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Part 1: The Call and the Battles Unseen

1. The Awakening – My Journey into Pentecostal Faith

The hunger for spiritual power and divine encounters
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The hunger for spiritual power and divine encounters is not just an abstract desire but a deep, burning yearning that shapes a person’s entire life. It is the pull of something greater than oneself, an irresistible call toward the supernatural, the miraculous, and the divine. For those who find themselves drawn into Pentecostal faith, this hunger is not a passing curiosity—it is a consuming fire that refuses to be extinguished. My journey into Pentecostal faith was marked by this very hunger, an insatiable thirst to experience God in ways beyond the ordinary, to step into a realm where miracles, visions, and divine encounters were not just possible but expected.

There is a moment in every believer’s life when the spiritual realm becomes more real than the physical. It is an awakening, a sudden awareness that the world we see is not all there is. For me, this awakening did not come all at once; it unfolded gradually, like the first rays of dawn breaking through the darkness. I had always believed in God, always known that He existed, but there was a difference between belief and encounter, between religion and relationship, between knowing about God and knowing Him personally. Pentecostal faith promised something more—a direct, tangible experience of the divine. It was this promise that pulled me in, the idea that the presence of God was not reserved for ancient prophets or distant saints but was available here and now to those who sought Him with all their hearts.

The journey into Pentecostal faith does not begin in a church service or at an altar call. It begins in the quiet, in the stillness of the soul, where the hunger for more first makes itself known. Long before I ever raised my hands in worship or spoke in tongues, I felt this hunger gnawing at me, an unshakable desire to go beyond the surface of faith. There were questions that sermons did not answer, longings that routine prayers did not satisfy. I found myself restless, yearning for an encounter that would transform me from the inside out.

The first time I witnessed the power of Pentecostal faith was in a small church where people prayed with an intensity I had never seen before. Their voices were not soft and measured; they were filled with urgency, desperation, and expectancy. There was no formality, no rehearsed liturgy—only raw, unfiltered passion. Some wept, some shouted, some trembled under the weight of an unseen presence. And then there were those moments that defied explanation: a woman healed of a long-term illness, a man delivered from what seemed to be an unseen force oppressing him, a prophetic word spoken with pinpoint accuracy into someone’s life. It was real. It was undeniable. And it awakened something in me that would never be the same again.

But hunger alone is not enough. The call to a deeper faith comes with battles—unseen struggles, moments of doubt, resistance from within and without. The more I pressed in, the more I felt the pull of two worlds: the natural and the supernatural, the logical and the miraculous. I had been raised in a world where faith was something quiet, something personal, something respectable. Pentecostal faith was different. It was loud, expressive, unashamed. It demanded complete surrender, a willingness to be seen as foolish in the eyes of the world. Was I ready for that? Was I willing to abandon everything I had known for a faith that operated in a dimension beyond reason?

There was no turning back. Once you have tasted even a glimpse of the supernatural, the ordinary no longer satisfies. I began seeking God with a desperation I had never known before. I prayed for hours, not out of duty but out of hunger. I devoured Scripture, looking for evidence that what I was experiencing was biblical, that the power of God was not something of the past but something available today. And I found it. From the miracles of Jesus to the outpouring of the Holy Spirit in the book of Acts, I saw that God had never stopped working in supernatural ways. It was not He who had changed, but people who had stopped believing.

The baptism of the Holy Spirit was a defining moment in my journey. I had heard about it, read about it, seen others experience it, but I had not yet encountered it myself. Some said it was a gift for a select few; others insisted it was available to all who truly sought it. I wrestled with doubt, wondering if I was worthy, if I was doing something wrong, if I simply did not have enough faith. And then, in one powerful moment, everything changed.

It did not happen in a grand revival meeting or under the hands of a famous preacher. It happened in the quiet of my room, in a moment of raw surrender. I had been praying, seeking, asking, and suddenly, the presence of God overwhelmed me in a way I had never known. It was as if a river had been unlocked inside of me, a flood of power that could not be contained. Words I did not understand began to pour from my lips, a language that was not my own yet felt deeply familiar. It was as if my spirit had found its voice, bypassing my mind and connecting directly with God. Tears streamed down my face, not from sadness but from a joy so intense it felt like my heart would explode.

