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This book is literally packed full of the miracle power of God, not because of its African context, nor because of anything anyone in the book is doing, but because of the resurrection of Jesus Christ from the dead.  

Kent and Ruth Hodge had the honour of being called by Jesus Christ to walk hand in hand with an Apostle of the gospel in Africa. Benson Idahosa was used by the Lord as a spearhead in a powerful gospel ministry that transformed a nation of 130,000,000 people. During a short period of 30 years the Christian population in the nation grew from around 30 to 60%, in one of the fastest church growth periods in history. 

Dispatched to Africa takes you through Kent and Ruth’s experiences as they raised five children in Africa. With their Australian team, and with leaders in Nigeria under Benson Idahosa, Kent and Ruth released 8,000 trained pastors into the global harvest. These men and women of God have planted tens of thousands of churches. 

Kent and Ruth recently took a bold move to locate in a centre of Africa’s Moslem territories, where great numbers of people are being saved. It is a true story of a work that continues to touch many millions of lives with the life of Christ and his healing power. 

Paul wrote to the church at Rome in chapter sixteen:

I commend unto you Phebe our sister, which is a servant of the church which is at Cenchrea: That you receive her in the Lord, as becometh saints, and that ye assist her in whatsoever business she hath need of you: for she hath been a succourer of many, and of myself also. Greet Priscilla and Aquila my helpers in Christ Jesus: Who have for my life laid down their own necks: unto whom not only I give thanks, but also all the churches of the Gentiles. Likewise greet the church that is in their house. Salute my well-beloved Epaenetus, who is the firstfruits of Achaia unto Christ. Greet Mary, who bestowed much labour on us. Salute Andronicus and Junia, my kinsmen, and my fellow-prisoners, who are of note among the apostles, who also were in Christ before me. Greet Amplias my beloved in the Lord. Salute Urbane, our helper in Christ, and Stachys my beloved. Salute Apelles approved in Christ. Salute them which are of Aristobulus' household. Salute Herodion my kinsman. Greet them that be of the household of Narcissus, which are in the Lord. Salute Tryphena and Tryphosa, who labour in the Lord. Salute the beloved Persis, which laboured much in the Lord. Salute Rufus chosen in the Lord, and his mother and mine. Salute Asyncritus, Phlegon, Hermas, Patrobas, Hermes, and the brethren which are with them. Salute Philologus, and Julia, Nereus, and his sister, and Olympas, and all the saints which are with them. Salute one another with an holy kiss. The churches of Christ salute you. 

Paul wrote in this way in all his epistles. In this book also Kent and Ruth desired to remember and thank the people who from various nations work with them, in this global harvest. May the Lord enlarge his understanding in all our lives for ever-increasing fruitfulness.  

Arriving

The heat hit us as we disembarked from the plane at Lagos airport terminal. Australians should be used to having it hot. The sun was setting. It went down so fast just north of the equator. It was hazy and the smell of mildew was strong. We had arrived at the hottest point of the year – April 1986.  

Waiting in the baggage hall our three-month old child Esther sat on Ruth’s hip, wearing only a nappy, getting pinker and pinker in the heat. Ruth searched for our suitcases among the luggage coming up the conveyer belt, while Kent haggled with the immigration officials. We were with our new pastor, Ron Childs, an American missionary introduced to us by Archbishop Benson Idahosa in Zimbabwe only the day before. We had rendezvoused in Zimbabwe at a Fire Conference and were told to change our flight plans to Nigeria and join their team of Nigerian preachers returning home. 

Before we left Australia the Nigerian Embassy in Canberra misinformed us, telling us that once in Nigeria we could obtain our residence visas and that Kent could then get employment in accounting. This job would pay our way. Forfeiting our tickets to Nigeria and buying new tickets on the chartered flight used up most of our money. Ron Childs thought that arriving in Nigeria on the same flight with them would help logistics in getting to Benin City. Our foolishness didn’t help either. Kent gave some of our money away, thinking we needed the Lord’s help more. So after other expenses we arrived in Nigeria with $4. 

We were very embarrassed but were trusting in the Lord. Even with all the strangeness arriving in a totally different part of the world it seemed like home to us straight away. Then the Nigerian immigration officer demanded that we change US$100 into local currency before entering the country. When we didn’t have it the American exploded, loud, and long. How could we? What did we think we were doing? How were we planning to live? After explaining our situation loudly to the other pastors at the airport Ron loaned us the equivalent value in francs he happened to have with him. 

Ron’s response was quite understandable. Their work in Africa had enough challenges without a new couple and baby to look after. What you don’t want is more “fruitcakes” around. But we knew God had a plan. Ron said we should have had the support of churches before we left Australia. But no church had sent us. It was after 9 pm before we left the airport. We had not eaten since breakfast that day. The shouting, crowding and confusion were frightening, but there was a great excitement about being in Nigeria. 

We climbed into a mini-van for the five hour drive to Benin City in the night. There were no seatbelts. Lagos was unlike anything we had ever seen before. We drove past rusty tin roofs of market stalls, over dirty grounds littered with torn plastic bags and rubbish. Buildings were unpainted, unfinished, or not cared for. Traffic tore along the highways in an unpredictable manner. Many small vans overflowing with people flew past us, several appearing to be moving sideways because of bent chassis. 

We hadn’t had a drink for a long time and Esther still wholly suckled. Whenever the van slowed, boys rushed to the windows to sell us cans of Coke, bread, bananas or peanuts. Ron bought Coke and passed a can back to us. Ruth drank at last. The Bible College staff member driving the van had forgotten to get petrol. Petrol was hard to find in Lagos after 10 at night. The shouting began again. Why didn’t you get fuel before you collected us at the airport…? We found petrol and continued on the journey. 

As we left Lagos the bush came close to both sides of the highway, and was distinguishable only by its total blackness. The highway was potholed. Some parts worse than others, much of it very bad. Trucks without tail reflectors were abandoned on the highway, impossible to see. We passed a petrol tanker with fuel gushing out through a tear in the back. Armed robbers were even more common on the highways at night. We reached Benin some time around 2 am, with Esther suckling most of the journey to keep her quiet. 

Driving into Miracle Centre compound was not as we had expected. We saw the church building recognizable from a book we had read. We drove beside it under some scaffolding for a new building project. We parked the van and Ron took us between two other buildings whose paint was peeling, over puddles on a muddy path, over a small open drain, then up one flight of uneven stairs. The place was almost totally dark, without electricity that night.

Ron’s wife Jerry was not expecting visitors. She welcomed us kindly, despite Ron (who was very tired and annoyed about other things as well as our foolishness) and his explanation of our presence. She showed us a room near the entrance and gave us a mattress on the floor. We had our pram for the baby to sleep in. I don’t remember sleeping. We hadn’t slept the night before in Zimbabwe either. 

Now we were here in Nigeria. We had no clue what would happen. We had no idea where to find a toilet or any water to drink, so we just stayed in the room until we were called next morning for breakfast. Jerry had found some bread, which she told us must have been God’s provision for us as flour was at that time a banned import. They questioned us again and pointed out our foolishness, which we freely admitted, but could not apologize for. As we were here, they said, we might as well be useful.

We were ready to work hard and over the next seven months Ron and Jerry came to like us and we felt part of the family. Ron and Jerry had been there nine years and helped the ministry in many different ways. Apart from being the Principal of the Bible College, All Nations For Christ Bible Institute, Ron also helped arrange Benson Idahosa’s many evangelistic crusades around Africa. We learnt a lot from them and also from the heritage that other leaders had left before them. John (and Cecilia) Valentine from England was Principal of All Nations before Ron, and several others from the UK lead the College before John. 

We had always imagined a picturesque Africa of quaint thatched huts. This was a slum. Smelly septic tanks, electricity that only worked sometimes and even then not very well, almost constant water shortages, food we were not accustomed to, and for the first few years, rarely quite enough, always saved for the baby. Nothing worked. Institutionalised corruption was everywhere. Noise, dirt, smells, shouting. Not being able to understand what people meant, even when they spoke English. Massive cockroaches, more dangerous snakes, flies and insects than even in Australia: mosquitoes, malaria and typhoid. Difficulties abounded. All we had was God.

People talk in an abstract way about faith, as if it were a concept. It isn’t. It is what you do when you have no alternative. You hold on to God and what he said. Jesus said take the gospel to every nation. We took that seriously, and probably naively, and it landed us in trouble. But when you know you are obeying God, even when everyone else says you are stupid, wrong, utter fools, you hold on to what God said. People are right. It is foolish, utterly. But God upholds you. He upheld us. We said yes. How can we help? What can we do now? We were given jobs to do and we did them with energy and diligence.
For the next seven months we stayed on the floor above Ron and Jerry’s flat, in a room that had two single beds, a baby’s cot, providentially, and a little table. The cot was bought by T. L. Osborn’s grandson and wife for their baby, and they had left to preach in Ghana. The room had two sets of louver windows, opening to the south and east, the direction of most rainy storms. They did not shut properly. There was no fan. Both the beds had old sagging springs, one bed was broken. The mattresses were old and thin. But we had somewhere to stay and were very grateful. Every night that it rained the room filled with water. We gathered everything off the floor and used buckets to throw the water back out the window and would then get some sleep.

Ron proposed that Kent should teach in the Bible College for the meantime, and asked him what he could teach. Kent was shocked, but very happy. We helped Jerry in the office. Jerry organized Benson Idahosa’s busy schedule and answered his international mail. Ron and Jerry Childs were very kind to us, in a tough way, which did more to mature us than perhaps anything else.  

Though Nigeria was tough and different to anything we had imagined we were in awe of the mercy God had shown in bringing us here to work. This was so clearly a place where God was busy - we were so honored to be part of it. We worked. We learned. We didn’t complain to anyone but God (and sometimes each other) when things got hard. We made ourselves useful; doing everything we saw needed doing. After the first seven months we had used up the last possible extension on our visitor’s visas, and had to return to Australia to apply for a residence visas. Archbishop Idahosa and Ron and Jerry wanted us back. 

Years later, when we had become useful, Benson Idahosa said a number of times in church meetings how he had planned to send us back when he discovered we had arrived with no money, no fame, and no reputation. But he said the Lord woke him at 2 am a few days after we arrived and spoke to him. God told him that though we didn’t have money or fame we had given our lives and he was to make us his children in the ministry. That is what he did. He brought us up in the Lord. Benson Idahosa told the story as a testimony of how God turns the dross into something useful. That is what God did with us. 

Other missionaries worked with Benson Idahosa, at that time, 1986.  Ron and Jerry Childs today are missionaries to Niger, the Muslim nation to the north of Nigeria, doing an outstanding job in planting churches and a Bible College effectively reaching that nation for God. Andrew, Vice Principal of the College, and Jenny Daniels from Stockport, UK arrived in Nigeria during the civil war in the ‘60’s and played a part in the early establishment of the ministry. They have offered love and encouragement to us for the last twenty years. Two single Americans, Nona Smith and Gail Taliafero, shared the third floor of the apartment building at Miracle Centre, and took us in to share it with them. They were there mainly to help get the ministry’s schools started. They helped us and laughed with us and sometimes at us. Robert Session also from America lived at the Archbishop’s house. He helped in the Bible College and the church choir. 

An Indian couple, Elder and Mrs Lazarus, lived on the top floor. These kind people loved and encouraged us. They enjoyed baby Esther and then Tim, loving them like grandparents. Their kindness was a great gift. All these people blessed us and enabled us to become an effective part of the team. After we had been there a while more Americans arrived. The Ham family from USA came to work in the Bible College. After them came Dr. Babo and his wife Doreen, and Laurie Leder, who started the ministry’s hospital in Benin City. Kathryn Jackson came as Women’s Dean at All Nations and stayed and served for ten years. All these fine people and many others have contributed immensely to what God used Benson Idahosa to do in Benin.

But most of all Archbishop Benson Idahosa headed up a huge body of ministers, within and outside his own church. With his wife Dr Margaret beside him he was a great leader and an outstanding man of God. One of his greatest legacies is the team of ministers he left behind, thousands of men and women, today in church leadership pastoring many millions of believers. We have come to fondly know many of these strong Christian leaders and learnt a lot from them. They have contributed immensely to the growth of Christianity worldwide. 

Benson was honouring to others. He thanked God, as we did, for bringing us to Africa. On a number of occasions he stood Kent up in front of his church and said Kent had the same spirit and the same faith he had. He said both of us were made in heaven, assembled in Australia and despatched to Africa. 

The Call

In 1984 we had been married two months when we enrolled in fulltime Bible College in Sydney. We had to write a report on church growth in a fast growing church somewhere in the world. A list of references included Fire in his Bones, by Ruth-Anne Garlock, a book about Benson Idahosa, his church headquarters at Miracle Centre, and his Bible College in Benin City. We read it and were excited. Kent prayed, Lord if we could just be in that College for five minutes …. Why does one testimony excite us above all others? Why is one person impacted and others unmoved by the same book? It could only be God at work.

Ruth’s grandmother was one of the early influences on her life. Whenever she saw Ruth she would speak to her about the gospel. She was a Spirit filled Methodist and helped plant three churches. She often told Ruth of an experience when for five years she was not able to have children. She saw the Lord write on the wall “You shall live to see your children and your children’s children.” That is exactly what happened. Ruth’s father was her oldest child and she died between the births of her last grandchild and her first great grandchild. She was fiercely evangelical. That heritage has come down to Ruth through both her parents. 

When Ruth was 14 she was hunting around the house for a book to read when her Mum put in her hands Five Fingers for God. It was about an Indian woman who became a missionary doctor, overcoming great hardship to help leprosy sufferers regain the use of their fingers. Ruth can’t remember the author or the name of the doctor or any details. She just remembers the that’s it experience. She read that book and knew immediately what she had to do with her life. A year earlier Ruth had been saved, after a challenge from a Sunday school teacher – do you know Jesus personally; was he closer than a brother to you? She knew he wasn’t.  

A boy Ruth’s age and Ruth both responded, praying together outside on their knees and heaven opened. Both experienced the presence and power of God and were totally transformed from that moment. Maybe not everybody else knew yet but Ruth knew she was different and knew she wanted to live for God. She worked hard at school but did not make the grade for medicine, so she did a degree in microbiology, reasoning that she could go to the developing world somewhere and diagnose disease even if she could not practice medicine. And she could use her skills to let people know about Jesus where they had never heard before. God has fulfilled his plan, but not the way Ruth had intended.

Ruth was looking for a mission group to apply to when she met Kent. She had left Leeton, in the Riverina, rural NSW Australia, and come to Sydney to study. She completed her degree, and had two years experience working in a lab at Westmead Hospital. She decided she was ready to go. She had not told anyone of her plans. Then Kent came along to her church, Christian Revival Crusade, at North Rocks, near Parramatta in Sydney. CRC was a great ministry founded by Leo Harris. Kent had just been saved, was studying Business and Accounting at Kuring-gai College, and came from Wahroonga, an affluent Sydney suburb. His life had been completely turned around by the power of God and he was on fire for the gospel. He brought all his friends to the church; he couldn’t keep quiet about what had happened to him. At home he had a mum with early onset Alzheimer’s disease, fairly advanced stage. He and his Dad and sister were responsible for her care. Between college, work, evangelism, his mum, and church commitments, Kent was very busy. 

True faith in God is a wonderful thing to have. Kent had a dream as a teenager. In it Jesus appeared to him and they walked together down the length of his garden in Wahroonga. As they walked Jesus talked and every word was filled with truth and grace. Only God can speak like that. Man either compromises or condemns.  Jesus deals with sin and then sets you free from it. This dream gave Kent a taste for the truth and in the years ahead the Lord led him to the gospel. First, a leader from the evangelical group the Navigators at Macquarie University spoke to Kent and then some Pentecostal hippies. He started to read the Bible his grandmother had left him in her will. Christ is a person and you cannot know him until he is born into your heart by the Holy Spirit. When Kent was twenty one years old the faith of God was born into his heart and this changed the course of his life. One of the first things that came was a strong love for the church, God’s people. 

Kent’s great grandfather was a Baptist pastor in Scotland. His mother read the Bible to him at the end of his bed when he was a boy. He remembers two things: Moses and Jesus. Moses brought the law, which worried Kent and Jesus brought life, which Kent wanted. The first week at church Kent saw Ruth and asked the Lord if he could marry her. He saw in her immediately someone who would not say no to the will of God. The Lord didn’t answer Kent directly, so he took that as a yes. It took about seven months before they began to get to know one another but within four weeks God had spoken to Ruth and they were planning marriage. The thing that excited both of us was that before we met we each had a heart for missions. Now together we were a team. 

Starting off our married lives together we appreciated the many gifts from God. We both felt the privilege of being brought up in good families that loved and cared for us over the years. We both had parents who put their children’s needs ahead of their own and bought us up with godly principles. We felt the privilege of being brought up in a nation that had the gospel and the wealth and security that godly living produces. What were we going to do with this? What were we going to do with the best years of our lives, with our youth and energy? 

We knew all things were possible. We knew above everything else that God’s will is more important than our will or the will of any other person. We looked at the future knowing the decisions we made were vital. We read everything we could find that would help. We prayed. We wanted our lives to be in the hands of God. What a wonderful thing it is to have two people joined together who have one mind – to serve the Lord no matter what. What a great way to start life and to continue it. 

By the time we married our church was having problems so we looked for another one. We found Christian City Church, with Phil Pringle, and decided to do a one-year fulltime Bible course at that church. We quit our jobs and did it. A visiting lecturer, a Dutchman in charge of AOG missions, asked the class to put up their hands if they were called to missions. Of a class of 30 we were the only two to raise our hands. The challenge to go into all the world and preach the gospel hit us daily. How could it be ignored? We ran the children’s church in those days for Phil Pringle, were involved in outreaches to kids wherever we could with David King of Children for Christ, and worked at any job we could find for survival. Nothing mattered to us except the gospel.

We grew in the liberty of God at the CCC Bible College. The church was growing fast. The Bible College was word of God centred and it was great to have a year to study in a Spirit filled atmosphere. Our lives were impacted in the CCC movement. We thought about the future. We had another love – family. We wanted children. During that year as we read the Bible we saw many men in the Old Testament who served the Lord well but whose children did not. We wanted both. The answer – follow God’s principles in the word of God regarding family, no matter what any one else thinks. So this is what we did. We left Bible College ready. We knew our call and we knew how to bring up a family. Wow, what a great start to have when you are young! 

One night while talking together we realised if we were called to Africa why not go? At that time we rented a large house and had young men from the church sharing it with us. They were attending the same Bible College we had finished. Ruth was also pregnant with our first child. The next Sunday, while putting out the chairs for children’s church we had a tape of the gospel of Luke playing, Good News version. Luke 12:47: If a man knows what his master wants, and does not get himself ready and do it, he deserves a heavy whipping. The word hit us again. The next day we set a date for Africa – April 1986, applied for new passports, gave notice at work, at the estate agent where we rented our house, and at our church. We got ourselves ready. We only knew of two ministries working in Africa, Reinhardt Bonnke and Benson Idahosa. We wrote to both, offering our services. Within a month we had a reply from Bonnke: thanks but no thanks. Three months later we heard from Benson Idahosa: come. 

Papa

Not many in Australia know about Benson Idahosa but Nigerians all over the world know him and call him Papa. In 1987 when we were trying to get full residence visas for Nigeria, the Nigerian High Commissioner in Australia discovered we were with Papa. He could not help us enough. We had full visas two days later, even though the Commission had instructions not to issue residence visas to anyone!

We had been in Nigeria less than two weeks in 1986 when the Muslim military dictator, General Babangida, declared Sharia law as the national law code of Nigeria. Sharia is Muslim civil law, where to convert from Islam to Christianity is a capital offence, adultery by a woman (but not a man) is punishable by stoning to death and a thief loses a hand. Papa took a prime time slot on national TV and declared Sharia law cancelled. He instigated peaceful protest all over the nation. The government backed down. Sharia law was cancelled.

Papa was bold. He confronted traditional rulers, national rulers and the man on the street with a real God with real power. He saw countless healings through his ministry. He saw several people raised from the dead, some of whom we have met. A lady in the church had a little girl who fell from a high balcony and her brains spilled out on the concrete below. She was pronounced dead and was in a morgue but fully recovered when Benson Idahosa prayed and she is a university graduate today. Miracles like this were common in gospel evangelism over many years. Benson preached the gospel of Jesus Christ, of forgiveness, and of new creation through Jesus’ death and resurrection. He did not get stuck on minor points of doctrine. His attitude was today is the day of salvation. He used to declare, “We are the church of the living God! The devil is in trouble!”

