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Foreword

On September 7, 1850, Captain Allen Gardiner sailed for Patagonia, the southern portion of Argentina, with six other men: Surgeon Williams and John Maidment, three Cornish fishermen (Pearce, Babcock, and Bryant) and a ship’s carpenter named Erwin. The latter had accompanied the captain on previous journeys and declared that to be with such a captain was “like a Heaven on Earth, because he was such a man of prayer.”

	Gardiner’s burden was: “Our Savior has given a commandment to preach the Gospel even to the ends of the Earth. He will provide the fulfillment of His own purpose. Let us only obey.” Knowing that Patagonia, the extreme south land of Argentina, is a barren, desert-like land, the men took, what they thought to be, ample supplies. Then they made arrangements for further supplies to be shipped by sea and to meet at a set time and place.

	However, the captain of the supply ship decided to considerably delay his journey in order to do some other business. Added to that, the hostile natives raided and stole from their meager supply, and there was not much the men could do afterward to supplement their food ­rations.

	Before long they ran out of ammunition and could not add to their rations by shooting game. After much fatigue and privation from want of food, and while waiting on the seashore for the supply ship to come, Allen Gardiner and his men departed into the Presence of their Lord between June 8 and September 8, 1851. The ship laden with the needed supplies of food did not reach the seven men until several months too late.

	One of the papers found by Captain Smyly, who sailed from Montevideo in search for them, revealed that in their greatest distress they lost not their love and devotion to God. Williams wrote, “I am happy beyond all expression . . .” despite the fact that they had nothing to eat, but a few limpets, mussels, and a bit of wild ­celery.

	On a rock on the beach they had painted the words of their united testimony found in Psalm 62:5-8: “My soul, wait only upon God; for my expectation is from Him. He only is my rock and my salvation: He is my defense; I shall not be moved. In God is my salvation and my glory: the rock of my strength, and my refuge, is in God. Trust in Him at all times; ye people, pour out your heart before Him: God is a refuge for us. Selah.”

	The last words Gardiner wrote were, “Our dear brother Maidment left the boat on Tuesday at noon to search for food and has not since returned; doubtless he is in the Presence of his Redeemer, whom he served so faithfully. Yet a little while, and through grace we may join that throng to sing the praises of Christ through eternity. I neither hunger, nor thirst, though five days without food. Marvelous loving kindness to me, a ­sinner.”

	The Lord saw to it that the diaries of these godly men, despite rough sea winds and storms, were miraculously preserved on the sands nearby their boat, and these same diaries have provided excellent material for many biographies subsequently written.

	Ragland, a pioneer missionary to India, wrote, “Of all plans of insuring success, the most certain is Christ’s own—becoming a corn of wheat, falling into the ground, and dying.

“Verily, verily, I say unto you, Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground and die, it abides alone: but if it die, it brings forth much fruit” (John 12:24).

	At the grave of Ragland, Amy Carmichael and two other missionaries found this prayer in the depths of their hearts, “Lord, give us to live that life and to die that death, and to bring forth fruit unto life eternal.” In 1851 those six men accompanying Allen Gardiner in Patagonia lived that life and died the death of starvation, the seed corn of the subsequent harvest exactly one hundred years later, which is recorded in some measure in this story.

—Stanley Frodsham*





*Stanley Frodsham was one of the first ministers of the Pentecostal faith in England and became the editor of the Pentecostal Evangel, the official organ of the Assemblies of God in the U.S.A. for thirty-four years. He is the author of several books that tell of the wonderful works of God in the early years of the twentieth century.

Preface

Anyone in earnest pursuit of God, His ways, and principles of operation will find disclosed in this eyewitness account many of the secrets of His workings in the affairs of men and nations. This people had hitherto known only the idolatry and corruption of a religion that had nothing of the redeeming power of Jesus by faith.

	This is also the story of those who dared to take God at His Word and cross spiritual deserts in seeking their own way to the promised land of His mercies. It will inspire the realization that the reader himself may find God’s way to a glorious awakening and revival for himself, his church, his town, yes, and even his country.

	Is it by accident or by divine design that the southernmost part of Argentina is called Tierra del Fuego or Land of the Fire? The flames of the divine fire burn eternally; they cannot be quenched, nor shall they ever be. At times they burn high and voraciously; at other times they appear to be limited, enclosed, and burning in isolation. Since God began to pour out His fire over Argentina, there has not been a day in which that fire has not been manifested in countless operations of His grace. Nevertheless, wherever and whenever this fire burns, be it within confining borders or in unlimited freedom, the fire that God kindles shall never be quenched.

	It is my desire to show the design and purposes of God in the burning of the fire of His Presence in the land of Argentina—the fire which should be a daily experience in every individual life and church. In this land, under the stars forming the Southern Cross, God has been building and establishing a church out of revival—a church with the same principles that the Holy Spirit laid down for His Church in its beginning.

	My purpose in writing this account of what God has done in Argentina is not presented as a plan to be followed by anyone else in another place; it is simply the telling of the way God led us here. This pattern or plan, that God revealed as we waited before Him in the mount, was His design for this country at that time. The following chapters are not presented as a textbook to be followed in some other place; nevertheless, God’s principles never change. His guidance for individuals may be very different, and the outworking or manifestation of His principles can take many forms.

	The following are some of the principles that God ordained for us to follow in the Argentine Church:

	In His Church, God desires private and group prayer where believers allow the Holy Spirit freedom to move in and through them as He wills, for “where the Spirit of the Lord is, there is liberty” (2 Corinthians 3:17).

	In His Church, God—who is the Head—plans to function as the head in a very practical way and to assume the guidance and leadership through the Word and through the leading of the Holy Spirit.

	In His Church, God desires the Holy Spirit to operate through the leadership of divinely given ministries, rather than men trying to establish ministries that God has not ordained.

	In His Church, God desires repentance to be a state rather than an isolated event or experience, and He desires freedom for the expression of that repentance, be it in private contrition or even in public, if the Holy Spirit so ­indicates.

	In His Church, God desires that the development of the fruit of the Spirit balance the manifestation of the gifts of the Spirit—that there be full transformations in lives rather than only initial experiences of saying the sinner’s prayer.

