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Over the last fifty years I have watched God do what only God could do—create 

a movement of multiplying disciples that began in a small youth group and has 

now grown to more than 130 countries around the world. This booklet is all 

about God and his fulfilled promises. 

Recently I was challenged by my pastor to “remember” all the “wonderful deeds” 

that God has done. Psalm 9:1 tells us to “recount all His wonderful deeds”, and 

Psalm 78:4 encourages us to “tell the coming generations of the glorious deeds of 

the Lord...” Having just completed fifty years of walking with the Lord, I wanted 

to put some of those stories in writing. This list of deeds, miracles, and wonders 

below is a summary---from my perspective---of what I have seen God do over the 

last fifty years.  

The list below, while from my perspective, is not intended to be about me. I 

would be disappointed if anyone read it that way. Rather, the list is my recollec-

tion of some of the stories of what God has done. I am just a simple farm boy 

whose life was miraculously touched by God’s goodness. Some of these stories are 

minor events, but significant in my own life. Others are miraculous experiences 

of God’s goodness in my life. 

As you read these short stories of events I have seen God do, may you pause and 

then give praise to the Lord with me for his goodness and for the “wonders that 

he has done” (Ps. 78:4). 

Dann 
Spader

©  Copyright 2020, Dann Spader. All rights reserved. 

Celebrating 50 Years of Ministry
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Pre-Christian 
Stories 
 

God’s Irresistible Grace
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God literally spared my life one night in college in Rapid City, South Dakota, after 

a night of drinking. After the bars closed, I was pulled over and blocked from 

driving forward by some gang members in a dead-end street. I found out later they 

were having fun beating people up that night, and they had done so to several peo-

ple, killing one person. After smashing my car’s headlights with chains and smash-

ing my windshield and side-door window to pull me out of the car, they suddenly 

ran because a police car came with flashing lights. Later, when reporting the crime, 

the police chief said absolutely no police were in that area of town that evening. He 

then looked directly at me and said something I’ve never forgotten, “Young man, 

God miraculously protected you tonight. Don’t you ever forget it.”01
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In Wyoming while working one summer on oil rigs, I attended a camp meeting 

led by some friends of the Reorganized Church of Jesus Christ. This camp meet-

ing was the first time I heard anyone share testimony about God’s goodness, 

share Scripture and what it meant to them, and then pray out loud in a spon-

taneous way. I had never experienced anything like it, and it planted seeds of 

interest in my life. I began to take an active interest in learning more about God 

and his Word. 02
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Personal Growth   
Stories 
 

As a New Believer
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My roommate, also named Dann, attended the first Campus Crusade for Christ 

retreat in Parkston, South Dakota. He rode more than five hours in a car with 

people we called “Jesus freaks” because he wanted to see his girlfriend who lived 

in Parkston. They got bored that weekend, so they attended one of the meetings 

at the Crusade retreat—only to trust Christ that night. When he came back to our 

fraternity house, I immediately sensed something was different about him. 

A few nights later, after a keg party in our fraternity house, I came back to our 

room to see Dann reading a Bible by flashlight in our dorm. 

I immediately asked him, “What happened to you?” 

“Do you really want to know?” he asked. 

He immediately pulled out of his pocket a book, Bill Bright’s The Four Spiritual 

Laws, and began to read to me. He was so nervous that I had to hold the booklet 

because he shook so much. While I knew that God loved me and that I was a 

sinner, I remember how powerfully God convicted me of my sin that night. That 

night, I knelt down, amazed that I simply needed to turn from my sin, “[open] 

the door,” (Rev. 3:20) and allow Christ to come into my life to cleanse me of my 

sin and lead my life. I had never heard that before, and this simple truth was what 

I needed to hear. Immediately, I responded to this next step, and I knew things 

were different, making me a new creation and a child of God.
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The following week, out of habit, we went to the local bar to get drunk as we 

always did. For the first time, I began to see that this was not pleasing to the Lord 

and something that would not honor Him. I never went again. 

We immediately worked at stopping all swearing, threw out all our rock music, 

and began studying the Bible at night. No one told us we needed to do this. It 

just seemed like the right thing to do. We delighted in acting this way. It didn’t, in 

any way, feel like we had given up anything; instead, we were just cleansing our 

lives so we could add that which was better. We delighted in learning new ways of 

pleasing the Lord.

One night, we got excited when we discovered the story of Noah’s ark was true 

because it was in the Bible! It wasn’t just a story we heard at church. We now 

knew it was “really true” because it was in God’s Word and thus really happened! 

We laughed with excitement!
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A week later we heard about a Crusade conference at the Marriott hotel in Chi-

cago with more than 1700 college kids. What a party this would be! We wanted to 

go but didn’t have any money, so we got a crazy idea: we could just pray about it 

and ask God to provide. Later that day, a Catholic priest handed us an envelope 

with the exact funds we needed. This was the only time in my life a priest had 

given me money. We knew it had come from God, and we laughed with joy!

I remember the twenty-hour bus ride to Chicago with thirty other “Jesus freaks.” 

For the first few hours I thought it was amazing as we sang songs and shared our 

new-found faith. But after about fifteen hours, I started thinking, What have I 

gotten myself into? But I figured I could handle some more since there would be 

1700 college kids all ready to party in Chicago. And party we did . . . but it was a 

party of studying the Bible, laughing, and telling stories about Jesus. The presi-

dent of Crusade, Bill Bright, challenged us to “come and help change the world.” 
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At the Crusade conference, Josh McDowell trained us for one hour on how 

to share our faith using The Four Spiritual Laws, and then he sent us out to 

O’Hare International Airport to talk with total strangers. I was totally scared. 

The first guy I talked to was at the United Airlines baggage claim, and when 

I approached him he was willing to talk. But he was an agnostic, working on 

his PhD from the University of Chicago in philosophy and religion. We were 

on different wavelengths as he used words I had never heard before and never 

understood. I remember just basically saying, “Once I was blind, but now I see.” 

I was ready to quit, but they told us we needed to talk with at least two people. 

The next guy I circled several times, trying to work up enough courage to talk 

with him. He was a businessman sitting upstairs in the American Airlines 

arrival area. When I finally did approach him, saying I was with a group of stu-

dents at a conference and taking a spiritual survey, he immediately pulled out 

The Four Spiritual Laws from his pocket, saying a student in Philadelphia had 

shared with him Law 1 and Law 2 before he had to rush to get on the plane, 

and he had been thinking about it the whole trip. His first question to me was, 

“How do I become a Christian?” I paused and read him the whole booklet (as 

we were taught to do), and when I came to Law 4, he asked me if he could pray 

to trust Christ right then! I was so excited that after he prayed out loud, I forgot 

to get his name or do any follow-up with him. But God gave me a taste of his 

working in and through me. I would never be the same.