From that moment on, my faith was no longer the same. I had crossed a threshold, stepped into a new realm where the impossible seemed not just possible but inevitable. I saw prayers answered in ways that defied explanation, felt the presence of God in ways I never had before. There were moments of overwhelming peace, but also moments of intense spiritual warfare. Because with every great awakening comes opposition. The deeper I went, the more battles I faced—doubts, fears, moments when the fire seemed to dim. The enemy does not fight those who are complacent, but those who are dangerous to his kingdom. And Pentecostal faith, when fully embraced, is dangerous. It is a faith that shakes the foundations of the natural world, that brings heaven to earth, that calls the miraculous into existence.

The hunger for spiritual power is not about seeking signs and wonders for their own sake. It is about knowing God more deeply, walking in His presence, and living in alignment with His will. It is about being transformed, not just in the mind but in the spirit. Pentecostal faith is not just about experiencing God—it is about being consumed by Him, being filled with His Spirit, being used for His purposes. It is about stepping into the unknown with absolute trust, knowing that He who calls also equips.

Looking back, I see that my journey into Pentecostal faith was not just about me. It was about a call, a divine assignment, a purpose greater than myself. The hunger I felt was not just a personal longing but a summons to something more. And the battles I faced were not just obstacles but preparation for what was to come. This was only the beginning. The awakening was not just an event but a process, a continuous unfolding of deeper encounters, greater revelations, and more profound transformations.

The pursuit of divine encounters never ends. It is a lifelong journey, a daily surrender, a constant hunger that can never be fully satisfied this side of eternity. But one thing is certain: once you have experienced the power of Pentecostal faith, you will never settle for anything less. The fire of the Spirit changes everything. And when God calls, the only response is yes.
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Early experiences in the church and discovering my spiritual gifts
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The earliest memories of church are imprinted in my mind like faded photographs—soft echoes of hymns, the warmth of wooden pews, and the sight of hands raised in worship. As a child, I did not yet understand the full weight of faith, but I felt something powerful in that small Pentecostal church where my family gathered every Sunday. It was a place where heaven seemed closer, where people sang not just from their lips but from the depths of their souls, where the name of Jesus was spoken with a reverence that made the very air feel holy.

My mother, Evelyn, was a woman of unshakable faith, the kind who prayed in whispers at dawn before the rest of the house was awake. My father, Daniel, was quieter in his devotion, a man who carried his faith with a steady, unspoken resolve. It was my mother who first placed my hands on a Bible, guiding my small fingers over the words as she read to me about miracles, about parting seas and blind men who could see again. I remember staring up at her, wide-eyed, wondering if those things could still happen, if the God she spoke of was still performing wonders.

The church we attended was humble—a white wooden building with a tall, narrow steeple and a bell that rang every Sunday morning. Pastor Raymond was a man of fire and passion, the kind of preacher who never needed a microphone because his voice carried with the force of conviction. He spoke of a living God, a God who healed the sick, spoke through dreams, and poured out His Spirit in ways that defied reason. I watched, mesmerized, as people wept at the altar, as others danced in joy, as some fell to their knees under the weight of an unseen power. There was no pretense in their worship, no careful restraint—only raw, unfiltered surrender.

It was in that church that I first encountered the mystery of the Holy Spirit, though I did not yet understand it. I was only eight years old when I saw Sister Martha, one of the elders of the church, speak in a language I did not recognize. Her hands trembled as she lifted them, her eyes closed, her voice carrying a melody unlike anything I had ever heard. I turned to my mother, confused.

“What is she saying?” I asked, gripping the hem of her dress.

My mother smiled knowingly. “She is praying in the Spirit,” she whispered. “It is the language of heaven.”

I did not know what that meant, but something about it stirred my heart. It was the first time I felt the pull toward something greater than myself, a whisper in my soul telling me that there was more—so much more—to God than I had known.

