out there.  
I kept practicing, and I kept studying the dark powers. The nightmares were fewer  
now and I was growing more self-confident, and cocky? 
Fifteen and finished High School. I’m home alone and quite bored. One of my 
favourite pastimes is exploring all of Daddy’s stuff. This time I stumble upon some 
cigarillos, and decide to try smoking one. I thought it looked sophisticated but it  
wasn’t much fun otherwise. I’m still bored, so I delve into one of his Rosicrucian  
books, the one on astral travel. After a couple of hours, I meditate myself into astral  
projection. This trip is different though…there are no spirits…  
I was on a beach, with sand as far as the eye could see, for miles around. The  
atmosphere above the sand, and reaching through the sky was filled with the  
awesome Presence of the Creator God. Then like a zoom lens, I located my position  
on the beach. I was a particle, a tiny segment of a grain of sand. The Almighty God  
communicated with me by telepathy. He said “Note your significance in the earth  
compared to me. I am the Creator of all things, the Ruler of the universe, your Maker.  
The grain of sand is your entire family, and you are but a speck of it.” The trance  
ended abruptly, and I pondered this wonderful vision. I worshipped the God of gods 
on my knees with my lips, the one who would take the time to show up right in the  
middle of my rebellious astral projection. But I couldn’t make it happen again, I did  
not know the way to the Almighty God. 
Apocrypha. Rosicrucian Order. Babylonian gods. Hypnosis. Yoga and meditation.  
Telekinesis. Astral travel. Egyptian magic. Tarot. Spells and incantations. Fortune  
telling. Astrology. Witchcraft. Grail message. Islam. Even the Holy Bible. I would  
keep searching till I found the ultimate Power.  
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THE LAW AND THE TESTIMONY  
 
2. ‘You shall not make for yourself an idol in the form of anything in heaven above  
or on the earth beneath or in the waters below. You shall not bow down to them or  
worship them…’  
worship abad: compelled service, slavery – Hebrew –   
 
University. Many parents seemed to spell that word M-A-T-U-R-I-T-Y. That was  
alright by us teenagers who thought it was spelt F-R-E-E-D-O-M! In this land of  
discovery and opportunity, I’d found myself celebrated. How heavenly it feels for  
people, other people, to actually want to have my company. New friends, new  
clothes, night clubbing, dining out…this must be the life. Witty conversation, cat-  
whistles, hairdos and beauty tips, and to top it all, the nightly parade of hopeful young  
men. I should have known… I’m so bright and lovely, I’m a star! None but the best  
will do for me. He must be handsome, intelligent, and on wheels. I must be able to  
show him off anywhere, we must look the perfect couple. Now I must never be seen  
at any time looking less than beautiful. Isn’t there anything like permanent eye make- 
up, and sleep-proof hairdos? Well then, we’ll have to make do with a daily 3–hour  
mirror routine even if that means missing the morning lectures. The evening study  
time will have to be sacrificed to my glory, for my entertainment by the  
“hopefuls”…that definitely must not be missed.  
Dapo was so handsome. I thought he must be the most good-looking boy who had  
ever asked me out, and he wanted me to be his girlfriend. He was even more  
handsome than Lanre, my best friend’s boyfriend. And he was so cool, so self- 
assured. I felt so lucky to have a guy of this caliber coming after me that I wasted no  
time saying yes to him. 
Mummy taught me that every self-respecting girl keeps her virginity until her  
wedding day. None of my friends could see the point though, come to think of it  
neither could I. If I held on dogmatically, I risked losing my new clique. Well this  
virginity would have to be sacrificed to my glory. I’m a star now, my public image is  
my idol. I can’t afford to be devalued in this high society in which I now move.  
Back home on holiday, I met up with my old school friends. We shared our  
experiences of first semester at Uni. I confided in them that I was pregnant. I had to  
tell my mother. An abortion was arranged. My old friends were still virgins. Had it  
really been worth it? Was my glorious image worth all this sacrifice and blood? I felt  
sullied. I couldn’t even look my pre-college boyfriend in the eye when I said ‘No, I  
can’t come back and be your girl’.  
Last semester is winding up, end of year exams are just about done and everyone is in  
high spirits. There are parties everywhere. I wasn’t invited to this party for some 
reason, strange that all my friends are going. Finally my best friend broke the news to  
me ..it was Dapo’s birthday party. He hadn’t invited me because his main girlfriend  
was in town for the do! I was crushed. His main girlfriend? From out of town? So I  
was just his plaything? 
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I went out walking, the pouring rain mingling with my bitter tears. I walked and  
walked till there was no one in sight, then I let out the howls of anguish. My sense of  
humiliation was deep, I found reprieve only in that he never knew of the pregnancy. I  
simply came back from the holidays and continued our relationship like nothing  
happened. How naļve I was to have thought I had his heart. I wept for my own folly.  
A picture began to form in my mind, of Dapo with this girl, and all my so called  
friends with their dates…drinking, laughing, dancing, and perhaps sparing a pitiful  
thought for me-the prize fool. I contemplated the picture and wept with racking sobs  
in the rain, till I had no tears left. That’s when the thought seized me…I will kill them 
both, tonight!  
I focused my thoughts and my will, and began to astral project. I found him in a car,  
driving over a bridge and began to turn his car over the edge by telekinesis. Suddenly  
there was a very loud voice right inside my head, like a mighty clap of thunder. I  
recognized the voice of the Spirit of Almighty God saying:  
“WHAT ARE YOU DOING?”  
His voice and his question snapped me out of the trance, and I could not carry out the 
murder. I went back to the Women’s hostel, and cried myself to sleep.  
The girls came back in the wee hours of the morning, earlier than I expected. Ronke  
told me Dapo’s car had nearly created a ghastly accident on Third Mainland Bridge.  
She was driving too and would have been caught in it. They had all been quite shaken  
by the narrow escape. My blood raced as I asked about the time it occurred and she  
confirmed my thoughts. I had nearly been responsible for the deaths and injuries of a  
dozen or more people. Did I really need all that blood on the altar of my ego? 
Silently, I thanked the God whose power had kept me from such overwhelming guilt.  
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THE LAW AND THE TESTIMONY  
 
3. ‘You shall not take the name of the LORD your GOD in vain; for the LORD will  
not hold him guiltless that takes his name in vain’.  
vain – Hebrew - shāv: deception, lie  
 
I feel 17 going on 30. Adult life is so complicated, I‘m glad to have more wisdom 
than my years. I thought back to my younger days when even Mum sought my wise  
counsel. I thought back to the source of my wisdom. I was 6 years old, playing at  
home. Auntie Kofo called me to her room. She had a huge Bible in her lap, in it I saw  
a picture of angels at war. What was that all about? 
My aunt told me about Lucifer, and how he was thrown down from heaven because  
he rebelled against the Lord God. She told me that the once beautiful, shining angel  
became the ugly devil once he had been rejected from heaven. Then she told me he  
got Adam and Eve to become rebellious too, in the garden of Eden. She read me the  
Ten Commandments and how Jesus suffered for my sins and was hung up on a cross,  
bleeding to death for me. With Auntie Kofo’s help, I repented and prayed to the Lord,  
I made him my Lord. Now, she said, no more lies or you will surely go to hell! I felt  
like a million dollars that day and the next…really special. But the third day disaster  
struck my little bubble…I did the unthinkable: I broke a dinner plate. I lied my way  
out of trouble and waited for the thunder bolt. There was not any. So I lied again and  
again. I lied compulsively.  
I still prayed whenever I could not handle things. I knew God loved me because He  
always helped me when I prayed. More than that, He often spoke to me to teach me 
deep things about life, and to answer my most mind-boggling questions…like  
“what is the most important thing in life??”  
He was the source of my wisdom and I knew it. I felt that since God still spoke to me 
and loved me, I must not be such a bad person. Besides what I would have all the  
zealous campus evangelists know was: I do have a relationship with God  
thankyouverymuch! Why those upstarts presumed upon themselves to come 
preaching at me all the time was beyond me. With all their ‘holier than thou’ attitude,  
they’re the ones who need to go and find out what Christian means!  
But now I was feeling deeply discomfited inside. Something to do with being a  
deceiver and a hypocrite. Even though I was trying really hard, why couldn’t I stop  
lying – white lies, exaggerations, cover-up lies, secrets and cupboard skeletons; and  
yet maintaining a claim to righteousness as a Christian. LORD GOD I feel so  
wretched, so hopeless. None of my college friends can help me, none of them would  
even understand. Oh God, I have gone so far from you, can I ever find my way back? 
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THE LAW AND THE TESTIMONY 
 
