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			To the Spirit of God in Each of You

		

	
		
			Foreword

			Bob Proctor

			If you are a student of personal development material, this biography belongs in your library. I want to recommend that as you go through this book, which contains highlights of the life of a great man, Frederick J. Eikerenkoetter II (commonly referred to as Rev. Ike), please keep your mind open, suspend all judgment, and you will find answers to many questions you frequently ask yourself.

			Writing this foreword is a tremendous honor for me. I have held Reverend Ike in such high esteem for over half a century. You see, Reverend Ike and I are a year apart in age. While he was born in June of 1935, I arrived a year earlier in July of 1934. We were both born at the height of the Depression, and in 1939 the whole world was going to war. WWII was a period of great uncertainty, and almost everything—food, gasoline, you name it—was being rationed. Children were being raised solely by their mothers and grandparents as all able-bodied men were put in uniform and sent off to war.

			Reverend Ike founded his ministry at an early age. His ministry was, in many respects, in total opposition to virtually everything that was being preached in the churches on almost every block.

			Just think for a moment. Here is a young Black man who was raised in the Southern part of the United States in an environment that was not friendly to Blacks. Growing up in the ’40s and ’50s in Canada, I can remember reading about how Blacks were being treated in the south and had difficulty believing that some of the things I was told about and read about were happening. The sad truth was, they were happening. A young Black man was not given a fair shake to anything that would make life meaningful. So, when you think of the opposition Reverend Ike ran into merely because of the color of his skin, you could almost compound those problems when you consider he’s standing tall and preaching a theology that is totally foreign to what most Southern preachers had been preaching and teaching for years. That took a tremendous amount of courage.

			I became aware of Reverend Ike in the late ’60s when I too had just ventured out on my own into the area of personal development. I’d been studying Napoleon Hill’s Think and Grow Rich for several years and anything else I could get my hands on that would introduce me to more of me. I found out there are only two sources to which you can refer when you want to learn about yourself: science and theology. Science teaches that energy IS, and theology teaches that God IS. The essence is that an energy source can neither be created nor destroyed and is in every cell of our being. I had an idea that God was in every fiber of my being, but I don’t know that I really believed it, that unshakable belief that comes from knowing.

			When I was living in Chicago in ’67 or ’68, I would stay up until 1:00 a.m. to catch Reverend Ike’s television show. I remember one evening he drove onto the stage in a Rolls Royce limousine. He got out of the car wearing a long mink overcoat, with big, bright diamonds on his fingers. This type of behavior caused many journalists and broadcasters to publicly criticize Reverend Ike.

			The old paradigm that ministers should never become wealthy was showing itself in glaring form. I saw it differently.

			Isn’t it strange that we would believe the minister, our spiritual teacher/leader, is doing the wrong thing when he is truly demonstrating the lesson he’s preaching? The abundant life is here for everyone who follows God’s way. I believed that Reverend Ike was teaching and demonstrating what could be done if you worked in harmony with the God within you. When you ask, and believe you will receive, you immediately resonate with anything and everything required for the manifestation of what you have asked for. That’s what the Bible teaches. God is in you and God does work by law.

			I don’t recall exactly what it was that caught my attention, but I can assure you, Reverend Ike had it. When I fully understood the magnitude of what he was saying, it resonated so deeply I felt I was home. It was a knowing that was innate.

			“The power of the mind is not only the greatest power in the universe but the only power in the universe.” He went on to explain that God was omnipresent. He continuously spoke of “GOD IN ME.” The idea that God was an old White man in the sky with a long beard and arms that swept through the heavens was gone forever. What he shared was so in sync with what I was learning outside of the great minister’s teachings and made so much sense that I have never stopped learning from his message.

			I have been a serious student of self-development since 1961. Millions of people worldwide study personal development material every day and yet fail to produce meaningful results. Keep in mind that it is SELF we are developing, and SELF is a triune being. We live simultaneously on three planes of understanding—intellectual, spiritual, and physical—and all three must be clearly understood. It was Reverend Ike who brought it all together for me when he spoke about “GOD IN ME.” That one line brought order to my mind.

			At the time, it was clear that Reverend Ike was not in harmony with what all the other religious leaders were preaching and that he was in clear opposition to the piety norm of his day. He felt that the old fire and brimstone dogma of fear, doom and gloom, poverty and suffering were false teachings.

			If men and women were to advance in life, they had to learn how to think and relate to God as a “vital, immediate, indwelling presence.”

			If you are studying your SELF and you haven’t been introduced to the spiritual aspect of your personality, I strongly suggest you move on to teachings that are more in line with your being, because as Reverend Ike said, God is IN YOU!

			He and I were raised through the same times, and when I found out he was cutting cardboard and putting it on the insides of his shoes so he could still wear them long after the leather had given out, I laughed because as a kid I did the same thing. This was a clear indication that neither of us were raised in abundance.

			As you make your way through this wonderful book, you will discover absolute truths that Reverend Ike deals with so unabashedly. You may, as I did, begin to examine your own paradigms and free yourself from some you will soon consider absurd.

			Bob Proctor

			Bestselling author of You Were Born Rich

		

	
		
			Preface

			Kevin Kitrell Ross

			Raised by a single mother in abject poverty, the religious phenomenon who became known to millions as Reverend Ike was a son of the South, a Black man who was larger than life, charismatic, fiery, brash, brilliant, and handsome.