As the years passed, I became more immersed in church life, but it was not until I was thirteen that I experienced my first undeniable encounter with the divine. It happened on a warm summer evening during a revival service. The church was full, people swaying in worship, the atmosphere charged with an unspoken expectancy. Pastor Raymond preached about the gifts of the Spirit that night—about prophecy, healing, and the power of speaking in tongues. He spoke of young Samuel, called in the night by a voice he did not recognize, and how God still called people today.

“Some of you in this room,” he declared, his voice rising, “have gifts you do not even know about yet. The Spirit of God is stirring inside of you, waiting for the moment you will say, ‘Here I am, Lord, send me.’”

I did not know then that he was speaking to me. But when the altar call was given, something inside me pulled me forward. My legs moved before my mind could process what I was doing. I knelt at the front, my heart pounding, hands clasped together so tightly that my knuckles turned white. I whispered a prayer—not an elegant one, not a structured one, just a raw plea from the depths of my being.

“God, I want more of You.”

It was in that moment that I felt it—something rushing over me like a wave, a power that I had never known before. It was not fear. It was not emotion. It was something holy, something alive. I could feel my lips trembling, words forming in my mouth that I did not recognize. And then, like a dam breaking, they poured out—a language I had never learned, syllables that were foreign to my ears but familiar to my spirit.

Tears streamed down my face as warmth spread through me, an overwhelming joy that left me breathless. It was as if I had stepped into another dimension, as if the world around me had faded, and only the presence of God remained. I did not know how long I knelt there, only that when I finally opened my eyes, everything felt different. Colors seemed brighter, sounds sharper, as though I had been awakened to something new.

From that night forward, my hunger for God intensified. I began to read Scripture not just as words on a page but as living, breathing truth. I studied the gifts of the Spirit, reading about how the early church moved in supernatural power—how Peter’s shadow healed the sick, how Paul received visions, how ordinary men and women were filled with the Holy Spirit and became vessels of miracles.

It was not long before I discovered that my encounter at the altar was not just an isolated experience. God was awakening something in me, stirring gifts I had yet to understand. The first time I felt the gift of discernment was at a prayer meeting, when an older woman, Sister June, approached me and placed her hands on my shoulders. She was well-respected in the church, known for her wisdom and prophetic insight.

“You see things, don’t you?” she said, her voice gentle but firm.

I hesitated. “What do you mean?”

She smiled knowingly. “God has given you spiritual eyes. You sense things before they happen. You feel the weight of what others carry. That is a gift, child. A gift of discernment.”

I had never put it into words before, but she was right. I had always sensed things—an uneasiness when someone was hiding pain, an awareness of spiritual battles that others seemed blind to. I had assumed it was just intuition, but now I saw it for what it was: a spiritual gift, a calling to intercede, to stand in the gap for others.

It was both exhilarating and terrifying.

The first time I spoke a word of knowledge over someone, I was afraid I had imagined it. It was a Wednesday night prayer service, and I felt a sudden, unshakable impression that a man named Thomas—someone I had never spoken to before—was struggling with something in secret. The thought would not leave me. My hands grew clammy as I wrestled with whether or not to say anything. What if I was wrong? What if I was just making it up? But the urgency in my spirit would not relent.

I took a deep breath, walked up to him after the service, and hesitantly said, “I don’t know if this means anything to you, but I feel like God wants you to know that He sees you, that you don’t have to carry your burden alone.”

His eyes widened in shock. Then, to my astonishment, he began to weep.

“How did you know?” he whispered, his voice shaking. “I was just telling God today that I feel invisible, that no one sees what I’m going through.”

That was the moment I realized the gifts of the Spirit were not just for biblical times. They were real. They were active. And I was a part of them.