4. ‘Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy’  
holy – Hebrew – qādāsh : make clean, dedicate, purify in absolute detail  
 
Young, free, and single on a Friday afternoon. Ronke and I decided to go to the  
shopping center in Surulere together, to pick up a Father’s day gift for her dad. The  
year was 1984. As we stood waiting for a taxi to take us back to the campus, a  
fashionably new jeep stopped to pick us up. The guys were good-looking enough and  
apparently quite well off. We accepted both the ride and their offer of dinner out on  
Saturday. They might have been married but who cared? We dumped them when they  
looked for more though, they were just a bit too old.  
I met Toks at a party one Friday night. He dropped me off on campus and promised to  
return on Saturday evening. He was suave, driving an old model Mercedes and  
oozing colonial British mannerisms. We went out to dinner, then to his house and had  
sex twice through Saturday night and once again, after he’d made me breakfast on  
Sunday morning. To think some of my friends were actually in church at that hour. If  
I had any sense, that’s where I’d be too. I felt physically sick. I’d sunk lower now  
than a prostitute. I was a cheap one-night –stand. I asked him to take me back to the  
campus and never come back. Shame covered me like a cloak.  
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THE LAW AND THE TESTIMONY  
 
5. Honour your father and your mother, so that you may live long in the land the  
LORD your GOD is giving you.  
honour – Hebrew – kābad : to make weighty, to enrich  
 
I thought back to my high school days, to the days when I used to save up my lunch  
allowance to buy anniversary gifts for my parents, Christmas and Birthday gifts for  
my family. I remembered the days at Mummy’s shop with a shudder. I used to go out  
among the commuters at the bus station, vending bottles of soda from off my head.  
I’d return to the shop with the money from the sales, hand it over to Mum, then  
exchange the empty drinks crate for a full chilled one which would be placed on my 
head. I’d then go on another round. Five to six rounds after lunch would be  
considered sufficient for the evening. 
I’d hated this work. I found it demeaning, going out every time with the fervent  
prayer that I wouldn’t bump into any familiar faces. Now in the security of my new  
found social standing at college, I felt I’d come a long way.  
I didn’t see my family much these days; didn’t care to. Well except at the end of the  
month when I went to pick up my pocket money, and raid the pantry. They owe me 
that don’t they? Must see if I can get Dad to pay for a vacation trip abroad this  
year…he just must. All my friends are going; I can’t afford to not go!  
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THE LAW AND THE TESTIMONY  
 
6. You shall not murder 
murder – Hebrew – rātsach : to dash in pieces, kill a human being  
 
If I just had the guts, I would kill that woman and settle the score tonight! I hate my 
mother with a passion, have done since I was eight. That was ten years back and I  
was still counting. I remembered every hurtful word, every act of partiality, every  
uncelebrated birthday. My mind kept good records and she kept adding to the list of  
her uncountable offences against me. I dreamed delightfully of strangling her to death  
in her sleep, but I feared she would wake up and overpower me.  
Didn’t I read somewhere that hate is the precursor of murder? I never did summon  
enough courage to kill Mum, but what sort of mother have I now become? Such  
thoughts do not bear contemplation…too painful. What I need to do is keep my mind  
on the facts: only foolish girls keep babies till full term, babies ruin your future  
forever, they absolutely must be removed, we’re too young to get married and  
besides, who wants to marry him anyway??  
Ronke introduced me to a potent little white saviour. All I need do is flush it down  
with a glass of water after any missed period. The little critter is guaranteed out  
within three days…cheaper and cleaner than those messy abortion clinics. In any  
case, when all else failed, we now knew enough doctors to get the imp pulled out.  
Here in Medical School, we know they’re not real babies, they’re just a bunch of  
cells.  
So why can’t I bear to live with the thought that I’ve just denied the life, hopes and  
potential of another human being? Again.  
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THE LAW AND THE TESTIMONY  
 
7. You shall not commit adultery 
adultery – Hebrew – nāįan: that breaks wedlock, to apostatize  
 
8. You shall not steal: {secretly carry away}  
 
9. You shall not give false testimony: {speak lies} against your neighbour  
 
10. You shall not covet: {desire} your neighbour’s house…or anything that belongs  
to your neighbour  
 
Guilty. Guilty. Guilty. Guilty.  
Guilty of stealing from my family and friends.  
Guilty of ‘sweetened’ malicious gossip.  
Guilty of longing for stuff that’s not mine…my friend’s perfume, my classmate’s  
clothes, her boyfriend’s car, whatever…  
I thought I might at least be innocent of adultery, after all I wasn’t married. Yet there  
had been that little conversation between the Lord and I the other evening…  
“Will you return to me now? Will you walk faithfully with me as I have with you  
through the years?”  
“LORD, I’m sorry. I can’t promise to be faithful to you. I’m a woman; I feel weak  
and lonely, and incomplete. If a guy came up to fill that lonely void, he’d want me to  
also go to bed with him; and I would oblige just to keep him. 
LORD please be patient with me till after I’m married, then I will be able to walk  
with you with a clean conscience.”  
Two failed relationships later I was still as lonely as ever, and thoroughly  
disillusioned. These guys hadn’t loved me, yet I’d given them everything. How I  
longed to be understood. How I longed to be wise, to know how to handle life. How I  
wished I had an older brother, a friend of the opposite sex to teach me the ropes.  
LORD could you…? Would you? 
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LORD HAVE PATIENCE  
 