			Frederick Joseph Eikerenkoetter II dominated prime time national television and radio in the 1960s and 1970s and filled stadiums (including Madison Square Garden in New York City) without touting the traditional dogma embedded in the Christian message that the Black churches in America had become known for. In fact, while Reverend Ike did attend American Bible College, a Protestant Bible college in Chicago, he was not a favorite because he constantly challenged the dean with what he felt was a more inclusive theological perspective of God.

			Despite being rejected by some of the fundamental Christian churches and highly criticized by a number of his fellow African American contemporaries, millions of mostly African Americans, but also people from all walks of life, flocked to Reverend Ike to learn what he called his “Science of Living” philosophy. And while his message ruffled the feathers of strict traditionalists, it was a breath of fresh air for freedom-seeking Black Americans who were weary of the social and economic injustices they faced.

			During this time period, millions of Black people in the US lived below the poverty line, often in slums, under conditions of segregation. Some accused Reverend Ike of exploiting the condition of the poor by teaching them false doctrine and taking the little money they had. But he sincerely believed that the Christianity most African Americans were introduced to was designed to keep them shackled to an inferior position in society and in their own lives by leaving their thinking to the church, the government, and other external sources.

			Rev. Ike believed that if Black people wanted to escape the hell of sickness, poverty, bad luck, unemployment, ignorance, and miseducation, they had to change their image of themselves and their relationship with God. As descendants of slaves, African Americans were systematically taught to see themselves as inferior to the dominant White society. Everything about Rev. Ike absolutely rejected this notion. He promoted a form of liberation theology that emphasized that human beings could be what they wanted to be, do what they wanted to do, and have what they wanted to have, irrespective of race. They could be, do, and have what they wanted by discovering, developing, and demonstrating the presence of God within themselves, in the here and now, not in the sweet by and by.

			The fact that millions of Americans flocked to him and followed his teachings for years was proof they were ready to discard the traditional “slave theology” handed down to Black people in the United States and eager to adopt a liberation theology that reinterpreted Jesus as a revolutionary man interested in freedom, justice, and equality. Reverend Ike believed that no matter how much conditions in society had changed, if people (particularly African Americans) did not break the chains of bondage and second-class citizenship from their own minds, they would forever be relegated, by their own thinking, to being the objects of someone else’s control and thinking.

			If men and women were to advance in life, they had to learn how to think and relate to God as a vital, immediate, indwelling presence. Rev. Ike’s entire philosophy can be summed up in three words: God in you.

			While some argue that his flamboyance and lavish showman-like presentation often drew focus away from the substance of his teaching, it had the exact opposite effect for millions of people. Thousands attended his services, workshops, and classes at the Science of Living Institute in New York. Millions listened to him on the radio on over 1,700 stations nationwide and viewed his nationally syndicated Joy of Living broadcast on network TV. Millions more corresponded with him by mail to receive his “success ideas” to support them with activating the presence of God within themselves.

			Mountains of documented testimonials attested to the positive results gained through his teachings: healings, marriages, property purchases, business startups, and debts cleared. Some even became millionaires while working with Rev. Ike’s philosophy. Rev. Ike always made it a point to stress that he was not the healer, but it was God moving through him that healed, in agreement with a willing soul. He placed the locus of responsibility for the various positive results of his ministry within the person who received the blessing. His role was as a conduit and demonstrator of these possibilities.

			Rev. Ike often stated he was not interested in herding the masses into the folds of organized religion, nor did he seek to draw followers to himself. He wanted people to believe in themselves positively and correctly and to rely on the presence and power of God within as the source of their supply. He referred to this as positive self-image psychology. He was adept at using his gift of magnetism and media controversy to stir within people deep interest in the presence of God in themselves.

			I was one of those individuals inspired by Rev. Ike at an early age. I vividly recall seeing and hearing him on television, dressed immaculately, well-spoken, and bringing a positive message. At that time, there were few positive images of African Americans on syndicated television that did not perpetuate stereotypical norms. The Cosby Show would not air until 1984, so Rev. Ike’s prime time Joy of Living telecast caught my attention.

			Shortly thereafter, he appeared in Chicago at my home church, Christ Universal Temple. Like Rev. Ike, my minister, Dr. Johnnie Colemon, discarded the traditional theology of her Methodist Southern upbringing, and her thriving Christ Universal Temple was a haven for thousands of Black people looking for a message that taught them that God’s will included health, happiness, and prosperity for everyone. Her message, her courage, her magnetism, and her massive success made her a perfect match for Reverend Ike and his ministry. It wouldn’t be long before the pair became known as the King and Queen of Prosperity.

			Their friendship grew, and the two teamed up for special services and conferences. Rev. Ike often visited our church in Chicago. One of the most memorable occasions occurred in October of 1985 when Chicago Mayor Harold Washington, Rev. Jessie Jackson, Della Reese, and Rev. Ike were present for the dedication of Dr. Johnnie’s Christ Universal Temple, the first megachurch of any denomination in the city of Chicago.

			That shining day in 1985 always stands out in my mind as the day I adopted (in the vernacular of the Black church) my spiritual mother and father. Shortly afterwards, when I was eleven years old, my fantasy came true. I became the personal mentee, protégé, and spiritual son to the King and Queen of two of the most successful African American ministries in the country, and arguably, two of the most successful African Americans alive.

			Although Reverend Ike was a highly visible television evangelist and media mogul, he led a highly guarded, mostly quiet, private life. I felt fortunate to have had a front row, mostly all-access pass. After all, he saw me as his spiritual son and treated me accordingly. Among his many great passions was that of mentoring young Black and Latino youth from the inner cities and rural areas. It was his way of giving back to his younger self. Through me and others like me, he wanted to correct some of the broken theology and poverty he experienced as a boy growing up in the Deep South. He wanted to correct some of the maltreatment he received at the hands of his father and his own mentor.

