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Chapter 1

Descent Into Darkness

I SAID good-bye to Pastor Philip’s parents and thanked them 
for opening their home and hearts to me and pulling back the 

curtain on their son’s early years. Pastor Philip’s older brother 
Maxi and younger brother John picked up the thread. The next 
season of the young man’s life was a chilling encounter with evil 
that nearly took his life.

Maxi and John Remember

Before Philip met the Lord, his volatile emotions easily spi-
raled out of control, Maxi recalled. He would fly off the handle 
and hit people without provocation. Even a trivial problem could 
provoke him to rage.
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He even chose to do evil to friends who crossed him, John 
said. When a friend accidentally ruined one of his cassettes, 
he repeatedly hit and kicked him in a fit of rage. Afterward, he 
kicked a Taiwanese student in the head until he passed out.

When Philip was six, karate lessons in Taiwan introduced him 
to the world of martial arts. As his strength and speed improved, 
his skills fueled his tendency to fight. When Maxi and Philip 
returned to Indonesia, the seeds of anger and belligerence that 
had taken root in Taiwan resurfaced. Every day Philip got into 
four to five fights. By his first year of junior high, he had been in 
several life-threatening confrontations.

By his first year of junior high, a fight outside of the school 
escalated dangerously after Philip beat up a senior. The senior’s 
older brother showed up with a soldier wielding a knife. He 
screamed, waving his knife, “Where is Philip Mantofa? Come 
outside. I’ll finish you off right now.”

About 15 angry people were looking for his brother, Maxi 
said. Friends hid Philip to prevent his murder.

In another fight, his opponent throttled Philip and pinned 
him to the ground. His opponent’s friends spotted a large rock 
right next to his head, and grabbed it to bash his head, but when 
Maxi intervened, Philip reversed the attack and was all over 
them. The next day, the four other boys went to school with their 
shoulders and hands bandaged because of broken bones. Philip 
and Maxi were called to the principal’s office.

When Philip and John moved to Singapore to continue their 
studies, Philip picked fights with other students in the dormitory. 

Warrior-for-Revival.indd   28 2/23/11   4:25 PM



29

Descent Into Darkness

Even Toby, the dormitory dog, tasted his wrath. When Toby 
walked near a spill on the floor, he grabbed the dog and mopped 
the floor with its body. Once the floor was clean, he let Toby go. 
He thought it was funny to see the dog hurt.

Philip’s most frightening fight erupted behind an apartment 
building in Singapore just hours before he and John returned 
home to Indonesia for vacation. In that skirmish, he fought off 
three opponents at the same time. John, accompanied by three 
other Indonesians, could only stand and watch without helping 
his brother.

“The fight was tense,” John recalled. “In front of us stood a 
gang of Taiwanese, dozens of them. Our group was outnum-
bered. It wasn’t a fair fight because it was three against one.”

To John’s astonishment, Philip singlehandedly defeated his 
three attackers and beat them black and blue.

“He easily beat up the first guy,” John said. “Then, when his 
two buddies saw their friend sprawled on the ground, they 
attacked Philip from behind. Philip turned around and grabbed 
one of them. He beat him with one hand while his left hand 
seized the hair of the second. While he was busy with those two, 
a third attacker behind him struck him repeatedly. But strangely, 
he wasn’t hurt.”

Once again, Philip won. The brothers returned to their dorm, 
packed their things, and flew to Indonesia.

In 1990, when Maxi was 17, Philip, 16, and John, 12, the three 
brothers went to Vancouver, Canada to continue their studies. 
After a month, they started to attend Emmanuel Indonesian 
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Christian Fellowship. Although they weren’t yet born again, they 
often attended church with their friends.

During their first year in Vancouver, Maxi related another 
close call when Philip and his friends went to a Thai restaurant 
on Camby Street. While enjoying their food and karaoke, he 
spotted a Vietnamese gang leader, around 30 to 40 years old, sit-
ting at another table.

The gang leader didn’t like being observed, so he stared back 
at Philip belligerently. They watched each other angrily for sev-
eral minutes, neither backing down. The gang leader took it as 
a challenge and became furious. He stood up and threw a glass 
at him. Fortunately, he missed, but that only fueled his anger. 

(From left to right) John, Mr. Hardi, Philip, Maxixe Mantofa and  
Mrs. Suzanna Lindawati, 1991
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As he approached Philip’s table, intending to beat him up, Maxi 
jumped up and stood in front of Philip.