Deji was Ronke’s older brother, my friend Ronke. He was an undergrad of another  
college, and quite a handful I gathered…the riotous, motor- biking type. When I  
finally met him, I was quite unprepared for what I saw. He was good-looking,  
extremely witty and drove… a car- an old banger. I was completely taken in by him, 
as I could see he was by me. We arranged to meet again. And again. And again.  
This was all so different; mature, platonic. This guy took a real interest in me….my 
thoughts, my feelings, and my plans for the future…the things that mattered. He was  
a deep thinker, he didn’t mind letting me in on his thoughts and his heart. It was  
almost too good to be true; a pure friendship sent to me from no less than God  
Himself! I was so happy. I loved Deji so deeply that it hurt to keep on seeing him 
without saying so. I waited about a week for him to make a move towards me in that  
way, but he showed no interest in re-defining our relationship. Finally I plucked up  
the courage to discuss it, and invited him to take a long walk with me. We went to  
one of my favourite spots, under a huge Flamboyant tree on the edge of an open field.  
I began to explain my predicament. I had fallen in love with him. Was he in love with  
me? Could we start dating? It would be my honour. Would he hold me forever, would  
he marry me? My mind was in turmoil. Was I throwing myself at this man? Could I  
trust him with the contents of my heart now? I felt so vulnerable. I started and  
stopped again and again. Deji was the perfect gentleman that night. He wouldn’t rush  
me or pre-empt me, he just waited patiently while I fumbled for words. Then he  
laughed at my timidity as he stepped in to help me express my thoughts.  
No, he wouldn’t. He wouldn’t have a romantic relationship with me though he would  
love to. He wasn’t responsible enough he said, and I was too precious. I deserved a  
better man, and that man would surely come to me someday. For the present he felt  
greatly privileged just to be my friend. I held a special place in his heart, and no one  
would ever replace it.  
I did not know whether to laugh or cry that night. My low self-esteem was fast  
disappearing as he spoke, and in its place a sense of real worth as a woman. He’d hurt  
me, and yet he’d healed me. I could feel many years of sexual abuse rolling off me…  
I was about six years old when I discovered it.  
I wonder how I found out, all I know is it feels real good rubbing ‘down there’. So  
now I do it every night. Half asleep on the living-room sofa one evening, I felt a  
stinging slap across my bottom. I woke up startled to see Mum scowling down at me.  
“Stop that!” she hissed…I’d been merrily wriggling and rubbing myself again. She  
brought me to her room and opened up the big Bible at the Ten Commandments. She  
showed me that ‘adultery’ and ‘fornication’ are terrible sins, and God will punish  
people who ‘abuse’ themselves. I didn’t quite understand the lingo or the connection  
but I sure didn’t want God to send me to hell. So I prayed with her and asked God to  
forgive me. Nevertheless, I was already hooked. So now I would do it secretly every  
night.  
One afternoon while we were all playing, Uncle Christopher called my cousin and I  
to the living room and did something strange. He locked the door and unzipped his  
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fly. I was quite shocked to see all that hair he had down there. He tried to convince us  
to put our hands over into his pants and rub him, but we wouldn’t. It just didn’t feel  
right, though I really was curious to try. My cousin was adamant and began to  
scream. Uncle Christopher zipped himself up and let us out. Uncle Ebenezer  
downstairs was not as scary though. I loved to sit on his lap while he chatted or  
watched TV. I would put my head on his chest and he would rub his hard crotch  
against mine for hours. Then there was Uncle Henry who spiced me up first with  
pornographic magazines. (Grandma caught him on top of me one night, and he was  
fired from being Mum’s chauffeur!) Then there was Uncle Dotun whose hands knew  
no barriers on my developing twelve-year-old body. The strange thing was I could  
never get rid of the feeling that this was all wrong, but how do you tell a grown up to  
“stop it”? Besides I was not only hooked on the sexual pleasure, I was hooked on the  
feeling of being wanted sexually. My hemlines went up, my necklines plunged down  
and undergarments phased out. At college I thrived on cat-calls and whistles…  
Without realizing it, my self-image had sunk from “Woman of great potential” to  
“Female sex-object”. It suddenly dawned on me now as I sat listening to Deji, that I  
have a lot more to offer a man than my body. My mind was being healed by the worth  
and respect he was giving me. I could have danced on air that night.  
LORD GOD, I’m so grateful to you for giving me a wonderful new big brother.  
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Stepping back from life to get an objective view has a strangely enlightening effect on  
the mind. My roommates were chatting gaily with their visitors, a cassette playing  
music in the background. I roused slowly from my afternoon nap, trying to decipher  
the atmosphere from my state of half-slumber. It felt somewhat hostile, so I decided  
to remain under the guise of sleep, to examine and understand the enmity I could  
sense so keenly. Snatches of conversation soon brought things to focus. My  
popularity had given way to notoriety. I was a ‘shameless hussy’ and ‘a disgrace to  
womanhood’. “Like a prostitute, different shapes and sizes of men came to take me 
out every evening; I’d even been seen in the parking lot when Deji was ‘humping’ me 
in his car.”  
The next four days were positively heart-breaking, a living nightmare. Ronke told me 
she’d heard the rumours, so had my ex-boyfriend Tayo. It seemed the entire women’s  
hostel was buzzing with gossip about me. It was so painful just to face everyone in  
the morning, I took to using the communal bathroom late at night, and I stopped  
going to lectures.  
They said ‘there is no smoke without a fire’ so nobody cared to question the rumours.  
Yet their claims were so unfounded. It was true that I went out a lot, and had many  
dates, but I hadn’t been to bed with any of them except Toks, my first and last one- 
night-stand. There certainly was nothing physical going on between Deji and I.  
True I was no virgin, but I was no more promiscuous in my opinion than the average  
campus socialite. As far as I knew, none of my judges was any purer, morally, than  
me. The charges were totally unfair.  
I was forced to retreat into myself, and live like a hermit. I took to taking long walks  
and making lone trips to the lagoon or the beach, at nights. I began to long for the  
LORD GOD; the faithful GOD of my childhood. To my shame I found Him waiting  
and welcoming. I had deserted Him but He had never stopped longing after me. So  
faithful. So true. I received His love and company with indescribably deep gratitude. I  
pledged to never forget Him again, to serve Him with my whole life and let Him be  
my joy and fulfillment.  
The memory of an old movie flashed through my mind. Dad had taken us all out to  
see “Sound of Music” when I was ten. I recalled how dedicated and godly the nuns  
were. So I made a solemn promise to the LORD who had remained true to me; that  
my feminity would never again stand between us. After graduation I would join the  
Order and become a nun.  
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I couldn’t quite fathom the young man sitting across from my bed. He was absolutely  
charming. None of us knew who he was or whom he’d come to visit. Three of us  
shared that room, and though he was sitting in my end, I did not know him.  
Nevertheless, he was completely at ease and had us all in stitches with his humour.  
He left the same way he came: unescorted.  
My intensive class-cutting paid off handsomely at the end of the semester. To my 
astonishment I failed. I was advised to attend Summer tutorials and do over the first  
year medical exams. Campus was a ghost town, just perfect for intensive study. I  
worked hard, and took long meditative walks for recreation. One night, the young  
man caught up with me on a lonely road. He introduced himself this time, his name 
was Wole. We sat together under that great old Flamboyant tree, smoking and talking  