	In His Church, God desires to provide financially through faith and prayer rather than through the operation of programs, appeals, raffles, and such like.

	In His Church, God desires a full and free operation of expression in praise and worship in their various phases. He wants the spirit of prophecy to rest upon His people (“for the testimony of Jesus is the spirit of prophecy”), and ministry to be in the prophetic realm. He wants time to work and does not wish to be rushed, nor required to quickly do all His work in one brief hour. He wants His Church to wait upon Him—to spend much time in His Presence.

	In the Argentine Church, God taught His children to move into His Presence through worship and praise with continued cleansing of their hearts so that this worship and praise did not become a religious emptiness. This freshness of the manifestation of His Presence in worship and praise can only be maintained through a definite working of the Holy Spirit in prayer.

	Now as I share the story of revival in Argentina with His children in other lands, it is with a prayer that their faith will be inspired, and their confidence renewed in the One who is a Consuming Fire—the One who is yearning for the fire of His Presence to bum in the hearts of every one of His children who make up His Church in the Earth.

	Only those who have been set aflame by the power of His fire can be positive influences in His kingdom, for God makes His ministers to be flames of fire. Only when love, anointing, and compassion burn in the heart, and the whole life has been set aflame for God, can there be true spiritual fruit.

	The Holy Spirit Himself is the flame that kindles love into passion and consumes the fleshly, carnal life. As the sun is the flame that—consuming itself—brings life, light, fire, and power into our world, even so the Holy Spirit is the divine fire that sets aflame and kindles fire in the hearts of His ministers, bringing the same life, light, fire, and power.

	To the forest of the south, the Lord said through the prophet Ezekiel: “And say to the forest of the south, Hear the Word of the Lord; Thus says the Lord God; Behold, I will kindle a fire in thee, and it shall devour every green tree in thee, and every dry tree: THE FLAMING FLAME shall not be quenched, and all faces from the south to the north shall be burned therein” (Ezekiel 20:47).

	There is a glorious light in the burning torches where the light and glory of the divine flame has been kindled and now burns as an eternal flame. In Argentina, we have seen torches—living trees of God set aflame. We have seen His flaming flame kindled in their lives by the Holy Spirit and have seen the devouring fire burn out the dross. I want to tell you the stories of a few of these burning torches—human torches whom God has set aflame.

	God’s marvelous workings after the great Hicks revival has truly been a remarkable continuance of that which preceded it in this southernmost land of the world. Surely, but silently, without the sound of hammer, His building has continued on in large healing and salvation awakenings, new works raised up and churches built. The Peniel Bible School and “Pinares” Children’s Home were established as a result of this revival. Hundreds and thousands have been healed, saved, and filled with the Holy Spirit. Countless lives have been dynamically and miraculously changed, and capable nationals raised up to carry high the torch that God set aflame. The story is filled with the continued blessing of the Lord.

	To eyes which are closed in unbelief and the lack of the knowledge of God’s ways, it might appear that there was a vacuum created after the Hicks meetings drew to a close. But such has not been the case. That which God set out to do, He did, and He continues to work. The gates of hell have not been able to prevail, nor shall they ever prevail against that which God is building.

	This story tells of the many glorious events that took place in Argentina, but it is not the final chapters of God’s book of revival, for the Holy Spirit has continued to move and work in this land from 1949 until now. Other chapters must yet be written, for the works and principles God taught, He confirmed and worked out in other places as well as in Mar del Plata (where the first Peniel was built), resulting in new churches and new Peniels being built in other cities, and even in other lands. But those are other stories, and they make up other chapters. In God’s timing, they shall doubtless be told.

	I pray that God will bless this wonderful story to its readers and that they will be encouraged and helped to find God’s ways through to victory in their lives, in their homes, and in their communities.

Dr. R. Edward Miller

Introduction

For a long time I have earnestly desired that this extraordinary story be made available to those who are truly interested in revival. More and more the conviction grew that the story must be published—that God desired it to be written. My original writings of the Argentine revival were recorded in Thy God Reigneth and its sequel The Flaming Flame. These two books were later reprinted into one volume entitled, Cry For Me Argentina. With all three of these books now out-of-print, this personal account of the extraordinary revival in Argentina (from 1949 to 1968) is once again available in this new book, Secrets of the Argentine Revival. Many features have been added, explaining in greater detail the tremendous outpouring of God’s Spirit over the land of Argentina. My purpose is just to convey the story to those whose hearts burn and hunger to know in a more practical way the secrets of revival.

	This is the factual background to one of the greatest spiritual awakenings in the history of the Christian Church . . . an awakening that took place in the middle of this twentieth century. In this first-hand account, we are taken behind the scenes to discover the divine preparations of the Holy Spirit before the actual manifestations of His power and His mercy in the country of Argentina. This account also reveals the various ways and means God used to transform the religion and mindset of this great pagan nation with its idolatry and witchcraft.

	God permitted us to witness most of the important events. He often foretold us of events before they came to pass, that when they were fulfilled, we might believe. He allowed us to put together the more mysterious factors of faith and works in His divine pattern, finding in them a way for His workings.

	There are always many theories which remain until they are put to the acid test, then that which is truth shines forth into reality. When theories produce reality, then they become fact. I feel that in a large measure, this book will help those interested in finding the way through the maze of much theory concerning revival; knowing that there are works that God has prescribed in order that His reality might gloriously come forth.

	I fully recognize the divine sovereignty and operation in all His movings. I also acknowledge that these are not the only and exclusive ways to revival, but these are the ways and methods that God chose to use in the great outpouring of His Spirit in Argentina. I know that all things originated in Him and were carried out by Him and were brought forth for Him, to the praise of His glory. There is not the slightest desire to take any credit, nor give any glory to the human vessels that He caught up into His purposes and used. Let ALL the glory, praise, and honor be ever and always given unto Him, the Great Potentate, who rules and reigns. Let them say unto Zion, “Thy God Reigneth!”

	This story will challenge and deeply inspire anyone that truly desires a reviving move of the Holy Spirit in his or her life. It will prove beyond all doubt that Jesus Christ is the same, yesterday, today, and forever; and moreover, He is without respect of persons. It will establish yet once again that the Word of God is as immutable as God ­Himself.