			Rev. Ike inspired me to want the best of life, to demand the best of myself, and to demonstrate, somewhat militantly, the principles he taught me. From the time I was a teenager until days before his death, he was a loving, devoted, committed, and passionate spiritual father who took pleasure in knowing that he played a significant role not only in inspiring me but also in financially supporting my education and exposing me to a life beyond my wildest dreams.

			As you might expect, he taught me to think, feel, look, and act prosperous. When I did not have the proper attire, he took me “shopping” in his own closet for jackets, suits, belts, and shoes that he knew would open doors for me among some of the elite circles I traveled in. While he was known as the success and prosperity preacher, he was no Pollyanna. He knew success and prosperity were produced through diligent, persistent, and excellent work. He hired me over the years to work for him and with him. Every step of the way, he intentionally opened my eyes to the degree of rigor, discipline, and pressure required to walk his talk. This gave me unique insight into his work ethic, the habits he employed, and the systems he developed that produced a ministry that touched millions of lives around the world.

			While it was no secret he loved the finer things in life, Rev. Ike was actually a self-help junkie, a homebody, and at times, a recluse. He led a very public life and was often surrounded by crowds and an entourage, but he also loved time to himself. He was highly introverted, and when he was in the mood, he could withdraw from everyone and everything for hours, days, or months at a time.

			Rev. Ike was always surrounded by books, recorded tapes, and papers of every kind, which filled his residences, and he always had up to four clipboards loaded with projects he was working on. With the exception of his wife, no one I knew could keep up with him, and he kept it that way. He held high standards and high expectations, and he never tolerated lateness or excuses. He could also be extremely demanding and sometimes unrealistic. Admittedly, while I did not always see the method to his madness, he would assure me that I could not lose with the stuff he used. The stuff he used was the Science of Living—the universal spiritual and mental principles that governed all of life. I am still coming to fully appreciate the impact his teachings made on my life, and I am deeply grateful that the seeds he planted more than two decades ago are beginning to take full effect.

			As my mentor, Rev. Ike taught me a great deal about virtually every aspect of life. Witnessing how his amazingly busy schedule impacted the time available for him to spend with his wife and son taught me to make a concerted effort to prioritize my family and to ensure that where we lack in quantity of time, we make up in quality. Knowing how important this is, whenever I am with my children, I seek to turn minutes into moments, moments into memories, and memories into meaning.

			I fully learned the mutual impact our lives had on each other when I received an invitation from Rev. Ike’s wife to officiate an oceanside celebration of life ceremony and scatter Rev. Ike’s ashes over the waters of Bal Harbor, Florida. I was also honored to be included as a consultant on this important book.

			Rev. Ike is currently having a social media resurrection, and millions in an entirely new generation are connecting with him for the first time. His YouTube videos and recordings are going viral, his self-published study guide, Reverend Ike’s Secrets for Health, Joy, and Prosperity for You, is selling robustly on Amazon, and this man who was once considered ahead of his time is having a “second coming” for a millennial generation whose attitude toward organized religion is very much in line with Reverend Ike’s. Like him, they are not looking to be herded into the folds of organized religion but to be inspired and empowered to be a force for good in the world.

			To that end, it is my pleasure to present to some and introduce to others Frederick Joseph Eikerenkoetter II, better known to millions as Reverend Ike.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			Millions of people were touched by Frederick J. Eikerenkoetter II, lovingly known by his ardent and enthusiastic followers as Reverend Ike. He was a man who presented people a new way to think about themselves, about life, and about all the riches of health, happiness, joy, love, success, prosperity, and money that could be theirs—if they only understood the principles that he had come to understand.

			We, the authors of this book, are two of those people blessed to be a personal part of Reverend Ike’s amazing life and journey. You’ll hear Ike’s story woven together through our two different perspectives. One of his only son, and another of a budding motivational speaker and author, also searching for the truth, who became a lifelong friend and protégé of Rev. Ike, and through Ike’s teachings, discovered his own vast store of life’s riches. Respectively, we provide an inside look at the life of this remarkable human being that most people didn’t get the opportunity to see and experience.

			To understand someone who has lived an extraordinary life, one must understand the road he traveled to get there. In addition to living through extreme poverty, Ike’s early life was full of people who were pitted in opposition to one another behind their diametrically opposed beliefs and positions around religion, money, and morality, leaving young Frederick to either pick a side, or forge his own path forward. The emotional drama that he regularly witnessed was likely the catalyst that galvanized his desire to design a specific and clear path, which was to find and share the truth. You’ll find those truths shared generously in these writings because it would be impossible to separate the man from his work and mission. You might say Rev. Ike embodied his work and his purpose to raise others up to a better life. It was who he was.

			This precocious Black kid from the South who grew up in poverty in the 1930s discovered at an early age that it’s not enough to live morally and ethically. He grew up in a home with a mother and a grandmother, who believed they were not worthy of the richness or the goodness of God until they died and went to Heaven. The prevailing philosophy as he was growing up was that people like him were put here on this Earth to suffer, die, and finally go to Heaven to get relief from the suffering. He came to understand you can experience Heaven on Earth when you are doing the right thinking and have the right understanding of the Bible. He developed a burning passion to share his discovery that you don’t have to die to experience your heavenly treasure, that it is already inside waiting to be discovered. He understood that you must also have the proper and correct self-awareness to enjoy the riches of the Kingdom of Heaven, which Jesus wisely taught was within.