at length. We discussed life and the mystery of God. We shared our experiences in an  
unjust and condemning society. We expressed together our disillusionment with the  
practice of magic, and the emptiness of religion. We understood each other. We 
became friends.  
I bumped into him on many a long walk after that, and we’d talk. Sometimes he  
would come over to my room to invite me for a walk. Other times, after many hours  
walking and sitting under trees, he would invite me to his place for a snack or a meal.  
We enjoyed each other’s company. Once again I was being blessed with the sweet  
treasure of friendship. The exams were interesting, and easy. I passed.  
It must have been sometime in November 1985. Wole walked me back to the hostel  
after many happy hours of conversation at his place. I thought he must be the most  
talkative man I’d ever known, but he really was entertaining company. Now at about  
1:00am, I was trying to say a very quick goodnight, fearful of starting up a fresh wave  
of gossip. I turned to leave and took two steps before he called me back. Looking  
helpless, hands hanging limp at his sides,  
he said “I’ve fallen in love with you”. I was stunned.  
I thought “how could you have done something so stupid?”  
Out loud I said “I wish you hadn’t. I really do like you but I’m not in love with you.  
I’m sorry you feel that way about me because I’ve promised God I’m staying single.”  
Wole said “If I must ask God to re-write your destiny for me, I will”.  
I told him I’d quit playing. If there was no intention of marriage, I wasn’t game.  
He said simply “ I want to marry you Funke, I’ve never said this to any woman.”  
He wanted me to promise him I would at least ask God before giving my final  
answer. I promised.  
I sought an answer from God. I prayed. I went out to the beach and sat for hours  
alone, listening to my heart. I fasted off food for some days, and prayed some more. I  
heard nothing. I went home and spoke to Mum about Wole wanting to marry me, and  
she took me to see a seer! I was not convinced by his visions, so I kept on asking God  
for myself. Finally God spoke to my heart. HE asked me what I thought of the young  
man. I answered honestly, that if I hadn’t vowed to become a nun he would be the  
perfect husband for me. Nevertheless I would not let him into my heart without Your  
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permission LORD. Deep within my heart, beyond my thoughts, I heard the LORD  
say to me… “He is a diamond in the rough, a thorny treasure. He’s hiding his claws  
from you now, but he will hurt you deeply. Yet, if you can endure and work with him, 
he will give you many years of joy. He is my gift to you.”  
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Our relationship was deadly to our lives. Murder seemed to hang perpetually in the  
air between us. Everyday life was a maze of ferocious verbal abuse, wild temper  
tantrums, physical conflicts, crazed and suicidal thoughts (his were crazed and mine  
were suicidal!). Then there were the bloody nightmares and Wole’s drinking, and all  
that occultism we were both practicing that kept blowing up in our faces. His demons  
would not accept me and they kept causing trouble. One night, I dreamt ‘Black  
Arrow’ stepped on my stomach just to stand and speak to Wole. I woke up with an  
excruciating belly-ache. All my cooking turned out horrible till he banished a certain  
feminine demon from his apartment. Once during a bitter quarrel, I unleashed a  
terrible curse on him, then spent months remorsefully trying to find the anecdote. We 
were a desperate couple searching for the light of life.  
Wole’s mantra for us was “Love will make us all magicians.” He believed love would  
lead us to the miracle our lives were in dire need of. The uncanny thing was, the force  
we could feel keeping us together was far greater than the forces which were dividing  
us. As hard as it was staying together, we found it impossible to stay separated.  
One evening I told Wole I was going to get myself an Al Qu’ran, to study. He was  
himself a self-confessed Buddhist. I told him I was on a quest to find the Ultimate  
truth about GOD since occultism had proven to be such a let-down. His answer  
startled me …“You already have the Truth”. “Where?” I asked. “It’s in your Bible”  
he answered simply. After all these years of searching for the way to God, to hear a  
Buddhist say it was right there in the Bible all along! It was a Divine revelation. I  
decided to test it.  
Wole practiced divination through Tarot. I took his tarot book to my room without  
letting him know. Then I fasted off food and water for three consecutive days. Every  
evening, I would place the book on the floor, sprinkle it lightly with olive oil, and call  
the name of the Lord Jesus over it. I called the tarot spirits by name and bound them 
in Jesus Holy name. I decreed the book powerless in Jesus name. Then I would eat. I  
also prayed that GOD would keep Wole’s mind off the book for the entire three days.  
On the last night, he ransacked his room looking for his book. He told me the spirits  
were crying out for him and asked me if I knew where the book was. I told him I’d  
taken it for a couple of days, and handed it to him. He held it for a few moments then  
flung it away with an outburst of “it’s empty! There’s nothing in it, it has lost its  
power!”. I tried hard to keep the smirk off my face. It worked! The bible worked! I  
had finally found the ultimate power: it was in the Bible!  
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The quarreling, the fighting, the drinking, life was a storm. Whenever I thought I  
could take no more, God would speak in my heart very gently “I’ve forgiven you of  
so much, is it too much to ask that you forgive him for my sake?” HE did this many  
times over.  
Then I was pregnant again.  
The first time, we’d both agreed to an abortion. I knew it was a great sin against  
GOD, and I tried to keep the baby. Wole convinced me that it made no sense to…we  
had no money, no home, and we were right in the middle of college. “What future  
could we possibly offer a child at this stage?” he argued. I saw his point, and one of  
his friends performed the extraction.  
A week afterwards he told me he had not slept well since the abortion. “The little boy  
keeps crying out to me in my dreams, saying ‘Why?’ ‘Why wouldn’t you let me 
live?’ It’s a recurring nightmare.”  
His words deepened my sense of guilt, I could not just cast the event behind me or  
block it out of my mind. I was forced to ask for God’s forgiveness, but I felt HE  
would never forgive me of such a great crime.  
That was a year ago, and we had come full circle. This time though, I would not give  
in. The pressure was great. His parents were angry, mine were disappointed. I was  
resolute. This baby stays. What I wasn’t telling was GOD had spoken to my heart  
about aborting this baby, and it wasn’t pleasant. HE said “If you abort this one, then  
as far as you are concerned on this earth, I will cease to exist. The heavens will be  
brass over you and the earth as iron, I will cease to hear your cries for help.” The fear  
of GOD’s threat was far greater in me than the fear of being a young single mother.  
One thing I knew, if I kept the child, I had GOD on my side to handle everything else.  
Everyone abandoned me to my ‘foolish’ decision. Wole told me ‘you’re on your  
own’. I packed a bag and left town for a few days, in search of God’s help. I went up  
a hill in Ilesha, where I knew a spiritual church held open-air meetings. With no food  
or money I fasted and prayed there for three days, and vowed to return with an  
offering of thanks, if GOD helped me. On the third day, a Minister came to ask me if  
I was hungry. He took me to a shack on the hillside, and made lunch for me. He also  
told me the LORD had heard my cry and everything would be alright. He arranged  
for two gentlemen to take me home to Lagos, after the evening prayer meeting. With  
these Divine acts of providence, I returned to campus comforted and strengthened.  
‘Without a doubt, the Almighty God is on my side and everything will work out just 
fine.’  
Wole came by the next afternoon. He stood in the doorway and said “Let it not be  
said , that Wole Alabi absconded his responsibilities. Let’s go. We’re taking care of  
this baby together.”  
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The miracles continued progressively, but the going was tough. We saved up my 