“Behold, the Lord’s hand is not shortened, that it cannot save; neither His ear  heavy, that it cannot hear” (Isaiah 59:1).

“Then He answered and spake unto me, saying, This is the Word of the Lord unto Zerubbabel, saying, Not by might, nor by power, but by My Spirit, saith the Lord of hosts “ (Zechariah 4:6).

“And from the days of John the Baptist until now the kingdom of Heaven suffers violence, and the violent take it by force” (Matthew 11:12).

Dr. R. Edward Miller

Chapter 1

A Heavenly Visitation



“And I set my face unto the Lord God, to seek by prayer and supplications, with fasting, and sackcloth, and ashes: and I prayed unto the Lord my God, and made my confession, . . .” (Daniel 9:3, 4).

“And while I was . . . praying, and confessing my sin and the sin of my people Israel, . . . the man Gabriel, whom I had seen in the vision at the beginning” (Daniel 9:20, 21).

“. . . He said to me, Fear not, Daniel: for from the first day that you did set your heart to understand, . . . your words were heard, and I am come because of your words” (Daniel 10:12).



The midnight hour had long passed. All nature seemed as if it had grown very still and expectant. The bright sky, filled with glittering stars, appeared as if it was drawing closer and closer and brighter and brighter. While out of the depths of the heart of an immigrant lad from Europe, a cry—born of the Holy Spirit within—ascended into the very Heavens above.

	God heard that cry, because it had originated in the heart of God. As the lad cried out to God, to his surprise, it seemed that the Presence of the Lord drew near. Then . . . was it imagination? And what was this strange feeling within him as well as all about him? The very stars in the sky seemed to press down upon him. Brighter and brighter they appeared until they were like pulsing sources of light. The light so increased that he could read his Bible there in the meadow at that midnight hour. Then in the wondrous brightness a greater light appeared. He looked all around in amazement to see the source of this vibrant brightness.

	Finally, he looked behind him and saw a shining, glorious being from the celestial realms standing there. He knew it was an angel, and it approached him until it seemed to enfold him in a tender encompassment of his very being. The teenage lad found himself engulfed in the awesome Presence of God—a place of infinite holiness, infinite love, and frightening power.

	A terror fell upon the lad. In panic, he jumped up from his knees and fled in anguish from that angelic Visitor. He ran back to the refuge of his dormitory in the Bible Institute building. Little did he realize at that time, the part he was destined to play in the great move of God in Argentina. He did not know why he had been so burdened during those many months of sleepless nights, with deep, heart-burning prayers and intense longings. At first, he prayed out in the fields and forest of his home in the grand Chaco in northern Argentina. Then in the early morning hours, in the sweet meadows that surrounded the Institute in central Argentina, he continued under that heavy burden of prayer. And now, God had come to him in a way he did not know or understand.

	Inside the Institute building, located in City Bell (a small town near the great metropolis of Buenos Aires), everyone was tranquilly sleeping; they little anticipated the drama about to erupt in their peaceful dormitory. Outside the entry door, the terror-stricken lad shouted and pounded in desperation; the locked door only added to his terror. He called out at the top of his voice to waken someone to let him in. Finally one of the students awoke—startled at all the ruckus. When he finally recognized the voice of his fellow student, he went to let him in. Thinking he would escape the awful Presence that accompanied him, the lad ran inside the building. However, to his amazement the Heavenly Visitor entered the Institute with him.

	In but a few moments all the students were wide awake and trembling in fear as they felt the Holy Presence of God. The fear of God so fell upon them that they one and all began to repent—crying out to God for forgiveness—as the Spirit of the Lord, holy and mighty, dealt with them. Not one student present could escape the holy fire of His Presence. One young lady student—unwilling to uncover her sin, repent and abandon it—quickly packed her suitcase, disappeared into the dark night, found her way back to her home, and never appeared again.

	For many nights afterward the students dreaded to be alone. Even those who shared one room would all vault into one bed, not even bothering to take off their clothes, because of the awe-inspiring Presence of a living, holy God that had accompanied that angelic Visitor. The fear of God had come to that student body, and they were never to be the same again.

	The next morning, June 5, 1951, all the students gathered for the announced time of prayer which replaced the regular class schedule. Outside, a great storm tore the atmosphere as if there was a titanic conflict in the very atmosphere about them. Inside the Institute an air of expectancy hushed everyone to tearful silence as they waited to see what God would do next.

	A few minutes later, as the students were praying, the Heavenly Visitor came and stood by Alex, the Ukrainian lad. Immediately he was transported in Spirit by this mighty Being to far away cities and countries. He was taken on a journey over the face of the Earth to visit various cities in many nations. He saw many cities and knew the name of each one he was taken to visit. Deliberately, distinctly, and very slowly he began to speak; he would give the name of each city he visited, repeating each name two or three times.

	Cities, large and small, city after city, beginning with cities in Argentina, he slowly named them. Then he moved out from Argentina to other countries and continued to slowly and deliberately name other cities. It was as if he was deliberately reading off the names from some large atlas. Neither student nor traveler could have named such a long list, much less this lad from the forest jungles of Chaco with barely a primary school education.

	As he moved in Spirit from country to country, he gave the name of each city in the language of the country—English, German, Slavic, Arabic and other languages we did not know. Alex, the young immigrant from Europe, told us afterward that as he looked down, he had the sensation that he was actually visiting those cities one by one. He felt he was stopping to pray for hours over each city. To the rest of us it was only about five minutes per city, but to him it was hours. Hour after hour (for a period of eight hours of our time) the naming of the cities of the world continued. Later the Lord told us that He would visit every one of those cities before the end would come and He would return.

Chapter 2

A Let It Be Written



The next morning we gathered for prayer, and this time it was as if God sent the Spirit of prayer and repentance upon the entire body of students and teachers, about fifty people in all. Strong cries for mercy arose from every heart with weeping and tears never before seen in our midst. Students and missionaries were all melted together in strong yearnings and prayers to God that He would purify and cleanse their hearts, that they would be able to come into His Presence.