Papa was an Edo man. In the 1400’s, when the Portuguese first came to Sub-Saharan Africa, they visited Oredo, the home of the Edo, today called Benin City. It was the centre of a kingdom covering most of southern Nigeria. It was also called the city of blood because of the human sacrifice there. The Edo traded in slaves captured in raids, selling them eventually to European traders along the Atlantic coast. In 1896, when Nigeria was a British colony, the governor sent a party of soldiers to Benin to demand they stop human sacrifice. The Edo warriors killed them so the British attacked the city, dethroning the Oba, the traditional king. His son was later reinstated with reduced authority. Human blood sacrifice stopped publicly but continued illicitly, until God raised up Benson Idahosa. Today perhaps 80% of the population of Benin is in church on Sunday morning. Forty years ago there were very few.

As a baby Benson kept fainting so his father ordered his mother to leave him on the refuse heap to die. His mother could not abandon her baby. She collected him and fled to her brother’s house in another village where she stayed for two years. She left the child there while she returned to her husband’s home. When his uncle’s children went to school Benson worked on the farm, growing yam and corn and cassava. He learned all he could in the evenings from his cousins’ books. He learned well. Benson Idahosa was a man of keen intelligence; he was later fluent in nine languages. He got his first pair of shoes when he was nineteen years old, having earned the money for them pushing large carts laden with heavy building materials to construction sites. He found a job with Bata Shoe Company and became a valued employee. He studied accounting at night to advance himself and rose to be a key manager. In the mean time, while playing football on a Sunday morning he kicked the ball through an open schoolroom window inside where a small church was meeting. He went in to retrieve his ball, heard the preaching and got saved.

He read in the Bible that Jesus raised the dead, so he got on his bicycle and rode around to look for a dead person, to see if this was true. He followed the sound of wailing and found a house where a three-year-old girl had died a few hours before. He prayed for the child who was miraculously raised up. Benson later married the child’s older sister, Margaret. He was now convinced God was real and so was everyone else who knew what had happened. In most instances where people were said to have been raised from the dead doctors were not present to confirm death, but those who were present saw no signs of life for some hours. Years later a lady who is a deaconess in the church, fondly called Jolly Mama, took her dead son in the back of her pickup truck to Benson’s office. She marched into his office and demanded that he come out to her truck and raise her son up. He did. She is a powerful woman of faith and joy. 

An elderly English missionary, Pa Elton, took Benson under his wing and taught him. Benson began a church, which grew and grew. He met T.L and Daisy Osborne, who helped and encouraged him. He was sponsored to Christ For the Nations Bible College in Dallas Texas. His ministry began to impact the city and the nation of Nigeria. He was an evangelist and pastor, a church planter, an encourager. He held massive outdoor crusades. In 1985 Benson held the biggest ever gospel crusade in Lagos where the police estimate was over 1 million people in attendance. Something started that would change Nigeria. Before the end of the ‘80’s millions of Christians filled the cities of southern Nigeria. Benson introduced Reinhardt Bonnke both to Nigeria and to large outdoor crusades, when in 1985 he took him to a city shaking crusade at Ibadan, Nigeria. Nigeria was where the people were and where God’s power was being seen. 

Benson Idahosa’s boldness was from God. Southern Nigeria was home to huge occult groups with tens of millions of adherents. They tried desperately to stop the gospel and the light that it was bringing to the people. There were huge financial interests at stake for these occult leaders. Benson’s spiritual warfare was to openly confront with the gospel of Jesus Christ. He was the first preacher on Nigeria’s television networks, from where he openly denounced the cults. The miracles at crusades were clear proof of the power of God. He belittled the devil showing that Christ had totally defeated him on the cross, and that the people had nothing to fear in renouncing darkness. No curse was ever cast against the church. Such a thing could not happen. But they tried to stop him several times with guns and knives. 

An international witch’s conference was being organised in Benin City. As many participants prepared to come from around the world Benson publicly announced that the conference was cancelled. The television station invited Benson and the head witchdoctor together for a live interview, and asked Benson, what do you mean the conference is cancelled? Benson replied: I cancelled it. They asked: do you mean God cancelled it? Benson answered: no this is too small for God, I cancelled it myself. Then he turned to the occult leader and with fire in his eyes said on live television, The Law of Moses outlaws witchcraft on pain of death, as does the Nigerian constitution. You have thirty seconds to confess that you are a fake, and that you have no power and you are deceiving the people or you will die. Fear came upon the man and he confessed every word. Millions saw it and all across the country began to sing, Jesus power, now super power; Ogboni power, now powerless power. 

Benson Idahosa believed in helping people. Every day a stream of people flowed through his office. He did not leave until he had seen them all. He prayed with one, gave financial help to another, called a church member to arrange a job for a third, gave a fourth a scholarship to a school, paid hospital bills for another. Every day was like that. He built buildings for churches, hospitals, schools, the Bible College, the university. He arranged help for village churches to roof their buildings; he raised money for these projects in Nigeria, America and Europe. He built a large house on the site of an ancient Benin shrine, demonstrating the victory of the gospel. The house was always full of visitors. When he died in 1998 he had $200 in the bank. He used 90% of what came through his hands for the ministry. 

We learnt ministry is a calling. There are no seven steps to what Benson Idahosa did. It was the hand of God. Filled with the Spirit of God his faith was irresistible to the many enemies of God. They were all consumed as the gospel prevailed. He started the Church of God Mission, which in a few years according to Operation World had two million members. Almost every Pentecostal leader in Nigeria today testifies that they were a son or daughter to Benson Idahosa. One of his most notable characteristics was his love for people, his accessibility and his openness to every individual. He helped every person possible to fulfil his or her destiny in God. He was Kingdom minded. During this outbreak of God’s power all Protestant denominations grew. In less that thirty years thirty million believers had been added to the church. 

When he went to be with the Lord in March 1998 all were sad. Anglican and Catholic bishops lamented. Many witchdoctors also paid tribute. People lined the streets to his house for miles for days waiting to hear news. Two days before going to be with the Lord he invited the two of us to his house for lunch. He didn’t eat though, and we had never seen this before. He began to talk with us about the things in the ministry in a way that made us wonder why. A few months earlier Kent said the Lord spoke to him from the first chapter of Joshua while Benson was preaching, “Moses my servant is dead, rise up therefore with this people and cross the Jordan…” Kent said that God’s word was that the church would have to take responsibility for the work, that Benson had done his part. At the time we refused to believe it, though this happened twice. 

The morning of his departure he came to the Bible College and shared with us and with the students. He stood Kent up in the class and for the last time said he was Nigerian, called by God to this nation. When Kent took him out to his car he noticed how tired Benson looked. He also noticed the un-repaired look of his car and thought about how Benson had been putting all his funds into the ministry. It was a miracle how fast the new university had come up. In five years as much had been done as would normally take a ministry a generation to achieve. Benson burnt the candle at both ends all his life, achieving in his sixty years what may not normally be achieved in many life times. He had said to his wife Dr Margaret earlier that year that he had done all God had commanded him to do and would now just travel around strengthening other leaders in the nation, which is what he spent his last months doing. 

Papa died suddenly in his house after lunch with visitors that day. He was another major leader in church history that the Lord had taken home. People flew in from around the globe to attend his funeral. He always put the gospel before tradition, and this upset many people, but he said how can you turn your back on the love of such a saviour as Jesus. He loved his mother, but the night she died nothing else could be done for her. Instead of shaving his head for the dead he went out and preached an open-air meeting, standing on a wooden box for a platform. Every chance he had he preached the gospel. So that’s how his funeral was held, alongside a weekend crusade at Benin stadium.
Learning

Missionaries have the temptation to go into a place as experts, ready to fix everything. When we arrived in Nigeria we had to learn. We realised we were there to be trained and to receive as much as to give and to help. We had to learn about the way of life in that great nation. Preaching and teaching isn’t just mouthing off your expertise. There needs to be sensitivity to people. There needs to be real communication. In other words, there needs to be love. The Spirit of God must be present. We also needed to learn from the Archbishop. When you go to a place don’t be too fast to rush in and do things according to what you thought before you arrived. It takes time to settle in and learn from the people there first. Then your work can have a lasting impact. 

One of our first tutors was Elizabeth, a girl who helped in the apartment where we stayed. Elizabeth kept the house tidy and cooked for Gail and Nona. They looked after her needs and paid her school fees. Elizabeth and Ruth spent time together, as she was in the apartment more than the others because of the baby. They gradually learned to understand each other’s English and always enjoyed each other’s company. Ruth learned to “back” Esther, to carry her tied to her back by a piece of cloth. Our baby pram was useless on the sandy tracks and paths. A baby is such a great conversation starter. Ruth handled her so differently to expectations - not using a bottle or canned baby food, but only natural foods and fruit that were readily available.

Often laughing and talking together Ruth wondered why Elizabeth refused to meet her friendly glances. That was a sign of guilt in our culture, but she had done nothing wrong. Elizabeth was amused. Ruth didn’t know that to look at her face would be disrespectful. Perhaps her ignorance emboldened Elizabeth. They gradually began to learn about each other. Elizabeth told Ruth her father was late. Late for what? Ruth asked. It took a while to work out what she meant: her late father: he was dead; she was an orphan as her mother died when she was small.

Elizabeth is Ijaw, from a tribal group in the western part of the Niger River delta, the oil rich area of poverty and neglect, where villages are only accessible by boat most of the year and development, healthcare and education are often non-existent. She had come to the Miracle Centre Church in a desperate and starving state, looking for help when her half-brothers had disowned her after her father’s death. She had become a Christian and rejected the family altars devoted to spirit worship. Gail helped her and was paying her secondary school fees. Her original name was Queen, but she asked Gail and Nona to give her a new name, a Christian one. Elizabeth was a fairly obvious choice. When she finished school Elizabeth wanted to go to Bible College and train to be a missionary. Today she is ministering among the people of the Delta.

We were shocked to find such courage to defy her family in a girl of secondary school age, risking destitution for the sake of the gospel. She told us she had always been her father’s favorite and had learned her boldness from the protection that position provided her among her many half-brothers and sisters. She was twenty-four years old, not such a young girl. Ruth was only two years older than Elizabeth, and yet she was treated as an adult. Another lesson. A young woman remains a girl and a young man a boy until they prove their maturity by marriage and the procreation of a child. Either that, or they reach maturity (but not necessarily respect) by being over thirty five or so years.

From Elizabeth we learned good manners – we learned to always defer to elders, to give a small curtsey or bow, or even to drop to our knees in the presence of a senior man or woman. We learned the honour due to age and experience that has been disregarded in our cultures of the developed world. We learned that to refuse to give a gift that is within our power to our junior is to despise them. This is the responsibility that comes with respect. We learned simple acceptance without judgment, without placing our arbitrary standards on those we met. Because we knew nothing we learned to listen and to absorb new information without the typical Western we have your solution attitude. We learned about community. We learned that church is a big family. Here we had people from tribes and clans living and working together, who twenty years before had been mortal enemies. All we learnt showed us how little we really knew.

There was a constant stream of visitors. Martha came in sometimes, with her five year old David, to use Nona’s sewing machine. David would sit on the floor and play with baby Esther, who was a great novelty. They all wanted to know why we shaved her head. We hadn’t of course; she was just bald, poor darling.

Martha worked in the boarding dormitory for children’s school, in the next building. Her husband died five years before, when Martha was pregnant with David. Her husband’s family had taken her two older children to bring them up. Children are the property of their father: he planted his seed in a fertile field, his wife, but the fruit belongs to the farmer, not to the field; and then to the father’s brothers, if the father dies. The brothers are the heirs. They offered to take Martha under the usual conditions: she would marry her husband’s brother as one of his junior wives, but she being a Christian refused. This is like the Leverite law from the books of Genesis and Ruth. In so many ways the culture resembled the Old Testament. Martha chose instead to make her own way, where social services apart from family do not exist. Only her baby David was left to her. 

When David was hungry he would whine quietly at his mother’s knee until she prepared him boiled yam – a large bowlful, piping hot. Over it she would drizzle palm oil obtained by boiling and then crushing the fruit of the oil palm in a large mortar made from a hollowed out tree trunk with a hardwood pestle. Meat was for special occasions, smoked fish from the Niger River more common. People ate twice a day, on good days, and had an amazing capacity to eat all that was provided. They prepared for an unpredictable tomorrow.

The Edo people are a warrior race, bold as lions, rich in culture and tradition. We met Pastor Efe, who had been a bronze caster before he was saved. Benin has some of the finest and most beautiful bronze statues anywhere in the world. An ancient craft, with carefully preserved techniques, the bronze workers and wood carvers have their own quarters and guilds, like the old city trade guilds of Europe. The Edo worked iron for a thousand years before Europeans came. The Benin Museum is full of the most ornate and elaborate works, recording important events of the past: the coming of the Portuguese with their blunderbusses and helmets, trade with the Hausa from the north with their horses and different styles of clothing. 

The ancient city walls of Benin made from packed earth were, at the height of the Edo Empire, the largest and the most extensive ever made anywhere. Benin City ruled one of the most far-reaching empires in Nigerian history, from around 1300 to 1897. The Edo language is rich in proverb and imagery. In 1996 the first complete Edo Bible was finally published, launched in the Faith Arena Church by Papa, with great joy and dancing. He had been preaching for thirty-five years from the King James English, but to finally have the word in his mother tongue was sweet. He preached from it and interpreted it himself back to English, the Edo in the congregation shouting their approval with almost every phrase.

The Bible College became a melting pot for different cultures as young men and women called by God came to become equipped for ministry. The young men would fall in love with young women students of different tribes and endure opposition, often for years, from both families to their marriage. Tribes had thousands of years of warfare to overcome, but the gospel was breaking down the partitions. Papa prized the gospel because it has the power to transform lives. He also valued every development that would release people from the appalling grind of poverty, but especially education. He established schools at every level – from Nursery to University, and encouraged every graduate to copy. 

We had been told for years in Australia how people in third world countries were happy in their own culture and we missionaries had no business disturbing their joy. Here we found another scenario altogether. People of our age had grown up in compounds where their father had a number of wives, each wife having up to fourteen children, though most of the children failed to reach adulthood. Our concept of family life was two parents lovingly providing for each child, having the children’s wellbeing and future success as one of their highest goals in life. But this often wasn’t the case and when things went wrong unimportant people found it very difficult to get by. 

Fathers had many children. They may or may not be personally aware of the character traits of their child. A child ate food his mother cooked, having access to it after his father and the other men of the household had eaten, and the women had eaten. The children who were weaned sat around the common bowl of yam and thick soup, and grabbed as much as they could before it was all gone. Clothes - such as a child had, were renewed at Christmas, when the mother bought or had sewn some new ones if she could afford it. Education depended on the presence of a school within the area, and the favour of the father in allowing attendance.

We discovered that people’s value in the social and family structure was a direct reflection of their economic contribution to the family - either past, present, or future. Until you proved your economic viability the family was unwilling to invest food and possibly medicine and education in your future. If a child died, it was emotionally sad, but not a severe loss. If a young adult died, it was worse because of the greater investment. If a father died, it was a major loss as the economic controller of the family was gone and the family must reorganize. When an elder died, he must be honoured for the contribution made during a long lifetime, and to make sure his spirit rested and did not return to torment those who had ever spoken against him.

People could be happy because they are a resilient and strong people. But their circumstances did not often cause joy. Here we saw the gospel being preached not by missionary foreigners but by Africans, with a power and conviction we had never seen before. No one ever began preaching by establishing the existence of God. People lived in daily fear of attacks from the spirit world and were fully alive to its reality. But to have access to a power so much greater than fearsome demons was too wonderful to be rejected. So people were coming in large crowds to hear and receive the gospel.

The liberty of the gospel also had its cultural problems. Elders who did not obey the gospel demanded others continue animistic practices which could not be followed. Church leaders had therefore become a new authority to fill in the gap of social leadership. Like the days of Martin Luther, people took advantage of this new liberty with different motives, resulting in some places in a certain degree of anarchy. Family and village authority structures were often a good thing and a vacuum was left when these had broken down. Such wholesale social change in a nation in such a quick time takes a while to sort itself out. 

New converts by the millions were being grouped into churches that needed pastors to instruct them in the word of God, so they could know what Jesus has done for them, what He expects of them, and how they can experience the inner peace and outer security that is in the gospel message and way of life. We were there to help instruct these pastors, and assist in the burst of growth that resulted from the spiritual hunger of people whose lives had been anything but satisfying.

All Nations 

We began to grow and at the same time the All Nations College grew. We when first came to the College it had about 330 students. Ron made Kent the Financial Director and later the Dean. When Ron left Nigeria in 1992-93 Kent led the College as one of three directors. Ron told him he was the CEO. In 1997 Archbishop Idahosa made Kent the first and only Executive Vice President of the College, with the Archbishop as the President. In the last years of his life Benson Idahosa weaned Kent off relying on him and largely left the responsibility of finances and the daily running of the College to Kent and his team. It was rare for Benson to appoint a vice president in anything and it showed the confidence that the Archbishop had in Kent. 

Papa used to say, To go ye is better than to stay ye, referring to the Great Commission: Go ye into all the world and preach the gospel to every creature. Mark 16:15. His heartbeat was the Bible College and the students who attended it year by year. These were the ones going with the gospel to the nations. Whenever he arrived home from overseas he came straight from Benin City airport to the College. The students loved him and so many were inspired into great ministries through his life. They roared when he came to class. They knew his fatherly love for them. He would often come at 9 am to visit the students and already have several testimonies that day to show the powerlessness of the devil. He would say, wake up in the morning before the devil; be vigilant about your Father’s business. He would rise before 5 am to thank God for the day. He would also say, don’t give the devil attention and he won’t give you direction. His gospel proclaimed the triumph of Jesus. 

Space was a problem. Facilities were jam-packed. Once we were able to fit another 100 students into the class by reducing the width of the desks from two feet down to one foot six inches. That didn’t take the carpenter long, and we could use the off cuts to make new desks! All single bunk beds had to go. Meals had to be served in rosters, to make room in the dinning hall. Then Kent decided to expand the facilities. We had five weeks to do this when students were on practical leave, but no money. We had a miracle from Anne and Alice Holms in Australia and started buying materials. The day the students left we started erecting a concrete balcony within the classroom and took the roof off one of the three hostel blocks Papa had earlier built, to add another floor. 

Half way through the job the funds ran out and we had two weeks to go. The manager of Michelin Rubber was a friend from Ireland. He was not a Christian and Kent went to see him and tell him the situation and he loaned Kent £5,000. That ran out. Kent went back to the friend and explained he didn’t know when he could pay the first 5 but needed another 5. He looked at Kent for about a minute and neither of them saying a word. Then he said OK and Kent raced off to finish the work. The new semester started. We made more desks and bought more beds. The new balcony and hostel were filled in a week. The next week the whole debt was cleared by unexpected gifts from Australia, a gift from what the Lockharts received from a will included. The Morning College alone was now 700 students and was still jam-packed. The great thing about it was that most of them were from missions locations around Africa. Boy that gave us joy!

What was so wonderful about the College in its early days was it link to the church. It shared the same compound with Miracle Centre, the headquarter church of Church of God Mission. In 1986 Papa moved the headquarter church to a new much larger building called Faith Arena, about one mile away. Miracle Centre became one the 100 branch churches of CGM in Benin City, but students had to walk every morning at 5 am to Faith Arena for Morning Prayer. Sometimes large church trailers would transport them. They were converted shipping containers joined together and attached to the back of old semi trailers. Students overflowed onto rear stair entrances as the trucks meandered through potholes. 

When Papa was building Christian Faith University in 1994 he asked us to move the Bible College there as joint occupiers with the university, to give us more room. We resisted this move until 1997, partly because the new campus was not ready and partly because it was separating the College further from the church. The location was only one mile the other side of Faith Arena, but it wasn’t a church location. Papa said despite the location the College would always remain connected to the church and not to the university, but we were aware that after he would be gone we could not be sure this would be the case forever. 