20

07
On our trip home from Chicago, we spent New Year’s Eve at a convent, where we 

slept for the evening.  I was excited to celebrate my first New Year’s Eve with fellow 

Christ followers! We sang, shared scriptures, and then gave each other communion. 

I wept with a new-found joy over a different meaning and purpose in life. I remem-

ber later that evening how sad I was to see some of the nuns at that convent getting 

drunk. I couldn’t understand it. It shocked me. I begin to see the difference between 

religion and a living relationship with God. I wept out of genuine sorrow for them. 
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When we returned back to engineering school, I went up and down the fraternity 

house and shared The Four Spiritual Laws with any of my fraternity brothers who 

would listen. Several prayed with us, and since we had been Christians the longest 

(only a few weeks longer), we led the Bible studies. 

I knew very little about the Bible. Early on a pastor asked me to share my testimo-

ny in a church service. I said, “Sure. I would be glad to, but what is a testimony?” 

Then he asked me if I could use scripture from both the Old and New Testaments. 

I said, “I’m sorry. I won’t be able to do that as I only have a new Bible.” I didn’t even 

know the difference. 
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That summer I attended a Crusade summer project in Ocean City, New Jersey. 

It was a summer of amazing learning and joy. Every day I worked part-time as a 

short order cook in this resort town (I had never cooked before), and then every 

afternoon I went out witnessing on the beaches. Every night I’d listen to a Crusade 

speaker, and then I would spend another hour talking with staff about how to 

answer questions that people had asked us on the beaches that day. 

I grew immensely as the Crusade staff spent hours investing in me. I asked so many 

questions about my new-found faith, and I was sad to discover that much of what 

I had been taught in my religious upbringing was not what the Bible truly said or 

was extra-biblical. This alarmed me and caused me to dig even deeper into what the 

Scriptures truly taught. 
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I told everyone at the summer project that I felt that God was leading me into 
full-time ministry. I asked them to pray about where I should attend Bible college. 
I initially thought of places like Loyola, Northwestern, or other Catholic schools. 
But soon one of the students at the summer project found an old Moody monthly 
magazine in the walls of the building they were tearing down, and the student gave 
it to me. It was the August edition where Moody listed all the Bible colleges in the 
country. I read that magazine, circling all the Bible colleges that were cheap because 
I had no money. When I found out that Moody was tuition-free, I immediately 
concluded I wanted to go there. When I asked the Crusade staff about Moody, they 
said it was a great Bible college, so I was excited that God had led me in my next 
step. When I found out Moody was in Chicago, I hesitated but decided to call them 
anyway. 

I still remember that call, and Moody does also. In that phone booth, with limited 
coins, I told them that God wanted me to come to their school this coming fall. 
After talking with them for a while, they said I couldn’t come since I hadn’t been 
a Christian for a full year yet. (It was one of their rules). I said, “That is one of the 
dumbest rules I’ve ever heard.” And to this day, that employee and I have laughed 
many times about that phone call. 

I decided to leave engineering school and attend a different school called Northern 
State for a semester while waiting to attend Moody. I could take some needed liber-
al arts courses, but I could also help start a Crusade group with some friends I had 
met at the Christmas conference. I figured six months was enough time to do that, 
and after I left about forty students were involved. 
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The next fall I saw the leaves change color for the first time as a new Christian. I 

was stunned at God’s glory and so amazed that I had never noticed it before. I had 

new eyes to see his glory in his creation. While I attended Northern State, God pow-

erfully directed me to get baptized and join the First Baptist Church of Aberdeen, 

South Dakota. This was a huge step for me—being the first in my family to step 

outside of the Catholic faith. For my family, this made me an outsider who had lost 

his way.
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I remember going home to my family and sharing my new faith. Few in my family 

shared a similar interest in Jesus. Going home was very painful for me because I 

was often treated as someone who had rejected their faith; when in my heart, my 

faith was never more alive. 

Later on, when sharing my desire for my family to find Christ also, Dr. Sweeting, 

the president of Moody, challenged me to begin praying for my family by name 

every day. I began praying, and one by one they came to Christ in so many different 

ways (Doyle, Dallas, Delphine, Dorinda, Danette, Dori, et al.).
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Stories from Bible 
College 
 

The Preparation Years
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I hitchhiked to Chicago in the winter of 1971 since I only had enough money to 

pay for the first semester at Moody ($635.00), and not even enough for a bus ride. 

A trucker picked me up with my single suitcase and one box, and he dropped me 

off at the stockyards in South Chicago. From there I figured out the train system 

to downtown Chicago. I remember my first class at Moody on the book of Job, 

the only course available in January at such a late registration date. I devoured the 

book, reading it more than ten times, outlining it in detail, and studying it late at 

night to master every part of it.
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I remember how much it hurt when in my class on church history the professor 

casually laughed at some silly things people would try to do to earn their way to 

heaven. I wept in class as I told my professor, from my own experience, “They just 

didn’t know any better, and it’s not their fault. No one has explained the Scriptures 

to them.” He apologized for taking this too lightly. 14
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I soon began to go regularly to a nearby secular college to share Christ. I set a goal 

of every day sharing Christ with at least one person. Later, I took groups of Moody 

students with me to teach them how to share their faith. We saw dozens trust 

Christ. Unfortunately, I only understood evangelism, and nothing about discipling 

and following up with new believers.15
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One night in February of 1972, I was preparing a study on the Holy Spirit when 

God powerfully encountered me in my dorm room, helping me understand the 

Spirit-filled life in a whole new way. I don’t even know how to explain it . . . except 

that I felt God’s presence come upon my life and into that room in such a way 

that I never even went to sleep that night. I spent the whole night praising the 

Lord and was not the least bit tired the next day. 

God did something that evening. My ministry was different from that point on. 

The next twenty-two people I talked to at the secular campus all trusted Christ. 

Sometimes, while I spoke to them, they just started crying. I couldn’t explain it, 

except to say that God’s Spirit was speaking through me. God used this to confirm 

my faith in what he could do. It was holy to me and I shared this with few people 

since it was such a sacred experience and I knew it was not about me, but God’s 

allowing his Spirit to work through me.