	As they prayed, the Heavenly Visitor again manifested Himself and stood by the side of Alex, the immigrant boy. The Angel could not be seen in human form and was seen only by those whose spiritual eyes had been opened. Nevertheless, He so powerfully manifested His Presence that everyone immediately knew without any doubt that He had come. In Spirit, He was seen by Alex as He stood and talked with him.

	The Angel ordered him to repeat after Him the words that He spoke. Then the Angel began to slowly talk to him in a strange language; a tongue that Alex neither knew nor understood. In obedience, Alex began to repeat the Angel’s words slowly and distinctly. As he spoke those words, everyone present realized that it was a strange language with unusual intonations and sounds altogether different from any other language Alex had ever been heard to use before. However, no one could understand the language or knew what he was saying.

	Then, a timid young Indian lad, named Celsio, came forcibly under the power of the Spirit of God. He was a native of Argentina and a lad with only three years of education. Furthermore, up to this time there was no personal friendship between these two youths; one was a native Argentine and the other a foreign immigrant. They were of a different race, background, temperament, language, and environment. There were no natural bonds to unite them except the common desire to serve God.

	Now, suddenly upon this national lad, the Spirit of the Lord came, and he suddenly found that his ears were opened and he began to understand what Alex was saying. He could understand it as clearly as he could his own language. Everything that was being said by Alexander in an unknown tongue, Celsio clearly understood. This strange experience bonded them together, and they became one in Spirit.

	The content of the message so frightened Celsio that he ran from the room to escape. Outside, he told others of the strange sensation and understanding he had in the chapel, and they urged him to go back to interpret the message for the rest. He complied, entered the chapel again, and tried to give the message.

	Then another strange thing took place. Every time Celsio tried to speak and interpret the message, he felt choked as if an invisible hand squeezed his throat shut. Frightened, he again ran from the room. Meanwhile, the Angel, through Alexander, slowly and patiently repeated the words over and over. Alex, in the Spirit, now realized that Celsio should interpret the words. When Celsio ran from the room, Alex, still in the Spirit, knew he had gone, so he called Celsio back. Throughout this time Alexander’s eyes were closed in prayer and worship, lost in the tremendous Presence of this Visitor whose atmosphere rested upon everyone in the building. Alex continued to repeat the message as the Angel waited for us slow-to-understand humans to sort out the problem.

	Several times that morning Celsio ran out and was called back again in Spirit, because even out of the room he could still hear Alex’s voice calling to him to return. Although Celsio could plainly understand that strange tongue, and at times the frightening messages, nevertheless, when he tried to speak he would feel that sensation of a hand choking his throat until he could not speak. Frightened, he would run out again, and this action continued until after the noon hour. Finally, in the early afternoon someone suggested to Celsio that if he could not speak, then could he write the message on paper? Celsio decided to try that and began to write, and that was exactly what God wanted and waited for.

	The message began to flow through his hands onto a piece of scratch paper, then it was either copied on the blackboard or read for everyone to hear. Celsio, as God’s scribe, wrote down the messages dictated by the Angel and spoken in an unknown tongue by Alexander as he was in the Spirit.

	God intended that these messages should be written and the record kept, because if the words were only spoken, they would soon be forgotten and lost. The first message, the list of all the cities that were to be visited before the end came, was forgotten and lost because they had not been written down. In fact, everything was so strange and new that no one had any idea of what tremendous things were being brought forth, and no one even thought of making any record of them.

	One of the young men in the Institute was a medical student, who has since received his Doctor’s degree. When these strange things began to happen he was at first scandalized. “This is of the devil and must be stopped!” he protested. But when he read the first transcribed message he was convinced it was of God. “I know Celsio,” he said; “with his lack of education and literary ability it would be utterly impossible for that uneducated lad to write like this, especially to write composition that is grammatically perfect and in a very high literary style. Only God Himself could ever cause Celsio to write like that.” He was totally convinced, and shortly afterward, was himself filled with the Spirit and spoke in tongues to his great joy. In fact, those messages had no need to have any corrections at all, not even to correct the punctuation. It was as if the Spirit of God took his hand and wrote through him.

	In the extreme wonder and glory of these manifestations, regular meals were forgotten; an occasional sandwich or a quick lunch was sufficient. Sleep, a necessary interruption, was scanty at best. As the student body and teachers continued on in prayer, the Heavenly Visitor came from time to time to manifest Himself and leave another message.

	After the first couple of weeks, the angelic Visitor did not come so often. Nevertheless, the mighty Presence of God continued every day. That Heavenly Presence seemed to form a circle around the Institute building and extended several yards from its walls.

	Visitors coming within that invisible radius remarked concerning the strange sensations they had as they entered the Presence of the Lord. Neighbors could not use a common pathway to the local store. They complained because that path was barred to them. When we asked why they could not walk that path, they said, “We do not know. There is something there that will not let us pass by. What is that, and why is it that we cannot take our regular path to the store?” they asked. We could only answer that it was the Presence of God, because we had no other answer to give them; we did not understand it ourselves, nor did we know why such a manifestation happened.



God Be Merciful

	Many hours were spent in deep prayer and intercession under the influence of the mighty power of God. Slowly, the great cry for God took direction and oriented itself in an intense cry for the holiness of God to be granted; a deep hunger and thirst after righteousness, and an ever-increasing hatred against sin. Broken and contrite hearts cried for the grace of pardon.

	Everyone that God took into those unusual but wonderful manifestations was sealed into extraordinary supplication in the Holy Spirit. Their common prayer was such as I had never seen a group of people pray before or since. Although there was little understanding at that time of the purpose of the tremendous waves of intercession, nevertheless, understanding or not, a deep heart-cry arose to God from each one present.

	The cry, with countless variations, was mostly concerned for God to intervene and come to them in cleansing and mercy. Students, teachers, and missionaries were bound together in diverse manifestations of that same cry, weeping uncontrollably in deep brokenness before the Lord as the Holy Spirit placed upon them the burden of the Lord for deliverance for the vast, dreadful sins of Argentina.