			Once he accepted this remarkable truth and started to manifest abundance and opportunities that he only dreamed about as a child, Rev. Ike knew he had to share it with everyone who would listen. That’s why, at the young age of seven, it seemed his calling was to become an evangelist. Unlike the concept of the faraway God in the sky that was taught to him by the fundamentalist preachers of his childhood, Ike discovered that the Presence of God is actually inside of you, always there, and will never let you down. That man’s true identity is the Divinity within. He came to know that “the presence of God in you is the everlasting Source of all good, that no one could take away.”

			In stark contrast to his humble beginnings, Rev. Ike had a deep appreciation for all things elegant and beautiful, and in the height of his ministry, became known for the church’s opulent church building, office and residences, cars, and tailor-made clothing. (The 2023 Tony Awards were held in this opulent building, which Rev. Ike purchased in 1969.) As his growing ministry began to demand media attention, most media outlets of the time liked to focus on Rev. Ike’s material flamboyance, like the church’s Rolls Royces and his extravagant clothing, but in doing so, they often missed the transformational power in his messages that changed lives and caused people to gladly give tithes in gratitude for the value he gave to them. He was also savvy enough to know that such opulence served to attract attention and attendees to his global congregation. In truth, he was a perfect example of the power of faith in action. He overcame the odds. He came from obscurity and transformed himself to a place of great significance.

			These were the very transformational principles that he taught to the hungry hearts, souls, and minds who showed up at his church meetings, workshops, and radio or TV broadcasts each week. Around the world, individuals were touched in countless ways; lifted out of poverty, anger, hopelessness, and depression, and his ministry grew, capturing the attention and devotion of millions. Ultimately, he became one of the most widely known and heard inspirational prosperity teachers of his generation, compared frequently to the impact of internationally revered Reverend Billy Graham, the soul-saving evangelist crusader known to have talked live to audiences as large as one million people at a time around the world.

			By way of his endless search through God’s Word in the scriptures, Rev. Ike came to know the meaning and higher purpose of a true and fulfilling spiritual life. From his deep understanding, wisdom, and biblical immersion came interpretations that were consistent and congruent with what Jesus, Moses, or Isiah said and truly meant. These interpretations were often quite different than some of the prevailing religious dogma of the time. He loved to teach what it really meant to be a child of the Most High, and how to know your true spiritual identity.

			Through Rev. Ike’s teachings, one would no longer think of themself in terms of race, creed, or color, but as a human creator powered by God who can create magnificently and excellently. He knew that the laws of God and life react to everyone on the same basis. This one man helped millions to access a level of possibility they hadn’t previously realized was available to them. His passionate adherence to the practical implications of this came from one of his favorite passages which guided his direction from his earliest years:

			Be ye transformed by the renewing of your mind.

			(Romans 12:2 KJV)

			He was living proof of the truth within these scriptures, and he wanted every person to know that truth. He gave all of himself to the pursuit of bringing that good news to people, particularly those downtrodden, depressed, or destitute. He knew the odds were against them, like they had been against him. Unfortunately, they had accepted the same flawed messages and failed principles that had failed him until he discovered the truth. He knew any one of them could emerge from that paradigm of accepted destitution and suffering if he could only provide that pastoral inspirational leadership and mentorship. It meant a great deal to him to help all others achieve the spiritual self-awareness and state of mindfulness that he had achieved to help lift them to their greatest levels of self-determination and self-expression.

			These are the same principles and truths which took a poor Black kid from the South in the 1930s from the dreams of his most longed-for wishes to the manifestation of the most treasured riches of life.

			Mark Victor Hansen and Xavier Eikerenkoetter

		

	
		
			Two World Changers Meet

			Mark

			I was a bankrupt twenty-six-year-old man desperate to find my way forward when Reverend Ike came into my life. Inspired by my mentor R. Buckminster Fuller, I had left graduate school and built a Geodesic Dome business in New York City, which crashed and burned when the oil embargo of the seventies hit. My primary material was large PVC (polyvinyl chloride) piping, and the sudden spike in pricing caused me to lose all of my contracts and two million dollars of business in the span of a few weeks. I had no choice but to file for bankruptcy in 1973. I was in absolute hell and felt useless and worthless. It seemed all was lost forever. I was broke, living in Hicksville, Long Island, sleeping in a sleeping bag in front of a friend’s room at night. To round out my dismal days, I would tune into the negative evening news on TV each night. Ignorant of that effect on me and others, I was sharing and repeating what I heard each day and was starting to lose friendships. People clearly didn’t want to be around a Danny-downer. I was eating up all the negativity and believing that was the truth. I was at the lowest point in my young life and literally considered suicide.

			Struggling to pull myself out of my miserable state, searching for answers, I decided I wanted to become a speaker. I wanted to be able to talk to people about things that mattered, that would make a life-changing difference. In my attempt to rebound my life, I started as a salesman at Dale Carnegie Institute World Headquarters in Garden City, New York. One Sunday morning, two of my sales colleagues suggested that we go see Dr. Norman Vincent Peale, the author of The Power of Positive Thinking, who preached in his famous Marble Collegiate Church. After that we would have some lunch in the city and then go to Washington Heights to see Reverend Ike preach at his famous United Palace at three in the afternoon. I was excited and hopeful to hear these two great and inspiring preachers who preached positivity rather than negativity.