16
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One day at the secular college, I met Chuck Tossman. He was a “man of peace” 

(Luke 10:6) who introduced me to all his non-Christian friends so I could share 

Christ with them. This went on for several weeks, as every day he would bring me 

some more of his friends and ask me to share with them my faith in God. At the 

end of the spring semester, I told him this would be the last day I’d be there for a 

few months. He said, “No. I’ve got so many others I want you to talk to.” He then 

stood up in the cafeteria on a table and told everyone to be quiet and to listen 

to what his friend Dann was going to say. I was stunned. I stood up on the chair 

and, best as I could, shared the gospel with the eighty or so who were there. So 

many responded that we ran out of The Four Spiritual Laws booklets, and several 

followed us back to Moody for materials. It was a true touch of God’s Spirit upon 

that gathering. For several years I talked with Chuck (a liberal Jewish person) and 

to my knowledge he never trusted Christ—yet he wanted me to keep telling his 

friends about Jesus. 

17
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Over the years, the Lord brought many of my family to faith...and like the writer 

of Hebrews wrote, “Time would fail me to tell” (11:32) all the stories . . . stories 

about my brother Doyle who called me one night to say he just trusted Christ 

after he got very angry with me for sharing, or my sister Delphine, a nun, who 

went out and bought her first Bible and while reading it trusted Christ. Or I could 

tell you about my dad, whom I probably spent over 100 hours with talking about 

Christ, yet his last words to me were, “I wish I could simply believe like you do.”

I could also talk about my niece Dori, who was led to Christ by her sister Danette, 

who had accepted Christ while visiting our youth group retreat. We had gone out 

witnessing, and Danette came with me, and after hearing me share the gospel with 

several people, Danette asked if she could trust Christ. Danette then went home 

and led her sister Dori to Christ. At Dori’s funeral several years later (after a tragic 

accident), hundreds testified to the life-changing impact Dori had in their lives. 

A movement of multiplying disciples from one simple new believer to another. I 

would never have known about the multiplied impact of Dori’s life except I saw it 

at her funeral.

18



46

Stories as a New 
Youth Pastor 
 The Foundational Years
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I needed a job to stay the second semester at Moody. I went down to the job 

employment board in the lobby of Culbertson Hall, only to be amazed that some 

people would pay me money to do ministry. They called this a part-time youth 

pastor. My immediate response was, “Wow! I should pay you to practice on your 

kids, but if you will pay me, that would be great!” I applied for the job without 

ever having been in a youth group or knowing what a youth group did.19
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I had an interview at a small Presbyterian church (Carter Memorial Church), and 

when the elders interviewed me, I commented that I was really concerned for my 

dad. He was a really good man but didn’t know Jesus, and it was hard to imagine 

him separated from Christ for eternity. Being a very verbal Assyrian church, they 

began to argue if a good man could get into heaven. They literally had to dismiss 

me out of the room while, for more than thirty minutes, they yelled at each other 

as they debated if a good man could get into heaven. I stood outside the door and 

heard them yelling. They later invited me back in and gave me the twenty hours a 

week job. 

As I started as their new youth pastor, I remember being too nervous to even 

stand up in front of the small group at Carter to speak, as I didn’t think I could. 

For the first two years, I never spoke to them; I just allowed other students to lead 

the devotional talks. 

20
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During this time, my Moody professor, Stan Gundry, made the statement in passing 

that some of Christ’s initial disciples could have been teenagers. (John could have 

been only sixteen or seventeen and the other disciples could have been in their 

late teens or early twenties). This statement amazed me. I didn’t know much, but 

I knew Jesus was about thirty years old, and I had also assumed that his disciples 

were old guys (if you are twenty, then thirty seems old). I ran to the professor after 

class to find out if this were really true. My professor laughed when I asked, “Well, 

what did Jesus do with his youth group?” I realized that Jesus was a youth pastor 

also. 

He encouraged me to buy a copy of Harmony of the Gospels, one like he had just 

compiled called the Thomas and Gundry Harmony. He encouraged me to study 

what Jesus did the first year, second year, third year, etc., and just “do what Jesus 

did.” This seemed to make sense to me, so I went immediately to the bookstore to 

buy one. Each cost twenty dollars, and I barely had that much money. I was about 

to leave without buying the book. But I found one that had a squished fly in it on 

page sixty-seven, and the bookstore manager said he’d take off fifty percent. That fly 

was worth ten dollars to me. I love to think, after fifty years of telling this story, that 

God put it there just for me. That fly changed my life as I bought that harmony and 

began studying the Son’s life. 

21
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A retreat center in Wisconsin allowed youth pastors to get away for free if they 

wanted a study break. I made a commitment to go every month (this went on for 

almost ten years), where I would take my Bible, my harmony, and spend 2-3 days 

every month praying and fasting and studying the life of Christ. I committed myself 

to the fact that whatever I learned I would try to live out in the youth group. I soon 

discovered that Jesus had a pattern to what he did, and he was intensely serious 

about creating a movement of disciples. I began analyzing that pattern and seeking 

to live it out in our youth group. I had no one teaching me, so it took me more 

than seven years to really grasp the specific transferable details of his pattern. My 

analytical engineering background helped. 
22
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One summer I was asked to speak at Judson Baptist Church summer camp. I had 

only spoken a couple of times in front of the Carter youth group, so I was really 

nervous because I had five messages to give at this summer camp. I fasted and 

prayed and prepared so much. But God really showed up, and one teenager said to 

me that summer, “The moment you started speaking, I felt as if Jesus was speaking 

to me.” This really encouraged me: maybe God could use someone even like me to 

speak before groups. 

God used that camp to convince Mark Bubeck, the pastor of Judson, to ask me 

to become their youth pastor. I said no twice since I really loved the Carter youth 

group kids and I was just beginning to figure out the Son’s life. Mark continued 

to pursue me, telling me he really believed God wanted me to come to Judson as 

their youth pastor. He asked one more time, saying he wouldn’t ask again, but just 

made me promise that I’d spend a week praying about my answer. I took this to 

heart, and against my initial desires, God told me to go! Judson was a larger church 

in those days (about 400 people) and the youth group was larger (about thirty-five 

kids). In the summer of 1974, I became their youth pastor, just prior to graduating 

in January of 1975 from Moody. 

23
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Stories at Judson
The Movement Begins to Grow
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Judson was a great church with really nice “church kids.” I had much to learn. I 

remember trying to do an outreach event early on, and at one event I brought 

enough food for seventy-five kids and only seventeen showed up. No one wanted 

to come to our outreach events when they were required to bring their unsaved 

friends. They only wanted fun events designed for them. I began to see that I had 

really good “church kids,” whom I began to think of as “inoculated Christians.” They 

had enough of the virus not to get the disease. 