	Hour after hour, day after day, ten to twenty hours daily for ten weeks that heavy burden with its ever flowing river of tears continued unabated. Huge puddles as large as a platter would form under prostrated bodies on a rough brick floor (and bricks are a very absorbent material). I never knew that human eyes could pour out so much water; rivers of tears would aptly describe the scene.

	One certain young man would stand and lean his head against his folded arm as it rested on the wall and weep ceaselessly. A little stream of tears would form on the unpainted plaster wall where he leaned. In four hours the little stream reached the floor; in six hours that stream flowed out about eighteen inches from the wall on the floor and began to form an ever-increasing puddle in a low spot on the bricks. This happened almost every day, so regularly that it intrigued me and I timed the flow of his tears and marveled. The fountains of the deep were opened as tears flowed like streams down the faces of those young men and women as they were caught up into the Presence of the holiness of God.

	The daily heartbroken cry for mercy, the yearning pleas for pardon, the longings for God’s Presence and for the manifestation of God Himself were the intense yearnings of the Holy Spirit accompanied by a flowing river of tears.

	The power and Presence of the very Spirit of God made the Institute building, and the grounds around it, a vortex of Holy Spirit activity. Neither the student body nor the teachers sat around reading, discussing and meditating on the messages of the Angel. Neither did they concern themselves about the angelic Being. The holiness of God and the guiding directions of the Holy Spirit were real and vital in each individual heart. The Presence of Jesus Himself, as brought by the Holy Spirit, was so paramount, that Jesus, His Cross and His mercy became the center of attraction rather than the angelic Visitor.

	The Lord Himself was paramount in all things. Prayer became a strong, terrible cry unto the Merciful Christ for pardon for ourselves, the church, and the people. The spoken Word came forth in convincing anointing. Prophecy flowed as rivers from many vessels. God worked in individuals: cleansing, transforming, and filling.

	The Bible was transformed into a living, anointed message direct from God to each heart. It was a book of God-spoken words of grave importance. The angelic messages at no time became preeminent over the Holy Scriptures. Through those wondrous words written by the patriarchs and prophets, God spoke eternal and life-changing words directly to His people in that place. The Word of God, open before us, became a constant handbook to guide and enlighten us. The messages from the Angel were more like confirmations to Scriptures given, lessons taught, prophetic declarations of things yet to come and events that God would cause to take place in Argentina.

Chapter 3

The Kingdom Of Evil Repudiated



The unseen war in the Heavenlies marched steadily forward; however, we were at no time aware of that war or involved in open spiritual warfare against the forces of the devil. True, the cry of our hearts reached out for the fulfillment of God’s promises over the cities that had been mentioned and for this great country so utterly bound in paganism and idolatry.

	We cried out for liberation from the ruthless idolatry and tyranny of the Roman Catholic tenets and from the ritualistic religious pretense which satisfied the fleshly man, but left the inner spiritual life a pitiful vacuum. Nevertheless, ever pre-eminent in our prayers was the continuous cry for cleansing from evil.

	The dazzling, overwhelming purity of divine holiness God revealed to us was awesome, even terrifying at times. However, that revelation was neither discouraging nor condemning. Nevertheless, it was appalling, as we saw how infinitely far we were in the inner man from that highest glory of holiness. At the same time, the revelation of divine purity created deep longings for that holiness; longings which became poignant desires burning like a flame in the heart. No gift from God was so longed for and prayed for than the gift of being brought ever deeper into an infinite heaven of holiness. Also, those revelations, given while under the hovering cloud of holiness, developed acutely painful prayers for mercy, pardon, and cleansing.

	It was not our desire or goal to be brought suddenly into some state of great sainthood, but rather it was a vision of the glorious beauty and alluring attractiveness of God’s righteousness. Simultaneously, there came an ever-increasing hatred and repudiation of all evil. First came an understanding of the ugliness of sin in all of its forms, and then a denouncement of all the rulership of evil—a rejection of the rights of the king of evil, which is the devil.

	The Holy Spirit brought an ever clearer vision of the beauty of holiness along with an ever-increasing hatred of the evil that had far more to do with the loves and attitudes of the heart and mind of the inner man rather than outward actions. This new awareness did not cause any attempt to make one’s self into some little saint by religious actions or self-made goodness.

	Attitudes and heart thirstings for God’s righteousness seemed to increase daily as the revelation of the vileness of evil and sin became so abhorrent and so despicable. Sin was like a violent intrusion into the holy, heavenly atmosphere prevailing in that place.

	This flow and manifestation of the Holy Spirit was not something accomplished by some extraordinary teaching or highly anointed ministry of some individual, but rather, the Presence and work of the Holy Spirit Himself acted directly upon hearts. The river of tears could not be stopped as it ran continuously night and day. Such a river from so many eyes for so many weeks, I have never known or seen, either before or since. It just flowed— not started or maintained by any direct human action.

	Everyone present was united by the mighty inertia of the wave of intercession which continued on daily, hour after hour. Ever upward into His Presence, the Spirit of the Lord carried that mixed body of people hungering and crying for God. It seemed to us as if the Lord Jesus Himself wept through those yielded vessels over His beloved world—a world that did not know Him, nor would receive His gracious pardon given at such a cost of Himself.

	One missionary, prostrate on the floor for several hours, was lifted up into the Heavenlies in a vision and given to see vividly, in great detail, the scenes of the crucifixion. He wept and sobbed most pitifully as the reality and pathos of Calvary was shown to him. That vision made an unforgettable impression upon him and affected his spirit from that day forward.



Vacation Time Change

	The normal school vacation time came. Several days had passed without the Angel appearing again; we did not know whether or not He would return. He never spoke of Himself, of His activities, or even when or if He would return. A light lifting of the Presence of the Holy Spirit gave a respite, and the Lord clearly indicated to us that He would have vacation days respected. Some of the students and teachers went to a city in the province; the Spirit of the Lord accompanied them, and the local church there was tremendously stirred and set aflame by the spirit of revival.

	We waited upon the Lord for His will and guidance for the resumption of classes. He spoke clearly and indicated that an entirely new order would have to be introduced into the Institute. The Holy Spirit ordered a new curriculum, giving a certain list of subjects to be taught exclusively from the Bible. He also gave the specific names of the teachers for each subject. Class time was extended from forty-five minutes to two hours. Three classes were to be held daily, and each teacher had an assigned class time.

