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Mission America in Freedom Tower 

The heart of America cracks apart 

and we shield our ears against the 

fearsome shattering sound. Accusa-

tions spew from angry citizens like 

shards of glass aimed at severing 

our traditions of mutual respect.  

America writhes in pain. Who will 

bring the remedy?  My glorious 

homeland has been wrapped in 

darkness.  (Isaiah 60:2) And what is 

a nation, but its people?  I hear sto-

ries of many Americans who  suffer 

with depression and hopelessness.  

Yet, there is a Bridge for Peace.  

Jesus Christ is the cure for the ago-

ny.   

We, as B4P ministry, launched Mis-

sion America in November 2018, 

calling a worldwide team of mission-

aries to respond.  After thirty years 

of American missionaries bringing 

healing to the nations, it was time to 

bring the blessing back home. B4P 

missionaries answered from South 

America, Australia, Africa, Europe 

and North America. They invested 

themselves and their resources in 

traveling to New York to pray for us 

and found a people whose hearts 

are fixed on God.   

Imagine the scene. A team of Bridge 

for Peace 20+ missionaries from 

across the planet arrives one Satur-

day morning at the observation deck 

of Freedom Tower.  We walk silently 

and prayerfully to the great windows 

overlooking the Statue of Liberty 

and the Hudson River. The view is 

crystal clear. The B4P mission team 

is also clear on the purpose for 

which we came. God anointed the 

B4P team as servants of Jesus 

Christ to see with supernatural clari-

ty into the heavenly realities and re-

lease healing through intercessory 

prayer. I felt the gravity of this 

weighty assignment and was certain 
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of two things. One, God handpicked 

this team from across the world. Two, 

we would complete the purposes for 

which He called us to Freedom Tow-

er.  We had no agenda other than 

relying on the Holy Spirit.  We lis-

tened as a team for what to do next.    

As is our habit, we circled up to pray.  

And then it happened. 

Louise, missionary from Australia, 

shook her red silk banner high into 

the air and it floated gently down to 

rest on the floor in the center of us.  

The banner proclaimed “Abba Fa-

ther”. Yes, America needs the guiding 

hand of an all-wise father. A father 

who knows us thoroughly. A father 

who loves us all. A father with a more 

complete vision than America’s 

founding fathers. A father who can 

bring comfort and stability to the bro-

ken and grieving American family. A 

father who can restore hope. Our Fa-

ther God, our Daddy God, our Abba 

Father.   

The team prayed, pouring out love for 

those struggling with confusion and 

fear, for those who see only darkness 

ahead.  I thought, “Freedom Tower 

security will be here any moment to 

break this up.”  Certainly, every 

movement is observed and I doubted 

we would be permitted to remain in a 

circle, praying out loud, and blocking 

the view.  In the next moment, our 

circle was broken.  But not for the 

reason I expected.  People, tourists, 

joined in our circle.  Some were 

weeping.  A burly man stood on the 

outer edge of our group, tears 

streaming down his face. A B4P team 

member reached her hand out to him, 

inviting him in.  He shook his head.  

He could not join in, but remained 

standing on the periphery. Listening.   

No one interrupted and the B4P team 

continued to release God’s healing in 

the Name of Jesus under the control 

of the Holy Spirit. Each missionary 

attended to the prayers in the circle, 

building on what was said, waiting on 

the prompting of the Holy Spirit. We 

stood in one accord, agreeing with 

one another, listening with our spiritu-

al ears, no one overriding another, 

but respecting each team member’s 

contribution, until a peace settled on 

our hearts and Ed closed us in pray-

er. “For Thine is the Kingdom, the 

power, and the glory, now and forev-

er. The team responded with a heart-

felt, “Amen.” 

Louise lifted her majestic banner, 

carefully folded it, and carried it in her 

arms. As we broke formation, security 

appeared and explained to us how 

we could not do what we just did.  

Certainly, security knew what was 

taking place all of the time, but per-

mitted it. God made the way.   

Many of the B4P missionaries had 

never been to America. What was 

their impression of Americans?  They 

prayed for Americans in restaurants, 

hotels, Time Square, retail stores, 

and everywhere we went. (The alarm 

in our B4P headquarters went off one 

night and police were dispatched be-

fore Ed and I could stop them. An of-

ficer turned up to ascertain the prem-

ises were secure. Two B4P Australia 

missionaries prayed for the officer 

whose wife was near to giving birth.)  

The joint consensus of the nations 

was that “American’s are amazingly 

open, faith-filled people.”   

Take heart, America.  “Steep yourself 

in God-reality, God-initiative, God-

provisions.” Luke 12:31 MSG  Pray 

with faith that the Holy Spirit will con-

vict hearts, lead us in repentance, 

and transform our land. God bless 

America. Stand beside us and guide 

us through this night with Your light 

that shines from the heart of every 

believer.                               

            —Annette 

(Continued from page 1) 
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Mission America teams fanned out 

around what is, arguably, the epicen-

ter of New York City (if not human 

civilization!)...an international swarm 

of humanity in search of the elusive 

holiday spirit. Full of the Holy Spirit, 

we walked and talked and prayed 

with individuals from countries as 

varied as the giant digital displays 

competing for our attention. Chile, 

Taiwan, Bolivia, Tonga… Most ac-

cepted prayer gladly. Two men 

rocked nervously, bodies craving 

drugs, under elevated train tracks 

palms outstretched for money. I gave 

them some and asked one if he 

wanted prayer. 