When we moved the College to the new site in 1997 it had great new facilities although unfinished. Large hostels, roofed by funds given at Harry Westcott’s Camp Meeting in Australia, could carry up to 1,000 boarding students. The lecture hall built by Peniel Church in the UK could fit 2,000 students with desks. But we had to leave our old desks at the Miracle Centre site, to be used there by our Evening College students. The new site was too far out of the city for Evening students to reach. So we had to make new desks for 800 students when we moved, build many septic pits, put in toilets and showers, plaster bathrooms and offices, electrify and furnish offices and put in security gates and flooring. We had no building for our French, Hausa or degree students, or the library. The move left us looking to the Lord for miracles. There remained a lot of work to do for this move to work for the good.  

Len & Ruth Goulding in Australia gave us the funds to put up a new two story building called the Go Ye Building, to house the library, degree, French speaking Hausa speaking and missions classes. Others in Australia gave us funds to provide all the other needs and very soon the College was settling in to a great new location. The College was there to equip men and women with understanding of the word of reconciliation committed to the church, so they could effectively fulfil the commission. As students filled the new facilities we started another building in 1998, 150 ft by 50 ft. This was to cater for a much-needed larger library as well as rooms for classes which were overflowing in the Go Ye Building. By the time we left Benin we had completed the concrete decking for the second floor, which was a mammoth task using only cash. 

Nigerians love God with passion. No half measures. Little decorum. There’s plenty of pomp and formality for special occasions but boundless enthusiasm, especially in the south. In 2001 the Bible College hit about 1,700 students. The regular fulltime diploma class was around 900. The French and Hausa speaking classes, the degree students, the then 400 evening school students, the sandwich course students, and the Saturday students were added on. Degree students were about 200 completing their degree at any one time, but not all were enrolled each semester. They were there to listen to and learn from the Word, to be changed. They had the great example in Papa before he went to be with the Lord, but after that the College still grew and thousands more pastors continued to come out and go into ministry around the world. In 2003 we started a Masters Degree and were accredited by a church based accrediting group in Nigeria with a government charter. Each year the students went around Africa on practical ministry courses, and also preached the gospel at hundreds of other events. 

All of these students were on some form of scholarship. Fees were kept as low as possible to enable attendance and some students had their fees paid by the college. After a nation shaking evangelical crusade in Ghana in 1997 Archbishop offered scholarships to Ghanaians who wanted to attend All Nations College. Papa raised money in the US to try to cover the scholarships. After T.L. Osborne held crusades in Cameroon, Congo and Ivory Coast he realised there was no place to train men and women to pastor the new churches. T.L. encouraged Papa to start parallel classes at All Nations teaching the courses in French. When we arrived in 1986 there were three students in this department. The French Department later grew to reach sixty at one time from eleven French speaking nations around Africa. 

Scholarships were also given to Muslim converts and other people from the northern Muslim dominated areas of Nigeria who could not afford fees for the Bible College. They needed a refuge and they needed training after salvation. The converts from the Niger River delta also had no way to find money for college fees. When we arrived in Nigeria in 1986 the local Naira was equal in value to the American Dollar. By 2006 it took N145 to buy $1. With inflation like this paid employment and savings were almost useless. Most people live at subsistence level. Those with wealth often use it to leave the country. The scholarships were working scholarships: students worked in the college each day as a condition.

Busyness in student life was a key to our programme. The purpose of a Bible College is not just teaching but training. This includes character and the development of good habits in life. The work ethic was particularly important to Papa, and he sought to inculcate it into the whole student body. He believed no one could succeed unless they worked and worked hard. That is certainly true. The only way graduates in Africa can overcome huge obstacles is when they refuse to feel sorry for themselves. He said God sent you here for me to teach you to become men. These people were going to become successful church planters. We were not willing to waste our investment in them by letting them be half-baked. A Nigerian cannot easily be discouraged. A lot of Western depression is a luxury you cannot afford in Nigeria. You just don’t have time for it if you want to survive. Students worked in staff houses as well, but we did not allow it in our house when the children grew big enough to help. Instead we found other work for the students to do. We wanted our own children to help with our house-work in the evenings and on weekends. They needed the upbringing also. 

Students rose before 5 am. They returned from Morning Prayer before 7 and had their shower, to be in class for student led chapel by 7:30. Students not in class by 8:05 were punished. Classes started by 8 and went until 2. Then their first meal of the day. Siesta at 3, then labour from 4 to 5, which included maintaining the whole compound and helping the cooks, helping in the offices and in the staff houses. Evening service at 6. Non-service nights they had time for study or prayer. Dinner at 9 and hostel fellowship at 10. Lights out at 11. On weekends they ministered in hospitals, prisons, on the streets and from door to door. They had special longer labour time each Saturday to wash their own clothes and clean the environment, or work on building projects. When Papa was around they were taken off to some of his crusades to help, and they always helped run the various church conferences. On Sundays they came to the main church or ministered somewhere else. There cannot be proper training without all these ingredients. 

To enter into the any of the classrooms at any time was to come face to face with overwhelming life. Classes were filled with joy and power. Teaching in those classes was the easiest thing you could ever do. The desire of the students drew the Word out of you. A message you prepared for one class would sometimes last for three weeks. It was like a fire. You didn’t have to stir it up. At the end of a term teaching on the Major Themes of the Old Testament Prophets Kent went into the class and opened the Bible to Haggai and began to read. Haggai only has two chapters, which he read without any commentary whatsoever. It didn’t need any commentary. The students came undone. They danced in the aisles and shouted with joy. It took fifty minutes to get through the book. Jim Garlick from Tasmania was lecturing in the nearby French class. He heard the noise and thought someone had been raised from the dead. It was the joy of the Lord which is our strength. Haggai spoke of the church of Jesus Christ in which we all have an inheritance. It was too much to contain. 

The scholarship programme grew. It is a key to missions. To reach new places you must train and strengthen the converts so they can reach their own people. Gradually, as our responsibilities for administration and leadership grew in the College the scholarship load on us also grew. Papa was beginning hospitals and schools and new churches. We became responsible for All Nations. It was a joy but very hard work. Somehow God always provided the money to feed and educate these great potential leaders. We rarely had what we needed to run to College for more than a couple of weeks. A student once came into Kent’s office crying because he only had enough for the next month, then he didn’t know what he was going to do. Kent laughed and said he only have enough for our family and for this College for one week, and he have never known what we are going to do. When Thursdays came we needed about $2,000 to feed the students for the next week and would ask the Lord for it. The students never fasted for lack of food any day out of the forty weeks every year that College ran, cooking up to 9,000 meals every week. God always provided. 

Benson Idahosa had a very specific purpose for the College. It was to be gospel centred, for church planting, accessible to all people God calls, regardless of denominational, economic or religious background. He often told Kent not to let selfish interests get a hold of its policy – it was to be a Kingdom College. In Ghana Kent sat with Papa and with government and high-level educationists. One asked Kent what the entrance requirements were for All Nations College. Kent began to rattle off an impressive list when Benson Idahosa cut him off saying that there was only one requirement, that God called the student. This stuck with Kent. Benson was not ashamed of the gospel, or of any of those God calls. The College would always focus on the gospel, not on deliverance ministry, not on prophecy, not on worship or praise, not on prayer or fasting, not on the latest movement, not on the theories of man, not on spiritual warfare techniques, attempts at spirit manipulation banned in the Bible, not on end-times and not on success formulas. Jesus Christ is the fulfilment of the law and the prophets. He is the surety of the New Covenant.  

In the twenty years we worked there over 8,000 people went through the College, staying between two to five years each. Since the College was born in 1967, its graduates have planted churches in the tens of thousands around Africa and in 100 nations around the world.  They are pastoring in the Far East, the Mid East and the Near East, in Eastern and Western Europe, in the Americas and Australia. They have reached millions upon millions of people, many of them nurtured in churches. They have gone on to plant hundreds of other Bible colleges and hospitals and schools, raising up still thousands of other pastors after them. This is the nature of the seed and training that has been put into them. They preach on television, radio, in universities and in crusades with hundreds of thousands of people attending and they see wonderful miracles of power of God in ministry. 

What always excites us is the life of God. The seed is God’s word and it produces a continuous and abundant harvest. It is because Jesus rose bodily from the dead that we see miracles and new birth. Without the resurrection of the body there is no Christianity. Christianity is a miraculous faith. It cannot exist without miracles. The virgin birth, incarnation and resurrection were all miracles. Jesus lives and he lives as Son of God and as a full human man at right hand of the Father and he lives in the mortal flesh of believers. This is why the ministry of the Word is so powerful across the nations. When it is preached God births it in others and they take it still further and it keeps multiplying. It is explosive life. The life of Christ is so exciting to work with. We used to say there are more churches in this College then there are people in most churches. It’s wonderful. It was never about an institution. It was always about the people. What they continue to do today in the gospel can never be stopped or taken back. It is victory. 

The College taught the Bible. Book studies: Romans and Galatians, Ephesians and Philippians, the Gospels, Acts and church history, and simple doctrine and Christian life subjects. Also some practical classes like health science, accounting and finance, management strategies, marriage and family, church planting and mass evangelism technology. The favourite course Ruth taught was Intent of the Law. We went through Exodus to Deuteronomy in parallel with the New Testament gospels of Jesus and teaching of the epistles, learning the relevance of the law for us today, how the law is fulfilled in the new covenant of Jesus blood. This is liberating. 

Legalistic form in Christianity has had no power to alter the culture of corruption endemic in the nations of Africa, and most other places around the world. 150 years of missions has changed Africa but there is a long way to go. Most people put the continent in the too-hard basket and don’t want to get involved. Westerners get “fly-buys” as they fly by Africa. So too do many Africans now. If Christianity doesn’t change the man it can’t change the nation. The devil and his demons are not Nigeria’s problem. Christ defeated the devil on Calvary 2000 years ago. Believers need to walk in the victory Jesus won, in the new life Jesus has given us, set free from the works of the flesh, walking in the Spirit with a new heart and a renewed mind, with the law written in their hearts rather than applied by dead letter.

The African College Team

When the College was at its largest we had about fifty staff members. These included lecturers, office staff and cooks. Almost all the staff were students in the College when we first arrived in Nigeria or afterwards. They grew up in the College system and knew it back to front after many years. They also had a close relationship with us and we could work together with a great understanding. We were like a family. The team included over 100 student prefects. These were selected each six months from the student body. Prefects would organise the students for the daily activities and would do a lot of work on the daily operation and maintenance of the College. This type of labour force helped us keep running expenses down to a minimum. 

Keeping expenses to a minimum helped us extend our scholarship programme to reach more of Africa. We jokingly called the student scholarship a survival scholarship, but that’s what it was. When we first arrived in Nigeria students received meat in their meals. We found out that by axing the meat and introducing more fish and beans and other healthy substitutes we could halve our College dining budget. Two meals a day were sufficient, but if students wanted more they could pay for it themselves at nearby stalls. Scholarship students also used to receive a ration of notebooks, soap and washing powder each month. We cut out all that and made them pay, and then we introduced minimal fees which all scholarship students had to pay. Most could afford something. Our policy was to shake a student upside down and see what fell out of their pockets, and then help them with what they couldn’t afford. 

The team focused on giving our students the right training. Kent once visited another college near Awka in the east where the Principal said they had 100 students. There were only thirty in the class. The Principal said they had travelled for money. They cook their own food and their money runs out. All Nations could not run like that. That type of student will never pastor a victorious church. There must be discipline and students must be in class. The only way to ensure this is to provide a certain source of food. This survival scholarship provided for about 1/3 of what a student needed to complete their course. The other 2/3 included transport and personal costs. This ensured that students used faith, which is an essential part of training. With the hardship of being a student, the work it took and the discipline in the College, those with problems often manifested them somewhere during their two-year diploma program. Better then than when they are leading churches. 

The team also knew it was important to save money on wages. Wages were really just a help. Everyone lived by faith. This was the Lord’s work. Everyone chipped in. It is not a career. It is for the harvest. It’s not easy to get a harvest. If it was everyone would do it. You have to aim at what you want to hit and get everything else in line to ensure you hit that target. Sometimes you have to pull your belt in to do it. But a task achieved is joy. This is how you live. It's students first. Without them there is no College. We helped staff beyond the wages when we knew we had the funds, when the students had been fed, when books they needed had been printed, when mattresses for their beds had been purchased, when the generator to run the bore hole and class room had been repaired, when the staff and College vehicles were running well, when the dormitory and class lights that poor electricity had ruined, again, were replaced… Help to the staff often came in assisting with the children’s school fees, with hospital bills or buying what they needed for their flat if they lived on the campus, or helping with rent if they lived outside. 

All this repairing, pastoring of students, office administration, attendance, academic and financial records for all departments, and cooking, took a lot of work. Staff were dedicated. We had none of the do-it-tomorrow attitude. Staff learnt to anticipate problems and be ready when they happened, to keep everything working and running smoothly. This was very hard with such a technology-unfriendly infrastructure which seemed deliberately to work against you, and in a tropical wet season followed by a Sahara dust season, and also considering we could only ever afford second hand equipment.  Staff prepared for events months in advance. We learnt that students actually liked discipline. It gave them a sense of security. When we stood by our word on College rules the students rejoiced. They told their friends and so the College reputation and enrolment grew. There were also the rebellious. These would bring important outsiders in to try to overturn College rules. This wasn’t a job for the gutless. Each student makes their own choice. Maintaining righteousness is the only way to save the flock. 

Each day would bring the staff surprises. There was the occasional legal fee when a school driver, usually a student, hit a motor-cyclist. The cyclist’s family would come to the hospital and blame the College for a long history of illnesses the cyclist had in the past, trying to maximize the compensation. Haggling would go on for hours. Even if we weren’t at the scene of the accident we were often accused of wanting them harmed and that we attacked him in the spirit. That’s why he drove like a maniac and hit a tree! It was our fault! We learnt a lot about putting the responsibility for our actions upon others, even upon demons. Since Adam people have tried to get out of responsibility. “The woman YOU gave me…” Once a prefect came to Kent and said, the College van smashed! Kent had tried this on his father several times when he was young. It took quite considerable interrogation before the student would say, I smashed the van. Boy that was hard to get out! 

Staff had to also fend off greedy immigration officials. They would come around to the campus with guns looking for foreign students to arrest. We tried to get the student’s papers in order, and paid a certain amount for each, but received a receipt for a tenth of what we paid. We did this twice before Kent put his foot down. Finally we said when you officials are ready to abide by the law then we are. Until then we will continue to train foreign students without paying bribes.  Goodbye! The head immigration officer was a Moslem, with very expensive tastes. Kent showed her around the campus and she asked who put this bore whole in? Kent said I paid for it. The Gouldings gave us the money for that. She asked who feeds all these students from all over Africa. Kent said we do and our supporters. She said how much does the ministry here pay you? Kent said, nothing. Fear came upon her. She knew she was touching the work of God. She said no one from immigration will trouble you again. Just pray for me that I will have a son, I haven’t been able to have children. Kent prayed with her. A year later she was on maternity leave with her son. She joined the church, but we have a feeling it was for the contacts. When the last Moslem president died some government workers became Christians. But she may know the Lord by now. 

Then the staff had to deal with those who tried to throw the College off course. Students ran into the office saying a witchdoctor has placed sacrifices all round the campus wall to curse the College. Sorry, not worth our attention. The poor witchdoctor thought he could topple God. Then a large church marched around our campus seven times and fasted seven days against us because we wouldn’t graduate some of their pastors who rather badly failed the attendance requirement. They read the wrong book. The College book didn’t say if you march or fast you will graduate. No need to pray about that either! Then there was the lecturer who by prophesy tried to become someone of note, the snare of cloaking ambition in spiritual garments. Then a well meaning apprentice prophet from Australia stood up a student in the class and said God has been wanting to raise up the biggest ministry ever but hasn’t had the man, you are that man. Kent looked for a hole in the floor to escape through. 

In those days eleven-year-old 'evangelists' were holding 'crusades' in city stadiums.  An eleven-year-old boy came to the office to say he had a word for the College, allow him to speak to the students or be held in contempt by God. If you want to make friends, don’t join the ministry. 

The College required a lot of lecturers because we taught the diploma course in three languages and taught degree courses at the same time. Classes in the English, French and Hausa languages went on in different classrooms. All lecturers could speak English so that helped us all get along. Staff came from many different tribal groups of Nigeria and also from many African nations. Students in the College at any one time would normally speak about 100 different languages between them. Students often prayed in a prayer room we had available. Once two students who spoke a minor local language from a remote area of Congo heard a West African praying by himself in tongues in their language. They were able to tell him what he was praying. This happened on other occasions also.

The staff were strong and able to take on large workloads, even with difficult personal circumstances. It is amazing what African believers are able to take in their stride. Some students walked for weeks to get to the College through war torn areas. One couple had a baby under a tree while travelling through Congo during civil war, on route to the College. Others boarded un-seaworthy vessels from Cameroon. Some crossed borders where army officials pillaged all they could, or they were met by armed robbers on the highways. It was reported to our office several times that soldiers were fighting on borders and intending students had to cross through rainforests to Nigeria. Others said Islamic border officials wouldn’t allow intending students to pass because they didn’t want them attending our College. They expected us to act against the officials but we said no, they are working for us. They serve the College as a type of pre-interview. We only get the students who know God has called them and who are determined to press through obstacles. We don’t want to waste our investment on those who come casually saying, saw your lights on and thought I would drop in. 

Jesus told the disciples to go out into the highways and byways and compel them to come in. So the disciples were told to throw out the nets and they caught all manner of fish, and some without any manners at all! When we watched the movie Zulu with our African friend Nestor, he cheered for Zulus and we supported the Brits! In the movie a prisoner was given a gun and told to join the ranks because of the need of the hour. 100 men held off over 5,000. The prisoner was awarded a Victoria Cross. Some people said we had riff-raff in the College, some unworthy students. So we answered, ok you go through the lecture hall and point them out and we will get rid of them. They never did. Who is sufficient for these things? You don’t know what is in a seed until you plant it and it grows. By their fruit you will know them. They come to us in seed form. We suffer all things for the elect’s sake, but in the beginning we don’t know who they are. The harvest is ripe, pray ye they Lord of the harvest to thrust out labourers… We have students all over Africa who came to the College in unrespectable circumstances who are today worthy ministers of Christ. 

Often staff worked in the College in very tricky political times. We were on itinerary in Australia during the time of the war in Bosnia. Each night on TV they showed the bodies of children killed that day. They ended the news by saying that Nigeria would be the next nation to sink into a worse abyss. A stranger on a bus gave Kent a Time Magazine that had for its cover story, “The Bottomless Pit of Nigeria” describing the coming civil war. Pastors of large churches we knew in the north of Nigeria prophesied war was coming and told their members to scatter to the South. The nation was in near anarchy for many years with fatal shootings and armed robbery daily on the streets and heard nightly in our neighbourhood. We heard gunshots many nights.

In Australia Kent was struggling about whether to take the family back to Nigeria. Every foreigner we knew expect for Andrew and Jenny Daniels had packed up and left the country. How could we leave the students out of fear? But how could we take our children back into so dangerous a situation? One week before leaving Australia the Holy Spirit spoke to Kent’s heart and said there would not be a war. We went back and had the most glorious time in the College. No staff or student was put off by the hard times. The College was filled. This taught Kent that prophecy is not a plaything. Hearing from God is essential. 

1989 in Nigeria Mercy worked in our house. She is Ebo (Biafran) but grew up virtually as a servant in northern Kaduna with her aunty and uncle, as her parents died when she was small. After graduating with a degree Mercy went to pastor a church for some years. Later she returned to the College to work with us and eventually she became the head of the degree department. She married another graduate called Alphonse Ezesinachi. Alphonse is Nigerian but also speaks French. He grew to become the Dean of the French Department and later the Dean of the College. Before we left the College we had appointed him to be the Vice Principal. For almost twenty years we have worked with Mercy and today Mercy and Alphonse and their four children are still part of our family. Their son is named Kent and one of their daughters Ruth. 
Another staff we have known for almost twenty years is from Uganda. Joseph Kakande, worked on the maintenance team as a student. He stayed on after graduation, eventually becoming College Dean. After ten years with us, marrying Freda, a graduate from Cameroon, Joseph returned to Uganda. Kakande is a quiet but purposeful man. Freda is expressive, honest and a lot of fun. Both love the Lord. Kent went to Uganda to see if he could help them in setting up a church and a work among the HIV orphans. He wanted to buy them land but wasn’t able to get the money at the time. 