			My position then was rather like that of the main character in the 1946 classic Christmas movie, It’s A Wonderful Life. In the movie, George Bailey, a despondent man, looks at the world filled with nothing but problems and hopelessness, simultaneously wishing that he had never been born. Played by Jimmy Stewart, George has a dreamy glimpse into the question many have asked when depressed: “What if I hadn’t been born?”

			Fortunately, an angel-in-training shows him what it would have been like if he hadn’t lived and helped so many people with his kind, loving, and generous spirit. When he wakes up, he decides not to end his life because he sees how important his life has been. It was meaningful, purposeful, and it truly mattered. George is able to clearly see that he served everyone in his community in quietly effective ways and was a support to the entire citizenry. George’s life was important. George’s life did matter—like everyone’s does.

			I’ll never forget the day I walked into United Palace and heard Reverend Ike preach for the first time. It was there I had my George Bailey experience. Somehow this dynamic young preacher’s words burned through the dark clouds that had been hanging over my soul. Something changed that day. In the space of those two hours, Rev. Ike became my angel—my model of how the future could be. A light penetrated my being during my hours there as I watched him preach from the stage:

			“From the Mastermind, through the lips of Jesus: if you can believe, all things are possible to him who believes. That’s from St. Mark, the 9th chapter, and the 23rd verse. I’m going to read it again and I’m going to have you shout it back at me as I pause. So, as a matter of fact, I’m going to have you preach it back to me; so, all you stand up. The words of the Mastermind, through the lips of Jesus, from St. Mark, the 9th chapter, and the 23rd verse; repeat it after me…

			If you can believe…

			If you can believe…

			all things…

			all things…

			are possible…

			are possible…

			to him…

			to him…

			who believes.

			who believes.”

			The negativity, struggle, and self-doubt I had felt the past few months seemed to melt away into this immersion of positivity and possibility. At the end of the service, I even bought his tapes and some books he recommended with the little money I had to my name, because I felt deeply that I needed this upliftment as much as I needed food and water. I left knowing my life was important, and that it mattered a great deal, and the idea was planted that I might actually be able to make a difference in the world. I had a hunch that what I did from then on would matter to other people. During my first immersion into the teachings of my new advocate, Reverend Ike, I realized my life was far from over. It was only just beginning.

			After my first service at the United Palace, I desperately wanted to meet and personally thank Reverend Ike. I talked my two colleagues into walking up to the front of the church and waiting in line to meet Dr. Alfred Miller, who was second-in-command to Rev. Ike.

			I felt Dr. Miller and I had an instant rapport and appreciation for one another. He promised me that if I kept coming, I would get backstage with Reverend Ike. He also promised to mention my name to Reverend Ike, which he memorized on the spot, chuckling about the fact that I had three names. One too many, according to him!

			I kept coming faithfully not just for the opportunity to meet Rev. Ike, but to make sure I availed myself to absorbing the weekly messages that were burning into my heart, soul, and mind.

			After I’d attended several more services, Rev. Ike had me believing again that the spirit of God in me could solve all my problems, end my misery, and help me become rich in every good way. He made it clear to me that being rich wasn’t just about having money. It meant being healthy, happy, successful, prosperous, loving, and of course having plenty of money to be, do, and have all the good that I desired. He made me feel valuable, important, and like I could create something wonderful with my life. I had been baptized into a new awareness that would change me positively and profoundly, forever.

			Later that month, Dr. Miller invited me to meet privately right after the service with Rev. Ike in his office chambers above the upper level of the United Palace. When I stepped into his office, I had an immediate appreciation for his obvious love of King Louis XIV, reflected in his regal furnishings. I loved the opulence and the luxuries.

			It was there our lifelong friendship and deep conversations commenced and continued until he left us to move on to the heavenly plane. He began to ask me everything about my personal experiences.

			Oh boy, was I ever learning! I’d gone from being upside down to right-side-up because of Rev. Ike. He told me to write down the most outrageous personal goal I could think of. I’d decided I was going to become a great and inspiring teacher who talked to millions of people around the world, and I planned on becoming the world’s best-selling author.

			I had a little diary in my hand I called my “Sunshine Diary,” and when Rev. Ike asked to take a look at it, I was happy to let him.

			Somehow I felt comfortable sharing my outrageous goals with Rev. Ike, goals that I wouldn’t have shared with anyone else. His eyes sparkled with delight. I think he could see he’d ignited the spirit of God in me. Reverend Ike glanced through the more than 200 goals I had written, chuckling, nodding, and dignifying my dreams with affirming expressions. When he asked about my family background, I explained to him how I came from a blue-collar background, son of a Danish baker father who had a limited formal education, and how I had started being an entrepreneur at nine years old, earning enough money to buy my own bicycle. I told him that while I was in remedial reading from first to sixth grade, I was now a confirmed book addict. We talked endlessly, and he became fascinated that I went to college at Southern Illinois University, being mentored and befriended by arguably Dr. Albert Einstein’s best student, Dr. R. Buckminster Fuller.

			He laughed out loud when I described how I had gone to Fuller’s first lecture thinking I was a hot shot with a 4.0 GPA who knew so much, and quickly realized how sophomoric I was with Fuller’s first sentence. Bucky, as he was affectionately called, started the lecture listing the things we would talk about in the next hour, topics like cosmology, cosmogony, synergetic energetic mathematics, and his software project called “World Game—How to Make the World Work for One Hundred Percent of Humanity.”