As I continued studying Jesus, I began understanding why Jesus only did two mira-

cles in the first eighteen months. By most standards, Jesus was relatively unknown 

as he ministered in the Judean wilderness, building relationships with his initial 

followers. Jesus knew his initial disciples were not ready for outreach. I began see-

ing the phases of how Jesus built a movement, realizing the importance of getting 

“inoculated Christians” to really experience the life of Jesus first. Internal health 

was needed before they could experience external outreach.

24
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We changed our youth group name to Sonlife because we needed to figure out the 

Son’s life and do what he did. In the first two years, I shrunk the youth group from 

thirty-five to twenty kids. The leaders later told me that they had met to discuss if 

they should fire me. I would have accepted it if they did since the first two years at 

Judson were very hard for me. Like Jesus, I called this my “wilderness experience” 

where I had to choose to stand on the Word of God and do the will of God in 

following the Son’s life. But the leaders decided to give me a little longer because 

when I first came to Judson, I had said, “I was committed to building a movement 

like Jesus, and that would take time.” 
25
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One weekend in Wisconsin while at my study retreat, I began noticing that pattern 

of how much Jesus prayed. It seemed the busier he became the more he would slip 

away to pray (Luke 5:16). Before every major turning point in his life, one found him 

coming out of prayer. I discovered forty-five times and thirty-three different instances 

where Jesus prayed. I committed to living out this principle in my youth group. 

I personally was not good at prayer, so I thought I needed to raise up a “prayer team.” 

One winter we had a planned retreat where we taught on the subject of love. Our 

whole theme, along with the music, was on the importance of being a loving group. 

I asked some ladies at Judson to pray, and a lady named Virginia said she had five 

friends who would meet daily to pray. Virginia had MS and was in a wheelchair for 

years, but she could still pray. “Would you give me the names of every young person 

on the retreat?” she asked. I was glad to do so! 

The retreat started out as a total disaster. The bus broke down before we got there. We 

arrived late and everyone was exhausted. The counselors were upset with each other. 

The kids were angry because they didn’t get the roommates they wanted. Everything 

for the first two days went terribly wrong! And the subject was on love. 

On the last night of the retreat, I went up on a dark hill and got angry at God. I asked, 

“Why would you allow all this to go so wrong?” 

Like it was yesterday, I remember his still, small voice saying that night, “Do you real-

ly want to know why this all happened?” 

“Yes,” I said. “Why?” 

“It’s because of you! You don’t really love the kids in the group. You only love them if 

they do what you want them to do. How they act is more about what you want than 

what I want from them.” 

Ouch. He had made his point. I was the source of the problem. I needed to repent.

I later went before the group, when we had a final communion service scheduled 

the last morning, and very humbly asked for the group’s forgiveness. God had really 

convicted me of my lack of love, and I needed their forgiveness. This was hard for me 

to say, but I needed to say it. Slowly at first, one of the kids also stood up and asked 

for forgiveness. Then another student . . . and then another! Three hours later we 

got to communion. Repentance. Remission of sin. And great rejoicing from the Lord 

became our experience. God then poured out his love on our group in an amazing 

way. The group changed from that point on. Lots of hugging. Lots of confessing. Lots 

of changed lives began that day. 

26
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When we went back home, everyone asked how the retreat went. We tried to ex-

plain what we all had experienced, but everyone just smiled and said, “That’s nice.” 

We could tell they didn’t fully understand. 

We had just experienced a genuine revival in our group. How could you explain 

that? 

When I talked to Virginia and her five friends who had prayed for us by name, she 

just smiled. “That is exactly what we asked God to do! Can we keep praying for you 

and for every event you do? I have some more friends who want to pray for this 

group because we believe God is really working here.” 

That “prayer team” grew to more than sixty men and women who prayed for every 

event Sonlife ever did. And they prayed for every student by name weekly. I’m 

convinced this was the foundation of what God did at Judson as the group began to 

grow and students began to bring their friends. 

Soon, we would have well over 100 at our outreach events, with students leading 

students to Christ. The group began to multiply. Others began to come and ask, 

“How are you doing this?” We responded we were just doing what Jesus did. “What 

is that?” they would ask, and this eventually caused me to write our first Sonlife 

strategy manual to teach the Son’s life. 

27
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During the spring of 1979, three of my youth pastor friends quit ministry due to be-
ing discouraged with their youth groups. They had no vision for what their youth 
groups could become. 

God used this to break my heart. Our group had such a clear calling from God 
and such a clear pathway to building a ministry based on Jesus’ style. Yet I had no 
avenues to teach or share this with other youth workers. All of the youth leaders 
at the large churches were the ones who got invited to offer training. I would sit in 
these workshops and inwardly shout, “No! That is not how Jesus built a multiplying 
ministry!” Yet I had no outlets to teach what I had learned about Jesus. 

One night, the burden was so heavy that I got on my knees and told God either to 
take away the burden or give me an outlet. I felt as if I were going to explode with 
the passion of wanting to teach what I had learned from the life of Christ. Yet I had 
no outlet for this growing passion.

That night, God said, “Okay, here is what I’m going to do!” I then grabbed a note-
book and filled eight pages with what the Lord said. While I’m hesitant to say that 
it was a vision from the Lord, it definitely was beyond something I could dream 
up. As someone who easily came up with a plan, I knew the difference between my 
plan and God’s plan. This was holy ground to me. When I finished, I felt a burden 
to tell no one and simply just pray it back carefully to the Lord. The vision was 
seeing a movement of disciple-making youth groups across America. A movement 
that could change thousands of ministries. 

Specifically, God gave me a very clear goal of 10,000 youth groups committed to 
disciple-making over ten years, in addition to 1000 model ministries and 500 active 
trainers. I knew the vision was not 100 youth groups or even 1000. God very specif-
ically laid on my heart 10,000 youth groups. This was crazy. I had no organization, 
no money, no staff, nor any avenues to do this. I was the one who never got invited 
to speak. Yet God had laid it on my heart.

28
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I began praying it back to the Lord. Several weeks went by before I mustered up the 

courage to explain the vision to my pastor, an amazingly godly man of great prayer 

and wisdom. I went into his office nervous, wondering how dumb this might sound 

to him. I shared my idea of starting a part-time ministry called Sonlife Ministries. 

We would bring my associate, Rob Yonan, on part-time at Judson as I slowly began 

working more with Sonlife Ministries. We would seek to build several “demonstrat-

ing” ministries in the Chicago area before branching out. 

While I explained to Mark the highlights of those eight pages, he blurted out, 

“Dann, we need to see 10,000 youth groups like Sonlife all over North America!” 

“Why did you say 10,000, Mark?” I asked in shock. 