Later Bill and Helen Driessen from Tasmania visited Joseph and Freda, buying them land with an old house and a chicken farm for income. Bob and Carolyn Stewart and the church they are a part of in Helensburgh NSW sent funds for further building on Kakande’s land. The Driessens returned and bought more adjoining land. Today the Kakandes run churches, evangelise and take care of orphans in Uganda. When Kent was in Uganda he visited several graduates of All Nations, each one with 20 orphans living in their house, pastoring(?) several churches and some also operated schools. 

Maintaining good and mature staff in the College over a long period is another challenge. You want strong leaders but strong leaders have opportunities opening up to them with much greener grass. As their family grows they have needs which a College budget just can’t meet. There is no future for staff in a College. In churches the leader is helped by offerings, but in a College it’s the students who need help. So the leaders must have a call of God. They must know that God has put them there. Thankfully we were able to maintain leaders for many years as they grew with their families, but this in itself is a major part of running a College like All Nations. 

The first Principal of All Nations whom Kent appointed was Sam-Sunday Adeosun, Sam’s wife Stella was a teacher in the church’s school. She later moved to the UK because she has dual citizenship. Sam had not and he stayed on for a time in the College and their children went to stay with his parents in the Yoruba part of Nigeria. While Sam stayed on twice Kent flew him to the UK to complete his master’s degree with Wales University, which we also paid for. Once we helped fly his wife out to Nigeria to meet with Sam and the children. We knew Sam would later leave the College. We always maintained an easy-going atmosphere amongst staff. They were free to go or stay, depending on the will of God. It also meant that the help we gave them was not conditional on them staying. This put them at ease and made the team far more at home with each other. Our investment in Sam is still serving God’s Kingdom.  

Emmanuel Razack worked as a driver when he was a student. As a converted Moslem he speaks Arabic and was studying to be an Imam when he heard the gospel. He later ran the College fleet of used vehicles. One vehicle was there from before we came to Nigeria. It served so faithfully for so long the staff said it should go to heaven when it died. Emmanuel later became Dean of the College and head of the press and was Kent’s personal assistant. Kent relied on Emmanuel in many areas where he served boldly, honestly, wisely, tirelessly and courageously to maintain the purpose of All Nations in the midst of many adversaries. He could not be bought or threatened. 

Towards the end of our stay there we tried to help staff with their future. We didn’t know we were going to leave, but began to feel the need to provide more for the staff’s future, since they had given their lives for the work. We bought some staff vehicles and furniture and whatever we could afford in terms of education and assistance. Emmanuel bought some land so we gave what we could to get his house building going. We were then able to fly him to the UK with his wife, where they are studying at Master’s level with a scholarship. 

We can’t mention all our staff. On our Management Board we had a dear friend Wumi Asogun, head of the College Missions department. He husband is a medical doctor and together they plant churches in un-reached areas on weekends. Edward Moumbo from Chad was the head of the French department and he also raised up churches in Chad during his holiday periods. Anne was head of the academic department and her husband was a pastor near Benin City. She topped the ICI Open University in Texas. We paid for as many staff as we could to do Masters and PhD studies outside of All Nations to give them greater scope and greater futures. Pastor Bashir was on the Management Board and we will talk of him later. Ps Nestor and his wife Millicent were also our friends and worked with us in the College for 10 years. They have gone to Cameroon and we were able to help them set up ministry there. 

It took a while to get a good working management board in the College. In early years board meetings were called and the agenda was what the member’s privileges were. This approach would soon bankrupt the College. Nothing was asked about the welfare of the students, how many were coming, what can I do to help? More was said about what couldn’t be done. Boards set up in other nations to help foreign students apply to the College became corrupt. Boards would not take responsibility for work and eventually had to be closed. The only way to make the College effective was to work with people who weren’t important, who were willing to learn and who would roll up their sleeves. God calls individuals. Over the years we were able to build up a faithful group who could work as a family and who understand the task. What a joy it was when he had a family that operated with one mind. What a good time we had together. 

People We Know

Students were assigned to work in lecturer’s houses. Prefects came around each semester assessing your needs and working out who to assign. This way we came to know many people closely. In the years that followed we have continued our relationship with them and we have often visited where they are preaching the gospel and helped them. It is good having people work with you in the house. Machines can do the work, but informal training while you work together helps people significantly in preparing for life and ministry. There have been many others among the 8,000 graduates who we have also known closely and work with to the present day. 

Alex was a student from Ghana who worked after class as the College van driver. He would go through town each day buying items needed for maintenance or for the kitchen. A riot broke out in Benin City over an armed robber who police said could appear supernaturally kill and then disappear again. They also claimed that he was immune to their bullets. Police hid away and rioters took advantage and burned cars and looted. Patricia worked in our house and was at the market and had to escape fire arms by running into a nearby house. Alex was shot in the arm while driving that day, but not badly wounded. The governor put a curfew on the city. Nobody came out of their houses day or night. 

Church of God Mission was about to hold a church conference in June 1989. T. L. Osborn was soon coming. Benson Idahosa was expected back and everyone wondered what he would do. He arrived and on Friday night announced to the church that everybody would go to the town centre with wheelbarrows, shovels and brooms. The believers arrived the next morning and Benson led them in prayer that the main criminal would be caught. Then they started to work, cleaning up the mess left by the rioters. Benson had his film crew there and they interviewed him. He held up his African straw broom and in total seriousness said, we are sweeping the devil out of Benin. A straw broom was sufficient for the task! This act broke the fear on the city. People came out and helped to clean. The curfew was cancelled, the man was caught, T. L. arrived on time and the conference began. 

It was training like this that Alex and so many others received. They learnt that in impossible situations you don’t run away and hide. They learnt that the minister of Christ has authority and must stand up to the evil of their day. They learnt that you don’t wait for someone else to do something about your problems, that you pray and then you take bold action in faith. They learnt that Jesus said he would build his church and the gates of hell would not prevail against it. It was lessons like these that showed the students that no matter the circumstances their future was bright, Jesus would prevail and their ministry would truly be a living witness in any situation they would face. They learnt that Christ is in you, that he is not far off somewhere that you have to look for him. They learnt to be winners. Alex took these lessons back to Ghana and planted several churches where he still pastors today.  

When we arrived in Nigeria in 1986 an early friend was a student named Esther Tanko, from the region near Kaduna, northern Nigeria. Her father was a Baptist pastor but objected to Esther being Spirit filled. He beat her often and locked her in a storage shed but eventually she escaped. While in the College Esther crocheted a blanket for our baby Esther. Not that she needed it much in the heat of Nigeria, but we kept it and used it for all of our babies, and never forgot Esther Tanko Edwards, as she is now. Over the years we have visited some of the many churches she started and oversees in the villages south of Kaduna. We stayed with our children in one of her villages. We have taught in her dry-season Bible College to train village pastors in the slack time from farming. She is doing a great work and has won so many people to the Lord. We still support her work and recently helped her build another church. She is a dear friend, a mother of several children, and a very special witness of the power of the gospel. 

Felix and Cecelia both worked in our house when they were students, but at different times. Felix Pinike is from the Niger River delta, near the Atlantic Ocean. He was a fisherman by trade. Through smoking weed, the term used for a strong locally grown form of hashish, he had gone crazy. He fell in with river pirates. Over six feet four inches tall, powerfully built, he was at times violent, a danger to all and especially to himself. Pastor James Yelemi, an All Nations graduate of earlier days, took the time to preach to him. Felix was saved, totally transformed, delivered, and healed of his addictions. After some years growing in Christ in his church Pastor James recognised the call of God on Felix and sent him to All Nations. We knew Pastor James and his wife Irene, who often stayed with us during conferences. They asked us to take special care of Felix. He was assigned to help us in the house, which he did with a humble and good attitude. 

Eventually Felix went back to begin a new church under James’ supervision in the delta. Felix organised outreach crusades in villages where there were no churches. He organised medical teams from the church hospital in Benin to come and conduct vaccination and health clinics where there were no health facilities. He started a number of new churches, as had Pastors James and Irene. Pastor James sent another convert of his, Cecilia, from the same area, to All Nations. Cecilia worked in our house and was very quiet and had an excellent spirit. Felix and Cecilia married and today have four children. 

When their first little girl Favour was eighteen months old she had malaria. They took her by boat to the nearest town where she was given chloroquin at a clinic but it proved ineffective. They travelled many miles upriver, and two hours by taxi to bring her to us in Benin. We immediately had her admitted to hospital. For many days it looked as if Favour would die. When she eventually began to regain strength it was clear the malaria had become cerebral, the parasite had entered her brain. She was left blind and seriously incapacitated. Nobody thought she could live. Today Favour has regained her sight, is able at last to walk and has begun to talk. She is now eleven years old. Imagine the difficulties of having a severely disabled child in a remote river delta village. Despite all the challenges Felix and Cecilia have started churches, lobbied the oil companies operating in their area to build clinics and schools in their villages and done all they could to promote the gospel and encourage development in their region. 

Our first house helper was a Bible College student called Stella Clark. Small loud, bright and resilient Stella is Edo, from a village on the way to Lagos. She helped us wash nappies back in the early days of living in a small third floor flat with only two babies. She also helped with the market. Food is bought in the open markets scattered throughout the city. Going to market is a daily event where refrigeration is unreliable, even when you have it. It is also a social rite and cannot be rushed. It takes hours and is exhausting and not easy with babies in tow. Stella did the market and washed nappies for us, by hand, releasing Ruth to begin teaching in the Bible College. Stella completed her studies and became a pastor at first in villages of her area and later in Lagos.

Patricia came to us at this time looking for a job, asking to be our nanny.  We certainly weren’t looking for a nanny, but had the problem of looking after the babies while Ruth taught. With a third baby on the way we decided to employ Patricia. We learned gradually that she had suffered a childhood of abuse and neglect. Ruth wrote a list for her to go to market early every morning, going through it with her to make sure she could understand the handwriting. She would come home with every item and tell us the exact price of each. We came to realise she could not read the list but simply memorised when Ruth read it and remembered the prices. She could recite most of any sermon from church almost word perfect. She had never learned to read and was dreadfully ashamed of it. It took a long time before she would admit it. 

We sent her to adult literacy classes, after initial stubborn resistance, but the classes were poorly taught and not very effective. About the same time we had another illiterate student, a lady Moslem convert from northern Ghana, who had never had the opportunity to learn to read. This lady was unable to take notes in lectures, did all her exams orally but scored almost 100% on every test. She and Patricia used to spend two hours with Ruth in the afternoons, while the children were theoretically asleep, using old children’s readers given by a friend from home, sounding out words and learning to read. We discovered functional illiteracy in many clever people. Later we started a regular literacy class in the afternoons in the Bible College. Anyone failing a reading and writing exercise on admission to the College was not excluded, but required to attend the class.

Patricia later married and today has four children but sadly the pattern of abuse she suffered as a child was repeated. She was forced to leave her husband, taking her two youngest, the girls, and is struggling to survive running a market stall. We help her financially when we can get money to her. She is part of our family. We feel like that about so many of these people. We are all family.

When Patricia’s second son was about two she brought him to Ruth with his leg bandaged to a plank of wood. He had broken his leg and the father, not having money for the hospital, took him to a traditional bonesetter, who performed his usual job. Instead of positioning the broken bones end to end the bonesetter placed them beside each other so that when they fused the leg would be shorter, with a thickening where the bones overlapped.

The child, Peter, was clearly suffering a lot of pain. We carried him to the clinic, admitted him, had the bone reset and the child dosed up on painkillers. Today Peter’s leg is strong and not in anyway deformed. Almost every day we met conditions like this that needed help. Many we could help and others we couldn’t. Coming to terms with the great need was something you always lived with. 

The birth of a child in Nigeria is a special event. When mother and baby are recovered a naming ceremony is held. Key friends and relations are each asked to name the baby. The child will thus have many names and may choose which he or she prefers to be known by. The relative giving the name will probably always call the child by that name. The names are valued for their meaning, not the way they sound. Often when a person gets saved they adopt a new name, as the name they used before reflects idol worship. Emmanuel Razack is an example. We used to call him Oguni, which means all honour to Ogun, a spirit placated in South West Nigeria. Razack is a Arab name, but not offensive to his new faith. When he was saved and baptised they gave him the name Emmanuel, which he later opted to use. 

Ephraim Manasseh was assigned to help us in our house back when Tim was born. He is from a village called New Karu in the Federal Capitol Territory. Old Karu was actually on the site of the Nigerian federal capitol, Abuja. The government moved the original village to build the new city. Ephraim limped. As a boy he had broken his leg, which was now deformed due to traditional bonesetting. Ephraim did not regard this as a serious problem. It is common. 

Ephraim has a sweet spirit. He started a number of churches in villages in the north, some of which we visited, staying in the house of a former Nigerian senator one visit. Last time we heard from him he was working with another graduate, Jackson Tugbe, from Liberia, holding crusades and starting churches in Liberia in the post civil war rebuilding.

Peter Ezeke came to meet Kent in his office one afternoon. He introduced himself as a leader over eighty churches in the central east of the country. He had been in the College for six months. His denomination had been in the occult, what are known as white garment churches, where Christianity and animism are meshed in an unholy alliance. He had been second in command of the churches when he heard the gospel and was saved. Shortly after that the leader of the denomination died in a car crash leaving him in charge. He knew that he was entirely ignorant of the word of God, but responsible for thousands of souls, so took himself off to Bible College. He behaved humbly, and did the work of every other student, not speaking of his responsibilities. Kent visited the churches with him and together they preached the gospel to thousands of unsaved people bound in a devilish religion. Today those churches are full gospel churches. There are over 140 now. Bishop Ezeke is a close brother in the Lord today. He is a worker, going himself to new centres in the north to establish many new churches. 

From 1995-96 we had Terje Sandblost, a young man from Norway who came to Benin because he heard about Benson Idahosa. He checked in at the Norwegian Embassy in Lagos and found out that none of the Norwegian staff went anywhere without armed escorts. They told him he was crazy and should return immediately to Norway. He found his own way to Benin City because we didn’t know he was coming. He arrived with a backpack and a big smile and eventually stayed for a year in our house, studying in the Bible College. He had acquired diabetes as a boy and lived each day as a gift from God. He would often say, “I am so happy, just so happy.” Tall and handsome, he loved the Lord with all his heart and was the greatest joy to have in our home. He loved the family. He played wild games with the children, taught them some music, and enjoyed our long discussions together. Later Terje went back to Norway and studied engineering at university. He decided to do his final year as an exchange student in Indonesia. While at a theatre with a group of friends the building caught fire. He escaped but ran back inside to rescue one of the party and died in the fire. This action was typical of the selfless person we knew him to be. “No greater love…” We continue to hear from his family in Norway. 

These are just a few stories from among the 8,000 graduates we know personally. Working with them in afternoon labour was fun. Being lecturers the students didn’t like seeing us work. Kent could take a shovel and begin to dig and a student would come and say, I will do that sir and take the shovel. Then Kent could take a pick and do the same, and then another instrument. Very soon without giving any instructions a whole army was working all on the right projects. They were all willing people. About that time Archbishop would drive through in the late afternoon viewing various projects he had going. He got out of his car and called a prefect and gave money to buy the hard workers some bread. Or he would announce out loud that the students should come over to his house and untie a cow there and take it to their kitchen. Those who worked at his house were not allowed to touch the paw-paw trees, but when harvest came he shared it out to them with his own hand. The best thing about every graduation day was that before daybreak the students would dance around to the Archbishop’s house to sing and thank God together for the two years they had there. Fathers in the faith are few. 

Ministry In Africa

During the weekdays Kent and Ruth ministered and worked in the Bible College. When we were in Benin for the weekends we fellowshipped in the Archbishop’s church, where Kent was a pastor, or ministered in one of the churches in the city. 

Every second weekend, on average, we travelled to other parts of the country.  Sometimes we included Fridays, or part of the College holiday periods. We were constantly invited all over the nation, and whenever possible we also liked to catch up with graduates to see how they were doing. This ministry gave us a sense of what the church in the nation was passing through. 

Nigeria currently has a population of about 130 million. We estimate that over 60% of these are “Christian” and under 40% Moslem. In reality animism has a much larger sway than these figures show. Some of the people listed as “Christian” or “Moslem” haven’t been informed. They live in villages and practice various forms of animism - witchcraft. Nigeria has large cities, but it is still predominately a rural nation, with millions in villages where life is not much different to what it has been for the last 1,000 years. 

The current President of Nigeria is Olusegun Obasanjo. He was president once before in the 70’s, as a military dictator, then handed over power to a democratically elected president, who unfortunately didn’t last long. From the time that we arrived in the 80’s to the late 90’s incompetent and corrupt Islamic dictators, who raped the nation and destroyed its infrastructure, ruled Nigeria. This is not to say that many opportunist “Christian” presidents would do a lot better. 

When you walked towards the Archbishop’s office, the long corridor was flanked with photos of crowds of hundreds of thousands of people attending his crusade meetings, and photos of miracles people had received. The power of the gospel to totally triumph over witchcraft was very apparent. It was a very quick work. But as we saw those photos we wondered about Islam. Would all this be to no avail? Can’t the gospel triumph equally over the whole nation? Miracle crusades were just as successful in the north, but Islamic military rule always threatened to engulf the nation. The church prayed. We are convinced that Nigeria missed a terrible upheaval because of the prayers of God’s people. Entering the Archbishop’s office faith was always obvious. A sign on his desk read, Make no Small Plans Here. He had a fearsome faith, but being with him was always uplifting. Doubts were vanquished, not because of him, but because of Jesus who was so alive in him. 

The things of God are not mishap. Man is not in charge. The work the Lord did in Nigeria was not of man. There is no doubt that God masterminded the whole thing and it was an unveiling of his eternal plan to bless the people of Nigeria. We often thought, in Russia they have little bread, in the West they have little gospel. In Nigeria there is food and gospel. This land the world passes by is a land that has experienced so much of God’s power, where so much eternal salvation is. God didn’t pass it by. We were aware that this work and this College was a once in a generation opportunity. We felt it was a stewardship. You don’t just get up and walk out on something like this. God did a lot and a lot of people gave of their lives to bring this about.

The current president of Nigeria is a genuine Christian. Benson led him to the Lord. Kent met him at Benson Idahosa’s house. One morning Kent went to the house to talk with Benson Idahosa and the three of them had breakfast and lunch together. We did not know then he would once again be president. Under the last dictator he served time in prison, which he said was his Bible school. This man towers above Mandela and Tutu, and will leave the nation not a heritage of humanism, but of faith. As a Christian president he is not there to make Nigeria Christian, a mistake made in some other nations, but to serve all its people. He is bringing in integrity and policies that are helping the nation considerably. 

Obasanjo came into power partly due to years of international sanctions, which crippled Nigeria. He came as an honest and strong leader, a former dictator who knew how to balance righteousness with strength. There is enough stolen Nigerian money sitting frozen in foreign bank accounts to pay off Nigeria’s debt. But when he asked the international community to return the money that Nigeria’s former dictators put in their banks he met a dead end street. This type of thing hinders progress in Africa. They see the hypocrisy of the West when it comes to integrity. 

Over the years in Nigeria we travelled to hundreds of destinations, cities and villages. Conditions in Nigeria have made travel dangerous. We normally travelled by car, but large buses “fly” down the roads between Nigeria’s main cities. Before these journeys start it is typical for somebody to stand up and address all the passengers with “I believe we should commit this journey into the hands of God.” With the nation at times in danger of war, with armed robbers frequently holding up travellers and with the danger of accidents, no one on the bus is going to disagree. 

Some believe they had been given a “bus ministry.” A student at All Nations went on a four-week ministry practical in the river delta. He didn’t want to go because he knew he wouldn’t receive money there for his college fees. But he believed it was God’s will and went. The ministry went so well that a new church was started and he was not able to get back to the college on time. So instead of going to a city to try to get money he had to come straight back to the College. On his way back he stood to pray on the bus. But this was long prayer, leading all the passengers to pray for the nation for about ½ an hour. 

By this time of course the bus was in well into its journey. After the passengers had finished praying the student stood between the driver and the machine gun escort at the front of the bus and preached the gospel. In Africa people still ride shotgun. After preaching he then moved about the bus praying for those who responded and praying for healing. As the student stood in Kent’s office telling him about this journey back to the College Kent thought, so far nothing is out of the ordinary. This happens all the time on Nigeria’s buses. But what happened next did surprise him. 