"Naahhh," He responded warily. 

"Yes you do!" His friend insisted, as 

he grabbed his hand and planted it 

firmly in mine. That's a friend.  

Moving on, we saw another team 

praying with a man resting his card-

board sign on the ground. It read, 

"Need money for weed. Hey, why 

lie!" 

We prayed with others and then I 

spotted the man again, displaying 

the crude sign up over his head. 

"Wally," (my teammate from Ohio) 

"this guy needs a double blessing. 

Let's go pray with him." Wally 

agreed. 

"There's no high like the most high," I 

started. He smirked and said, "I get 

it." We began telling him about the 

intense love God has for him. The 

kind of love that would satisfy the 

hungry place in his heart that the fin-

est marijuana in the world never 

could. 

His attitude became progressively 

more belligerent. Unfazed, we con-

tinued in a relaxed, friendly, and lov-

ing way to share the good news that 

Jesus Christ died to give him abun-

dant life. We shared the gospel with-

out wasting words. He became in-

creasingly agitated, using vulgar lan-

guage, voice rising in pitch and inten-

sity. He advanced toward me, his 

face stopping a millimeter from mine. 

"GET OUTTA MY SPACE...YOU'RE 

IN MY SPACE!" He spit the words 

out, enraged. I happened to look 

down at my feet. We were toe-to-toe. 

He was rising on his to become tall-

er, more menacing.  

I felt we had done our part. There 

was no fruit to be gained by continu-

ing the encounter. We turned to go 

as he continued his vile rant. As I did 

so I realized quite a crowd had gath-

ered to watch the spectacle unfold. 

Yet, I was utterly unselfconscious. 

No adrenaline rushing, no rapid 

pulse. The supernatural peace of the 

Spirit within. I experienced Philippi-

ans 1:28, "Don't be intimidated by 

your enemies. This will be a sign to 

them that they are going to be de-

stroyed, but that you are going to be 

saved, even by God himself." 

A police officer friend at church who 

works Times Square area surveil-

lance later told me, "Oh yeah, I know 

that guy. He's totally demonized." 

At the Freedom Tower, the United 

Nations, Statue of Liberty and other 

strategic locations around NY City 

we entered Satan's space. We got in 

his face and usurped his place. Toe-

to-toe in a prayer battle we were 

poised to win from the start. The en-

counter was proof of the effective-

ness of Mission America, proof of the 

victory that is ours in Jesus, Who 

called us, equipped us, and directed 

our steps. 

              —Kevin 

Sign for the Times 

A B4P Times Square team: Nora, Larry, Sally, Tim “...an international swarm of humanity…” 
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Our small B4P flag displaying the 
cross superimposed on the world 
fluttered above our heads while a 
Mission America team member lifted 
it high against the blue sky. It kept 
the twenty-six of us together as we 
trekked to historic Castle Clinton to 
collect our tickets for the ferry to the 
Statue of Liberty. Along the way, I 
hopped up on the stone wall and 
clicked on my red megaphone to 
declare truth as B4P mighty prayer 
warriors gathered round.  “Real lib-
erty is found in Christ. Freedom 
abounds in obedience. We go to the 
Statue of Liberty in obedience to 
God’s call to pray for America to be 
delivered from demonic bondage. 
Jesus Christ paid the price for all 
sin. Yesterday, we met with Peter at 
the United Nations chapel, who 
shared his heart as an African sent 
here to work for peace. We stood in 
the General Assembly and prayed 
for UN ambassadors, but we are 
Christ’s ambassadors to the world.  
We are under Christ’s authority to 
release His supernatural peace.” 

Lining up at the detectors for securi-
ty screening, my megaphone came 
under scrutiny.  The female inspec-
tor waved it in the air calling, “Follow 
me.” We quick-stepped across the 
terminal to the far corner where her 
supervisor stood. She looked like 
she was definitely not having a good 
day. She took the megaphone giving 

me a sharp-eyed stony look de-
signed to intimidate.   

“Hi, I’m Annette from Bridge for 
Peace! I’m here with missionaries 
from all over the world to pray for 
America.”  She blinked and looked 
at me intently for a long moment.  
Then her face softened as she 
shouted, “This is what this country 
needs!” 

“That’s what we thought!  We come 
in the Name of Jesus Christ!” 

“Jesus is the answer,” she burst out. 
Spontaneously, I raised up on my 
tiptoes and threw my arms around 
her. She grabbed me in a bear hug 
and we laughed! 

“Hey,” I said, “let me pray for you.” 

“I sure need that. C’mon, pray for 
me!” I blessed my dear sister in 
Christ. 

“I will personally take care of your 
megaphone. You come see me 
when you get off the boat.” 

New York Harbor reminds us of the 
terrible journey people took for free-
dom. Christ took the most terrible 
journey of all - becoming human, 
dying on the cross, all for our free-
dom. Jesus stands on the golden 
shores of heaven, the Light Bearer, 
arms opened wide to the masses 
yearning to be free, offering real lib-
erty to all who will call on His Name.
          —Annette   

Real Liberty 

Aboard Lady Liberty Ferry: Nora, Sharron, Annette, Tim 

http://annetteeckart.blogspot.com.au/