From that point on, my journey took on a new direction. The hunger for divine encounters became my driving force, and the gifts God had placed within me became tools to serve others. I did not yet know where this road would lead, but I knew one thing: I could never go back to a life of ordinary faith. I had seen too much, experienced too much. The Spirit of God was alive, and He had awakened something in me that would never sleep again.
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The desire to serve, evangelize, and engage in ministry
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The desire to serve, evangelize, and engage in ministry did not come to me in a single, dramatic moment. It was something that grew slowly, like a seed buried deep in my spirit, watered by the experiences I had in church, nurtured by the fire of the Holy Spirit, and strengthened by every encounter I had with the living God. The hunger to do more than just attend church, to step beyond the walls and bring the message of Christ to those who had never heard it, became an unshakable burden on my heart. It was no longer enough to simply believe—I wanted to act, to move, to pour myself into the work of the gospel with everything I had. The more I sought God, the more I realized that faith was never meant to be passive. It was a call to action, a divine invitation to step into the harvest field and bring in souls for His kingdom.

It began with small things—staying late after services to help clean up, volunteering to read Scripture during Bible studies, offering to pray for people at the altar. But deep inside, I knew I was being called to more. I watched the elders in our church, men like Pastor Raymond, who had given their lives to preaching the gospel, and I felt something stir inside me. There was a fire in their eyes when they spoke about Jesus, a passion that was contagious. I wanted that same fire. I wanted to stand before crowds, to declare the goodness of God, to see the broken made whole.

One night, after a powerful revival service, I sat alone in the church sanctuary long after everyone else had left. The flickering candlelight cast shadows along the walls, and the silence was thick with the presence of God. I knelt at the altar, pressing my forehead to the wooden floor, my heart pounding with an urgency I could not explain.

"Lord," I whispered, my voice barely audible, "use me. Send me. I don't want to live an ordinary life. I want to be part of Your plan, to bring people into Your kingdom. Whatever it takes, I am willing."

In that moment, I felt something shift inside me. A peace washed over me, but it was not the kind of peace that lulls one into comfort—it was a steady, unwavering confidence that my life would never be the same again.

The first time I shared my testimony in front of a crowd, my hands were shaking. It was during a youth service, and Pastor Raymond had asked if anyone felt led to share what God had done in their life. Something in me leaped, as if I had been waiting for this very moment. Before I could second-guess myself, I was on my feet, making my way to the front. As I stood before the congregation, the weight of what I was about to do pressed on me. But then I looked out at the faces before me—some expectant, some skeptical, some weary from battles I could not see—and I knew this was not about me. This was about God.

I began to speak, not with rehearsed eloquence but with raw honesty. I told them about the first time I felt the presence of God, about the way He had filled me with His Spirit, about the hunger that had been placed inside me for something greater. I spoke of doubt and fear, of battles fought in silence, of moments where I questioned whether I was truly called. And then I spoke of His faithfulness, of how He had never left me, of how every whisper of surrender had been met with an outpouring of His love.

By the time I finished, I saw tears in the eyes of some of the listeners. People were nodding, some lifting their hands in silent praise. And then, something incredible happened. A young man, no older than sixteen, stood up from the back row and walked forward.

"I want what you have," he said, his voice trembling. "I want to know God like that."

That was the moment I knew—without a doubt—that I was called to minister. It was not about standing behind a pulpit or wearing a title. It was about leading people to Christ, about making them see that they, too, could have a real encounter with Him.

From that night on, I began looking for every opportunity to serve. I joined the outreach team, going door to door in neighborhoods where people barely glanced at the church on the corner. Some slammed their doors in our faces, some laughed, some ignored us completely. But then there were the moments that made it all worth it—the mother who broke down in tears when we prayed for her sick child, the man who had not stepped into a church in years but decided to come after we spoke with him, the teenager who had been considering ending his life but found hope in a simple conversation.

Evangelism was not just about words. It was about presence, about showing up for people in the places where they least expected to find God. It was in the prison visits where I saw hardened criminals break down in repentance. It was in the hospital rooms where prayers turned into testimonies of healing. It was on the street corners where addicts, prostitutes, and the forgotten found themselves embraced by the love of a God who refused to give up on them.