pocket-money and lived on his. Wole’s mum brought him extra food so we would not  
starve. He drank cheaper liquor to calm his anxieties, and got drunk more. We 
quarreled incessantly and grew leaner on our meager income. Ronke gave me several  
cuts of fabric to make maternity clothes. I made bigger clothes for myself, stitching  
them by hand. Dad furnished us with living quarters. Mum gave us baby stuff and  
hired a young domestic ‘to help when the baby’s born’. College faculty staff were  
hostile. The campus socialites treated us both with scornful tolerance.  
Years later, I found out that the zealous campus evangelists had been touched by God  
to pray fervently for us and our unborn baby. The same Christians I despised as  
powerless and ignorant. The revelation was very humbling.  
I was seven months pregnant. Wole and I sat under some trees, talking on a deserted  
campus road. It was a beautiful sunlit evening in August. He knelt upon one knee and  
asked me if I would marry him. I felt honoured that he would still deem it fit to ask;  
and I accepted. He took off one of a couple of bracelets which he’d bought for me,  
and slid it unto his own wrist as a sign between us. Then looking up to heaven, he  
called GOD to witness as he vowed to protect and care for the baby and I with his  
own life as long as he lived.  
Adesola was born two months later, the most beautiful baby girl I ever saw. Wole’s  
parents picked us up from the hospital and settled the bill for our stay. They took us  
all home, to the small apartment Mum and Dad had furnished to house our new  
family.  
A couple of months later, I took my pledge up the hill in Ilesha. I was in awe of GOD.  
And I was grateful.  
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Death had come and gone, leaving behind a trail of unanswered questions. Dad was  
killed in a car crash. At his funeral, a Roman Catholic priest I’d never seen before  
talked about him in glowing terms and spoke reassuringly of heaven and resurrection.  
I was neither fooled nor convinced. Dad might have been generous with his gifts to  
the church but I had never known him to be particularly holy. How could this stranger  
or any other of our placaters be so sure that ‘he was now in a better place’? The words 
were hollow and empty to my ears. I needed some answers.  
I needed to know the key to heaven.  
Wole had said the truth is in the Bible, but there are so many different versions!? 
I had a trip coming up: all fresh graduates had to be isolated to a military camp for a  
month, to be trained by soldiers. As I packed for my trip, I put every Bible version I  
could find into my case. I found four…Catholic, Watchtower, Revised standard, King  
James; then there was the eclectic Grail Message Remi had lent me. Remi was one of  
my classmates at college. She was beautiful and always calm, like some sort of real  
life Mona Lisa. She intrigued me. I wormed my way into her life, and made friends  
with her. With my own life being always chaotic, I was after her secret. I noticed she  
wore a distinct type of cross round her neck…it was a cross set within a circle. It  
seemed there was a link between that cross and her unflappable manner. After several  
probing discussions, she began to tell me about the Grail Message. I couldn’t quite  
follow the logic, but I was a keen learner, so she invited me to a couple of Grail  
meetings. When I still couldn’t grasp it, I asked her how I could get a copy of the  
Grail Message for myself. They were in three volumes and rather costly. Remi 
offered to lend me her mother’s copy to start me off. I gratefully accepted. 
I had also packed with me a book on ancient Egyptian magic, just for good measure.  
Now my plan was to compare all these writings and find the common thread of truth.  
Between getting through the rigorous camp routine and meeting with Wole, I studied.  
I studied hard into the night. After lights out, I continued by the light of my battery- 
operated torch. I studied and made notes, prayed and smoked cigarettes, and  
contemplated my findings. There was so much to learn and much to sift through.  
After camp was over, I had acquired much knowledge, but still had little  
understanding about the key to heaven.  
The ‘born again’ Christians at work seemed to know something I didn’t. They were  
always assured and confident. Their lifestyle of acceptance of each other without  
rivalry or discrimination, was a complete mystery to me. They were open and friendly  
towards me but I knew I didn’t belong. I bought myself a pocket-sized bible and  
carried it around, even read it occasionally. But I still didn’t belong. I took to  
attending weekly church meetings, even accepting invitations to their meetings. Still I  
didn’t belong. Angrily I decided that I have as much claim to God as any one of them,  
and stopped trying to fit in. After all, HE had answered all my prayers up to this point  
– big and little ones, open and secret ones. I decided I must be holy in a different way  
to them but in no way inferior.  
On their part they prayed for my soul.  
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June 1989. London at last. I feel like I’ve stepped into destiny. Back in the city of my 
birth, it’s time to really grow up. Segun, my brother, arrived just a week before me.  
He linked me up with Bayo, one of our cousins, till I could find my bearings. But it’s  
just me and GOD now, yet I know things will work out fine, just something I feel in  
my bones. Wole and I have been married a week. Looks to me like he and GOD  
contrived to bind us together, before I could literally take wings and fly out of his life  
forever. Honestly though, why couldn’t we just live together peacefully like  
everybody else? Well, the nuptial knot is tied, the bride has been kissed, and this  
marriage has been consummated till death us do part. So we’ve simply got to make it  
work.  
I prayed for everything…lodgings, a job, food. GOD heard my every prayer and gave  
me much favour. The nights were lonely. I read a lot from my pocket Bible and  
contemplated the writings. Much of it made no sense to me. How could any educated  
person believe Mary’s story? What does she mean she got pregnant without any  
sperm? Like Wole would say “tell that to the birds and the astronauts!” And all those  
long-winded arguments of Paul gave me a headache just trying to catch up! How I  
missed Adesola’s little arms round my neck. I smoked a lot. I cried a lot. And I  
prayed for everything…for all the lonely people in the world, and the homeless, the  
fatherless, people at sea, and those in prison…everybody in the world who was  
suffering.  
Months later I knelt by my bedside to thank GOD for being so faithful to me. I was  
truly grateful for HIS help during this difficult time of settling into London. I was so  
grateful that I wanted to do something to show it. I decided to read my Bible to make  
GOD happy, as I had abandoned it for quite a while. I flipped it open, expecting GOD  
to speak to me from whatever page came up. To my consternation, the whole page  
was an angry rebuke. The rebuke was written against Israel, but I understood that  
GOD was giving those words to me. I saw myself in Israel, the sins they had  
committed were the same as my lifestyle. I thought it must be coincidence, so I tried 
again. When I flipped the Bible open, the same thing happened again, different page  
this time. I began to tremble, and I tried one more time. There was no reprieve. My  
lifestyle was painted out in those words with uncanny and alarming accuracy. My  
own sins were highlighted in my mind one after the other as I read GOD’s angry  
message to the nation of Israel. Suddenly my whole sense of self-justification was  
completely shattered. I never saw myself as a bad person, and I thought GOD liked  
me. I said in frustration “If that’s the way you felt about me all these years, why have  
you been blessing me?” HE said “I didn’t do it because you are good, I did it because  
I AM.” I began to weep uncontrollably, in guilt and despair. GOD was going to  
punish me now, and I deserved every bit of it. Mum always told me my sins would  
catch up with me. I thought I had made many changes and improved my life the best I  
knew how. But here I could see…my very best shot was not good enough and  
judgment was waiting for me. I wept for hours, a crumpled heap on the floor. The  
Spirit of GOD began to speak to my mind, to open the Bible again. I could feel Holy  