	The classes were to begin with prayer, and we were to wait upon God until the Holy Spirit indicated when and if His Word would be taught. Although several or all of the teachers might be present, the anointing always was on the teacher assigned to bring forth the message. Only when there was time, and hearts were fully prepared to receive, was there teaching. Throughout the following months God especially honored this order and schedule; He always gave the special anointing to the teacher responsible for the class.

	The spirit of prophetic utterance was common. Very frequently the classes were taught through prophetic utterance only on the assigned subject and Scripture. Often those lessons confirmed the messages given previously by the Angel—although the angelic message had not yet even been transcribed and was still in the hands of Celsio. This prophetic teaching brought strong confirmation. It was most remarkable because it was a word-for-word duplication of the angelic message given prophetically by the Holy Spirit.

	A certain missionary’s wife, named by the Holy Spirit to be one of the teachers, had never taught a class in her life and was very frightened at the prospect. Only after much persuasion did she finally consent to take that position. To her and our surprise, when she took her first class and began to minister, the spirit of prophecy came upon her. For nearly an hour she brought forth a precious lesson, fully in accord with the subject assigned her, and fully prophetic. This phenomenon continued to take place in every one of her classes.

	The days that followed slipped by rapidly because of the countless miraculous works of confirmation that took place daily. The waves of deep intercession lifted as the Word was ministered and the visits of our Heavenly Visitor became more infrequent. However, among the many visions, messages, and diverse manifestations, the most important were the deep, heart-searing prayers, when our very souls were drawn out of us as we waited before the Lord in a cry that originated in God Himself.



“Weep No More”

	Then, one Friday morning in September, the Word of the Lord came forth directly and in mighty power, “WEEP NO MORE . . . THE LION OF THE TRIBE OF JUDAH HATH PREVAILED. I HAVE OVERCOME THE PRINCE OF ARGENTINA.” Then various instructions and promises over Argentina followed, foretelling the wonderful things God was going to accomplish in that nation.

	With this Word came a mighty release. Immediately here was a great transformation of the mood of the Holy Spirit; it was as if a great weight had fallen from off all shoulders. A song of praise was born in each heart. Great joy rested as a mantle upon each one present. The sound of laughter, at first strange to our ears after the months of weeping, was heard. The holy laughter of victory and praise occupied the place of sorrow and crying. Praise came forth as spontaneously as weeping and intercession had formerly come. God had come forth in victory!

	Though we understood little at that time, we knew that all those weeks of intercession had not been in vain. We knew beyond all doubt that God had brought forth His plan and purpose into victory. Weeping was over; no one could have caused one tear to be shed should he try ever so hard to do so. It was as if the very river of sorrow that had flowed from Heaven had been closed and flowed no more.

	That same evening when the student body came down from the glorious heights of the Presence of God into the stormy atmosphere of the outside world, we heard strange and germane news. A revolution had broken out in government circles! That revolution was abortive—just lasting that day; however, to us it was highly significant—as though it confirmed those things that God had just been telling us of His victory—as though a great hand had reached down to shake the very seat of the Argentine Government, both physically and spiritually.

	In truth, that day began the unleashing of forces that transformed the government during the next year. That day the ruling spirit of Argentina was bound and the strong man of Argentina was overcome. The Lion of Judah’s tribe had again prevailed. Michael had once again come forth in battle to help the children of the Lord. (The angelic Visitor had twice mentioned Michael, our prince, to us.)

	Included in the many things God said to us was the fact that He planned to change the government of Argentina. Certain spiritualist rulers in high places, who had been placed in their positions by Eva Peron (the President’s wife), were to be removed from their governmental posts. Within a year from that date this prediction was fully fulfilled. Every one of those evil men had lost his life in one way or another. The last one removed was the brother of Eva Peron; he was killed in a shoot-out in Montevideo, Uruguay.

	Another prophetic word revealed the fall of one of the most powerful women in world history—Eva Peron, the beautiful, evil, spiritualist wife of the President. She had usurped more dictatorial power than her husband possessed. Eva Peron was an ardent spiritualist and organized large conventions in the big boxing arenas of the capital. God said that He was going to take her in hand and intervene to bring Argentina unto Himself—transforming it from paganism to Christianity and from rampant idolatry to the worship of a living Jesus. He said that He would take her life and that she would stand before Him and tremble. He also said that she would try in every way to prolong her life, but that inevitably she would die, screaming for life and tearing out her hair in anger. Eva Peron, the strong healthy young wife of the President, died within a year of this prediction. God’s Words were fulfilled in every detail.

Jesus had said, “When a strong man armed keeps his palace, his goods are in peace. But when a stronger than he shall come upon him, and overcome him, he taketh from him all his armor wherein he trusted, and divides his spoils” (Luke 11:21, 22).

	Up to that day, Argentina had been under a terrible spiritual oppression. The ruling prince of that nation had ruled his kingdom almost unhindered. The work of God was pitifully small. Only a few scattered works had been raised up with great sacrifice. If a small church had one or two conversions a year, it was considered most successful. A miracle of healing or a baptism in the Holy Spirit was practically unknown at all. The prince of evil was not bound; he was free to work his devastating havoc.

	Although the strong man still possessed his house and his goods, he had been overcome, his armor taken away, and it was time to take the spoils. From that day on, the Lord began to speak hope into our hearts. Messages, both written and spoken, told of revival to come and of mighty blessings. Visions were also given of the countless multitudes hearing the Word of God and receiving it. Our imaginations were too small to conceive of the mighty impossibilities that God had promised to accomplish in Argentina. He told of multitudes of the lame that would walk, the blind eyes that were to be opened, and miracles of every kind and class that would surely happen. God was going to loose a mighty River of Life over that land.



Why Argentina?

	Why Argentina? What had we done to bring defeat to the ruling spirits of Argentina? We had not entered into open spiritual warfare against the forces of darkness. We had not openly attacked or even considered any rebuke of those ruling forces of evil. We did not fight against the strong man and bind him. The victory was not the result of our becoming stronger than the strong man. Only Jesus is stronger than that mighty prince of evil and able to overcome him. The Holy Spirit did not lead us to pray against the strongholds of wickedness. Such things were far from our minds. We were not at all consciously warring against evil forces. So what had caused the Lord to fight for Argentina and overcome that evil prince of Argentina? Why had He done it?