That only made things worse. Seeing tensions escalate, Maxi 
called 911. But before he was connected, the restaurant owner 
came over and separated them. The gang leader left the restau-
rant furious.

“We got home late that night to avoid being followed by the 
Vietnamese gang,” Maxi recalled. “Although our house was only 
about an hour from the restaurant, we drove around in circles for 
three hours before going home.”

My Life Principles

Let no one be found among you who sacrifices his son or 
daughter in the fire, who practices divination or sorcery, 
interprets omens, engages in witchcraft, or casts spells, 
or who is a medium or spiritist or who consults the dead. 
Anyone who does these things is detestable to the Lord, 
and because of these detestable practices the Lord your 
God will drive out those nations before you. You must 
be blameless before the Lord your God (Deuteronomy 
18:10-13).

While I was in school in Singapore, I discovered a book on 
the occult in a local bookstore. I didn’t understand how it hap-
pened, but that book opened the door to the occult in my life. 
At the time, I was just like other nominal Christians—I sinned, 
used curse words, and compromised here and there. I didn’t hate 
God, but I didn’t love Him, either.
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I had begun to seek the Lord, but rejection, hatred, and bit-
terness were like bleeding wounds in my life. In Singapore, those 
bondages became worse. I was drawn to the occult because I was 
so disappointed in God. My perspective on the Lord was wrong, 
and heavy disappointments only made it worse. Sadly, some of 
those disappointments occurred just as I began to seek the Lord. 
I was too young and inexperienced in the Word and the Spirit 
to recognize the hand of the enemy trying to prevent me from 
drawing closer to Him. I also didn’t know that the apostle Paul 
warned the Corinthians to make sure they forgave those who 
sinned against them “lest Satan should take advantage of us; for 
we are not ignorant of his devices” (2 Cor. 2:11 NKJV).

I lived in a boarding house with about 40 children from coun-
tries such as Thailand, Taiwan, Indonesia, and even from Singa-
pore. I was in my first year of junior high school when the owner 
of the boarding house hired a tutor to teach us. He was a very 
smart man. Certain times were set aside for individual tutoring 
sessions.

This teacher was active in the church. He seemed very spiritual 
when he spoke. Every time he taught, he referred to the Lord. He 
even slipped spiritual insights into the math lessons. As a result, 
I started to get interested in seeking the Lord. I had never heard 
anyone speak about the Lord outside of church. As a matter of 
fact, the people I knew from church never referred to the Lord 
when they were outside the church walls. So I was drawn to this 
man whenever he spoke about the Lord. I don’t know what made 
me so eager to know this Jesus he explained to us.
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After he finished teaching, he did not always go home imme-
diately. He would stay and trade stories with the children, stories 
about the Lord and other topics. I was happy. Once he spoke 
about contemporary music.

“Those contemporary songs are not good for you. Songs like 
that push us away from the Lord.”

As soon as he finished his talk, I threatened everyone in the 
boarding house, “Whoever I meet who’s still holding on to your 
contemporary music cassettes, I will beat you up.”

The students were afraid of me, so they all gathered their cas-
sette collections and threw them into large trash bags. I destroyed 
all those cassettes. It is obvious from the way that I handled that 
situation that I wanted to meet the Lord, but I didn’t know how. 
I thought if I destroyed the cassettes by zeal and by force, I would 
find the Lord. I was wrong. The Lord didn’t meet me after I did that.

Nevertheless, I was still enthusiastic to listen to this teacher. 
Every time he taught, I listened quietly, taking it all in. My heart 
was so thirsty for the Lord—until the teacher discovered my 
interest in his spiritual stories. He took advantage of my hunger 
for the Lord by inflicting a new wound in my heart.

Apparently, this teacher was attracted to young boys. One by 
one, he deceived every young boy he could, including me. He was 
a sick man who used the guise of religion to get what he wanted. 
Once when I was alone in a room, he told me to take my clothes 
off. Then he groped me. All I could do was stand still like a statue 
from shock. I didn’t cry out for help, but I didn’t run away, either. 
I was accomplished at karate and could have incapacitated him 
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with a single blow. But I was hesitant. I thought he was a pas-
tor. How could I kick a pastor? All those spiritual stories para-
lyzed me. I was confused. When it crossed my mind to hit him, 
I thought, Maybe this is what God told him to do. I did not yet 
understand anything about the Lord.

That incident severely disappointed and discouraged me, add-
ing to a long list of causes for bitterness and rejection that were 
already smoldering inside me. I got angry at the Lord. I questioned 
His existence because of the bitter experiences in my life.