“It just popped into my mind.” 

I pulled out my notebook and showed him that 10,000 was the exact number I felt 

the Lord told me to work toward. We prayed together!
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A week later I called my friend Mark Gold, who at the time was a junior high youth 

pastor in a larger church. I called Mark the “apostle Paul of junior high ministry” 

because I was so impressed with his skills with junior high kids. As I talked with 

Mark, I asked if I could share what God was calling me to do. He said, “Sure, I’d love 

to hear.”

As I laid out my thoughts for his wisdom, Mark suddenly exclaimed, “Dann, we 

need to see 10,000 discipling youth groups like this all over North America!”

“Why did you say that number?” I questioned. 

“It just popped into my mind,” Mark said.

I told him that was exactly the goal God had laid on my heart. We joked about how 

crazy that was since I had no money, no staff, no outlet. We prayed together.
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A couple of days later my heart was full, and I thought continually about what 

God had laid on my heart. I decided to attend Son City, the youth ministry at 

Willowcreek Community Church, where Don Cousins was the youth pastor. I had 

often taken students there since Son City was good at outreach, and I wanted my 

students to learn from them. But on this night, my heart was so full, I just went by 

myself and sat in the back. 

I will never forget what happened that night. Don Cousins spoke on why God was 

pleased with a ministry like Son City. It was an excellent message as he spoke about 

Jesus’ life and the Great Commission. But when he came to the invitation at the 

end of the outreach, he paused for about thirty seconds without saying anything. 

And at a youth outreach event, thirty seconds of silence is not normal. Everyone 

wondered if something was wrong. Then Don said, “I’m not sure why God wants 

this, but I’m going to speak to those of you who are already Christians here tonight. 

We need to pray that God would raise up 10,000 youth groups across America that 

are committed to fulfilling the Great Commission!” 

I almost fell off of my chair. God was confirming it again. I became bolder in tell-

ing others about the vision God gave me.

31
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Then all hell broke loose. A rumor got started about me that was not true. In 

a short time, the rumor spread rapidly. Everyone seemed to be talking about it 

(although it probably was just some key leaders). It was very painful for me. Mark 

Bubeck, my pastor, called me into his office. I thought it was to pray with me. He 

just sat and listened as I poured out my heart. Mark didn’t say anything, and then I 

asked him why he was so silent. 

He responded, “Dann, we believe you did it. We just want to give you a chance to 

confess.”

 

I said, “Mark, it is not true!” 

I went home for the evening. I was crushed; it was like a dagger had been put into 

my heart.

God was beginning to teach me about the “fellowship of sharing in his suffering” 

(Phil 3:10).

32
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At the time, I lived with the Kammerling family (since I was still single), who 

became like my adopted parents. As I talked with Rose Kammerling that evening, I 

told her how painful this was that people would believe this about me. 

She then said, “Dann, we all have discussed this, and we really believe you did it. 

You need to come clean.” 

It was like another dagger in my heart. As I went up to my room, she stated, “Dann, 

whatever you do, you must just keep your eyes on Jesus.” She knew that “Turn Your 

Eyes on Jesus” was my favorite song that she often sang. I took her words to heart.
33
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I had been reading a book by Owen Carr called The Battle is the Lord’s. Owen Carr was 
a Kansas farm boy whom God had called to Chicago to start a television station called 
Channel 38. He knew nothing about television, yet God did miracle after miracle to start 
this television station. His key verse was from 1 Sam 17:47: “the battle is the Lord’s”, which 
was the prayer of David as he went up against Goliath. I liked the book, but it didn’t seem to 
relate that much to me. 

Later that night I finished the book, and I couldn’t sleep. The pain was too much. I remem-
ber getting on my knees and asking, “God, why? Why would you allow this? It isn’t fair. You 
gave me a vision, and now you are destroying that vision. Why?”

The idea hit me I should just have my morning devotions before I fell asleep so I could sleep 
in longer. I was reading through the Bible and my assigned chapter for the next day was 2 
Chronicles 20, the story of Jehoshaphat being surrounded by his enemies. As I read, I came 
to where he was gathered before the Lord with all the people in a very humble posture to 
seek His direction: “We do not know what to do, but our eyes are on you” (20:12).

Immediately, I felt God had a word in the text for me. I literally began to shake as I sensed 
God’s presence. I paused, telling the Lord, “I’ll be willing to obey no matter what you want 
me to do.” I sensed this was a “holy moment.” After a moment of prayer, I cautiously read 
ahead, sensing the Spirit had something to say. 

A prophet told Jehoshaphat and the people, “Do not be afraid and do not be dismayed at 
this great horde, for the battle is not yours but God’s” (20:15). After this, Jehoshaphat sent 
out the choir to sing to the Lord in front of the army, and the Lord sent an ambush on the 
enemies. After the enemies were destroyed, God’s people picked up the spoils for three days.

Immediately, I sensed God was in charge and he would do whatever was best. I began to 
worship him, knowing “the battle is the Lord’s”. I fell asleep and slept soundly for several 
hours. When I went to work in the morning, a note was on my door for me to come imme-
diately to Mark’s office. I was sure he was going to fire me. God would have to work out my 
next steps. It would be hard, but I knew he was in charge for the “battle is the Lord’s”. 
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When I walked into Mark’s office, he closed the door and asked me to sit down. The 

first words out his mouth were, “Dann, I’m sorry, and I need to ask your forgiveness. 

Last night the girl who started that rumor came forward and confessed she just made 

it up to get attention. I had accepted her testimony against you without more than 

one person to back it up. That was wrong. The leaders and I have met, and they want 

to also meet with you to ask your forgiveness. We handled this wrong. We are sorry. 

And to show you our seriousness, we want to support your new ministry that you 

want to start.” 35
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Within a week I got my first seminar. Moody asked me to come lead a seminar on dis-
cipling youth at the Moody Pastors’ Conference. I was so excited that I overprepared. I 
asked to meet with Jim Gwinn, the leader at Moody who led the Pastors’ Conference. 
As I look back, I was foolish to bother him with such small details, but I had so many 
questions about my workshop and was so excited finally to lead a seminar. How 
many would attend? What was the room like? And more questions like these.

Jim was gracious enough to meet with me and asked what my vision was for the 
future. I boldly told him I was starting a ministry called Sonlife Ministries and I was 
asking God for 10,000 youth leaders over ten years that we could train in the Son’s 
life. 

He was intrigued. The night before, a major conference speaker at Moody had just 
resigned. Jim blurted out, “Would you ever consider doing that here at Moody? As of 
last night, we have an opening for a new staff person.” 