The student said that after about an hour he finished and sat down. Then another person who he didn’t remember knowing stood up and, shouting to make himself heard over the travel noises, addressed all the passengers, saying that he knew the student and that he was returning to All Nations and that they should help him with his school fees. So they passed around a plastic bag. The student stood in Kent’s office with tears saying he did what God wanted in the river delta and God was faithful to cover his fees. Only in Nigeria would something like this happen.

In 1987 Kent had a nine-day itinerary, starting in Lagos for five days and then going to Kaduna in the north for four days. He didn’t want to go because the doctor had said that the birth of our second child was imminent. The hospital we wanted to use was a Baptist Mission hospital about one and ½ hours drive away. But Ruth said Kent should go and so we held hands and prayed and said, Lord keep this child in Ruth’s womb till Kent comes back. 

We could not communicate while Kent was away. He was in Lagos with Chris Joda, who pastored 8,000 people in his church. On this occasion he spoke each of the five days, all the while worried about the state of Ruth. Kent had left her with only N60, all we had at the time. From Lagos he went to Kaduna to work with our graduate friend Esther Tanko, who was planting churches in un-reached areas. On the last day there he hadn’t heard from Ruth for 9 days. While praying before a Sunday meeting Kent found Exodus 23:25. It says, And you shall serve the Lord your God, and he shall bless thy bread and water and shall take sickness out of the midst of thee and none shall be barren nor cast their young, which he took to mean that our children shall not be born ahead of time. 

If God would promise this under the Old Covenant, how much more under the New? People sometimes take verses like this in the Old Covenant and carry conditions over into the New. There are no conditions in the New Covenant. That is what the cross of Jesus was about. He bore our failure of conditions. He bore the curse of the law. Everything contrary to us he took out of the way, leaving the Spirit of God to transform those he gives new birth. Misunderstand here greatly robs the gospel of Jesus Christ of its true power. 

So Kent knew again that the Lord would bless our bread and water and then he asked the Lord concerning our schedule for the week. Kent went to the meeting that morning and said to the people, tomorrow Monday I return to Benin City. I arrive at night and Ruth and I will rejoice in all the Lord has done. I will take her to hospital on Tuesday morning and we will have our second child that day. On Thursday I will take her home and on Friday return to Lagos for two days to conduct weddings in Chris Joda’s church. The people looked at him as though he had come from Mars. But he wasn’t joking. He knew this would happen. 

Kent returned to Benin Monday night and found carpenters fitting new mosquito netting on the windows and doing a few things getting ready for the birth. Ruth was very well. We had received the biggest financial miracle that week ever in our lives to that point. It was great to be back together again. The next morning Ruth woke at 5 saying she was having contractions. Kent went to the office to clear the last nine days work, not telling anyone lest they panic, and at 10 am said it was time to leave. We arrived at Eku Baptist hospital at midday. Timothy was born at 4:10 that Tuesday afternoon. On Thursday Ruth said she’d had enough and wanted to be taken home. (Kent hadn’t told her his schedule for that week!) On Friday Kent went to Lagos and returned home again on Sunday. This is what life has been like since we have come to know the Lord.

Just a few words about the Baptist mission hospital. When Ruth was in her room the nurse came with her clipboard to take Ruth’s vital signs. She took the usual ones and then writing on the clipboard asked, are you a Christian? Ruth told her that we are missionaries. The nurse cut her off and said, I asked whether or not you are born again, do you have a relationship with Jesus Christ? Well she was impressed with that hospital bedside manner. Would to God we had that in a few more hospitals. 

On another occasion we were in the Eku Baptist hospital waiting room with Esther because she had malaria. We wondered why all the bench seats were facing the same way, sort of like a train. After the large room filled up, a man entered through a side door carrying a small pulpit and Bible. He stood at the front and preached the gospel, very well. At the end he asked people who wanted to know the Lord to come out the front. Then he asked those who wanted prayer for healing to come out – at a Baptist hospital! We took Esther into the doctor’s office for a jab instead! In Nigeria denominationalism often doesn’t mean much. God is moving throughout the land. The Baptist bookshop was full of T. L. Osborn books and all kinds of good Christian books. T. L. Osborn is considered the granddaddy of evangelism in many nations, including Nigeria. 

Nigeria is a nation of paradoxes, great trouble and corruption, yet great love for the Lord in many, many people. Christ can be seen in so many lives, in their faith, love and endurance in difficult situations. They have unequalled zeal. Many times vehicles go past the house with loudspeakers blaring out preaching. This is neither an offence to people’s privacy nor do they consider it undignified. At 4 in the morning you will hear preachers walking the streets outside the house. The message is not always sound but they leave you in no doubt as to what they are saying. Nigerians get in-your-face with the gospel.

National TV constantly carries Christian programs. There are problems however. 

Several biblical terms such as the fight of faith or prayer have taken on cultural rather than biblical meanings. The richness of local culture can be a beautiful thing, but when fundamentals of the gospel message are transformed by local or human values the power of that message can be totally lost. It is like what Jesus said to the Pharisees – by your traditions you make void the word and power of God. Missions in the past were sometimes seen as Western cultural imperialism and there has since been a swing towards animistic beliefs in interpreting the Bible. Both of these extremes are wrong. The Bible should be interpreted by its own context, not by Western or other cultural ideas. The danger in missions is when people believe that a gospel more in tune with local culture can be more easily embraced. You can have a city with millions of Christians, with the life styles of the majority remaining unchanged. There is a desperate need for proper biblical teaching at the pastoral level. 

A second problem is the degree to which corrupt aspects of the culture influence the church. Rather than speak to the culture the church sometimes conforms to it. There are a multitude of doctrines were blessings are tied to money. This goes to such an extent that another gospel is preached, just like that doctrine of indulgences and merits through works and icons the Catholics preached. These two problems don’t just exist on the periphery, but often at the core of mainline Christianity, affecting millions of people. 

In 1991 Kent was sitting in our flat in Benin City and felt strongly that many in a certain group of villages were about to respond to the gospel. He told his friend, a student in the College, Godfrey Adigwu. Godfrey had gone to one of these villages on College practical and had invited Kent. It was one of those times that the gospel took off so fast you didn’t know what has hit you. Godfrey quickly started several churches. He named the headquarter church St. Kent’s Victory Arena, showing his Catholic background. He was a Moslem and then became a Catholic and was later saved. We love preaching in those situations when people receive the Word so easily, their lives are changed and many healing miracles occur. God is moving with such power and you just go along for the ride. 

We went with our children and with students on practical to another group of villages. A woman came out while Kent was preaching and began arguing with him in her language. We didn’t understand her, but Kent prayed for her and asked her to sit down. We found out after the meeting that she was the regional head witchdoctor. She was protesting, if this gospel is true why was her leg not healed! When Kent prayed for her in the meeting her leg was healed. We didn’t know anything about it. After the meeting she burnt all her idols and joined the church. Many villages were reached in that area. This happened in every place we went. The gospel is the power of God to salvation to everyone who believes.  

Over the years Kent walked to many villages you can’t get to by car. He drank all the drinks he was given; cold local water/porridge type drinks, and ate all the food he was given. Not once did he get a stomachache from anything he drank or ate in any of those places, though he had had a few from home cooking! Often the villages were in Moslem regions. At night we would sit with the elder of the village and his four wives and children on his dirt courtyard and dip our hand into pots to eat. We always enjoyed that food, and normally couldn’t see what it was in the dark. But they always received the gospel, hundreds normally in each place we went to. We would only go where graduates were starting churches. 

Kent went to another region with a friend Barnabas Yohanna. We don’t remember all the places we went to or all the miracles, but one lady was in a very oppressive Moslem/witchcraft village. The elder was a gross man who abused the young girls. Life is not nice in so many places like that. It is not idyllic village life before the gospel comes, as some romantics like to portray. The lady we mentioned looked middle aged, without a husband and had leprosy. She had no toes, and was an outcast from the village people. We remember her openness to the gospel. She loved the gospel so much that she gave her only money (N5) to Kent to print books so others could hear it. When Kent prayed for her she was instantly healed from leprosy and later a very good man, Barnabas, from the region fell in love with her and married her – a lovely story!. Barnabas has planted dozens of churches. We still hear from him often. He has seen many miracles. People have even tried to shoot him while he was preaching. 

In another meeting a young lady came who was Presbyterian. She had had breast cancer for one year and the following Monday was booked in to have a breast removed. She came to this meeting as a last hope. As Kent laid hands on her she was instantly healed, the large lump immediately vanished. She went back to the hospital and they confirmed she was cancer free. The wonderful thing was that she said that she also met the Lord for the first time. In tears she told the church he had changed her life and the church sent a report to us about it one month after the meeting. 

Religious riots have often swept through northern regions of Nigeria. Several of our friends have been caught up in these. Many pastors have been killed and many churches burnt down. Graduates in the north have started many churches. In a region near Kanduna people who worshipped stones gathered together to stone to death one graduate called Ibrahim Maji. The head witchdoctor vowed there would never be a church in that area. But when they heard the gospel many believed and the witchdoctor gave a plot of land for a church. In another nearby town, before a whole village-market of Moslems, a boy was raised from the dead after falling into a well. This led to several churches being started. Kent visited one at 5 am one morning when Ibrahim soundly rebuked the people filling the small building for lukewarm-ness. Kent wondered what time we were supposed to come for Morning Prayer, but didn’t dare ask! 

While visiting a pastor friend Godwin Tanko (not a relation to Esther Tanko) on a trip near Kaduna Kent met a man called Joseph Akhali under a mango tree and interviewed him there to become a student at All Nations. Joseph was almost middle aged and was husband to three women. He came to the College and before the end of his first year the church wanted to know how he was going to pastor, being the husband of more than one wife. So we prayed: one wife left him. As we continued to pray Joseph said he knew which wife God wanted to leave with him and he went with his church to the family of the other youngest wife. They agreed to take her back and she probably later married again. The church was happy. His remaining wife loves the Lord and shares the work with Joseph.

Joseph has started many churches in previously un-reached mountain regions of Kaduna State and has seen many miracles and many people’s lives changed. In one village a thirteen-year-old girl was raised from the dead and a new church started. He is a wonderful child of God who has suffered so much but he never says so. He has diabetes now and last we saw him he looked like he had taken a hard toll. But off he went again after treatment and rest, back to the mountains to preach, keen as mustard. His two eldest children have now also passed through the College and work with him. There are thousands of stories just like this from graduates of All Nations. There are many more stories that are yet to happen, as we reach more people and train them in the years ahead. 

A graduate invited Kent to Nsuka, in the north of the country. It was an eight-hour drive and when he reached there on Friday evening he was tired. Five people came to the “city wide outdoor crusade” and Kent wasn’t happy about it. But he had to preach so went ahead. The same happened the Saturday night. In the Sunday morning service we had seven people turn up. When that had finished he was very happy to leave back to Benin City. 

Two years later Kent was in his office when an applicant entered. Kent didn’t do all the interviewing of new students, but noticed this man was from Nsuka. The applicant said he was saved in the meeting when Kent came. The same thing happened six months later with another new student. He was also saved in that meeting. Then six months later a third applicant told Kent it was at that meeting God called him to ministry but he had been resisting since then. So from that small meeting that Kent was angry about, three people passed through the College into ministry. 

Driving through Benue State on another journey to the north we sensed the ripeness of the land for the gospel. This means trained pastors preaching in new areas and planting churches. We arrived at Katsina Ala and spoke at a joint churches meeting for the weekend, without mentioning ministry training. They gave us a live goat, which we took back to Benin City and it befriended the children. We had to deal with animals like that quickly before they became too close to the children. Once we had a Christmas sheep that looked more like a stray cat. It wanted to come in the back door all the time to be with the family. We had to put him in the freezer before he received a name. From that weekend in Katsina Ala seven people came to the College. In the few years that followed forty students passed through the College as the result of that meeting and are pastoring in that region of northern Nigeria. 

Another occasion when many came into the ministry was a trip down the river delta with Felix Piniki. We had a camp meeting drawing people from many parts of the delta and took all the equipment on boats with an army officer carrying a machine gun for protection. From that four day meeting about forty students came into the College over the next few years and trained for church planting ministry in the un-reached river delta areas. It was mostly the students themselves who attracted other students into the College. They went out for ministry and planted churches everywhere and wherever they went they preached with such power that everyone wanted to know where they were trained. We never had to pay for advertising the College. 

Some students we had from India said that All Nations was not like the colleges they knew in India. They said the students they knew of in India did not start churches after they graduated, but just wrote newsletters to America looking for money. They said they had travelled around Nigeria and seen our graduates and found the opposite was true everywhere they went. This would not be true of many colleges in India, but it was the experience of this particular group of Indian students we had at one time. They greatly appreciated what the Lord was doing through All Nations.  

The river delta is the region where Shell Oil Company works along with the Nigerian oil companies. Shell has received a lot of flack over the years. We often went to Warri to change money with a Lebanese businessman. We could not change money through the corrupt banks. They were risky trips carrying suitcases of cash for the College. We never had money stolen from us though. Warri is one of the main port cities on the delta, where Shell has a big presence. The roads and general conditions were terrible. Shell wanted to fix them but when they gave money to local government it wasn’t used for the stated purpose. Eventually Shell said we will fix the roads ourselves, but the elders wouldn’t let them. They insisted that Shell gave them the money. In this way projects that needed to be done were not done, and international media would come through and show the conditions and blame Shell. This especially happened when Shell wouldn’t play ball by pulling out of Nigeria in the days of sanctions. Shell said Nigeria needed the investment. 

One of our graduates started his new life in prison charged with murder as an armed robber. Awaiting trial in prison he was saved and confessed to the crime. He was to receive the death sentence but asked the Lord to save his life. The Lord answered that he took the life of another so deserved to have his life taken. Then the Lord said that he would lose his life by the Lord taking it and the life he would henceforth live would not be his own (Galatians 2:20) He went back into court and the judge came out in his red jacket, which was worn for passing the death sentence. The man thought he was going to die by his honesty but resolved that was OK and would testify to the Lord. But then he says he saw the Lord in the courtroom. When the judge spoke he changed his mind and ordered the boy to be released immediately. The police refused and the judged repeated his instruction twice. The man then came straight to Benin City and joined the College. Today he has planted several churches and is pastoring. 

The case was well known throughout Nigeria and the testimony of what happened had a big impact in all Nigerian prisons. Ade Poopola, in Benin City prison for embezzlement, was saved through hearing this testimony. We saw him often when we went to the prisons to teach the gospel. We have never heard praise like we have heard in those prisons. A few years later rioters in Benin City broke into the prison and Ade Popoola had to escape for safety. He came to Benson Idahosa and obtained a letter to the Commissioner of Police and handed himself back in when the citywide riots subsided. Later he was released and came to the College for training also.  Today Ade is the national prisons chaplain of Nigeria and is taking the gospel and rehabilitation into many Nigerian prisons. Other graduates work in prisons in different nations. Recently Kent was with a friend and graduate called Moise, doing similar work in Cameroon. Without any funds he and his wife cook and feed the prisoners. 

Over the years in Nigeria Kent preached several times with Benson Idahosa. Benson went on crusades in various parts of the country and at times he took Kent with him and after the first night left him to continue the ministry. In Benin City we had large conferences and many speakers would come from around the world. People like Oral Roberts, David Duplessy, Benny Hinn and Gordon and Freda Lindsay and other leaders from around the world. We had wonderful times together. Many strong preachers from Nigeria would also attend. Benson was usually the main speaker and when others said things that he felt needed correction he would publicly give it standing with the guest by his side. He feared nobody and he didn’t care what advantage he may loose by it. This type of fatherliness and genuine leadership is much needed in ministry. 

There is a pastor in Nigeria who loves the Archbishop very dearly, but meaning well he once spoke some rash things about him in a national paper, which could have led to some problems in the Body if it weren’t dealt with correctly. Benson arrived back into the country one Sunday morning and drove straight to the man’s church in Lagos. He walked in the large building and right up onto the platform. In front of the congregation of thousands he took the microphone from the pastor and said; now you repeat to my face what you said to the press. The pastor went to his knees and asked forgiveness. This is Nigerian culture in its beauty. Many other examples in different nations could be given but because the names are known worldwide today we will leave it. It’s nice when the church can operate as a family and correct one another in love without offence, as Paul did Peter and Barnabas, which he also wrote about in his epistle to the Galatians. 

In 1994 a white American came in sackcloth and in shackles and chains. Benson was away and we were shocked to see the man had been given the microphone. He explained he was in Nigeria to ask forgiveness for the slave trade. Benson arrived unexpectedly and stood by the man taking the microphone. He said, I don’t know your grand fathers and you don’t know mine, and added that God was colour blind and told the man, nobody in Nigeria wants to serve a God who makes you look like that. Shower, dress in a fine suit, comb your hair and preach the gospel and you will have many converts. He took the man home for lunch and gave him a suit. The man went away very happy and preached the gospel in many places in Nigeria. When we went to Nigeria we found out that Europeans, Africans and Arabs all profited from the slave trade. Those slaves taken to the Arab nations were castrated. We also found out about the nature of the Nigerian people. Nigerians don’t have a problem with their past. They live in the present and are very forgiving people. God doesn’t have a problem with the past either. There are no curses from the past. The cross has put them away as far as the east is from the west. 
Reapers Of The Harvest

All Nations became international. Students came from Ghana, Ivory Coast, Burkina Faso, South Africa, Algeria, Burundi, and Zimbabwe. They came from eleven different French-speaking nations. Others came from Kenya, Uganda, Tanzania, Mali, Sierra Leone and Liberia and from other African nations. Students came from Japan, India, Pakistan, Norway, Sweden, Australia and the USA. Students also came in from northern Islamic Nigeria. 

In 1977 Ghana had been virtually closed to the gospel for twenty-one years, during the impoverishing experiment with Communism. Benson Idahosa was in Benin City and God spoke to him and told him to go to Ghana. We didn’t often hear Benson say that God said, or thus saith the Lord… He used the terms sparingly. But every time we heard it there was genuine evidence it was true, that God had actually spoken to him. So Benson went to Ghana and at the Accra airport he entered a taxi and asked to be taken to the nearest pastor’s house. He told the pastor God had sent him. So the pastor joined the taxi and they went to speak to a few other pastors, no one knowing who Benson Idahosa from Nigeria was. 

As they were driving through Accra city, passing a busy area they heard a lot of noise. People had gathered around a man on the ground, a painter who had fallen from a tall building. The man was dead. God spoke to Benson and told him to raise the man from the dead, so he did.  As there were many witnesses to the miracle that afternoon Benson was called to see the President of Ghana. Benson went to preach to him and to the President’s cabinet ministers. The President then asked Benson to hold a citywide crusade starting that week in the national stadium and advertised it on the national television network. 

Hundreds of thousands of people came and many great miracles of healing happened to the blind and cripples. This meeting totally changed the gospel climate in Ghana. Since then around 1,000 pastors from Ghana have graduated from All Nations, many of them having churches that number into the thousands. A Ghanaian named Charles Agyin Asare was in the College in 1986 when we first arrived. We became friends and often studied and prayed together. Charles had just married but left his wife immediately to come to the College in Nigeria. After graduating Charles went back to Ghana and started miracle evangelism in the Moslem north. Kent visited Charles in Accra in 2006, where he heads a church with 8,000 members attending each Sunday and over 300 churches in different parts of the country. He holds miracle crusades all over the world, including many in Islamic centres such as Pakistan, where great numbers come to hear the gospel and see Jesus do miracles among them. 

When Kent last visited Ghana he also went to another graduate’s church who had about 4,000 in attendance, and drove past a different graduate’s church with about 8,000 members. This man was illiterate when he was a student at All Nations. Kent met with about thirty graduates in Accra at short notice, but between them they are responsible for many thousands of believers in churches. These graduates have been significantly involved in a smooth transition of government from dictatorship to democracy. They have had three excellent presidents who have set Ghana on a course that makes it a model to the continent. Things are going very well in Ghana today. Charles Asare is also friends with the current president of Ivory Coast, whose nation is going through an unfortunate period due to the intervention of France, who back Moslem rebels from surrounding nations against the democratically elected government. 