	Pondering these things much, the true principles of cause and effect of that mighty work of deliverance were revealed to me little by little. The basic principle of the dominion of evil is that the power of Satan, over one or many, lies in sin. Sin is choosing to obey and accept the dominion of Satan, and at the same time it is the rejection of the rulership of Jesus, the King of Righteousness.

	In the Garden of Eden, Satan had no power over man until he could induce Adam to refuse obedience to God and thus obey him. From that time on man is ruled, but is allowed to choose his ruler. Obedience to sin and temptation, either by an individual or by a government, gives authority to the king of evil. The more obedience is given to Satan, and consequently disobedience is given to God, the more power and authority is given to the prince of evil.

	Therefore, when an individual can be brought by the power of the Holy Spirit into repentance, repudiation of sin, rejection of the rulership of sin and the power of the rulers of darkness, then the dominion of the princes of evil can rightfully be broken. The deeper the repentance, the more intense the repudiation and the hatred of evil, the less power and authority the prince of evil can hold over that person or place.

	God brought fifty Argentines, a cross section of the Argentine population, to the Institute in the town of City Bell. He brought them into a time of tremendous repentance and of heartfelt rejection and repudiation of evil and the prince of evil. Therefore, Christ could say in His eternal justice to Satan, “Behold, I have fifty people who have utterly rejected your rulership and have chosen Me to be their King. For those fifty that have chosen and called for righteousness, I will take charge of the whole nation. As I have won the allegiance of those fifty, so will I win the allegiance of thousands in that nation who will reject your kingship and will choose from their heart the kingdom of righteousness.”

	It was like unto the intercessory prayer of Abraham when he prayed for Lot in Sodom. Abraham asked for mercy for fifty, then forty, then on until ten righteous people could be found in the city, and God answered him that the city could be spared for the sake of even ten righteous people.

“And the Lord said, If I find in Sodom fifty righteous within the city, then I will spare all the place for their sakes” (Genesis 18:26).

	The King of Righteousness arose for us and overturned the throne of evil in the seat of government. Following that victory God then proceeded to call, train, and send forth harvesters into the field of Argentina, the country that lies the farthest south of any populated land in the world.

	That great rejection of the kingdom of evil, arising from the seekers’ deep and sincere repentance, was the real foundation for the mighty revival released in Argen­tina. That repudiation of Satan’s rulership gave God the judicial right to invade and spoil the prince of evil and his rulership over the land before the time of the restoration of all things. To this day, the evil princes over Argentina have not recovered their power in the seat of spiritual ­government.

	The churches continue to grow extensively. Before the revival only one-half of one percent of one hundredth percent were even church members. The spiritual victory that was given that day continues on; the mighty Angel, who fought with the prince of Argentina, remains in the spirit­ual places controlling the prince of evil and maintaining him in subjection.

	The angel who visited Daniel and had to fight through the hindering, opposing, evil forces, said to him, “. . . Do you know­­­ why I have come to you? And now will I return to fight with the prince of Persia: and when I am gone forth, lo, the prince of Greece shall come” (Daniel 10:20). (That battle lasted some 264 years or until Alexander the Greek came and conquered Persia.)

	As word got out of what God was going to do, scoffers were not lacking. Not having been present during those many months of preparation, many ministers, missionaries, and believers could not believe such mighty prophetic promises of such unimaginable proportion; therefore, they totally rejected them. They were unwilling to receive the Word of the Lord. Strong and bitter opposition raised up against the little believing band. Some religious leaders felt they were doing God a favor to openly reject and oppose. Some went so far into blasphemy that much suffering and sorrow happened in their lives because of it.

	However, in spite of the opposition, God, unperturbed, continued on with His plan. He would not be hindered; the gates of Hell could not prevail. Unbelieving and scoffing men could not detain Him who is mighty to save. God had given spiritual weapons into the hands of believing children who dared to use them—the sword of the Lord, the shield of faith, prevailing prayer, and the Blood of the Lamb. With these, the all-conquering Lion of the tribe of Judah had arisen to scatter His enemies. The power of His might would be seen again upon this Earth. We continued to believe God and to wait for His promises to mature and be fulfilled.

Chapter 4

An End and a Beginning



“YE SHALL SEEK ME, and find Me, when ye shall search for Me with ALL your heart” (Jeremiah 29:13).

Revival did not suddenly nor inexplicably begin on that early morning in June when the angelic Visitor came to Alexander, the Polish lad, as he prayed in the meadows. That was but one of the glorious steps that led us ever upward into His high purposes. For two years God had been leading the church to a place where He could bring us into victory through His plan for revival.

	It is not in my power to trace out all the innumerable and intricate ways that God used to lead us to the beginning of the mighty revival in that land. Such a task is far beyond my knowledge and capacity. Many were the servants of God who in utter obedience to Him had their part in the numerous events that led up to these days. However, I desire to present as fully as it is given to me to know, the direct line of the progression of events that led up to the moving and interventions of God at that given time in the history of the revival. Therefore, the pages of history must be turned back a few years.

	A part of the Argentine story really begins in the ministry of that woman of God, Aimie Semple McPherson. The evangelical church of her day had been deceived and believed that the miracle power of Christ had ceased with the death of the apostles and had gone out of the world long ago. However, that highly anointed and empowered woman’s ministry clearly demonstrated that the Spirit and power of Christ was as real and valid in the twentieth century as it was in the first century.

	Under her ministry of miracle power and of the power of God to save sinners, many of the denominational ministers and pastors were thoroughly convinced of the present day validity of the power of God to heal the sick and baptize with the Holy Spirit. They saw firsthand the numerous miracles wrought in the Name of Jesus. One of those pastors was my father, Dr. B. C. Miller, the pastor of a Baptist Church in the city of Ashland, Oregon.