			I explained to him Fuller’s belief that God designed people. Rev. Ike kept nodding, rapt with attention. He was fascinated that Fuller’s cosmological theories and research had humanity starting out on planet Earth two million years ago.

			“Fuller believed humanity had commenced life here naked, helpless, and ignorant in the paradise around the Tahitian Islands that was abundantly providing for their every need with fish, fowl, fruits, and vegetables.”

			The reverend reveled in the imagination and probability Fuller presented that humans could just grab food off trees, easily net fish from the sea, and their first invention was a cup for carrying water.

			Fuller said that “humanity went up by boat to what today we call China, migrated through India, into Africa, up to Europe, and that some of the people also went across the Bering Strait into Alaska and down through the Americas. As they evolved, their physiognomy, and especially the color of their skin, changed according to the incidence of sunshine. People nearest the equator always had the darkest skin and in the European northern climes their skins mutated into alabaster whiteness, usually with blue eyes.” Over the two intensely dynamic hours we spent together, Reverend Ike pondered deeply every one of Fuller’s enchanting concepts on the origins and development of the universe. I told him Fuller’s original book called Naga to Eden got incorporated into his bestseller Critical Path. He agreed that whether right or wrong, true or false, it deeply stimulates one’s thinking and possibilities of our original ancestry and evolution.

			He was surprised to hear that Bucky wanted to kill himself after his three-year-old daughter died of spinal meningitis and he thought it was his fault. Bucky had asked himself life’s two biggest questions. Question number one was, “Is there a God?” The spontaneous answer he heard inside himself was, “There is an a priori intelligence in the universe.” Question number two was, “What is my place in the Universe?” The answer Bucky heard was, “I don’t own me; the universe owns me. I am here to make humanity physically and economically one hundred percent successful.” “There is enough for everyone,” Bucky was known to say. “People think there isn’t enough, so they take as much as they can, so many people don’t have enough. Think of it… We are blessed with technology that would be indescribable to our forefathers. We have the wherewithal, the know-it-all to feed everybody, clothe everybody, and give every human on Earth a chance. We know now what we could never have known before—that we now have the option for all humanity to make it successfully on this planet in this lifetime. Whether it is to be Utopia or Oblivion (one of forty books Fuller wrote), it will be a touch-and-go relay race right up to the final moment.” It thrilled Reverend Ike to know that Fuller believed in and often quoted what Jesus said 2,000 years ago: I am here that you have life and have it more abundantly.

			Rev. Ike made me promise I would keep expanding my goals and serving more people. My spirit aglow, I was walking on air when I left his office. I felt I’d been anointed to do great work in the world. In that first meeting with Rev. Ike and others that would follow, I always found the reverend eager to ask endless questions, ever hungry for more knowledge from all who could teach him. His insatiable desire to learn, know, and gain more wisdom was one of the things I found so cherishable about his personality.

			I became a positive spiritual addict from that point forward and attended Rev. Ike’s services every Sunday, often bringing friends, colleagues, and clients during my seven years in New York City.

			I was fascinated by Rev. Ike’s realism and straight-up street talk. There was a brilliance to it. Even in the midst of the opulent environment he had created at the United Palace, he related to people right where they were. With the combination of visual beauty and elegance in the décor, and his immaculate attire and grooming, he stood there juxtaposed against the poverty and limitation in which he was raised, and which many of them were deeply and painfully experiencing. He awakened them to a realization that the God in them was infinite. God in them was a limitless God. God in them had extraordinary and as yet unrealized possibilities. They were filled with a God who was happy and loved His children to experience all good things.

			When I was growing up, my mom was Baptist and my dad was Lutheran. I had gone to two church services most Sundays of my young life and had been bored, mostly disinterested, and only semi-listening to the pastors.

			Rev. Ike was an evocator who lit my spiritual sparkplug in a way that had never happened to me before. If you had asked the starry-eyed young man I was the first time I stepped into Rev Ike’s church in 1973 if I would someday be co-authoring his biographical story with his son Xavier, who was just a young boy at the time, I wouldn’t have thought it possible. As a young, beginning speaker, to think I would someday be writing a book about this giant mega-church builder, media-celebrated, rock star preacher would have been totally unbelievable to me at that time in my life. I feel this book was divinely guided. Rev. Ike knew the work must go on and clearly stated just that by saying repetitively to his wife, his son, his friends, and the world in his videos, “I’m going to keep teaching, even after I go to the other side.”

			Well, as we write this it is twelve years after his death and his teaching and preaching are alive and thriving on YouTube. Reverend Ike was right; the work will go on, through those of us who loved him, learned from him, and gained phenomenal benefits from his wisdom and teachings. We know that it must go on. It is, was, and will continually provide tremendous value into the foreseeable future as long as individuals need and want to grow in passionate purposefulness, overcome the odds, succeed, and proceed to eradicate in their personal lives “a money rejection complex and supplant it with a money attraction complex”—that he understood, lived, and enthusiastically taught.

		

	
		
			The Early Years

			An Uncanny Childhood

			Xavier

			People choose their parents. This is my belief. Each human soul makes these kinds of foundational decisions before incarnating into the Earthly plane. We have soul-based reasons for aligning with certain other souls who will help forge our identities and develop our strengths based on the lessons and achievements we set forth to accomplish in this lifetime. An individual’s path and purpose are aided by both the encouragement and the blockages their parents present, often unwittingly, simply by being who they are. This premise holds true for me, and it holds true for my father, Frederick Joseph Eikerenkoetter II, who grew up to become the successful, wealthy, prominent, controversial, and beloved religious figure the world came to know as Rev. Ike.