Wendy and Greg Rowan milk cows in Victoria, near the NSW border. We met them at a Harry and Doreen Westcott camp meeting many years ago. Years later Wendy responded to our newsletter asking for a person to travel to Africa at their own expense and seek out and interview our graduates. We thought when we sent that newsletter out, who would have the time and money to do this? But the Lord answered every appeal that we made over the years for different aspects of his work and he answered this one also. 

So in 2005 Wendy arrived in Nigeria and was collected at the airport by Koshekai Bashir in his twenty three year old Peugeot, which Emmanuel Razack had just overhauled for the purpose. Bashir, Wendy, Felix Piniki and a policeman then set off around Nigeria for three weeks locating and interviewing graduates. Wendy has diabetes, but she hadn’t told us. She found the food a little strange and her eating got out of balance and during the first week she found her health playing up. For three weeks they drove day-by-day, night-by-night, talking to almost 100 different graduates all over the nation. Come to Nigeria, and spend three weeks in a car! We don’t have much time and there is much to do, get going! 

She had a truly remarkable time learning so much about the people and nation. On their way back to Benin City they were running late for her flight home. By this time Barnabas had joined them and the car was full. A river flooded blocking the main road and Bashir said he knew a short cut. So off they went over the mountains near Cameroon in Nigeria’s north, up where the gorillas are. The short cut turned into a narrow track suitable only for trail bikes, but onwards they went crossing several fords and climbing stony ridges, sometimes the passengers walking by the car side or pushing. The people they drove past were very helpful, but had never seen a sight like it and probably never had seen a foreign person. There were certainly no car parts for miles if they were needed. They arrived late that night at the house from where they started that morning, the car stalling and refusing to start. It had water in the fuel tank, the tank had been torn on one of the river fords. 

They repaired the car and set off the next morning and made it back to Benin that night, breaking all the driving instructions we had given them. The car clutch broke when they pulled up at the house in Benin City at 11 pm. Wendy was a blessing to all she met. We still want to print a book about Wendy’s experiences and all the graduates. Wendy is going back to Africa soon to meet more. To get many of the different good stories you really have to search them out. Wendy said every graduate she met, except maybe for one, had three things that stood out – faith, boldness and love for Jesus.  They all had experienced the miraculous power of Jesus but only talked of it when pressed. 

One of Wendy’s favourite graduates is Zilley Aggrey. Zilley pastors in Port Harcourt, another port city in the delta region. Zilley had leprosy and had come to the point where he was about to buy drugs at a pharmacy to end his life. First he visited his family home for the last time. He found a book there by T. L. Osborn, took it into his bedroom and read it. The book was about the work that Christ did on the cross for our sins and sicknesses. Zilley prayed, If you heal me of this disease I will tell the story around the world. He then slept for twelve hours and when he woke he washed his hands. He noticed that the water didn’t hurt his hands as usual. Then he noticed there was no trace of the disease on his body. Zilley graduated from All Nations in 1990 and today pastors 5,000 members in his church. He was one of those who helped All Nations after he left and he helped Wendy Rowan on her journey around Nigeria.

They came late one night to the town of Auchi, on their way to the north. They stopped and asked a man on the street to direct them to any pastor’s house so they could arrive uninvited to stay the night. This isn’t strange in Nigeria. Often people turned up at our house with family and luggage without even thinking we may need notice. They may stay a week. When Wendy found a pastor’s house that night she was tired and bothered and just wanted to sleep. But they discovered that the pastor was a graduate of All Nations and he began to tell his story. Wendy was so gripped by what he said she couldn’t sleep for hours. The pastor was Excel Elijah. 

Excel was born into the royal Moslem family that ruled Auchi for generations. His father had thirtenn wives. A preacher came to Auchi years ago but was forced out by the Moslems. The preacher left, prophesying that the gospel shall be preached in Auchi by a son of the Islamic ruler. This would be a great disgrace for the family and would be avoided at all costs.  In 1973 Excel was born again. He sat up all night sharing with Wendy the miracles that God did in preserving his life from the Moslems and idol worshippers. Benson Idahosa also went to the region and the place was shaken by the gospel. Today there are hundreds of thousands of believers in that part of Nigeria. 

Many of our graduate friends have been caught up in religious riots which often degenerate in wider tribal conflicts. In 2001 Richard Okafor was in Kano when a riot broke out. Hundreds, possibly thousands of people were murdered and many Christian houses were set ablaze. Richard was in his house with church members praying while people were being massacred all around his area.

Another graduate in the north Habila Mato is a converted Hausa Moslem from Kano State. Being an indigene from Kano State is to Islam what Paul was to Judaism. Paul said he was from the prime stock, from Benjamin, a Jew of Jews. Kano is dangerous territory. It is the serious part of Nigerian Islam. It holds the prime of Nigeria’s jihad movement. Going there you can tour ancient fortifications – very beautiful, in an attractive part of Africa. Sub-Saharan Africa was Islamized by the Fulani centuries ago. The Hausa had fled there around 700 AD when Mohammad’s descendents marched across northern Africa. But the Fulani later caught up with the Hausa and converted them by the sword. Habila started seven churches in the outskirts of Kano. For ten months he worked among the people and had no converts. He went to their farms and helped them work and spoke Arabic, all in an attempt to win their hearts. But nothing worked. Then Jesus healed a sick person. Miracles opened their hearts to the gospel and within a few months churches began to open in several places. 

Koshekai Bashir came to the College from the north of Nigeria, from Yola State. He was already married with several young children. While a student he worked as nighttime security on the staff compound where our family lived. Normally about three students slept there each night. Bashir was in charge. They also cleaned the compound and washed the car each morning. You would normally hear them singing about 4:30 am as they worked. Once we were woken by a student security about 2 am. He had caught a large bush rat, sort of like an Australian possum. (We are trying to make this story a little more palatable!) Kent asked to see the rat the next afternoon and received a shy response. Apparently he was too late. They had already enjoyed it.  The security and other students were expert storytellers. They sat with our children on the steps in the relative cool, when the electricity was out, and told traditional African moral tales of animals. At times the moral seemed dubious – praising cunning and subtly more than integrity or nobility – but the skills of the storyteller were beyond doubt. 

After Bashir graduated we talked with him about starting a Hausa speaking department in the College. He agreed and stayed on and brought his family down to stay with him. That was about ten years ago and since then so many pastors have gone through that department from Islamic Africa and gone back to evangelise their people. But we always thought it wasn’t enough, that our College being too far in the south was not reaching the north as much as is needed. 

One night Kent met a British MI5 agent on a plane. He said he was training the Nigerian army to handle the Islamic uprisings in the north. Kent said you do your job and we will keep doing ours! Some of the Moslem converts we have had go through the College follow: Ibrahim Bature, a Hausa man, lost all his land and his inheritance when Jesus called him. His brothers were ready to kill him, but waited for him instead to return to Islam. Today Ibrahim is planting churches in the north and helping to raise up many others evangelists among his people. 

A Hausa lady named Rhema Okolo was studying at a Koranic school in Kano when Jesus appeared to her in a vision. She delayed her response wanting to make sure of the vision. She was later saved when her sister was miraculously healed after a Christian nurse prayed. Most people we met were saved in day-to-day situations like this. Not many we talked with were saved in large crusade meetings, but these meetings often had huge impact in public displays of the goodness and power of the gospel of Jesus Christ. Rhema yielded to Christ and her life was immediately in danger. She had to flee from her family and state. After studying at All Nations for four years Rhema has gone back to Kano to evangelize her people. 

Musa Ali, a Kanuri, was taken by his family members, at gun point, from his church and was given three days to recant or die. When he refused he was taken to a forest and left to be attacked by wild animals. Armed robbers escaping from the police found Ali and rescued him. Musa is currently evangelizing his people. He said Christians must suffer first before they will reach the Kanuri. He said that the Kanuri are neglected because Christians are not willing to be stoned. His biggest lament is that Christians are no longer trying to reach the Kanuri. Operation World says there are about four million Kanura with less than twenty converts. All Nations has trained two of them.

Mohammed Abulahi is Fulani, from a ruling family in the northern Kaduna State. He said he was preaching the Koran in Saudi Arabia when the Lord appeared to him and told him to return to Nigeria and that he was taking Mohammed out of his religion. He returned but refused to be associated with the scum Christians. Eventually he submitted and joined a church. His uncle then tried to shoot him. The church had to hide him but after some time it became too difficult so they sent him down to All Nations. While at All Nations they still tried to get him. He received a message that his mother had died. When he visited to find out if it was true they captured him and locked him up. Another converted Muslim set him free and he came back to the College.  

We know countless pastors in many states, such as Benue State for example. They go into remote centres with high populations and many miracles are done. Churches start so quickly. Blind are healed, cripples are healed and many diseases. People are powerfully saved and spirit filled. We have travelled into many of these places. It is something that tears away at you. You see the huge harvest, the huge populations, you know the availability of the power of God so easily, but there is always a lack of labourers, and a lack of time on our part to make the most of this. We also see the importance or miracles. Miracles are not hard. They are not something we have to do. Jesus does them when we preach the gospel and obey him. But they are indispensable in preaching the gospel. Most people we know have come to faith because of miracles. 

This type of thing is common. We have so many fiends who are passing through similar situations. They have become strong as they grow and are leading others to Christ. The gospel is growing quickly in northern Nigeria. In some places Anglicans and Methodist are on the front line of Spirit filled missions, and as a result of that sometimes more of them lose their lives than the Pentecostals. Anglicans in Nigeria are often strong believers. They have been among those who have forced the Archbishop of Canterbury to reassess his unbiblical view re the ordination of homosexual clergy.

Growing Up

We went to Nigeria with Esther when she was three months old. Two years later we had Timothy. Ruth thought she was pregnant again but a test in Nigeria was negative. We then went to Australia when Ruth was trying on a dress and Kent said: "You are definitely pregnant!" Benjamin was born when we returned to Nigeria, sixteen months after Timothy. We were in Australia again in 1990 to help raise the support base when John was born at Deniliquin, during a satisfactory ashes cricket series which Ruth enjoyed for a couple of days in hospital. 

We wanted another daughter but it didn’t happen.  Kent was concerned about all the hard work Ruth had with the children and decided that he would have a vasectomy. So he lined up at Eku Baptist hospital with his operation card in hand. In the queue in front was a student from Oral Roberts University who was staying with us and needed a small growth taken off his neck. We had to make sure not to get our cards mixed up, because he wasn’t even married! When the Canadian doctor had finished with Kent he said he had done hundreds of these and he did Kent very well – “If you have a baby after this it will be God.” Six months later Ruth conceived our last child Daniel. Ruth then “fixed” things up herself and we never had the other daughter. 

After Daniel was born Ruth’s bleeding didn’t stop. This went on for three months, every day. The doctor gave her a D&C and there was no change. We asked him what next and he said he didn’t know – let’s try another D&C. Our Eku surgeon had left Nigeria and the other hospital we went to didn’t have a licence to use general anaesthetic or epidural. There was nothing we could do in Nigeria and Ruth needed help. Kent put his foot down at this point and said that’s it, this must stop now. The first day after this he asked Ruth how she was and she said still bleeding, but well. The second day the same. The third day nothing. The bleeding had stopped for good. We had help like that from the Lord the whole time in Nigeria. 

Another time we took Daniel to a hospital and Kent was out of the room. In five minutes they had diagnosed him with appendicitis and had booked a date for surgery. When Kent came in he said no, God would not allow this to happen in Nigeria and told the doctor he was a crook; you cannot do all that in five minutes. We took Daniel to another doctor and found out they had wanted to make money out of the surgery. Daniel did not have appendicitis. We were aware of HIV being contracted in hospitals and you had to very careful about what you did. 

Our daughter Esther was named 'Eyobosa' by Benson Idahosa.  This means 'God’s strength is greater than any other'. We also dedicated Daniel at Faith Arena and Benson named him Osagie, which means God sent. The big advantage of having children so fast is that they always have someone to play with. They have always seen the family as home, and have been happy wherever we are. Having a lot of children was a challenge but applying the principles in the word of God always worked, even if you have to stick at it for a while. In Nigeria many did not believe in disciplining a child until he was five years old, but by that time it is often too late. We remember some major battles with two year olds. These must be won early. Kids need love, discipline, understanding of God’s word, training through helping others and lots of play. 

We had a cot, courtesy of former missionaries who left it behind when they went home. We had a plastic highchair, courtesy of the Daniels’ children, nappies we bought from Australia, and a few baby clothes, and as many children’s books as we could carry in our suitcases. We did not need bottles, preferring natural methods, and a cup and spoon for water. Baby food was easy – bananas, avocados, and whatever we ate mashed up. Backing our babies made their backs strong – all could sit independently by five months and all walked before eleven months, except when ill. We had a handbook, the Bible, so we knew what to do. And God was very, very faithful.

When Esther and Tim were small we travelled to cities and villages when the Bible College was on break. With Ben about six months old we visited a village with no electricity or running water and stayed a week, drawing our water from a well, cooking on an open fire in a lean-to beside the hut. Kent trekked for hours with our hostess to villages with no road of any kind to preach the gospel through an interpreter.  We all climbed to the top of a hill and saw so many villages with no church or witness of any kind. Our friend and graduate, our hostess, Esther Tanko, was doing a fantastic job reaching these people.  

With John about two months old we went to visit the Benin Zoo. We went fairly often, as there are few family outings there. The zoo was a rather sad place, with the same neglected animals year after year, but a few less on each visit. On this occasion they had a baby chimpanzee, caught locally. One of the zoo- keepers bought it out of the wooden crate to show the children. It leapt from the keepers’ arms and raced for Ben, then about twenty months, holding Ruth’s hand as she had baby John in a halter. Terrified Ben was lifted just in time from the chimps reach. Ben was very upset. He developed the habit of finding every toy monkey, or book with a picture of a monkey, bringing it to one of us and crying, saying Mun-a mun! Mun-a mun! baby-talk for monkey. We had to hide every monkey toy or picture and reassure Ben for a long time before he forgot. Mun-a-mun has become code in our family for someone meditating on the past instead of getting on with life: strictly forbidden!

We taught the children at home, after a few less than successful experiments with local children’s schools in Benin. Home school seemed to work for primary school. We tried all kinds of school material. We started with Accelerated Christian Education, but found three months into first grade that Esther could score 90 to 100% on each pace but a week later would show no understanding of the content. That system clearly was not working for us. Then Aunty Penny arrived from the USA.

Penny Kellow, from New Jersey USA, came for two years to teach the Daniels’ two children, then aged twelve and ten and Esther six, and Tim four. She was wonderful! The children loved her; we love her. She bought children’s books and resources; she loved and instructed all our children during the toddler-hood of John and the babyhood of Daniel. She didn’t limit her services to Esther and Tim. With Daniel’s poor health this was not an easy time for us and we very much appreciate Penny’s sacrifice of time and energy and two years of her life. Life would have been very much tougher without Penny.  Not just her presence but also everything Penny did she did 110%, with excellence, with enthusiasm, with joy. Ruth learned from Penny how to plan a schedule; how to read educationalese – surely it’s another language! Ruth learned to use a syllabus to work out a programme and set goals for the children’s progress. It stood us in good stead later on. 

A normal day started before sunrise with disputes outside our window over water collection. Neighbours from outside the staff compound “queued” up at our tap to collect water. Then it’s up to get the children ready for the day. Not that dressing takes long. After a cooling splash, shorts, a singlet top or T-shirt, flip-flops on the feet, they are ready for home school. Ruth required a long wrapper skirt and blouse. The children did their jobs then played. Breakfast was at 7, Kent off by 7:15. Aunties Janet and Caroline, or Faith arrived at 7 to clear up, do the marketing, and prepare lunch, the day’s main meal. Ruth then went to her room to finish preparing her morning Bible school lecture to give at 10 am. 

Home school began at 8. We sang our Aussie anthem, some children’s songs, prayed and read the Bible together. The children then worked on their own scheme of work, with help from Ruth. Each child had their week’s work mapped out. Each task was marked off when finished. If Ruth was not satisfied they worked on until it was good. The children had an hour’s break at 10 while Ruth went to the Bible College to teach. Esther and Tim worked through some of that break to make sure they had their afternoon free. If all tasks were well done in the morning session they were finished. Their friends, the children of other staff who live on the upper floors, came home from school by 1.30. We ate lunch around 2, when lectures at Morning College were finished. 

Daniel would sleep briefly around 10 am. He didn’t sleep much at night. He was in constant pain from tightness of tendons in his legs but at the time we did not know it. He walked on his toes and tired quickly. He had pain from his ears, heard little, talked little, but we were not sure of the cause then. He was often ill with infections, but was a loving toddler. He spent his morning in the classroom with us, often on Ruth’s knee, or with Aunty Janet, who was invariably kind, patient and loving with him. John played with construction toys in the room with us, or drew brilliant animals, coloured and listened to stories. Later in our stay in Benin we built a larger classroom in our backyard to help us cope better with the need. We were able to divide our children between two bedrooms. 

In the afternoon we would sometimes walk down to the College, when it was situated at the Miracle Centre compound near where we lived. It was a straight dirt road that was constantly eroded whenever it rained. The rain came down so hard it hurt, but the kids loved playing in the rivers it made. The road was sided by untidy houses and makeshift farms with yams, plantain and paw-paw trees. When we arrived at the College on our walks Kent was often working there on a project. Sometimes we would see the Archbishop. He would arrive with his entourage and greet the children, who would all shake his hand and smile, happy to see their “Uncle Archbishop.” 

Papa would then send one of the young men following him to bring Fanta softdrink? for his most junior staff. He would ask serious questions and tease the little ones and he delighted in all their childish responses. Then he would command Ruth to bring all of them to his house for lunch the next day. Lunch at his house was always had with hospitality. You had to eat two plates full sometimes and nothing was allowed to be left on the plate. Then he would serve you with his own hand and put food from his own plate on yours – a great honour in Africa – but when you are full… People would come to the house fasting and he would say, I cast that out of you, God has heard you already, sit down and eat. 

Sometimes we played cricket with the children and the neighbours or attended an evening service. Evening service was often held outdoors. The students had to set up all the benches for about 1,000 people or more, and put them away again before their dinner. These services could go on nightly for days, according to whatever schedule was set that week. Sometimes College classes were cancelled for programmes, or so the students could work on the latest building project. 

At night electricity would often be off and we used candles and sweated. We spent many evenings reading the Bible with the kids and answering their many questions. “Bible Club” would often last over an hour and was always interesting. We read all sorts of books together. Rudyard Kipling’s Riki tiki Tarvi was also a favourite, the children vividly remembering the time a black mamba snake came into our kitchen with baby John in hot pursuit, to be defeated not by a mongoose but by our carpenter friend with his cutlass. 

When our children were small Nigeria pretty much emptied of missionaries. By the early 1990’s only a handful were left within 100 km on Benin City. When they left they frequently gave us books they could not take with them. So we had material from Abeka, Bob Jones University and other Christian schooling organisations. Mostly we used normal secular educational material from Australia and the UK rather than the Christian resources as we found these better at encouraging curiosity, initiative and exploration. We taught the children the word of God from the Bible and living by example and biology from biology books and real life. We were also helped by the Answers in Genesis (now Creation Ministries International) publications; otherwise we found Christian schooling materials fairly religious and boring. Rick and Donna Whitcombe from the USA were working in Warri then and shared home-schooling material with us as well as valued friendship. Their older children are much the same ages as ours and we sometimes stayed a few days in each other’s houses. Then they moved to Ghana. 

The children’s best friends were mostly the children of other church staff. Two cousins became their almost constant companions, Emeka and Chike, always vying with each other. They were keen athletes, potential gymnasts and totally full of life. Chike could do a complete back flip from standing still, landing on his feet. He could do three in a row. This you only see at the Olympics. Probably the fastest runner and best athlete in the world is planting yam somewhere in a village, unknown. They were very intelligent and talented children. Once all the children were climbing trees when a branch broke and Emeka fell the distance of almost two floors, onto concrete. He was concussed, but recovered. Tim later had virtually the same accident from lower in the tree and landed on his back. We wouldn’t allow them to climb high, but this fall badly winded him. After that we cut the tree down, replacing it with a less breakable variety. The children used to scale any tree for fruit – guavas, paw-paw, mangoes, whatever was in season. 