Immediately, I said, “Let me pray about it . . . yes!”

By January of 1980, at the age of twenty-eight, I was on staff at Moody. This was just 
before the major financial depression of the 80s set in, and without Moody’s financial 
backing Sonlife Ministries would have never survived. But God knew and his plan 
was perfect. The “battle is the Lord’s”! 

In late April of 1979, I also met my beautiful wife, Char. I saw her from the platform 
one Sunday evening when I shared with our church the new vision God had given 
me. I made sure I went to the door where she would exit so that I could greet her. I 
asked if she’d like to get a quick dessert, and by November we were married. When 
you find a good thing, why tarry? God’s timing was so amazing. 

36



86

Stories of  Sonlife 
Ministries The Movement Multiplies
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Before I went on staff at Moody, I needed $1500.00 to buy some equipment for my 

new ministry. I had no resources yet needed the funds to move forward. I prayed 

and later that week at Judson, an envelope with exactly $1500.00 cash was on my 

desk. To this day, I still don’t know where those funds came from. But God knows, 

and he began his provision that would continue for more than fifty years: never 

having too much, yet never lacking for what he laid on our hearts. Like God’s 

people in 2 Chronicles 20, the next fifty years would be just picking up the spoils of 

what God did. 
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In the fall of 1979, just before starting at Moody, I put together with my new boss, 
Jim Gwinn, our first strategy seminar for youth pastors. Good friends, Tom and Carol 
Klobucher, provided funds to invite twenty-five youth pastors to attend. We paid 
for the meals, hotel rooms, and training—they just needed to get there. I went from 
church to church knocking on doors to see if I could find interested youth leaders. 
During this time I met Dave Garda, who later became a dear friend and staff mem-
ber for more than twenty years. I also met Eric Liechty, who continues to this day 
to invest in the movement of Sonlife and became the leader of our SEMP program 
(Students Equipped to Minister to Peers), which grew to thousands of students every 
year being trained in evangelism and discipleship. 

I spent more than 100 hours writing and rewriting my notes for this three-day train-
ing event. We handprinted notebooks (now collector’s items) and even had one of the 
kids from the youth group, Mike Longinow, draw some cartoons for the manual. (Dr. 
Mike Longinow now is Chair of the Digital Journalism and Media Department at 
Biola College in California). 

I will never forget how three days before this first event I accidentally left my teach-
ing notes at a restaurant. When I came back, they were gone. I was in panic mode. I 
searched everywhere but couldn’t find them. I mobilized people to pray and engaged 
the restaurant to try to help me find them. No luck. 

The night before the event, I received a call from a man who asked if my name was 
Dann with two n’s. 

I said, “Yes . . . why?” 

He had found some notes in an orange notebook and took them home, but no name 
was in the notebook. “I couldn’t find any name on the notebook except just a first 
name with an unusual spelling of Dann. Someone told me they knew a youth pastor 
with the name Dann. Is that you?” 

“Yes!” I exclaimed. I was so grateful.
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The first nine months of working at Moody, I had nothing to do. I waited every day for 
the mail, hoping someone would write me. I went out and drove around knocking on 
church doors to see if they had an interested youth pastor. 

We put together our first major event but booked it way into the fall at Cedar Lake, 
Indiana. We sent out brochures to any youth pastors we could find. Every day I’d check 
the mail, praying someone would sign up. About twenty-nine youth pastors and about 
forty lay people registered. The snowball started rolling as I taught the strategy seminar 
a second time. 

At that event, a church asked if I’d ever consider training the youth leaders at their 
church. I agreed if they’d invite other churches. In year two we had eight strategy semi-
nars with 282 people. The next year 386, then 585. We began to multiply more trainers, 
and it grew to 1511, then 2723, then 4155 by 1986. In 1987 we had more than 7200. The 
snowball kept rolling. 

In 1986 we added YDI’s (Youth Discipleship Institutes) for lay leaders and student 
leaders. Within six years more than 14,311 were trained through these day-long events 
on weekends. 

39
In 1986 we also did our first SEMP with 100 students. We’d train in the morning on how 
to defend their faith (apologetics), send them out in the afternoon to practice sharing 
their faith, and then in the evening worship together. 

Over the next fifteen years more than 50,000 young people went through this weeklong 
training in evangelism. Thousands of students led their peers to Christ, and it became 
the great joy at every SEMP to introduce SEMP babies: students who had come to Christ 
through their friends and then came back with their friends to SEMP the next year. At 
every SEMP, students prayed for their non-Christian friends and then wrote their friends 
a CPR letter (C “cultivating,” P “planting,” R “reaping”). The type of letter the students 
would write depended upon where their friends were in their journeys toward Christ. 
Upon returning home, the Christian students would meet with their friends and hopeful-
ly move them closer to Christ. Thousands led their friends to Christ—many even led their 
parents or family members to Christ. SEMP became one of the most visibly “fruitful” 
events Sonlife Ministries ever did. 

In 1988 we added the Foundations Training for Lay Leaders, which also saw more than 
50,000 go through the personalized training within ten years. Sonlife ultimately had more 
than 300 active trainers teaching this every year in dozens of locations and at most of the 
Bible colleges in North America. 

In 1992 we added the Growing a Healthy Church division, which I personally led. More 
than twenty-seven denominations began sending us all their pastors to train in the life of 
Christ. Within just eight years, more than 50,000 went through this eight-hour training 
event. 

In 1998 we added the Women in Ministry division and the Everyday Commission and 
Commandment seminars. Within just two years we had more than 30,000 lay people 
going through the Everyday Commission and Everyday Commandment training. In one 
year alone we had more than 100 trainers doing 300 different training events. God was 
multiplying his movement. 
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Perhaps my greatest joy in what God did came in 1990. My friend and mentor, Josh 
McDowell, invited me and about thirty other national youth leaders to come to Dallas, 
Texas, for three days of meetings. God had given him an idea that he wanted to share 
with us and hopefully gain our support. It was a crazy idea but what if we could put 
together the world’s largest pizza party linked via satellite? We’d call it a “See You at the 
Party” national outreach event for teens. 

Out of respect for Josh, I listened to the details of the idea for two days. Personally, I 
thought he was crazy, and I was not really into big, one-day events. But out of huge 
respect for Josh, I listened. During the last hour of being together, Josh once more 
challenged us to the idea and asked if we would join him. During that last hour, God 
powerfully showed me that the vision Josh had was the same vision God had given me 
ten years earlier. I’m not even sure how that worked, but I believe God let me foresee 
what he was going to do! I sat in the back as tears flowed down my face. Josh came and 
asked what was wrong, and I told him my story. What Josh was wanting to do was what 
we had been laboring to bring about for the last ten years. 