			My father was a brilliant man with an enigmatic nature ensconced beneath layers of a seemingly transparent public persona. In the latter years of our time together, I came to appreciate the experiences that influenced who he became as a flesh and blood person as well as an iconic celebrity. His life, a study in the sacred and worldly, bore the manifestation of human frailty and divine conviction.

			My dad was born into a fertile training ground for the development of his free thinking, which was not directly supported by his parents but facilitated by their disparate views on poverty and wealth, fatalism, and self-determination. Based on his mother’s rigidly religious opinions about poverty and its virtue, he figured out how a condition of destitution can be manifested. In an uncanny way, he learned how to embody prosperity principles from his father, who scoffed at ideas of piously glorified lack and, ironically, was the one who consigned little Frederick and his mother to poverty by refusing to provide funds after their marital split. He came to understand firsthand the role the mind plays in manifesting the primary beliefs it holds.

			As a little boy, long before he could articulate it, my dad had a deep, innate knowing—one that transcended belief—that something bigger than him was seeking expression through him and that the expression of it would involve lots of money and an abundance of things he could only see in his mind. His mystical connection with something more than himself and his circumstances manifested through his imagination, and that is what he would eventually teach the world.

			His parents’ personal philosophies about poverty and wealth rose to the surface even more profoundly during the summer of 1940 when he was five years old. A hurricane made landfall in Beaufort, South Carolina, and poured through the nearby town of Ridgeland and the Eikerenkoetter home. The storm was so violent that it would result in the deaths of thirty-four people and cause significant property and agricultural damage in the area. This area had been the home of the Eikerenkoetter lineage at least back to my great-great grandfather Joseph Eikerenkoetter in the early 1800s, so the devastation also impacted their family and friends. My grandfather, the elder Joseph Frederick Eikerenkoetter, who went by “Fred,” surveyed his yard through the window with astonishment, as a solid wall of high wind whipped across the backyard sending anything loose flying and whipping away at the pillars of his back porch.

			His wife, my grandmother Rema, was startled by the roar of the hurricane-like forces, interrupted only by an occasional abrupt crash of some other piece of their homestead submitting to its forces. Another loud bang and Rema began running in circles around the living room dodging the furniture like a caged cat. Her mother, who lived with them and their young son, joined in her daughter’s hysteria by screaming that the devil was riding black horses with smoldering red eyes, galloping inland from the whitecaps on the Atlantic Ocean.

			“No,” Rema countered. “God is pounding the sky with his raging fist because he can’t tolerate the sins of the world any longer! Jesus!” she cried. “For the love of God, help us!”

			The porch gave in to the storm’s fury and smashed into a kitchen window, scattering fragments of glass onto the oak floor. Rema couldn’t take it anymore. She bolted toward the back door with her hand stretched out in front of her, calling out to Jesus like she was ready to run straight into that storm and banish it to Hell. Or maybe she was trying to reach the storm cellar in the backyard. Regardless of what was going on in her mind, my grandfather, shaken by her loss of control, in his attempt to try to calm her down, scuffled with her in the kitchen doorway. Their fracas continued through much of the night, moving from the living room to the kitchen, outside, and back inside again. At one point he pressed his body on top of hers, pinning her to the floor for her own safety. Grandmother was drawn to the storm and my grandfather tried desperately to restrain her from racing right into it. When she resisted him with such strength she got away from his grasp, he was afraid she’d lost her mind. He chased her down, both of them collapsing in mud and water as the backyard filled up like a lake. My grandfather succeeded in keeping her from harm, and after hours of this pandemonium, she finally became motionless and trance-like on the sofa. Later, my grandmother had no memory of the raging storm, which continued to slap abruptly against the walls and roof, nor did she recall her attempt at escape from the house. Hours past her normal bedtime, she sat on the living room sofa, staring at the wall. My father witnessed it all.

			“Rema, it’s time to go to sleep,” my grandfather repeated several times.

			Four hours passed, and she did not move. Well after midnight, still silent, she finally got up, pushed away my grandfather’s outstretched hand, and went upstairs to bed.

			The night of the storm personified the tempest brewing in my grandparents’ marriage. Eventually, their incompatibility led to a legal separation. My dad witnessed the relationship’s unraveling, which included cast iron pots and pans flying over his head as he was caught between the fighting. Strangely, his parents’ increasingly bitter quarrels were intensified as his mother watched his father succeed with several of his business plans.

			My grandfather was a resourceful man who created multiple streams of income by becoming proficient and dependable in the work he did for mostly White folks. He had a reputation as a reliable builder who could also draw up the designs of the buildings he did. He constructed small buildings, porches, and fences on a contract basis, never working for anyone else. He was the boss. His tireless work ethic and tremendous pride in what he produced allowed him to quickly establish a reputation for excellence and timeliness. Naturally frugal, he saved much of his considerable earnings, creating an increasingly comfortable lifestyle for his wife and young son.

			He was determined to make something of himself, never shirking from opportunities that arose to work a little harder or expand his offerings, hiring himself out to keep his nest egg growing. He wasn’t afraid to dream, and his dreams had big plans. He saw the way it worked in the White man’s world. A man could incorporate his services and become a real businessman. Why not him? The differences aggravated him. He did some of the best work around, and time after time other men, especially White folks, told him as much. He would put up some nice advertisement signs like the rest of them, Frederick Eikerenkoetter, Architect. Builder. Real Estate Developer. Finest Quality Work Around.