One of the most defining moments of my early ministry came when I met an elderly man named Thomas. He was sitting outside a gas station, hunched over, staring at the ground as people passed him by without a second glance. I had just finished a morning prayer walk with a group from the church when I felt the Holy Spirit nudge me toward him.

I hesitated. I had spoken to strangers before, prayed for people in difficult situations, but something about this man made me pause. His eyes were filled with something deep, something heavy. But the nudge came again, stronger this time.

I walked over, kneeling beside him. "Sir, are you okay?"

He looked at me, startled, as if no one had asked him that in years. His lips trembled, and then, as if a dam had broken, he began to weep.

"I don't know if God even sees me anymore," he whispered. "I've done things. Bad things."

I took his hand, ignoring the curious glances from passersby. "God sees you. And He hasn’t forgotten you."

For the next hour, we talked. He told me about his past—years of addiction, broken relationships, regret that haunted him every night. And then, as the sun rose higher in the sky, he bowed his head and surrendered his life to Jesus.

That was what ministry was about. Not platforms. Not recognition. But moments like that—one soul at a time, one encounter that changed everything.

The more I served, the more I realized that the calling to evangelize was not just a responsibility—it was a privilege. The ability to stand in the gap, to be a vessel through which God spoke, to witness the transformation of lives firsthand, was the greatest honor I could ever have. It was not always easy. There were moments of rejection, of doubt, of exhaustion. But every time I saw someone step into the light of salvation, every time I saw the lost come home, I knew there was nothing else I would rather do.

The fire to serve burned brighter than ever. The hunger to reach more souls grew stronger. I did not know where this journey would take me next, but I knew one thing with certainty—wherever God called me, I would go. And I would go with my hands open, my heart surrendered, and my voice ready to declare the name of Jesus to anyone willing to listen.
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2. The Battle Begins – Entering the Realm of Spiritual Warfare

My first encounters with unseen forces
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The first time I encountered the reality of spiritual warfare, I was unprepared. I had heard the sermons, read the Scriptures, and listened to testimonies about unseen battles, but there is a vast difference between knowing something exists and standing face to face with it. The moment when the veil between the physical and the spiritual world lifts, even for a fraction of a second, everything changes. What I once thought was simply symbolic language in the Bible became terrifyingly real, and I realized that stepping deeper into faith meant stepping onto a battlefield where the forces of darkness were not mere myths or theological concepts but living, active entities seeking to destroy, deceive, and devour.

It began subtly at first. I had been growing in my faith, pressing deeper into prayer, fasting, and immersing myself in the presence of God. I was serving in the church, witnessing to others, and seeing people’s lives transformed through the power of Christ. But with every breakthrough came resistance. At first, I dismissed it as coincidence—the sudden sickness that came over me before leading a prayer meeting, the strange tension that arose in my home after I began ministering to others, the sleepless nights where an unexplainable heaviness settled over me like a thick fog.

One night, I awoke to something that would forever alter my understanding of spiritual warfare. It was past midnight, and the room was silent except for the soft ticking of the clock on my wall. But something felt wrong. I could feel a weight in the air, something unseen yet oppressive, as though I was being watched. The hair on my arms stood on end, and a chill ran down my spine. Then, without warning, my body froze. I tried to move, to sit up, to even whisper the name of Jesus, but I couldn’t. It was as if an invisible force had pinned me down, pressing against my chest with an unbearable weight.

In that moment, fear gripped me like never before. My mind raced, panic rising, but deep in my spirit, I knew what this was. This was not just a bad dream or sleep paralysis—this was something else, something dark. A presence loomed over me, and though I could not see it, I could feel it, oppressive and suffocating. I struggled to fight, to push back, but I was powerless. Then, through the fog of terror, a truth surfaced in my heart: the power of Jesus was greater.

Summoning every ounce of strength, I forced my lips to move, barely able to whisper. “Jesus.” The moment the name left my mouth, it was as though an explosion of light shattered the darkness. The pressure lifted instantly, and my body was freed. I sat up gasping, drenched in sweat, my heart pounding. The room felt different—lighter, peaceful. I knew then that I had just faced a battle in the spiritual realm.