Page 23 
A LONG WAY OFF 
 
power in my room. I could sense the presence of GOD’s Spirit all around me. So I  
picked up the Bible and just opened it. My eyes were as though magnetized to a  
portion that told of David’s choice, to fall into the hands of an angry but merciful  
LORD rather than into the hands of man. (it’s in 1Chronicles 21.) The Holy Spirit of  
GOD urged me to follow the same decision, which I did. Then I saw HIM say to me 
“I invested much in you through the years. I took time to teach you many things and  
to faithfully stand by you. I endowed you with great abilities of mind and spirit. But  
you have given me nothing for my investment. All that JESUS demonstrated on earth  
is your potential, but you fall far beneath the standard I uphold for human beings.”  
HIS words created pictures in my mind, still pictures of portions of my life from HIS  
viewpoint. It seemed I would never stop crying. I was filled with remorse.  
The evening had rolled into night, and the night was dawning into morning. I sat  
transfixed to the floor, dejected and spent. I could not leave the Presence of the  
LORD GOD until I had heard something good from HIM. I called out for my 
punishment to begin, there was no point postponing the evil day. David said HE is  
merciful, perhaps it would be swift and short.  
But GOD was not through with the Bible study yet. I opened it up to perhaps find out  
my sentence. I was unprepared for what caught my attention…  
“Have I any pleasure at all that the wicked should die? saith the Lord GOD: and not  
that he should return from his ways and live?”  
“Behold all souls are mine; as the soul of the father, so also the soul of the son is  
mine: the soul that sinneth, it shall die.”  
“For I have no pleasure in the death of him that dieth, saith the Lord GOD: wherefore  
turn yourselves and live ye.”  
The message was clear but I was confused. I saw that HE punished David. And Israel  
did not go unpunished either. Why would I escape? 
Something was revolving in my mind, an old memory verse “For God so loved the  
world that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever believes in him should not  
perish but have everlasting life.” Then GOD said to me “I don’t punish the same sin  
twice, I punished Jesus already.” I asked “How can I believe that Jesus died in my 
place and not for himself?” HE told me simply “Check the facts- the tomb remains  
empty, there are no relics of Christ to be found or venerated. For all others—the  
Buddha, Mohammed,… their corpses are enshrined. Jesus alone rose, because he did  
not die for himself.”  
I finally understood. If I accept Jesus’ death as mine, my punishment is paid, if I  
don’t, then I’ll pay my own punishment. It was quite simple really.  
Now my tears were for gratitude, that Christ Jesus would love me this deep. That He  
spent his life saving me from a dreadful end, while I wasted my life pleasing myself,  
despising Him. Never in real life had I heard of love so great, stronger than death.  
I prayed:  
“Lord JESUS, all I have is the remains of an abused life. You deserve more from me,  
but it’s all I have to offer. If you can do anything with it, please take it and use it as  
you wish. I’ll go anywhere you send me, Ill be whatever you make me. Amen”  
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I woke up feeling loved and brand new. I prayed not to GOD way up in the sky, but  
to the Lord GOD right in my room with me. I’d been here before though, when I was  
six years old. I realized I would need something more, to make this time last forever.  
When I opened up the Bible that afternoon, I found the answer immediately…  
POWER.  
“But as many as received him, to them gave he power to become the children of  
God, even to them that believe on his name:” John 1:12 . Without wasting any time I  
prayed for power to live as a child of GOD. The Holy Spirit of GOD made me read  
about the disciples on the day of Pentecost, how they received power from heaven.  
Then HE told me to pray and believe that I would be given the power I need.  
Something wonderful happened when I began to pray. It seemed like my prayer got  
out of my control and developed a life of its own. Immediately I recognized that the  
Spirit of the LORD was praying through my mouth, adding words for me to say.  
When I finished HE said “ just believe you’ve got it”. I believed.  
The Salvation Army church was right across the road from my home. On my way to  
get cigarettes, their singing compelled me to join them. I dropped in and sat at the  
back. The preacher called people to the altar to receive Jesus as their Lord. I knew I  
should but I didn’t. Later that evening pressured by the Spirit of GOD, I returned.  
This time I went to the altar to publicly receive the Saviour.  
My journey as a Christian had officially begun.  
I could hardly wait to tell Wole what had happened to me. Excitedly, I wrote a long  
letter and mailed it to him in Trinidad. He was most unimpressed.  
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I had to get us both to Trinidad, Adesola and I. There just wasn’t enough money  
though. Wole was in Trinidad. Adesola was in Nigeria. I was in England. All I  
needed was a thousand two hundred pounds to get us all on one continent! I drew up  
a plan, and went job-hunting. With three jobs over the Christmas period, I was sure I  
would raise the funds. I prayed for GOD’s help to carry out my plan, and that  
wondrous phenomenon happened again…the Spirit of GOD prayed through me and  
left me dizzy. Confidently I gave notice of leave to my landlord, and sent letters to  
Wole and Mum about the travel dates. After I had saved two hundred and fifty  
pounds, strange things began to happen.  
I took the money to Sunflower Travels to get a ticket to Lagos. The agent worked  
frantically to confirm my seat, but it was holiday season and bookings were tight. She  
took the payment and promised she would have it all ready for me the next day. But  
the next day, ‘the agency declared bankruptcy’ the Police officer said. ‘Nothing much  
you can do about it now luv’. My hard-earned savings were gone, with no time to  
replace them!  
Later during the week, the store manager at the Seven-eleven in Morden called me 
aside. He offered me triple shifts at the store in place of me working three jobs. It was  
a good offer and I agreed. I stopped the other two jobs. Two weeks later my pay slip  
read Zero. I was still being taxed for three jobs, and therefore owed more taxes than  
my wages! I tried in vain to resolve it on time, but for three consecutive weeks, my 
income was an absolute zero. Time was running out and frustration was setting in, but  
the final blow was yet to come.  
The store manager called me aside again, this time he had bad news. My work had  
been unsatisfactory and management had decided to cut my hours to the barest  
minimum. What a set up! Barely three weeks to go and now this. Not only had I no  
savings, I had nothing to eat either. I had to walk to work and walk back home 
because I could not afford the bus fare. Desperate for food, I burrowed five pounds  
from the store manager and went grocery shopping at Tesco supermarket. On my way  
home I stopped at the greengrocer’s for some vegetables and cigarettes. When I  
turned around to pick up my Tesco shopping, it had vanished! Stolen!  
I returned home weeping bitterly, smoking and calling out to the LORD. HE said  
“If you’re quite finished with your plan, I have something better in the offing”. I was  
broken. “All you need to do” HE said “is don’t change your dates, because I will  
surely come through for you”. I tried hard not to panic and kept working the measly  
hours at the Seven-eleven, and GOD began to move. For starters, Wole sent his first  
two pay checks into my account…four hundred and fifty pounds worth. Then four  
days to my departure, my brother Segun brought me two hundred pounds. Two days  
to count-down, the Ministers at the Salvation Army transferred five hundred and forty  
pounds into my account. Finally, on the departure day, my cousin Cathy caught up  
with me and handed me one hundred pounds.  
I was awe-struck all the way to Lagos. The Lord said to me “Didn’t I tell you I will  
surely come through? This is the blueprint for the rest of your life, you will live like  
this from now on”. I was hooked on miracles.  
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Life in Trinidad was not quite what I expected. Wole was a faithful husband, and  