40 I remember saying, “We at Sonlife are all in, but only with one caveat.” Since we were 
so committed to discipling students and teaching them to disciple others, we told 
Josh that he could preach the gospel, but we didn’t want him to give the invitation. 
We wanted him to have the students turn to their friends to see if they wanted to 
accept Christ. The students would then lead the unsaved friends to Christ. (Then the 
students would be their “spiritual parents” rather than Josh, whom they’d probably 
never see again.) 

Josh agreed and for the next two years we labored at co-leading this SYATP (“See You 
at the Party”) event in 1992. Working sixteen hours a day, I traveled the country with 
Josh, telling the story on all the major Christian and non-Christian media outlets and 
inviting others to join us. 

In 1992, according to George Barna, more than 10,000 youth groups participated. 
More than 1.5 million students were at more than 53,000 simultaneous pizza parties. 
Pizza Hut and Dominoes loved us! According to Barna, conservatively, 83,000 young 
people led a friend to Christ that night. Hardly a year goes by without my hearing 
stories of someone who participated in that event, led a friend to Christ that evening, 
or personally accepted Christ themselves because of that crazy 
outreach event. This movement of God continues to bear much 
fruit. God is good and his ways are beyond ours. 

This event led us in the 90s to call it a “decade of prayer.” Out of 
this event, we ultimately mobilized thousands of youth groups 
to do monthly “concerts of prayer” for their youth groups, for 
their lost friends, and for their communities. 

In the 90’s we also purchased the Elburn Campus for the training 
of trainers and the mobilization of disciple-making leaders. This 
whole purchase was a miracle of provision and leading by God. 
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Stories of  GYI
The Movement Multiplies Globally
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In 1995 we conducted our first international meeting, which we labeled Global 

Youth Initiative. We invited all of our international partners to come to Elburn, 

and together we learned from each other what God was teaching them about con-

textualizing and multiplying the life of Christ. This was soon after Bruce Wilkerson 

at the Atlanta Promise Keepers gathering challenged Sonlife to completely live 

out the Great Commission and go global. After this we had approximately fifteen 

leaders engaged overseas. Bill Hodgson worked with us in Australia for a number 

of years, teaching our material across Australia under the umbrella of Youth Min-

istries Australia. Dave Patty sensed God calling him to Eastern Europe around the 

same time Mark Edwards headed for Costa Rica. Mark Tittley and John Abrahamse 

were engaged with us in Africa. We had others in Ireland, Kuwait, Singapore, and 

the Philippines to name a few. 
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By 1998 we formulated this meeting into an “alliance of organizations and strate-

gic leaders around the globe who are passionate about seeing the next generation 

reached and mobilized for the cause of Christ and the fulfillment of the Great 

Commission.” We defined ourselves as “friends, ministry partners, and leaders who 

own the values of developing ministries after the pattern of Christ.”

We met for three years at our Elburn campus (1998–2001), and then we began host-

ing our meetings globally, traveling to Josiah Venture in 2002 and then to South 

Africa in 2003. 
42
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In 2002, before our Trainers Institute in Denver, Colorado, I sensed God telling 

me it was time for me to pass the baton of Sonlife to younger leaders. I was only 

fifty-one at the time, but I felt they needed a younger leader who could effective-

ly reach the next generation of youth. I didn’t want to be the founder who hung 

around for too long. It was a very difficult time for me. I spent forty days fasting 

and praying, only the second time I had done this, seeking God’s leading in the 

process. The transition did not go well, and as I look back, I feel I made several mis-

takes. But God still knew what he was doing in the bigger picture.43
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In 2004, after I had passed the baton of Sonlife, the lead team of GYI asked if Char 

and I would fly to Orlando to meet with them. They offered me the first full-time 

position of GYI. They wanted me to put more “initiative into GYI.” I would have no 

staff, no office, and no resources. Some thought I’d be dumb to agree to the position, 

but I agreed to take it if could keep the vision I felt the Lord had given in 1998 for 

our international work: seeing 100 countries and 100,000 disciple-makers globally 

by 2020. Like the original vision of Sonlife, God had powerfully given this vision late 

one night while I spoke at a conference in Edmonton, Alberta. This was only the 

second type of “burning bush” experience that I had, and it felt sacred to me. 
44
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For the first time in my life, I would need to raise ministry funds. Sonlife had 

always been a Christian non-profit business. We only grew Sonlife as God provid-

ed the funds from our training and sales. But GYI would have to be different, and 

I would need to raise funds for the international work. For me this was a radical 

change of mindset. I found it very hard to raise support until I was able to realize 

that I was not asking supporters to support me but to support the vision God had 

given me. This then became about God’s vision and I urged supporters to team 

up with that vision. Support-raising became enjoyable for me as it was a chance to 

share the vision God had given and my sense of what God wanted to do. 

In a short period of time, God provided about twenty regular donors and 15–20 

occasional donors, who pretty much provided everything GYI needed over the last 

fifteen years. And we have never lacked nor have we had too much. It has always 

been just what we need. God is so good. 

45
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In my early days at GYI, I spent four years and fifty percent of my time traveling 

with CRU, teaching the life of Christ to the top CRU leadership around the globe. 

I even had the privilege of being in Korea with CRU’s sixty top executive leaders: 

Steve Douglas, Josh McDowell, Paul Eshleman, etc., sharing the life of Christ with 

them. These men were my heroes and what a privilege it was for me to be able 

to give back to the organization that had such an impact early in my spiritual 

development. 46
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In early 2006, while in Costa Rica at our yearly meeting, I surfaced the idea that 

we needed to do an international summit to build momentum for the growing 

movement. Every movement needs both “multiplication” and “momentum” events. 

After sharing the idea with our leaders, I spent six months trying to find the per-

fect place. When I was almost ready to sign a contract with a location in Atlanta, 

Georgia, Dave Patty suggested that we not do it in the United States—to my great 

frustration. All of my hours of work were brushed aside. We discussed Thailand, 

Turkey, and Europe . . . and then someone mentioned, “What if we did it in Israel?” 

Everyone immediately got excited! We were all training the Son’s life and meeting 

in the land where he lived made perfect sense. 

This was the beginning of each of our regional leaders making multiple trips to 

Israel to teach the life of Christ on location. It has become one of the most fruitful 

experiences as our ministry partners now deepen their Son’s life trainers in the 

land where it all began. 
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Our first international summit was in 2008. I worked sixteen hours a day to raise 

support, organize, recruit, and invite people for the summit in Israel—only to have 

the whole schedule changed at the last minute because we failed to remember it 

began on the Sabbath. I was totally exhausted. Char and I had worked so hard on 

this trip, having to raise an additional one million dollars that year to meet the 

travel and conference needs of our country leaders. God provided multiple miracles 

in making the event happen with more than 250 young leaders. 

