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Introduction

I have spent most of my professional life in rooms where people speak carefully about the mind. I have sat across from patients in acute distress, written clinical notes, taught nursing students how to assess psychosis, and published research on mental health within an academic framework that has no language for what I am about to tell you. That framework is not wrong. It simply cannot see everything.

I have also lived through things that no diagnostic manual can explain.

This book is my attempt to hold both of those truths at once, without apologising for either.

I am a nurse. I hold a doctorate. I am a Senior Fellow of the Higher Education Academy and I teach mental health nursing at a university in England. I understand the clinical literature on psychosis, on trauma, on the mind under pressure. I have used that understanding to help other people for years. None of that has ever made me doubt what I am about to describe. If anything, it has sharpened my ability to tell the difference between what a textbook explains and what it does not.

What I lived through in my first marriage was not simply a difficult relationship. It was not simply mental illness, mine or anyone else’s, though mental illness was present, and I will not minimise that. It was a season in which spiritual forces operated in the natural world through a covenant I did not know had been made. This book is not an attempt to castigate my ex-wife or a blame book, it is to show that there are some ‘covenants’ that has been made in the spiritual realm, maybe sometimes before we are ever born that now manifest in our own life. This was a ‘covenant’ that she has ‘No Power Over’. Events happened first in a realm I could not see, and then, later, they happened again in front of me, in the flesh, exactly as they had already occurred in the spirit. I did not understand this while it was happening. I have come to understand it since, through prayer, through counsel, through study, and through the slow and painful work of looking back honestly at what I lived.

I know how that sentence reads to some people. I know that in certain rooms, saying “spiritual warfare” and “covenant” out loud will cost me credibility I have spent years building. I have thought about that cost. I have decided it is worth paying.

I have not written this book for those rooms. I have written it for the mother in Lagos who watched her son change overnight and was told by everyone around her that it was simply stress, or simply illness, when she knew in her spirit that something else had entered her house. I have written it for the pastor in London trying to counsel a couple whose marriage is unravelling in ways that ordinary conflict cannot explain, and who has no framework beyond “pray more” to offer them. I have written it for the man or woman lying awake at 3am, certain that something is wrong beyond what a doctor or a therapist can name, and afraid that saying so out loud will make people think they have lost their mind.

You have not lost your mind. I have not lost mine. What I am offering you here is not proof, because these are not the kinds of things that can be proven to a sceptic. What I am offering is testimony, told as honestly and as carefully as I know how, alongside the clinical and pastoral understanding I have built over years of professional life. Where I believe the clinical world offers something true, I will say so. Where I believe it falls short, I will say that too. I am not interested in choosing between the two. I lived in the space where both were true at once, and that is the space this book is written from.

Some of what follows will be difficult to read. A marriage that was not what it appeared to be. A covenant made without my knowledge, whose effects I lived inside for years. A night when a father was warned by the Holy Spirit not to walk out of his own front door, because he would not come back. A son who returned at five in the morning with no memory of where he had been. These are not stories I tell for effect. They are the events of my life, and I have decided, after a great deal of prayer, that keeping them private any longer would be a disservice to the people who need to hear that they are not alone, and not imagining things.

This is a book about spiritual warfare. It is also a book about what it costs to finally tell the truth about your own life, in full, without editing out the parts that do not fit neatly into either a clinical chart or a church testimony. I have tried to write it the way I would want someone to have written it for me, twenty years ago, when I had no words for what was happening to me and no one willing to say it out loud.

If any part of this book gives you those words, it will have done what I wrote it to do.




Chapter One: Before the Warfare Had a Name


“Before I formed thee in the belly I knew thee; and before thou camest forth out of the womb I sanctified thee.” — Jeremiah 1:5



I did not grow up thinking of myself as someone who would one day write about spiritual warfare. I grew up thinking of myself as someone who wanted to help people, which is, in its own way, the same calling wearing a different uniform.

I was born in Akwatia, Ghana and raised in Nigeria, in a home where faith was not a single, tidy tradition but two threads woven together. My parents worshipped at the African Church. My mother later joined the Cherubim and Seraphim Church, and it was there, more than anywhere else, that I grew up.

Faith was not a decision I made as an adult. It was the air I breathed before I understood what breathing was. In that church, I learned early that God reveals himself to human beings, not only through scripture read from a pulpit, but through people he chooses to use. A pastor. A church member. An ordinary person who suddenly carries a word that is not their own. This could come through a vision. Through a dream. Through simply hearing God’s voice. I grew up around prayer, around drums, around singers who seemed to carry something in their voice that was not entirely of this world. God revealed himself to me more than once in dreams and visions in those years, and I will be honest, many times I did not understand what I was being shown until long afterward.

One dream in particular has stayed with me my whole life. I was around ten years old. In the dream, I found myself underground, in something like a basement, though I had never in my life seen an actual basement. Nigeria does not build that way. When I woke, I took it as a bad dream, an image of being in a pit, and I carried that interpretation for years without questioning it.

Twenty seven years later, I arrived in the United Kingdom and settled for a time in Harrogate. One of the first shops I walked into, the owner asked me to go and find the item I needed myself, further inside the store. I walked down, and for the first time in my life, I saw an actual basement, well arranged, shelves lined in order, exactly as I had seen it as a child. In that moment, the Holy Spirit brought the dream back to me so clearly it was as though I was having it again, twenty seven years later, standing inside the very thing I had once mistaken for a pit.

I understood then what I had not understood at ten years old. It had never been a dream about being trapped. It had been a dream about arriving somewhere, long before I had any reason to believe I ever would.

By the time I was old enough to ask hard questions about what
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