really romantic. He adored his daughter and showered us with thoughtful gifts all the  
time. He was really proud of his family. But he would not ‘get saved’ and he  
wouldn’t stop the drinking. It was hard because, now I was a Christian I wouldn’t  
fight him anymore, but he wouldn’t stop hitting me. I felt trapped. I busied myself  
with being a model mother to Adesola and tried to control my tongue with Wole. It  
was no use though. I was bitter and vindictive, and as far as my judgment went,  
rightly so. After all, it was all his fault! I fasted and prayed, studied the Bible more  
and more, looking for the way to change him. 
My husband championed my cause with the Ministry of Health and got me employed.  
Starting work eased the pressure a little. I focused on excelling at my job, and at  
church I was the model Christian but home was pure hell and I worried over my 
daughter.  
One afternoon on his way out, Wole said “Rastillin Majeeri says he will teach you a  
lesson when he comes back.” His words rankled my spirit and I felt this demon was  
affronting my GOD, so I gave him a worthy reply. I said “Tell Rastillin to come with  
all the dredges of hell he can muster, he should leave not one behind…he will meet  
with Almighty God.” Rastillin was the name of a spirit in an occult book he was  
reading. I had been arguing with him to stop reading the book, that those powers are  
useless and a fraud. Wole left angrily. After he left, I prayed for a long time, asking  
the Lord for victory in the coming showdown. The Holy Spirit instructed me on the  
power of a meek and a quiet spirit. I received it as an enablement from GOD. My  
husband came home after midnight, drunk and belligerent. He tried to start a quarrel  
but I remained calm. He would not give up though, Rastillin was on a rampage. He  
yanked my headphones off and flung the small tape player into a wall. I was not  
moved. I ignored the crash and went on reading. I had a seminar to present at work  
the next day, and was preparing for it. Wole lit a cigarette and picked up my notes,  
setting them on fire with the same match. Then he threw the burning notes at me.  
They fell unto the dining table still burning. I was listening keenly to the Holy Spirit.  
He told me “stay calm, and don’t touch the notes…it’s a trap.” I obeyed. Wole picked  
up the notes and threw them into the kitchen sink to douse the flames. With a sneer he  
asked for his dinner. I got up to serve him and he cornered me against the kitchen  
door, glaring at me, asking if the cat got my tongue. When I tried to wriggle away, he  
smashed his head into mine in a head butt. I heard a crack, and I felt my face give in.  
He stepped back, but as I continued into the kitchen, I felt something wet trickling  
down my nostrils. Drops of blood were falling on the marble floor. Wole saw the  
blood and began to yell “Funke I’ve killed you. I’ve killed you. I’ve fulfilled the evil  
prophecy.” He began to search frantically for his car keys, so he could drive me to the  
hospital, but the Holy spirit warned me not to get in the car with him driving. I told  
him I’d make my own way there. I woke up Adesola and we walked a couple of  
kilometers to Pastor Nimchan’s house. He was the senior minister of my local church.  
At nearly 2:00am, the goodly Minister drove us to San-Fernando General hospital.  
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Just a fractured nose bridge, I was told. Nothing to worry about. Ice packs and a few  
pain-killers, I’d be as right as rain within a week. Pastor Nimchan suggested we stop 
to pick up a change of clothing at home, then head for his house for the night. The  
sight that greeted us was unreal. The doors and windows were wide open, every light  
in the house was on. My husband was sitting on the coffee table with a wild look in  
his eyes. Three ministers surrounded him, shouting and binding demons. When he  
caught sight of me looking through the window, he flipped. He began to scream 
“You’re not dead? Come here and I’ll finish the job. Come here you ###****!” A  
minister came to reassure me that it was a demon speaking and not my husband. He’d  
phoned for help after I left, telling them he had killed me. When they arrived, they  
found him kneeling on the kitchen floor, positioned ready to commit ritual suicide  
with his favorite knife-‘Camel the blood-thirsty’.  
On the way to Pastor Nimchan’s house, I got it! The hordes of hell came out to kill  
me tonight, but they could only manage a fracture to my nose?! I had called out the  
very dredges of Hades but they were all unable to destroy me. They simply could not  
do it. I was suddenly realizing that Satan cannot kill me because my life now  
belonged to the Living GOD.  
Satan cannot kill me, I know because I watched him try, and fail miserably.  
I arrived at Pastor Nimchan’s home elated and in awe of the power of my redeemer,  
JESUS CHRIST.  
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“This is my year. I’ve told GOD we’re settling this mess this year. It’s a cycle and  
I’ve noticed it, but this is the last time I’m going round this wilderness.” I was sitting  
across Pastor Adesanya in his office as we discussed the issue of my rocky marriage.  
I continued “ The handle on my suitcase broke last time I moved out, and I’ve taken  
that as a sign. There will be no more moving out of my home, everything must be  
straightened out this year. I absolutely refuse to go on like this.” The dear Minister  
listened patiently to my declarations, then prayed in agreement with me, that we  
would breakthrough the impasse in our marriage before the year was out.  
Two and a half months later, I was angrily throwing clothes into the suitcase. Who  
did he think he was, treating me like a doormat? The broken handle on the suitcase  
jarred my memory but I ignored the pointed reminder. I had just about had enough.  
That’s when I heard the softly spoken words “You haven’t even asked me if you have  
permission to leave. ” The words floated around in my consciousness and struck a  
chord in my conscience. I recognized the voice of the Spirit of GOD. I began to slow  
down my frantic packing. My life does not belong to me, I can’t just do as I please  
with it. I could not leave without the permission of my LORD. Finally I sat on the bed  
and asked “LORD JESUS may I leave?” There was no reply. I left the suitcase  
packed and went to work troubled and angry.  
That afternoon, Fadeke called me on the job. Wole had spoken to her about the row.  
Fadeke and Patrick had played peace-maker for us several times and always had a  
fresh angle on the issues, This time was no exception. Fadeke was on the other end of 
the line asking me only one question “If you decide to leave your marriage, where is  
the glory of GOD?” I had no answer, so she left me to think it through. My last  
patient, Marva, was a Christian sister I had made friends with. When her husband  
came to pick her up, we all sat for a little while and I told them of my turmoil. They  
prayed with me, and Marva’s husband spoke to me of how lonesome Wole appeared  
to him, every time they’d met. I confirmed that my husband had no real friends.  
Before I left the Out-patient’s clinic that afternoon, my mind was clear. No-one was  
moving out except the children. It was time for a showdown.  
I cleared the arena. I spoke with the pastors and elders at Christ Redemption Chapel,  
our local church, and they took temporary charge of Adesola and Sumatee our foster  
daughter. Back at home, I buried myself in intense Bible study and surrender to the  
Holy Spirit. What I learnt was an eye-opener…I didn’t need to change Wole, I needed  
to be changed! I was an unforgiving shrew, arrogant and opinionated. Furthermore, I  
really did not love my husband. The Lord asked me “How come it does not concern  
you deeply that if Wole died today, he would go straight to hell?” I had never thought  
about it at all. The Lord said to me “Follow me into the jaws of hell and we’ll bring  
out his soul. If you follow closely you cannot fail. If you lose focus, you will be  
devoured.” The road was repentance and love. As I studied, I forced changes in my 
character, and worshipped GOD by loving my hard-to-love husband.  
“Your God must really hate you” he jeered one night… “putting you with a husband  
like me!” I replied that I was certain that GOD loves me deeply, and reminded him 
 