Realizing how overwhelmed I was at that event, Steve Hudson stepped up and 

helped us complete that first summit. After this event I invited Steve to leave his na-

tional position at the Evangelical Free Church and to raise his support in becoming 

the second full-time person with GYI. 

God in his goodness called Steve to join GYI. Steve was God’s gift to me and GYI. 

Steve’s great leadership and coaching skills caused GYI to grow to another whole 

level. We soon multiplied to forty and then fifty and then sixty countries. 

48
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Later, the Lord again laid on my heart that we needed another international 

summit. Seven years after this in 2015, God miraculously provided another million 

dollars to make it happen. The year before, God gave us the “Bold Moves” theme, 

which many today continue to use in their own areas. 

We studied five major bold moves that Jesus made: the incarnation, the invest-

ment with a few, the move to Capernaum, going to the other side, and then dying 

to self. Each country identified the major “bold move” they needed to take to get 

to the next level. They then developed a three-year plan of implementation. Soon 

we watched the multiplication grow to seventy, then eighty, and then ninety other 

countries. At present GYI is in 134 countries with multiplying movements (Phase 3 

or higher) in ninety-three countries. 
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In 2017 the Lord said it was time to begin the transition of leadership within GYI 

to someone else. This was even hard for me to verbally admit as I loved what I saw 

God doing. 

But God raised up Mike Harder to step into that position as the next leader of 

GYI. We would make it a three-year transition process, with Steve and I gradually 

transitioning out of executive leadership yet remaining a part of the regular lead-

ership team. At the end of 2020, that transition would be completed and Steve and 

I would volunteer part-time to help the ongoing leadership of GYI (now renamed 

Concentric to better reflect the future). 

I remember how excited I was to see the new 2030 Vision of Concentric, trusting 

God to multiply us into 153 countries with 10,000 model ministries globally. The 

number 153 comes from John 21:11 where the disciples caught 153 big fish. For 

years in church history, the number 153 became the rally cry to finish the Great 

Commission to all the nations (about 150 at that time). 

A third international summit is planned for 2023 in Turkey, where we will seek 

to continue the momentum toward this new 2030 vision. God is so good as he 

continues to multiply what he has a heart to accomplish. This is a true movement 

of multiplication.
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And, again, like the writer of Hebrews wrote, “Time would 
fail me to tell” about all the other continuing stories of con-
version, transformation, and multiplying disciples we see 
unfold around the world. I could speak of additional stories 
from Australia, India, Eastern Europe, the United States, 
Africa, or Latin America. God is doing something amazing 
through some passionate young leaders as they continue 
to make and multiply disciples, each developing their own 
movements of multiplication, continuing the Son’s life 
globally. 

50+
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The Rest of  the Story
Back in 1978, I had the privilege of meeting a man who came to my Bible study named Paul 
Aurant. I didn’t know Paul or anything about his background, yet he began to really grow. I 
asked him one day what he did for a living, and he casually said he was into communications. 
Everyone laughed, and I soon found out that he was the famous Paul Harvey’s son. 

Paul Aurant wrote “The Rest of the Story” for his dad, Paul Harvey. As a young boy in South 
Dakota, I grew up listening every day to Paul Harvey. He was an icon in our farm family and 
idolized by my father. I had the great privilege to meet and later enjoy a friendship with Paul 
Harvey. (Later in our friendship, Paul Harvey even wrote my dad a letter, sharing his testimony 
with my father). On a couple of occasions, Paul Harvey interviewed me for his radio program, 
telling from his perspective the “rest of the story” about a new generation of American teenag-
ers. I share this because God continues to write “the rest of the story” even with Sonlife. It is not 
over; it is just beginning. 

Go back with me a few years as I leave one concluding story to consider: the “rest of the story.” 
In the summer of 1978 our ministry team of about a dozen students was studying the subject 
of faith for a few weeks. Since faith is one of my spiritual gifts, I enjoyed studying the subject. 

After one of our meetings, we gathered in the Christian Education office at Judson, seated on 
the floor of the small room. When we finished, I challenged the students with a verse, “Until 
now you have asked nothing in my name. Ask, and you will receive, that your joy may be full” 
(John 16:24). We began to pray.

That night we did something that was unusual in the 70s. We decided to hold hands as we 
prayed. The prayers were brief, but powerful. They went something like this: 

I prayed first: “Lord, use us to impact our whole youth group.”

The person next to me prayed, “No, Lord, use us to impact this whole church!”

The next prayed, “No, Lord, use us to impact this whole community!”

The next prayed, “No, Lord, use us to impact all of Illinois!”

The praying continued, “No, Lord, use us to impact all of America!”

“No, Lord, use us to impact the whole world!” the last person finally 
said. 

We all sat there in stunned silence. What had just happened? We 
sensed God’s unusual presence as if the Holy Spirit was not only 
leading the prayers in a very powerful way but was also in that room 
with us. 

The Bible says, “Without faith it is impossible to please him” (Heb. 
11:6); “Whatever does not proceed from faith is sin” (Romans 14:23); 
and “Faith is the assurance of things hoped for, the conviction of 
things not seen” (Heb. 11:1). And only two times do we find Jesus 
amazed in the Scriptures: once in his hometown when he was 
amazed at the crowd’s unbelief (Mark 6:6) and when the centurion 
amazed Jesus with his great faith (Luke 7:9). Both times Jesus’ amaze-
ment connected to the subject of faith. 

I often wonder in regards to that evening in 1978 if God didn’t look 
down on that small band of teenagers and was amazed when he saw 
their great faith. Did he call his angels together that night and say, 
“Did you see that? What great faith! Let’s do it!” Could it be that this 
whole movement of the Son’s life was because of that small gath-
ering of his children who were bold enough simply to ask him for 
something great? And God chose to simply say, “Let’s do it!”

We often stated that we wanted Sonlife to be so supernatural that 
when people looked at it, they would say without a doubt that God 
“did it.” 

May this be true as you consider these deeds he has done. May 
your heart praise him as you state with us, “This truly has been 
something God has done!”
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December 2020: Celebrating 50 years of ministry and 50+ wondrous 
deeds God has done in my life. So thankful for His faithfulness and for all 
those who supported and partnered with Char and I all along the way.

— Dann & Char Spader

DannSpader.com
Sonlife.com
ConcentricGlobal.org