Mambas seemed to think our compound was part of their territory. We killed far too many of these snakes within the walls. King Cobra’s were also common in the area. The children were walking in turn along one of our concrete garden walls when Esther turned to see Emeka’s sister, Sandra a few inches from a black mamba. She waited for Sandra to reach her then screamed. Screaming was banned during normal play. It was kept for when it was needed. Julius, our gardener and security guard killed the snake with a cutlass. Once dead we noticed a bulge in it’s middle so the children cut it open and found a whole lizard inside. It probably was too full to strike the child, so the children got an anatomy lesson instead of an emergency.

With the children growing up and approaching secondary school we knew we had a dilemma to face. While Ruth could probably cope with the first few years of high school her skills leaned heavily towards science. If our children turned out to be artistic, literary or musical, they would have little hope of blossoming under our instruction.

We considered our options for high school. There is an American school for missionary children in Jos, ten hours drive north. But in 1997 Nigeria was not stable, with riots and unrest frequent occurrences. Coupes or civil war were always a risk. We did not feel comfortable sending our little girl there, when we may have been cut off from that part of the country. We could leave Nigeria and return to Australia for the sake of our children’s education. We had spent most of 1996 in Australia. This was to tour churches to improve our support base for the scholarship programme of the Bible College, and to facilitate health care for Daniel. Daniel had two lots of surgery with top specialists during those months but had no real solution to other ongoing problems. Esther, Tim, Ben and John attended the local primary school in Deniliquin for about eight months. We knew from that they were all good at school, Esther near the top of her class. She told us she wanted to be a doctor. It was not right for us to deny her or any of them the opportunity of fulfilling their dream. How to continue our children’s education was a pivotal decision.

The Archbishop knew about it. He asked a friend of his, Michael Reid, from Peniel Pentecostal Church in the UK, to have our children on scholarship in his church school. We were unsure. It meant Esther leaving us at age eleven to stay in the home of one of the church members and attend a school we had never seen. All we had heard of the school was excellent but it was a big decision. She decided she wanted to go and has never since regretted it. 

We brought Esther to Brentwood, Essex in August 1997. She stayed with an outstanding family, the assistant pastors, Peter and Carolyn Linnecar. Esther found it tough going at first, but she survived and eventually thrived. Today she is in her third year studying Medicine at Kings College, London, commuting from home. She loves the Lord, is fully involved in church and is grateful to God for her unusual background, which has sometimes provided a more than average understanding of people.

When Papa went to be with the Lord March 1998 it was a great shock to all of us. It took time to recover from the loss of our father in the Lord. It was a greater shock to his wife Dr. Margaret and to his family. Dr. Margaret was asked to take over as head of the ministry with its various arms and did so while obviously missing her husband greatly. She had been with him during the formative and sacrificial years in the ministry and has seen so much of God’s power. She has remained strong. We continued working with Dr Margaret Idahosa as she shouldered the responsibilities of the ministry.

In April 1998, after the Archbishop’s funeral, Ruth went to the UK both to visit Esther and to take Daniel for a medical check-up, as we had previously arranged. He has a heart condition, which requires at least annual monitoring. When Michael Reid realised the extent of Daniel’s problems he arranged for a surgeon in the church to look at Daniel, who then arranged for a top children’s specialist in London to see Daniel privately. From there Daniel had specialist surgery, saw a geneticist, ear nose and throat specialists, had a program of treatment with a physiotherapist and another of speech therapy, had x-rays, MRI scan and saw an educational psychologist. This was all within three months – impossible unless done privately. The church in UK paid for all of it. We were very appreciative of their practical love and kindness. When Ruth took Daniel home to Nigeria he could walk properly, was beginning to hear and talk better, and he could finally sleep for more than three hours at a time because the pain in his legs was gone. The first full night of sleep he ever had left us in tears of gratitude to God. 

In January 1999 Daniel had malaria, then a violent drug reaction to the anti- malarial medications. He was very ill. We had all had malaria before and gotten over it. If you treat it quickly and thoroughly you are OK. Daniel recovered, but was in the position that if he got malaria again he could not be treated, so with all his other health problems would probably not survive it. In September of 1999 Tim was due to start secondary school. Things were increasingly unstable in Nigeria. We were faced with a dilemma again: Daniel could not stay. Should we abandon the Bible College and go back to Australia? There was another possibility. We sold our family car in Nigeria to buy two air tickets and leaving the four boys with Katherine Jackson flew to London to discuss with Michael Reid the possibility of the family moving to the UK and Kent “commuting” to Nigeria. They agreed to help and offered Ruth a job teaching Biology and Chemistry in the church secondary school, beginning September. 

We knew this was the way God made for us to continue pastoral training in Africa. We packed our bags and went to Australia to explain to family and friends and then moved the family to the UK. We found a flat over a flower shop. We expected to camp but people in the church gave us furniture, sheets and blankets, plates and pots and pans, even pictures for the walls, everything a normal family home has! It was a bit overwhelming to be received that way. Ruth began teaching and the boys attending school in September 1999. It was lovely having Esther back in the fold. Kent has travelled to and from Nigeria for the last seven years. We know Heathrow and Lagos airports far too well. Somehow, miraculously, God has continued to provide.

Timothy has now finished school and has also been accepted into King’s College London to study medicine and starts September 2006. Many years earlier Kent had said to Timothy that: after preaching, the next best thing you can do for people is to help them medically. In many nations thousands suffer what medical care can easily and cheaply fix. Benjamin has one year of school left and will likely study something connected to law, business or maths. Ben is also a writer and writes for the church publications. John is another scientist type. The boys are good at art too and we have no idea why. We bought an electronic keyboard for the house many years ago, but osmosis hasn’t helped there. The boy’s main hobbies are football and cricket. They are still fiercely Australian. During the last world cup rugby match watched in the church hall in the UK on a big screen Benjamin did us proud wearing green and gold and going down with the ship without shame. The Aussies loosing the last ashes series was another momentary glitch in history, of which far too much is made. 

The family came to the UK in 1999 with only suitcases. We had no savings. We had put all funds we had into building the College. After renting for a year Kent felt is was best to buy. For this we would need considerable money for tax and deposit. We would also need a miracle to obtain a housing loan. Len and Ruth Goulding called from Australia and said they wanted to help the ministry and if we needed to buy a house that was fine with them. Peter Linnecar approached a bank for us. We didn’t have a job, an income, a British National Insurance Number, or a credit rating yet the bank approved the loan. Peter was flabbergasted! We found a house right next door to the church, in a lovely semi-rural setting with sheep in the opposite paddock and a gum tree in the front yard. Perfect for the kids. 

The woman who owned the house wouldn’t exchange contracts for over six months and we didn’t yet have the money to sign it. We were out of the rented property and squeezed together for a few months in a very small terrace house a church member loaned us, waiting, getting to know each other well! We didn’t know what to do. Then one night Kent asked the Lord; “Nothing is happening. What do we do?” Then sitting in a chair the Holy Spirit asked Kent, do you want the house? Kent thought and replied honestly; I don’t care personally but I know you told me to buy it and it is your will. Therefore even if I go as a lamb to the slaughter count me in. Then there was peace. Two hours after that the homeowner called and said we sign the contracts tomorrow. The next day on the way to the lawyer we checked our bank and the gifts that were needed to sign the contract were there. The miracle had come to pass and we moved in. 

We don’t know how long we will be in the UK. We are here till the children go through school. That’s why we came. We are here to help us continue our work in Africa and provide for the children’s needs. London is only six hours from Nigeria. In the seven years we have lived here Kent has been away from the family between half to two thirds of the time, leaving Ruth to manage the children, but with all the children helping. The children have always been happy about this and appreciate the Lord’s work as part of their lives. Apart from the time spent in Africa Kent has also had to go to Australia to share about the work. The support base is still Australia. When in the UK Kent spends all his time with the family and doing back up work for ministry in Africa, as well as helping out in the church. He does not travel in the UK at all. 

Coming to the UK for this period has also helped Kent to further his education. In Nigeria we both taught degree level programmes in the College for many years, but our formal study was limited. Kent was given an honorary doctorate through Benson Idahosa, along with two of Benson’s key leaders in Benin, Prof. Okhoya and Prof. Iyawe. In 2000 Kent enrolled in the Masters programme at the Assemblies of God Bible College in the UK, which is accredited with the University of Wales, Bangor. During this time we learnt a lot, especially about the historical base of Pentecostalism. We saw the influence of Wesleyan Second Blessing teaching and the rise of Dispensationalism in the 1800’s, neither of which we could see had a scriptural basis. Kent graduated with a distinction from University of Wales, after completing his dissertation on reaching resistant peoples in mission. 

Before finishing the Master’s Degree Michael Reid gave Kent sponsorship to travel to Tulsa in the USA to do a Doctor of Ministry Degree with Oral Roberts University, so for a time Kent was working on two degrees. This was a very special gift, partly because ORU has the highest accreditation possible for an American university. This sponsorship included twelve flights to Tulsa from the UK, fees and accommodation in Tulsa. Michael said it would help the College in Nigeria if Kent had a bit more exposure. Exposure is what Kent got. He sat in the class of seven leaders for two years, each one personally invited by ORU to attend the degree. Classes were often lively with serious debate among good friends. After finishing nine modules a project had to be completed in an additional one year. Only three of the participants, including Kent, were able to finish it on time. Kent wrote his project on the philosophy of Christian education and graduated with a doctorate in 2005. 

The children are all fully involved in a church which puts outreach first and where miracles are witnessed weekly. All are walking with the Lord. Daniel continues to have special needs and requires lots of attention but his health is currently better than ever and he is making good progress. God has a great plan for each of them. When we left Australia in 1986 some said there would be no future for our family. But God has met every need along the way. In 1987 Kent spoke at Harry and Doreen Westcott’s Vision Bible College in Parramatta and was approached by Chandi Kroone whose husband Rick is a dentist. They helped with first class dental treatment till the family moved to England. In the UK we joined with Bishop Michael Reid’s church, which gave our children scholarships for their whole school education. 

The church school, Peniel Academy, is not academically selective, yet it tops the English exam result scores, consistently beating exclusive schools such as Eaton and Harrow. The church has a theology college which awards degrees in partnership with Oral Roberts University and the University of Wales, Bangor UK. Kent helps out in the College when he is in the UK. We give thanks to God for a wonderful church for the children, and for ourselves also, with a pastor that stands up for the gospel. Michael Reid loved the Archbishop very much and being with him here in the UK has been an excellent ongoing support for the family and the work in Africa. God has provided the best in every way. 

God answered our earlier question: How do you do effective fulltime work in Africa and not pull out of it when your children reach senior school age? God provided the effective work to do in Africa, the education base for the children in the UK and the support base for African evangelism in Australia. “A cord of three cannot easily be broken.” 

Home Base

Our first journey to Nigeria in 1986 lasted for seven months. Before Kent and Ruth left to return briefly to Australia, Benson Idahosa held the annual church convention in November. Kenneth and Gloria Copeland came. The new Faith Arena was opened and an outdoor crusade in Warri was held. Kent and Ruth were still new. When the Warri pastor announced that chop was available behind the church building, Kent thought great - lamb! But chop is Nigerian for food. It would still be a while before we would again taste Aussie lamb. 

At this convention 400 pastors were ordained for the C GM(?). The day after that ordination Benson called Ruth and Kent out with two other couples that led ministries in America, to ordain us into the ministry. Benson and his bishops and Kenneth and Gloria Copeland laid hands on Ruth and Kent and prayed, in front of 30,000 people. This was quite a surprise. Growing up as a young Christian Kent read most of the Copeland’s books and heard most of their teaching tapes. The Copelands built a large dormitory block for Benson Idahosa’s new Secondary school at the headquarter branch. He later also offered Benson a plane, but Benson refused it saying it would take up too much expense in maintenance, money needed to build the work. A lot of people gave Benson gifts. Two limousines were given him and shipped out to Benin for free. Benson did not raise offerings for his work when overseas. He had a gift of lifting the ministry he visited out of trouble and helping that ministry. Ministries often gave out of their abundance in gratitude. He never borrowed money for anything. Twice planes were offered him and he refused both times. 

After this ordination Benson sent us back to Australia to prepare to return to Nigeria permanently. How to get back there was the trick, concerning which we spoke to nobody. We had tickets to London on Bulgarian Airlines, but knew nobody in London, except some long lost relatives, but we didn’t think they would understand our walk. Three days before leaving Nigeria we received a telegram from London from people we didn’t know. Apparently someone we met briefly in Nigeria had told them we were coming and they invited us to stay with them. 

The stop over in Sofia, Bulgaria was from 4:00 am to 1:00 pm. It was still communist in 1986 and we couldn’t get a drink of water, only black coffee, which Ruth didn’t drink. The water in the toilet block stank of sulphur. Esther, ten months old, found it difficult again to get milk from mum. Bulgaria was horrible then, no one smiled; it was dark, drab and very cold in the airport terminal. Everyone was suspect. We stayed in Bulgaria four times over the years, on route. It was the cheap way to Australia. On Bulgarian Airlines smoking was on one side of the aisle of a narrow Russian plane and non-smoking on the other side. At the back it was both sides. Everyone on the other side smoked, the whole journey! On several night flights it seemed that a party was being held in the cockpit, with passengers going in and out drinking and laughing and rolling around. We once flew Egypt Air, with John getting malaria on route to Australia. The kids were always great on those long journeys. This helped a lot. Other passengers always commented positively on their behaviour. We thought it was normal to bring children up to obey. 

We arrived in London early December 1986, but our host wasn’t at the airport. We phoned them and they said to take a taxi. Travelling in the taxi to Chislehurst in the county of Kent took us about an hour. The shock of the beautiful environment and prosperity was almost too much. The taxi metre concerned us; we didn’t have the money. Arriving at the large posh house we were embarrassed and explained we didn’t have enough for the taxi. We had some cash and one cheque, which were just enough to cover the fare, but we couldn’t cash the cheque then. The lady paid the driver the balance and took us inside to show us our room. It was a self contained flat upstairs in the mansion. When we went in it was filled with all manner of food, toys and winter clothes. It’s hard to describe reverse culture shock. Coming back to the West, or re-entry as they call it, affected us a lot more than the culture shock of going to Africa. It was difficult to eat that food. It was so hard to adjust to abundance. Later that night the man of the house came up to our flat apologising profusely that we had to pay some of the taxi fare and gave us an envelope of cash. We didn’t know what to say. 

The couple who had invited us were Ken and Gloria Phillips. They were so kind to us. They wanted us to stay on as pastors in their house faith fellowship, but we had decided firmly to return to Australia, then Africa. Kent called his father in Australia on the flat phone and said hello. Later Kent’s brother Rob called us wanting to speak to Jeremy. Kent was about to hang up explaining that he wasn’t Jeremy, when he recognised Rob’s voice. Dad had given Rob the wrong number by mistake, but hadn’t told Rob we were in England. We didn’t know Rob was there either. We invited Rob around to the flat for dinner. It was so good to see him and also to show him the goodness of God in providing for us. Our families have seen that all along. With gifts from the Phillips and from David and Ruth Gale in Australia we were able to get back to Australia before Christmas. 

In the years ahead we would return to Australia several times to work on building the support base for the College. In the earlier years reverse culture shock was something we had to deal with. The contrasts between Nigeria and the West were too great for us to adjust to quickly. Normal things like television were an offence. In a random movie 100 cars were smashed for kicks. What a waste we thought. Permissiveness on TV was at first blatant but after being back for a while we hardly noticed it. The price of one McDonald’s meal could feed a student at All Nations for a week. Going to the supermarket was almost overwhelming – you could choose between ten brands of toilet paper. In latter years as we grew into our work we learnt to adjust quickly.  

Gwen and Jim Todd, Ruth’s parents in Deniliquin, have been our backstops in Australia for the twenty years we have been in Africa. They have sent out all newsletters, kept our mailing list, maintained our banking, made itineraries and answered enquiries. After we had started work in Nigeria we learnt that in the mid 1960’s Jim and Gwen had wanted to leave Australia and join friends in missions in India. Jim said he heard a voice from God so real he looked to see who it was, say, “Not you Todd: your place is here.” They were thrilled when we told them we were going to Nigeria. Ruth’s parents always opened their house to us, which enabled us to afford to stay in Australia. Jim and Gwen put their lives into the work and the gifts they gave have helped sustain us in the ministry for twenty years. 

Before retuning to Nigeria in 1987 we spoke at Byron Bay AOG with pastors Paul and Di Sames. They were the first pastors to open up to our ministry and have been continual encouragers from their base in Florida, inviting Kent once to the USA, and helping him to brave the water moccasins and alligators while canoeing in the Florida creeks. In the Byron Bay church we met a middle-aged spinster Ann Holmes. She lived with two other sisters and a brother, all single(?), in Bangalow.  A couple of years later they started supporting a lot of students in the College. 

Harry and Doreen Westcott in Sydney helped send us on our way back to Nigeria. We had our residence visas but not our air tickets. We were staying with friends Nick and Katrina Lockhart in Sydney and Kent packed the bags and put them by the front door saying they were not to be opened till we reached Lagos. Nick prayed, Lord whatever you give me today is for the Hodge’s. He wishes he hadn’t because that day he was given a lot. Harry smashed his piggy bank and gave us $400 in coins. A lady we knew from a beautiful Harare residence contacted us about a dream she had. In the dream was the day we would return to Nigeria and the way it would be done. We made it back to Benin the exact week anticipated. 

During subsequent visits to Australia we did all we could to build the support base for the College, running up huge phone bills at the Todd’s. We would speak anywhere we were invited, even the Boy Scouts! We followed up any contact and asked if we were wanted. All denominations opened up over the years. We have spoken in about 250 churches in Australia, from Cairns to Huon in southern Tasmania. Mostly Kent would fly or drive to cities and country towns. After a few weeks away he came back to spend some time with the family in Deniliquin. He drove long hours to remote places or between appointments, once driving twenty one hours in one day with a three hour break in the middle. 

Some times the whole family toured together or just Kent with a couple of the children. He drove nine hours to Sydney with Timothy and Benjamin when they were quite young. The next day he spoke at a morning meeting in Sydney then visited a brother. Leaving Sydney at 2 pm they drove to Melbourne for a morning meeting at a CRC church. An evening meeting in another CRC church followed and then they were home that Sunday night in Deniliquin just across the NSW border. This is the type of thing we did time after time, in Australia and in Nigeria, driving slowly for safety. Most people in Nigeria used drivers but Kent found them too dangerous so drove himself. 

People always loaned us cars. In Nigeria our first car was on a long-term loan from the Daniels. Once Kent’s car was hit hard in the rear on a country road on route to a crusade. He looked at the wreck beside the road and prayed, Send me a member from the church in Benin, which was about two hours drive away. Ten minutes later he turned around and there was Deaconess Gerikre from Benin, who took charge of the whole matter while Kent and his hosts went on to the meeting. The car was repaired. This was the only accident we ever had. In Australia we were loaned a brand new Fairlane and several BMW’s, which were always an embarrassment when raising funds for mission. Other times we drove cars not quite so glamorous. 

Many Australians were instrumental in praying and giving the funds needed for the scholarship programme in the College. In 1993 Len Goulding heard Kent speak at Pastor Phil Pringle’s Bible College. God told Len to get behind us and support us. Len and his wife Ruth have been more than faithful to do so. In 1996 we spent ten months in Australia building the mailing list from 300 to 1,000 addresses - the most it has ever been - all people we had met personally. All these people helped us raise the $6,000 per week that the work eventually needed to keep going. From a start with $4 and no supporters for the first year in Nigeria, God never failed in any need. 

Ministering in many different settings in Australia we learnt to be flexible. From a High Anglican church, to Uniting Churches, to Baptist and Pentecostal and Charismatic churches, small churches and big churches. All different types of Bible Colleges and joint church meetings. This helped because no one church could afford to support the work. Church leaders very kindly allowed us to have access to so many people throughout Australia. But it also hindered because no church felt a responsibility to a work that wasn’t theirs, unless God spoke to them. We felt that starting a work in Africa that belonged to an outside denomination would hinder its far-reaching impact. Phil Pringle asked us to do this in 1987 but by this time we were already responsible to Benson Idahosa. 

Phil always encouraged us and allowed us to speak about the work in his Sunday services. In 2004 he wrote: “The ministry of Kent and Ruth in Africa is impacting millions of people around the world for the gospel of Jesus Christ. I have known Kent and Ruth since they were trained at Christian City Church School of Ministry in Sydney in 1984, and were our Children's Ministry leaders for two years. Since then they have reproduced themselves by training more than 7,500 church leaders, evangelists and pastors for Africa and many other nations. I encourage you to get involved. Be a part of something that works.” We are proud to be the output of CCC Ministry Training College. 