Page 29 
GLORY TO GLORY  
 
that I chose to stay when he’d ordered me to take my things and leave. “What are you  
waiting for then?” he asked lounging violently and drunkenly at me. I repeated for the  
umpteenth time that evening “GOD told me to stay.” He said “I am he who kills and  
calls for vengeance.” “I could kill you without leaving a single mark on your body…”  
and with that he seized me by the neck “ I want to see how your God will save you  
from me ..” he began to give me a nerve pinch “no-one will ever know what killed  
you…your neck is so fragile in my hand, I could snap it so easily right now..” The  
Holy Spirit said “ I have not given your life into his hand, your life is hid in Christ in  
GOD”… “Fear God alone and make HIM your dread, fear none of those things which  
you will suffer…be faithful even to the point of death though you will surely not  
die…” The battle was fierce. I also knew it was a good fight-- I would win Wole’s  
soul at any cost.  
I cooked him the best meals. I waited up for him. I made sweet love to him. I prayed  
over him. I forgave him. Most of all I listened to him, really listened. In all these  
things I listened carefully to the voice of my Master, JESUS CHRIST, and what I  
heard melted the bitterness from my heart. At the end of two weeks we were praying  
and studying the Bible together every night. Of his own freewill, Wole renounced all  
the satanic powers he had lived by. Two months later he was being filmed by Rev.  
Randy Morrison’s crew, weeping profusely and testifying of how much mercy and  
forgiveness JESUS CHRIST had shown him. 
The miracle of conversion was complete. The transformation was in force. We won.  
It was October 1993.  
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Christ Reconciliation Chapel was due for a move. The power of the Lord JESUS had  
become very tangible in our weekly meetings with wonderful healing miracles and  
the breaking of demonic influences. The YMCA hall was filled to capacity on  
Sundays, church members had to lean against the wall for lack of seating space. We 
had to raise the money for a larger meeting hall. A special Sunday meeting was  
designated to take pledges for the purpose. That’s how the ten thousand dollar issue  
arose.  
The LORD JESUS said, deep in my thoughts as I prayed “When the pastor announces  
for people to pledge ten thousand dollars, stand up.” I was totally aghast. I had never  
seen ten thousand of anything in my entire life. How in the world would I find ten  
thousand Trinidadian dollars for the church in three months? I decided to test the  
spirit just like the Bible says in 1 John chapter 4. I said ‘You spirit speaking in my 
heart, do you confess that Jesus Christ came in the flesh?’ I was really only half 
expecting a reply, so I was surprised to hear “I AM your LORD. I AM JESUS  
CHRIST your Master. I came into the world in flesh and died for your sins, then I  
rose from death the third day. I am Alpha and Omega, the Almighty GOD. When the  
pastor announces for pledges of ten thousand dollars to be given, you stand up!” The  
Lord had answered me without hesitation, deliberately, and with a sense of great  
authority. HE would brook no argument. As I said “yes LORD” in my heart, Pastor  
Adesanya began announcing pledges starting right on ten thousand dollars. I shot up  
uncontrollably to my feet. A force shot through my body and pulled me up from my 
seat. I looked around nervously and quaked inwardly as my fears were confirmed…I  
was the only person standing.  
Eventually, Pastors Adesanya made the same pledge as a couple. My husband was  
not even at the meeting. The thought of telling him what I’d done scared me, so I  
didn’t. He found my pledge notice a few weeks later. “How come you never  
mentioned this?” “How do you propose to get the money?” I had no suitable response  
to either of his questions besides… “I believe GOD spoke to me.” My monthly salary  
came to about four thousand dollars. The first two months, I sent a few hundred  
dollars to the church. It was no use though. It would take a miracle to pay up the rest  
of the pledge in the remaining six weeks. I had prayed frantically at first, then I  
accepted that it was GOD’S show not mine. By mid-December, the final month, I  
gave up trying altogether. Either HE would come through all by HIMSELF, or I  
would face the music for acting presumptuously. I reasoned that I wasn’t too noble to  
be a fool for the Christ who bore my own shame on the cross.  
On the fourth of January, the shocker came. Beshi returned from Nigeria with mail  
from my family. He was Wole’s friend and colleague, and had vacationed in Nigeria  
over Christmas. We’d sent a few things home through him. He said he had to deliver  
the stuff to us urgently. When I opened the envelope my eyes and mouth all hung  
wide open too. My husband was in shock. There were neat stacks of American one  
hundred dollar bills. Quietly he volunteered to count it up. The LORD had supplied  
more than enough…it all came to fifteen thousand dollars. Wole volunteered again…  
to personally deliver the pledge to the church secretary.  
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For my part I quaked inwardly for weeks... .contemplating the awesome majesty of  
the LORD of my life, JESUS CHRIST.  
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I had been waiting in the doctor’s lounge for over two hours. Where was that husband  
of mine? We had arranged to meet here after he had gotten his hair cut, so we could  
ride home together. The self-appointed ‘Time Lord’ was more than an hour late. The  
Holy Spirit began to tug at my heart for a bible study and soon I became quite  
oblivious of the time.  
We’d both resigned from our jobs at the end of February. Wole believed GOD was  
sending us to help the youth in the United States. He had strong compassion for the  
general lack of direction in the lives of many inner city American youths. He had  
experienced it firsthand as a wide-eyed sixteen year old in New York City. That was  
when he was introduced to fast living and hard liquor. “Their lives spiral down just  
from one wrong turn off the straight and narrow.”. he kept saying. “If only somebody  
could be on that edge to warn them…” The call was so strong in his spirit, we set out  
to migrate to America. My husband said the Lord instructed him to give away all our  
possessions to ‘those of the household of faith’. We had packed a case each of  
personal effects, then distributed everything from the car to the food stuff among our 
Christian friends. This one act was to set a great precedent for the rest of our lives.  
After resigning, we got in touch with Yemisi and Lanre in the U.S. Yemisi was a  
friend and co-worker with me at San-Fernando General Hospital, before she moved to  
America to get married to Lanre. They willingly accepted to facilitate work  
placements and accommodation for us in Michigan. We were on a roll.  
That was until this afternoon at the doctor’s lounge. The Lord was actually discussing 
America with me, for the very first time. I had simply been following Wole as a  
dutiful helpmeet. The Lord GOD told me during that private bible study that we  
would not be going to America by man-made arrangements. The move was going to  
be a total miracle. As a result, we would not be going anytime soon. I was excited and  
disappointed by the revelation, we had nothing to continue in Trinidad with. Hooked  
on miracles as I was though, a thrill went through me and I began to sing and worship 
the LORD.  
Wole finally came in four hours late, apologizing profusely. He even relinquished his  
claim to being the ‘Time Lord’. I wasn’t cross though, I was bubbling with Holy  
news. I was surprised to see that the news pleased him immensely. He expressed no  
anxieties whatsoever for the immediate future. On our way to the coach station, he  
stopped me mid-sentence. We were opposite a Catholic church house with a huge  
crucifix in its fore grounds. My husband turned to face me and said…  
“When I look at the crucifix, I don’t see Jesus Christ as dead. I know that He is no  
longer on that cross, that He rose to heaven. But when I look at the crucifix, I see  
someone who died so that my life would not be in vain. I see what great pains Jesus  
Christ went to because He would not allow my life to be lived in vain. And in the  
name of JESUS CHRIST I declare that I am not a drinker. In the name of JESUS  
CHRIST I declare I am not a smoker. In the name of JESUS CHRIST I declare that  
my life is not in vain. My ‘Amens’ resounded of the empty Promenade as he spoke.  
The declarations were strong and powerful in the still moonlit evening. I felt a tangible 
shift in destiny as they came forth. I wondered what had suddenly brought them on… 
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We made our way to Eric Williams Medical Complex, where we were staying with  
Patrick and Fadeke. The coach ride home was pleasant. Wole kept asking me to  
forgive him for all the hurt he had caused me throughout our relationship, and I  
wouldn’t hear of it. It was me who needed his forgiveness for having been a  
pigheaded dogmatic excuse of a Christian! He told me I was beautiful, that he’d never  
had eyes for another woman since he chose me. He repeated something he had said a  
few times before…that I made the right decision keeping Adesola, that she is a truly  
perfect gift of GOD to our family. He said that I should have told him GOD had  
spoken to me about the baby, then he would never have given me such a hard time.  
The Lord GOD had also spoken to him the month before,he said, telling him that his  
three requests had been granted…  
• he would worship GOD like Jacob, just before he died  
• he had been given the ability to play the saxophone skillfully to praise HIM  
accompanying David on the harp  
• he would be able to say like Paul at the Holy Throne in heaven “ I have  
finished the course, I have kept the faith”  
Such was our happy discourse as we journeyed back.  
When we arrived, he packed a small bag and went for a night swim as was his  
custom.  
Patrick rapped on the kitchen window and beckoned for me to come out. He looked  
very worried. We spoke briefly, then he led me to the poolside. A handful of people  
had gathered. My husband’s body was on the bare floor. He lay still in his neon  
orange swimming trunks. Fadeke brought Adesola out to the scene. She took one look  
at her father’s body and broke into a loud wail. I began to shiver violently in the  
warm evening air. Wole was at peace.  
It was the fifth of April, 1994.  
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My mind was filled with memories. The times Wole nearly killed us all in the car,  
driving drunk. One night, the police had come to our front door at one o’ clock in the  
morning. He had been in a terrible crash and been thrust through the car’s windshield.  
I thought he was dead, but he had lived. One Boxing day afternoon, there was a loud  
explosion in the kitchen. I had run to see what happened, and Wole came running  
wildly towards me screaming “Funke! My face! My face!” The oven had blown up in  
his face while he was tending to a joint of pork he was roasting for our dinner. He  
thought he was going to die, but he lived. One evening he had come home with a Z- 
shaped rip across the front of his thin shirt. He explained that he’d been in a fight with  
an irate drinker at the bar. The guy had lounged at his belly with a knife but he’d  
miraculously escaped being cut.  
I saw it clearly. This time he had not faced death as a condemned man, but as a  
beloved son of GOD. The Saviour had kept him from dying in his sins.  
I worshipped the LORD GOD in the midst of my many tears. Hell never got that soul  
though he had been ever so close. Wole had gone up into the glory of JESUS  
CHRIST.  
His body was buried in San-Fernando, in Trinidad, with several dignitaries in  
attendance. He was buried like a hero, a trophy of the LORD.  
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The question on everybody’s lips was ‘Are you still going to America?’ The answer  
was an affirmative ‘Yes!’ The baton had been passed to me in a most unambiguous  
manner… in a window frame of time, from the Departing to the Remnant. The  
mission to America would remain unfinished business until it was fulfilled. 
We arrived in London on a rainy spring day in mid- April. Adesola shivered  
uncontrollably and tears streamed down her face. The thin sweater from Trinidad did  
little to ward of the determinedly cold winds. My brother Segun got us home the  
quickest he could manage. The mission would be launched from London, my 
birthplace.  
Seven eventfully long years later we were ready. I hadn’t thought it would take so  
long. There had been many tough decisions and many rough turns. Now I had all my 
ministerial training tucked under my arm, and a few contacts in the missionary fields  
of New York and Florida. I sent my documents to the US embassy for the fifth time  
in three years. This time I was optimistic of a positive outcome, especially with all the  
backing I had from both sides of the Atlantic…Kensington Temple and Teen  
Challenge International had both written support letters to accompany my application.  
Two weeks later I had an invitation letter from the embassy, for an interview. Adesola  
went with me. Nervously I approached the officer and stared at her in shock. The  
moment I stepped to her window she went on a verbal rampage… “What game are  
you playing with this embassy Ms Alabi? We know you! You were here in ’98, ’99,  
and 2000. What game are you playing? What are you expecting, that we’ll change our  
minds?!” There was no reasoning with her. I told her I desired a religious visa to  
carry out missionary work in the inner cities of America, and that I had no  
information from the embassy as to the requirements. She was adamant. “Ms Alabi  
you do not qualify for any type of visa from this embassy” she said finally. “I would  
advise you to stop wasting your time coming here.” The words were utterly crushing.  
Adesola tried to console me as I wept silently. “God fore-ordained this and He’s  
watching to see what you will do now.” I was empty. I had done everything I knew. I  
had given this my best shot, I had given it my life, and hers too. We did not even have  
a home to return to, just bags packed ready to leave. My friends reasoned with me 
against giving up. Two days later I came to a decision…if God would make a way for  
me I would go to the US and do the mission, but I would never apply for a visa from 
the US embassy again.  
A year and two visits to New York later, we had our bags and the promise of two  
nights of accommodation with Teen Challenge Brooklyn, tickets to fly, the prayers of  
our friends, and very few British pounds to spend. But we had tons of faith and we  
were ready to face any storm. My brothers Segun and Seun increased the number of  
British pounds considerably the night before our flight. At 5:00am on August 16,  
2001, my friend Natasha was joyfully praising GOD as we put our cases into the  
waiting taxicab… “It’s as if the angels in heaven are rejoicing right now, for all the  
souls that will be saved through your mission.”  
I was nervous but determined. The fulfillment of an eight year expectation had come.  
We were on our way to New York…  



 