From that night on, I began to understand that spiritual warfare was not just for pastors, deliverance ministers, or those with "special" anointings. It was the reality for every believer who dared to step into the fullness of their calling. The moment we choose to serve God wholeheartedly, to take ground for the Kingdom, we become threats to the enemy, and he does not sit idly by while we advance.

Not long after that experience, I had my first encounter with demonic oppression in someone else. It happened during a late-night prayer meeting at the church. We had been worshipping, pressing into the presence of God, when suddenly, a woman named Lydia let out a piercing scream and collapsed to the floor. At first, I thought she had fainted, but as I moved closer, I saw something in her eyes that sent chills through me. It was not her looking at us anymore—there was something else, something foreign, something ancient.

A deep, guttural voice escaped her lips, one that did not belong to her. “She is mine.”

The words sent a wave of electricity through the room. A few people gasped, stepping back, but Pastor Raymond moved forward with unwavering authority. “In the name of Jesus, release her.”

The woman thrashed violently, her body contorting in ways that seemed unnatural. Her voice shifted between her own and that dark, sinister tone. I had never seen anything like it before, and for a moment, fear threatened to paralyze me. But then I remembered the night in my bedroom, how the darkness had lifted the moment I spoke the name of Jesus.

We began to pray, some in English, others in the Spirit, and the power in the room intensified. Lydia let out another scream, her body convulsing as if an unseen force was battling for control. And then, with one final, deafening cry, she collapsed, motionless, tears streaming down her face. When she opened her eyes, they were different—clear, filled with light.

She whispered, “He’s gone.”

It was my first time witnessing deliverance, the undeniable power of God setting someone free from the grip of the enemy. I had read about it in Scripture, how Jesus cast out demons with a word, how His disciples walked in the same authority, but seeing it firsthand made it all the more real. The battle was not just an abstract concept—it was happening, here and now, in the very world we lived in.

From that moment on, I could not ignore what I had seen. I could not pretend that the spiritual realm was distant or that evil was merely a philosophical idea. It was real. But so was the power of God.

The more I engaged in ministry, the more I encountered resistance. There were nights when I would wake up feeling an oppressive presence in my room, moments when discouragement came upon me so suddenly and so heavily that I knew it was more than just emotions. There were times when people I ministered to would experience sudden afflictions—sickness, inexplicable turmoil in their families, financial attacks that seemed orchestrated. It was warfare.

I learned that spiritual attacks often came when I was on the verge of a breakthrough—when souls were about to be won, when people were about to be set free. I remember one night, after a particularly powerful evangelistic outreach, where several people had given their lives to Christ, I was driving home when my vision suddenly blurred. A wave of dizziness hit me out of nowhere, and I nearly swerved off the road. I pulled over, heart racing, struggling to catch my breath. I prayed, rebuking whatever was trying to attack me, and just as suddenly as it had come, it lifted.

The enemy does not fight fair. He attacks in ways that seem natural, disguising his schemes as mere coincidence. But through these battles, I learned something crucial—fear is his greatest weapon, but faith is our greatest defense. The more I walked in the authority of Christ, the more I realized that I was not fighting for victory; I was fighting from victory. Jesus had already won. The enemy’s power was limited. The only way he could gain ground was if I surrendered it through fear or ignorance.

I began to arm myself in prayer like never before. I learned the power of fasting, how it sharpened my spirit and made me more attuned to the tactics of the enemy. I discovered the authority of the Word of God, how speaking Scripture out loud shifted the atmosphere. I surrounded myself with intercessors, warriors who understood that this was not just a Sunday faith but a daily battle.

As I deepened in my calling, the battles intensified, but so did the victories. I saw chains broken, lives transformed, captives set free. I learned that the enemy fights hardest when he knows he is losing. And I knew, without a doubt, that I had been called into this battle—not to be a victim, but to be a warrior.

The battle had begun, and I was ready.
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