“Wasn’t I seeking You, Lord?” I cried out. “Why did You mis-
lead me? Why didn’t You do something? Why did You allow that 
to happen?”

Later, I realized that what that teacher had done was wrong. 
But at that time, disappointment oppressed me and my spirit 
became more and more empty. My mama always included Bible 
verses in her letters, but they had no effect. Going to church 
couldn’t fill my spiritual emptiness, either. I attended once in a 
while, but the church was not alive. They did not believe in the 
works of the Holy Spirit. After that, no one helped me find a way 
to escape my bitterness and disappointment, so I tried to find a 
way out myself. I thought I had found the answer in the book on 
the occult.

a Turn Down the Wrong Road

I began to study meditation and other teachings in that book. 
On Saturdays, when everyone else took the day off, I stayed 

Warrior-for-Revival.indd   34 2/23/11   4:25 PM



35

Descent Into Darkness

in my room and meditated. I turned out the lights and closed 
the door. My room didn’t have a window, so my room was pri-
vate and I was free to practice my meditation. Sitting in front 
of the mirror, I would gaze into my own eyes until I went into 
a trance. The book taught me that I could find a power within 
myself, to control the universe and my surroundings, as well as 
my emotions and myself through meditation. These seemed like 
good and positive ideas, but I had to search for it by emptying 
my thoughts and myself through meditation. Many tenets and 
teachings of Eastern religions were combined in this book and 
many others like it that I read. I practiced everything these books 
taught.

I thought I needed that power because I had many enemies. 
It was actually true that I needed extra strength. It was normal 
for five to ten people to gang up on me on a daily basis. That 
drove me even more deeply into practicing meditation, and I 
often went into trances. At one point, I experienced an astral 
body—when my spirit took flight and I could see my body from 
a distance. I now know by God’s Word and His truth that it was 
a sham, the trickery of the devil, “the working of Satan, with all 
power, signs, and lying wonders” (2 Thess. 2:9 NKJV).

Without my awareness, those times of emptying myself 
exposed my heart to be inhabited by many devils (see Matt. 
12:43-45a). But that wasn’t all. In the process, I also emptied 
myself of all my desires, reason, and human wisdom. It was like 
opening wide the door into my life. Once that door was opened, 
evil spirits entered. My life began to spiral out of control. But I 
didn’t realize it at first.
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As I began practicing the occult teachings in those books, I 
felt a pseudo satisfaction, as though I had obtained a higher level 
of spirituality. But unsettling changes occurred at the same time. 
When Toby, the boarding house dog, saw me, he would run in 
fear as if he had seen a ghost. He would yelp suddenly and hide 
under the bed. That dog did not want to be anywhere near me. I 
also started losing friends because of my strange behavior.

When I got angry, I had less self-control, and in a flash, my 
conscious thought life would disappear. When I regained aware-
ness, I would see five to ten people collapsed on the floor, beaten 
black and blue. I had no idea what had happened until someone 
asked me, “Why did you beat up those people?”

I didn’t know why, and I certainly did not know I was pos-
sessed. Is it possible for a person who is possessed to know he’s 
possessed? I first became aware of it when I started to lose my 
memory. It happened more frequently, especially during my 
fights in Singapore. I became invincible. If I was hit, I did not 
feel pain. The book promised I would be victorious by following 
its steps, and it seemed to be true. Every time I fought, I won. 
I never lost, no matter how large my opponent was or whether 
he had a black belt in one of the martial arts. I didn’t care. I was 
once hit repeatedly with a baseball bat, but there was no damage 
to my body at all, not even a mark. I didn’t feel even the slightest 
pain. When I regained awareness of my surroundings, I saw all 
my opponents scattered on the floor. I could control my anger up 
to a point. But when hatred overcame my heart, I became pos-
sessed (see Mark 5:1-7).
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Since I had been young, my mother had taught me about 
Christianity and God’s Word. But during that time, I became a 
hater of God and His Word. I also hated the Bible and church 
praise and worship songs. I had not been like that before, but 
I couldn’t fight it. I was getting further and further away from 
God.

Don’t you know that when you offer yourselves to 
someone to obey him as slaves, you are slaves to the 
one whom you obey—whether you are slaves to sin, 
which leads to death, or to obedience, which leads to 
righteousness?… What benefit did you reap at that time 
from the things you are now ashamed of ? Those things 
result in death! (Romans 6:16,21)
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