Going to churches over the years we saw different movements come through Australia. Some people were hanging onto strange prophecies hoping they would come to pass. Some dear pastors had embarked on soaker services, then the seeker services. We went to services where people had little interest in the word of God, but wanted some type of spiritual blessing. Later we returned and it was so sad to see many people made shipwrecks. They were not willing to grow up in Christ by daily keeping godly principles from the Scripture. You have to see the funny side of it also. We went to the church of a dear friend and pastor who said a repentance move had swept through and everyone was being so blessed repenting. Then he repented in tears for not writing to us. We didn’t particularly want letters and never received one from him after that anyway. Kent met a lady at Burger King who said she had just come from a conference where they were interceding for poor missionary families being cursed by witchdoctors. Kent said, Lady, don’t feel sorry for us, but feel sorry for the witchdoctors. It would be more profitable to mow the lawns! 

Touring USA was once a shock. Maybe it was culture shock. But in every church the dysfunctionality of members who had been in church for over twenty years was unbelievable. There were all sorts of conferences – prophetic conferences, spiritual warfare conferences and new moves or spiritual technology people were pinning their hopes on. They felt guilty because they weren’t spiritual enough, as if God needed them to be. There is so much good happening in America. It is a wonderful country. It has been such a blessing to the world. But basic Christianity has almost gone out the window in some places. The Scripture tells us to preach the Word, rebuke, correct, exhort, instruct. Preaching is not always easy to hear. Kent rebuked them in one church – what good are all these moves when your live styles never get fixed up? Is your power over Satan a witness to the unbeliever? They said, good message pastor, wonder what the next preacher will say! 

We were able to build strong relationships with many Australian Christians and pastors. About 100 travelled all the way to Nigeria to visit us or to share ministry with the College and churches in Nigeria or with our graduates in other parts of Africa. So many of these were such a great help to the work, bringing their love to the African Christians. Australians are very dedicated to mission and are on the whole very giving people. They are also very down to earth, very practical. They kept their word. When they say something they usually follow through on it. This type of spirit in so many people helped the work immensely. Visitors came with computers, copiers, class projectors, or shipped over crates with thousands of library books. The Driessens came three times with hundreds of Strong’s Concordances to give to the students and teach on their use. Others went back to Australia so excited about what they saw and prayed for the work and helped raise up student support. Leo and Maree Wanders from Tasmania spent a whole year with us, and they did everything possible to fit in and help while there and served with such love.  

We had great experiences travelling around Australia. Frank Houston was so blessed by the news of what the Lord was doing in Nigeria that he gave us his two Sunday services to speak about it. Christian Outreach Centre in Mansfield had us up to Brisbane share about the work in a Sunday meeting. Others have seen the value of reaching Africa, such as Melinda Dwight who is involved in the leadership of Australian AOG World Missions and who visited the College in 2004 and again in 2005. Melinda believes in helping indigenous movements already operating in Africa, in what she calls Kingdom Missions. She arranged helpful meetings in Australia for us to share on the work, with the churches in her Melbourne region and invited us to speak at a breakfast at the AOG World Mission Conference in Sydney. 

Often it was the country churches of Australia that grabbed hold of the African work. 

The main thing was that everywhere we went people’s lives were encouraged by the testimonies and felt they wanted to be a part or that they too could find God’s purpose for their own life. Miracles occurred also as we travelled around, like a man in Innisfail Kent met lying crippled on a floor and with very little life in him. Kent prayed and left him. Ten years later when the man heard Kent was visiting David & Billy Wright’s church in Cairns he made a special trip to give Kent his testimony. He said when Kent prayed Jesus healed him and soon afterwards he began working on the farm carrying large clumps of bananas. We have always seen that first place is to be given to serving the church, in whatever capacity God gives to us. Christ gave himself for the Church. We know that we have passed from death to life because we love the brethren. 

During these trips to Australia Benson Idahosa was always impressed that our hearts were kept on the work in Africa. In the early years we asked him for a reference. He said, you write it and I will sign it. He always signed letters we wrote for him as his personal assistants without reading them. When we travelled he gave us 30 blank letterhead of his personal office stationary, all signed by himself near the bottom of each sheet. He said, if you need any letter from me requesting any one to help you in any way then type it using one of these sheets. We never used these sheets, except for visas. We still have one or two today, so you still may receive a letter from Benson Idahosa! When Kent returned to Nigeria with an Australian team in 1996 Benson staged a welcome march for him under palm branches from his office to the College hall. When the welcome service was over he said it wasn’t filmed and so he repeated the whole exercise the next day. He whispered to Kent, this is for faithfulness. We never saw him do this any other time. He shared his honouring and winsome character with many people, bringing out the best in each person. Everyone felt like they were his first-born son. 

Late in 2000 Kent put a notice in our newsletter describing the need for a press for the Bible College. Each week the College produced thousand of notes for student course material on gestetner machines. Graduates studied the notes and then took them all over Africa, often using them to start other Bible colleges. We wanted to produce properly printed books instead and to print outreach material for prisons and for Islamic Centres of Africa. David Loxley in CCC Sydney heard about this and put together a business plan for the project. He contacted Bob Stewart, who he found in the Sydney Yellow Pages. None of us knew Bob but he agreed to advise us on the project. 

Leigh and Robyn Peric from Brisbane saw the newsletter request also and volunteered to do the groundwork to get the press over to Nigeria and set it up. Kent and Leigh and Robyn met with Bob and Carolyn Stewart and described the vision. Amazingly Bob and Carolyn financed the whole project including shipping and the construction of a building on the All Nations site. Leigh and Robyn worked tirelessly through many difficulties to get the project completed. A full print shop was started with all equipment needed for pre-press, presswork and finishing. Books for students and pastors around Africa began to roll out of the press in 2005. The first Prisons Bible Study Manual was delivered to the prisons in 2006, written by Pastor Gerald Rowlands of Brisbane. 

We have stayed in touch with old friends all these years. People like Scott and Rhonda Roberts and many family friends on Ruth’s side have constantly helped the work. The van Essens had us in their house so many times. The kindness they have shown to our family has always been extravagant, as is their style towards others. Kent’s father became so proud of the work in Africa, boasting of our efforts to all and encouraging his Uniting Church in Macquarie Street Sydney to help buy our first car in Nigeria. Ruth’s Uncle Malcolm and Aunty Joan also helped with that car and later visited us in Nigeria and bought us a satellite phone. Before then Ruth had to line up sometimes for hours at the telephone exchange in Benin and often could not get through to Australia to get the details we needed for the work. 

Long time friend such as Malcolm and Jill Taylor, Ralph and Bev Martin, Rod and Sue Job and Trevor and Sandra Murphy stood behind the College work for many years. They were among the visitors to Nigeria and we particularly valued their teaching, with their sound Word base and New Creation message from the CRC churches in Australia. Our very good friends from New Zealand, Gordon and Julie Brown and their church in New Plymouth continue to stand with us. Since we first met in 1986 they have been strong and faithful supporters. People like David and Jane Grantham where very early friends who helped in many ways. Before we met David and Anna King they were already praying for us every day. They helped the work and us personally and showed us the love of God in their own lives.

Writing this we remember how many people the Lord has put in our lives and given us fellowship with. The church is a rich and interwoven body.  So many other people come to mind that we are not able to write about. All we can say is God has done this. This is how the Lord raised up an Australian team. Through this work Australian Christians have contributed much to mission in Africa, helping to raise-up over 8,000 church leaders and evangelists who today are reaching millions of people, in cities and un-reached areas all over the continent. This is what missions is about; reaching those who haven’t heard and those who can’t help themselves. The Lord is still working in people’s hearts to bring in his harvest as we move forward into the next twenty years. 

Missions is also about being affective; preaching, teaching and healing, opening churches and raising-up national and people-group leaders. Len said that God spoke to him in 1993 and said – if you want maximum souls saved per dollar support Kent & Ruth. He knows we can’t save anyone. It is the power of God. 

The Next Twenty Years

As we write this book we are not sure of everything that is ahead. We know that God is good and that he is a God of growth. We know that he has plans to continue to reach this world with the gospel and that we are part of those plans. 

In 2006 we believed it was right to conclude our work in Benin City. Over several years it became clear that the purpose of some in leadership of the Church of God Mission for All Nations was changing. We explained to CGM and to supporters that our heart was to continue in the vein we had been working and if the mission was hoping to move the College in a different direction we would step aside. Of course we didn’t want this to happen because we loved the College and what the Lord was using it for. When it was confirmed that the ministry was in fact going ahead with their plans we had no choice but to move on. So in February 2006 we resigned from the head of the Bible College. We left the College in strong shape, with continued high enrolments, with assets to work with, four buildings added, with no debt and with funds in the bank. CGM was financially placed to assume responsibility for the scholarship programme if they wanted to, but this would now be their choice. 

For a long time we knew that this day may come. For this reason we sought to make the students our priority in investment. No matter what may happen to the institution in the future, what we had sown into the students would always remain. Training leaders for the church is always a victory. Once that labourer is thrust out into the harvest nothing can take him or her back. Those 8,000 graduates we have seen go through the College since we arrived in 1986 have impacted so many other people, have raised up so many other churches and Bible Colleges training other leaders, that their work goes on into generations to come. It is seed that continues to work after the investment stops. How many businessmen look for an opportunity like that? We chose to serve people not institutions. Institutions like Harvard and Yale, originally set up to train pastors, change over time, but the gospel remains the same. 

We are still in close contact with many of those we worked with in Nigeria and have started groundwork to begin another Bible College and church, working with some former colleagues and with graduates. The location is Jos, northern Nigeria. For a long time we have had the desire to impact northern Islamic centres in a greater way than we have so far been able to achieve. We are thrilled to be embarking on this course. It is an ideal location for teaching and printing the gospel. Jos is the capital city of Plateau State. It is centrally located: near Chad, Sudan and Cameroon, the French and English speaking West African nations, the Republic of Niger partly in the Sahara and Islamic regions in Nigeria. Jos is strategic in Africa. 

In the northern zone of Nigeria the main tribes are Fulani, Hausa, Kanuri, and many other people groups in the mountain regions. There are twelve million Fulani in Nigeria. 93% are Moslem. There are roughly twenty three million Hausa, most of who claim to be Moslem. There are four million Kanuri with maybe less than twenty converts to Christ and no Christian church yet among them. These people groups are the immediate neighbours of Jos. The Shuwa Arabs just across the border in Chad have very few Christians. 

As we write this we are inspecting facilities to rent in Jos to start the College. When we move into rented facility we will search for land to start a permanent site. It will take a lot of money to do this, but the reward will be significant in raising-up many grass roots pastors who will reach out to many thousands of others with the gospel. We have the team in Africa already and we have the experience in raising-up ministry. We expect to see God bless the ministry of his Word in a great way. We know this is a big task and we also know that God is the God of miracles. We are putting into the constitution policies that Benson Idahosa and we used in running All Nations. We are also putting into leadership those whom we have known for many years and who have worked together with the same purpose. This way the mission objectives of the College will continue by the grace of God into the future. 

On a plateau, Jos is cooler than much of Nigeria. Malaria is less prevalent there. Benin City, in the rainforest belt is more humid, more tropical and much less comfortable. Much missionary activity in the past has operated out of Jos. Most of this has been non-Pentecostal and has impacted some indigenous tribes, but has not penetrated the hardened Islamic cultures. Some past missionary efforts have become formal and dead, while others are at the forefront of evangelism. Sharia Law and Islamic riots in the region, including many times in Jos, have attempted to wipe out Christianity in the north. Instead Christianity continues to expand. 

In 1991 we spent a week in Kano. Kent was preaching in graduate’s churches. Everywhere we saw preparations for the Reinhardt Bonnke crusade scheduled there. One week after we left antichristian riots began from the central mosque, spreading to the whole city. Thousands of Christians were murdered: the official figure said around 900 but the lists of the dead ran to at least 4000. The graduates we had just visited remained trapped for weeks and barely escaped with their lives, losing all their property. In 2001 Kent had to fly into Lagos soon after the 9/11 attack in New York. Two days before Sep 11th a riot broke out in Jos. On Sep the 9th Moslems in northern Nigeria decided they would cleanse the north of Christians starting with Jos. Thousands were killed that week before the military were able to get control, but the plot did not work. Jos is more Christian now and is a city that is generally in good order, peaceful and pleasant, with a stronger military presence to maintain charge. 

Christian believers in the Sub-Sahara and Saharan regions need encouragement and need other Christians to stand with them. We need to say, hey we believe in what you are doing. Those people could try to look for a way to leave those regions for their own futures but many of them stay on because it is the will of God for them. They are producing loads of good fruit. It’s great for us as fellow believers to say we are with you, we are here to help you, it might cost us something but this is the gospel and the Great Commission. 

Not everyone is willing to build churches where they are needed at grass roots level. It means living where there is no electricity, so no computer access, no running water, often no schools, no roads so no access except by foot or donkey. It also means only a weekly market and the necessity of farming to grow the food you eat. This is a tough lifestyle. It may sound romantic when living in the developed world, but remember the flies, lice, dust, rats, snakes, the smell of the pit toilet, the constant smoke in your eyes from wood fires where no one uses chimneys, the effort of drawing up water from the well or far away river, boiling it all on a wood fire before drinking, storing all the water you need for the day, collecting firewood, cooking with no processed food whatsoever, and have you ever ground wheat for flour or heated and winnowed raw rice to cook? No meat, because no refrigeration, unless someone has trapped some bush meat – perhaps a large lizard or a porcupine. If there is a feast a goat is slaughtered. You may get some if you have earned sufficient respect. No emergency services or doctor or chemist when your children are ill. It requires the call of God. 

Those who don’t come from such villages find it hard going. They must live like villagers to be accepted, to start churches. People who come from such villages are unlikely to have the educational requirements to get into a standard Bible college. But when we train converts from these backgrounds, men and women who have a passion to get the gospel to their people, we have those who can thrive in such conditions and impact their area for the gospel. Many foreign missionaries have endured all this too. We have frequently spent time in villages like this. The exciting thing is the fruit, the lives you see changed. As a foreigner it takes years to learn the language and understand the culture, to learn to make the gospel understood. But if you have someone who knows the language, the culture and believes the gospel already, how much more effective it is to equip him or her to do the job. When you have many key people whom God has clearly called from these un-reached areas it makes sense to help to equip them for good work.

We know many graduates that have gone into Chad, into Mali, Niger, in the Sahel, the semi-arid plains south of the Sahara, into northern Nigeria, preaching the gospel in spite of much difficulty. There are hundreds and thousands of such people, living with their families, experiencing persecution, robbery and great need. Their children are like ours, with the same needs; an education, security, a future… We can’t provide all this for them, but we can stand with them. 

We are working with graduates in other parts of Africa and with other Christian ministries. In 2006 we helped start an in-service Bible College in Ghana and also held pastors seminars. We held pastors seminars in Cameroon. We hope to start several other in-service colleges in different parts of Africa, with plans for the next one to be in South Africa in 2007. While in the UK we also continue to work with Michael Reid in the Bible College, which is training leaders from all over the world. In the years ahead we believe great new opportunities will open up to serve the Lord, so that much more can be done to the glory of God in the next twenty years than in the first 20 years. 

Our focus in mission is the gospel. The Commission is to preach the gospel of the death and burial of Jesus Christ for sin, and his resurrection so we can have life. We preach the new birth, by which the believer receives a new nature and is set free from the power and lifestyle of sin. We do not preach human tradition or legalism, but the grace of God. The faith of the Son of God by which we are saved is not of ourselves, it is the gift of God. Our purpose is to train pastors who will start churches, therefore nurturing and caring for converts. These churches in turn become training stations for the raising up further leaders and ministry in a widening circle. In this we tap into and raise up local leadership who know the region and peoples. 

The gospel is not a social gospel. In the whole book of Acts ministry was preaching Christ, raising churches, training leaders through relationships and teaching and ministering to the need of the saints. The central theme of all the Apostle’s messages was Christ crucified and raised from the dead. They approached sin head on. Miracles also accompanied their ministry, Paul intimating that without them the gospel was not fully preached. They did not need to employ strategic level spiritual warfare to loose regions for Christ. When they resisted the devil he fled. The Apostles were led by the Spirit and preached the gospel with signs following. They also wrote to and corrected the churches when there was need. They followed no methodology to save or heal people, but allowed the Holy Spirit to bring to pass the purposes of God as they preached. 

Mission is not an end-time strategy. It is the task committed to the church in season and out of season. We do not know the seasons that the Father has committed to his own hands. Christ rules now according to Scripture. God’s focus and purpose is the church, the Israel of God, from which we must not be side tracked. We preach the gospel because we have the life of Christ and a heart to share the good news. Woe to me Paul said if I preach not the gospel. We believe in all sorts of media for preaching; TV, the press, radio, crusades and Scripture translation. We believe all believers should be committed to and serve a local living church body. The church of Jesus Christ is local. Every joint is knit together in a local body, said Paul. We believe that all believers have unity in Christ through Pentecost, the infilling of the Spirit, which is the new birth. 

Contextualization is not the key to mission. Contextualization has often compromised the gospel. We believe rather that the gospel must be received by the faith which God gives and this faith comes by hearing the gospel preached, not by prayer, not by music, not by atmosphere, not by emotion. “Who are born not of the will of the flesh, nor of the will of man, but of God.” We believe that a gospel of human will has at times replaced a gospel of the grace of God, and is another gospel. Communication and theology must be relevant to the local situation, but must be established from biblical context alone. We do not believe in “need-felt” mission. Evangelism must be based on the real need – salvation from sin. The gospel is not positivism, or friendly or motivational. Neither Jesus nor the Apostles sought to preach it by avoiding offence. Self-denial rather than self-improvement is the gospel message. 

In the book of Acts the disciples prayed God would grant them boldness to preach the gospel, by stretching out his hand in signs and wonders. Paul asked the churches to pray that he might preach the word boldly as he ought, and that God would give him utterance in preaching. Paul described mission: And my speech and my preaching was not with enticing words of man’s wisdom, but in demonstration of the Spirit and of power, That your faith should not stand in the wisdom of men, but in the power of God. 

Not everyone is healed. It’s not because some lack faith, not because God loves some more than he loves others. It isn’t because of fear, or because you haven’t forgiven someone, missed your morning devotion, or haven’t prayed long enough. The worst thing you can do is get religious. Jesus paid for our sin on the cross. He is not visiting sickness on people because they fall short. That was the Old Covenant. God’s power is not a methodology that always works. It’s the Father who does the works, not us. We have this treasure in earthen vessels that the excellency of the power might be of him, and not of us. We are called to believe the gospel, and lay hold on eternal life, and fight the good fight of faith. New Covenant faith is the faith of Christ, not of men. Man was the surety of the Old Covenant, in that it depended on his keeping the law; Jesus is the surety of the New Covenant. The faith we lay hold of is the confidence of his faithfulness, so that in all things we are more than conquers through him who loves us. 

Years ago we looked at the verse that says we should be given to hospitality, for some have entertained angels unaware. That was before Christ came in the flesh. Then we had the guest stay, Terje Sandblost. We could see Christ in him every day. By loving one another we love Christ. Jesus Christ took our sin in his flesh on the cross. He rose from the dead the third day, and as God and as man in human flesh he sits by the right hand of God. No other man from history sits today at the Father’s right hand, but Jesus of Nazareth. He also lives in the mortal flesh of his people. Through our time as believers we have seen Christ in people, in his ministers and apostles. He is alive. If you can’t accept Christ in man then you can't accept Christ at all. Religious people think they accept God, but when Jesus said the Father was in him they killed him. They wanted rules; Jesus came to give life, his own life. Being a Christian is not giving your life to Christ, or putting your faith in him. He doesn’t need either. He came to give us his life and his faith. He is a God of love who gave his Son for his sheep. This is why the gospel has power, not because of what we do or how spiritual we are, but because it is the truth. It’s such wonderful good news it’s worth telling the world. Man likes religion because he likes to do it himself. The whole nature of the gospel is that it is a gift, undeserved, free. If you change this after you are saved you have changed the whole gospel. Our message is what Christ has done, it is the gospel and God always confirms it with signs, wonders and miracles.
PAGE  
19

