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A WORD BEFORE THE FIRST PAGE

This book was not written from a comfortable chair.

It was written from a sickbed in Takoradi. From a forest floor in Yapei, wet with tears and dew. From a room in Winneba where the nights were long and heaven seemed locked. From a place of resignation — where a man surrendered his position, his salary, and his security because a Voice told him to, and then that Voice went quiet for longer than he expected.

If you are a young minister, and you have ever stood in a pulpit and spoken fire into someone else’s life while your own heart was quietly burning with questions — this book is for you.

If you have ever prayed so hard your body shook, and still felt like your prayers hit the ceiling and fell back — this book is for you.

If you have ever wondered whether God forgot your name, forgot His promise, forgot the night He called you — this book is especially, particularly, personally for you.

I am Apostle Charles Benaiah McCarthy. I was born in Takoradi, Ghana. I was healed when my flesh was rotting. I was called by a Voice I cannot unhear. I was trained by silence I did not expect. And I was sent — to Italy, to Spain, to Germany, to Switzerland, to America, to the nations of Africa — by a God who never broke a single word He spoke to me, even in the years I could not hear Him speaking.

Every young minister must endeavour to know God. Submit to the Lordship of His Word. Teach your heart to retain what He says. The Bible commands: Keep them in the midst of your heart, for they are life to those who find them (Proverbs 4:21–22).

This book is my testimony that the Word kept in the heart during silence becomes the voice of God when the silence lifts.

Read carefully. Something in these pages has your name on it.

— Apostle Charles Benaiah McCarthy

General Overseer, Kingdom Word Missions International

Chancellor, Kingdom College of Theology

Vice Chancellor, Alpha Faith Theological University (Africa Chapter)

Accra, Ghana
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THE VOICE

What Was Heard

In the beginning, He said my name. I have been waiting for Him to say it again.

There is a city on the coast of Ghana where the Atlantic speaks in a language older than memory. Takoradi. The sea does not ask permission to be heard — it simply roars, and the shore submits. I grew up in the sound of that roaring, a young man who attended crusades and church programmes the way other boys chased footballs — with everything in him, with all his breath.

I raised my hand many times. I walked to the altar many times. I dedicated myself, then rededicated myself, then dedicated myself again — because each time I returned to the altar, something in me understood that the first yes was not yet complete. I was not being unfaithful. I was being formed. There is a difference. Some men come to the altar once and are transformed in an instant. Others come again and again, like the sea shaping the rock — not because the rock is resistant, but because the work is deep.

Each time I stood at that altar I said the same thing in different words: Lord, send me. Wherever You go, I will follow. Wherever You point, I will walk. I meant it every time. And yet meaning something with your mouth and being ready for what the meaning costs — these are two very different countries, separated by a border called suffering.

Then the sickness came.

It did not knock. Sickness never knocks. It arrived one morning like a thief who had been watching the house, and it took hold of my lower body with a grip that felt like judgment. The flesh began to rot. There is no softer word for it, and I will not search for one, because the young minister who reads this needs to know that what happened to me was not a minor trial. It was a confrontation. My body — the body that had walked to altars and lifted hands in worship — was failing from the inside out, from the lower parts upward, as if the ground itself was trying to reclaim me before my time.

The church was called. They prayed. Hands were laid. Tears fell. And still, for a season, the sickness remained. Heaven seemed to observe from a distance, arms folded, watching to see what the young man from Takoradi would do when prayer did not produce an immediate answer.

What do you do, young minister, when you have dedicated yourself to God and God seems to respond with silence and suffering? What do you do when the altar you ran to does not run back to you?

You hold on. You do not understand yet, but you hold on.

— ✦ —

Then Came the Dream

In the dream, I was not sick. In the dream, I was standing — upright, fully myself, in a body that remembered what wholeness felt like — and a Man walked toward me. Not running. Not rushing. Walking with the quiet authority of someone who owns the ground beneath every foot. He carried no weapon, wore no crown, announced no title. He simply looked at me, and in that look was everything — knowledge, purpose, ownership, compassion — and He said:


“Come. Work with me.”


I said yes.

It was the smallest yes I had ever spoken. Smaller than any altar call, smaller than any public dedication. A yes breathed in a dream, witnessed by no congregation, recorded in no church register. But it may have been the most important yes of my entire life. Some doors are not opened by great faith — they are opened by simple surrender. Surrender is not weakness. Surrender is the posture that makes room for God to be God.

I said yes to a Man in a dream, and when I woke, my body had begun to return to me. Not gradually. Not over weeks of medicine and slow recovery. Miraculously. The way only God heals — completely, without explanation, without a medical chart to justify it, without a process for the doctors to point to. The rotting stopped. The flesh was restored. I stood up.

— ✦ —

Young Minister, Hear Me Now

Before the call came to your pulpit, it came to your sickbed. Before God sent you to the nations, He first had to prove — to you, and to the watching darkness — that He holds dominion over flesh itself. Your healing is never only about your body. It is a declaration. A statement spoken in the language of cells and bones and restored tissue, loud enough for heaven and hell to hear:


“This one belongs to Me.”


The enemy attacks the vessel because he fears the message inside it. But when God restores what the enemy destroyed, He is not merely fixing what was broken. He is making a point. He is saying to every principality and power that tried to bury you before your assignment: You do not have authority here. I have plans for this life that your sickness cannot cancel.

If you are reading this from a place of physical, emotional, or spiritual brokenness — know that the Man who walked toward me in the dream is the same Man who is walking toward you now. He is not rushing. He is not panicking. He has walked through worse darkness than yours, and He has never lost anyone He came to find.

He is saying to you what He said to me: Come. Work with me.

Say yes. Even if it is small. Even if it is just a breath. Say yes.

— ✦ —

The Audible Voice

Not long after the healing, the Holy Spirit spoke again. Not in a dream this time. Audibly. The way a person speaks to another person in the same room — except the weight of it was unlike any human voice. A human voice carries air. This Voice carried authority that bent the atmosphere around it.

He said: Study My Word. Live by it. I will take you around the world to preach and to save lives. I shall train you Myself.

Five sentences. Or perhaps fewer. But they contained a lifetime.

Study My Word — not just read it. Not just quote it. Study it. Wrestle with it. Let it wrestle with you. Return to it in the morning and find it has grown deeper overnight.

Live by it — not perform it. Not present it. Live it, in the ordinary moments, in the unseen corners of your days, when no one is watching and there is no pulpit to stand behind.

I will take you around the world — a promise so large I could not yet measure it. Italy. Spain. Germany. Switzerland. The United States of America. Swaziland. South Africa. Botswana. Nigeria. Benin. Togo. Nations I had not yet visited, languages I had not yet heard, faces I had not yet seen. All of them already written in the promise, though I was standing in Takoradi with a healed body and an uncertain future.

To preach and to save lives — the purpose. Not to build a name. Not to gather followers. To preach, and in the preaching, to reach into the darkness where lives are held captive and bring them out into light.

I shall train you Myself — this was the sentence I did not fully understand. I understood seminary. I understood theological college. I understood discipleship programmes. But the Lord was telling me something different. He was telling me that the training He had in mind would not happen primarily
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