			Deep inside he knew he was more than a hired hand and had plans in his future to sit at a desk in a real office and conduct his business dealings. He was tired of bumping around in beat-up old trucks that kept falling apart on him and wasting his time trying to fix them. The indignity of the disparities of the time irked him and must have been painful because he was a man whose talent and drive eclipsed many of those who called him “boy” or looked down on him but benefitted from his gifts.

			My grandmother would get nervous when he started having all of these “highfalutin notions” and reminded him she was the granddaughter of a house slave, and to be grateful to the Lord for how far they’d come. Rema’s mother, Annie Mae Thomas Matthews, was the daughter of an African house slave, Nancy Masters, and her White slave master, Thomas Thomas, who owned the sprawling Thomasville, Georgia slave plantation starting in the early 1800s. All four of Annie Mae’s children, one son and three daughters, were at some time educators. In the 1930s in Georgia, when they finished eighth grade, they were able to get jobs teaching for a sum of sixty-five dollars a month.

			Grandmother Rema warned her husband to be content with what he had, and to stop pushing so much. Being so brazenly ambitious would surely end up offending some of the White folks who had been good to him. She couldn’t get through to him. “Pride goeth before a fall!” she would cry. He just wouldn’t listen, and when he came home one day talking about the new car he was going to buy, that was it for her. She decided he was more wedded to his flamboyant dreams than he was to her, and she wasn’t willing to subject herself to a man who was a renegade in the eyes of the Lord. He could go ahead and make absurd plans but now she would make her own plans to leave and save herself and her son from the sins of greed and gluttony. Her roots led through a maze of stories where Black men had been lynched in the South for getting too full of themselves and she concluded that the Eikerenkoetter men had dangerously large heads filled with too many fancy ideas. Ideas that could lead to big trouble.

			Their marriage did not turn out the way either of them had imagined. When they met, my grandfather was reaping the benefits of having grown up with a demanding, impatient father who implemented a literal translation of Proverbs 27:17 (NIV): “As iron sharpens iron, so one man sharpens another.” 

			My great-grandfather accepted no excuses in demanding discipline from his son, which included having my grandfather read and memorize long Biblical passages. He said he knew of no better way to make sure his son was literate in his knowledge of the Word and sharpen his faculties in reading and speaking. In the early 1930s, Grandfather made Ridgeland his permanent home. Right away he decided to utilize his knowledge of the Bible and began to preach to eager, enthusiastic crowds. People liked his style and thought he delivered a captivating message.

			One clear, bright morning, my grandfather had just finished baptizing a young man down at the lake when he glanced up and locked eyes with an attractive young woman named Rema Matthews. A few minutes later when they were introduced by a mutual friend, Rema couldn’t help but notice that Frederick Eikerenkoetter, in addition to his curly hair and his handsome countenance, was extremely well mannered. Rema was articulate and conversant, and he admired her education in literature, music, and science that was atypical of most of the residents of Ridgeland.

			At his request, she gave him permission to visit her later that week, and their courtship began. She liked the way he took charge and made their time together interesting and fun. It was a beautiful, sunny afternoon when he took her for a lovely picnic he had planned. After they arranged themselves in the shade of a big tree, he admitted, “I thought you were something special the first time I met you down by the lake.”

			“Why?” she asked.

			“Because you were one of the few girls who could say my name without giggling or stumbling over every letter,” he replied.

			“Well, tell me about the origins of your name. I am curious,” Rema asked directly, looking right into his eyes.

			He was several years older than her and found her confidence amusing. He answered with a big grin, “My people are descended from Dutch East Indians who settled around Savannah. The name means ‘little acorn carrier’ in Dutch.”

			It mattered that there was warmth and understanding when she laughed at his response, not the sarcasm he experienced in the laughter of so many other women. My grandfather looked at her intently for several minutes before kissing the woman he decided was going to be his wife. He had found the woman who had the intellectual sophistication to get behind him and his plans. She had found a hard worker and a preacher who would love the scripture as she did.

			The romance of the honeymoon period did not last long. My grandmother had listened to him share his plans for operating his own contracting business, which would allow him to make a name for himself and become wealthy. During their courtship, it all sounded so dreamy. Once they were married, however, she expected him to stop the nonsensical talk and begin to behave more practically by getting a regular job.

			Years later, as she packed her clothes to leave the small but comfortable house he had built for her and their son, she said, “You Eikerenkoetters have big minds—too big for anybody’s good, especially your own.”

			“You go right ahead, you stubborn woman,” he replied. “You’re so damned high and mighty with all your education, see if you can make it alone out here!” He didn’t think she’d ever go through with it.

			Grandmother was determined to stick to her principles. If she did, God would see they would endure. She knew she could. Her education and her faith in Jesus would be enough to persist and subsist. She would have to withstand some hardship, but nothing she couldn’t bear. She was a survivor who was willing to withstand more than necessary to stand up for what she thought was right. She had planned her exit, secured a house to rent, and hired a local moving company to take her belongings to her new residence, all while my grandfather was out working.

			It had been a long, grueling day in the country helping to raise a barn for a wealthy White farmer and all Grandfather could think about was a hot meal and a soak in the tub. Instead, he walked into an empty house that had just been abandoned hours before by his wife and son. The kitchen table, the dishes, the sofa, and all their clothes were gone. The big trunk and two suitcases were also gone. He was furious and heartbroken at the same time. How could she do this? His family was gone in an instant, without notice. In his rage over her departure, he swore he would never give her one red cent—not for her support and not even for his son.
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