	Dr. Miller brought to the Baptist Church that message of power and of the blessing of the Pentecostal experience. As a result, a mighty revival came to his church and to the whole area. Naturally, although only a child, I witnessed all types of wonders and miracles. So much so, that those astounding works of divine grace in church became to me a proper norm of what church services and the worship of God were supposed to be.

	However, years later, after graduation from Bible College, I entered into my own ministry and began to pastor a church. To my chagrin and surprise such wonders and manifestations of grace did not accompany my labors. I did not know why, but continued on and in due time went to the mission field and ministered in Puerto Rico and Uruguay.

	In 1948, we were sent to Argentina to work in Mendoza, a city in the foothills of the great Andes Mountains, to take over a mission station and church that had been established for seven years. There were exactly eight individuals that attended the church one day a week for two hours only. The older missionaries considered that church very prosperous to be able to have such a large congregation in just seven years. It must be understood that at that time all of the churches in Argentina were pitifully small.

	The Gospel of Christ had not prospered at all in Argentina. After fifty years of missionary activity, the census of three missions working collectively was only 574 souls altogether. No missionary activity prospered. One retired missionary, after forty-five years of service, had only collected three permanent church members. Argentina was considered by mission boards to be the least fruitful mission field in all of the Western ­Hemisphere.

	These facts were a shock to my knowledge of the power of God in my day. Such dismal statistics were frustrating and unacceptable; I definitely did not intend to spend forty-five years of life to garner only three church members. There must be a better way, or else if I could not find it, I would give up these empty dreams and hopeful anticipations, and return to work in my homeland, the U.S.A.



An End

	In January of 1949, I came to what appeared to be the bitter end of my missionary career. With another missionary, Robert T., we went to a town named Lavalle (the valley) that lay in the foothills of the great Andes Mountains. Our purpose was to hold a Gospel crusade in a town where, to our knowledge, the Gospel had never been preached before. We fully believed that in that totally church-less town, we would be privileged to see the mighty wonders and power of the Holy Spirit manifested before our eyes, and see a great spiritual impact on that town. We fully expected to see manifestations such as had happened countless times before in the days of my childhood in the old Baptist Church in Ashland, Oregon.

	With great anticipations we prepared a tent with what we considered to be proper evangelical accoutrements. We labored happily in the hot Andean sun. We dutifully filled the air with recorded music and faithfully visited every home in the community, distributing tracts and Gospel portions. We prayed many hours daily and prepared fine messages for the great congregation that we expected to come. Night after night we held a fine service, but . . . not one single person attended—not even a child came to see if the tent might be a circus. Then came torrential rains and flooded us out, but still we kept on. Yet in spite of all our efforts, witnessing, testifying, and preaching, we still had a zero congregation. The strong man of Argentina ruled contemptuously over every city, large or small.

	After two weeks of expenses and labors, we were forced to retreat in bitter disappointment and failure. We had absolutely no fruit for our labors. For me, that defeat marked the end of a long trail and the beginning of a new one.



A New Way

	Frances Thompson wrote in his majestic poem, The Hound of Heaven, “I fled Him down the labyrinthine ways of my own mind.” Those words could well describe my relationship with God up to that time. There had always been plenty of plausible excuses for the lack of harvest and the want of results in my ministry. True, in my childhood and teenage years, I had often witnessed mighty manifestations of the power of God under the ministry of such leaders of God as Dr. Charles Price, Aimie McPherson, Smith Wigglesworth, and other mighty men of power in the Holy Spirit, as well as the ministry of my own father.

	However, the truth was that these manifestations were completely lacking in my own ministry. Excuses, reasonings, rationalizations, all convenient places to lay the blame, provided me imaginary refuge from the searchlight of God’s truth.

	Always, the reason for my relative fruitlessness lay somewhere outside of myself. In one place the people were too hard, in another it was not harvest time yet, or it was necessary to sow the seed first or the people had no faith. From one pastorate to another, from one mission field to another, the excuses multiplied. True, a certain work for God had been done so that in the eyes of man and of my contemporaries there was no need to feel ashamed. After all, no other missionary was doing any better, but in my own secret heart was the knowledge that there was a better way.

	The ever faithful Spirit of God did not let complacency and excuses continue to hide the truth in my own soul. Times without number the question of Elijah echoed in my soul, “Where is the Lord God of Elijah? Where was the God of glory, of power, of miracles? Where was the God of convicting power and of saving grace so often seen in my childhood and youth?” It was impossible to deny that Elijah’s God accompanied the men and women of God that had ministered in power only a few years before.

	Lavalle was a town which had never heard the Gospel before; it was not a Gospel-hardened, burned-over territory. The people were not hostile, nor the town rebellious; nevertheless, the God of my early life was definitely not in Argentina. Stark reality judged my ministry and efforts, found them wanting, and counted them a total defeat. It was necessary to meet the harsh reality of my own failure. Even with every condition favorable, with missionary equipment complete, with a competent missionary evangelist companion—still Lavalle was a failed enterprise.

	It was clearly evident that in spite of excellent ministerial training and the baptism of the Holy Spirit received as a child, there still was an obvious and deadly lack of power in my ministry. At last the long road of excuses came to a dead end, and the flight from truth finished. God caused me to take inventory of my ministerial career, and the result was devastating disillusionment. No longer was self-deception possible. Our very best efforts of daily prayers and evangelistic efforts had absolutely failed.

	Bitterly defeated—all defenses and excuses destroyed —God brought me to admit the total inadequacy of my abilities to succeed as a missionary. With that confession, and in light of all that was happening, came the decision to quit playing the missionary game. Nothing was left but to leave the ministry, return to my own land, get a job, and admit that somehow I had mistaken the call of God and did not belong in that profession.

	Yet, God continued to challenge me, “Not by might, nor by power, but by My Spirit. . . .” He reminded me that it was not by my efforts, but by His Spirit. But still the answer remained elusive. How was it possible to have His Spirit work for us? After all, we both had already received the baptism of the Holy Spirit, and obviously that was not sufficient; there was nothing more known for us to do. Still God kept challenging me for the surrender of both flesh and the works of flesh. Good as flesh works were, they were unacceptable. God was offering a new way—a way of power—an operation of the Holy Spirit Himself released in the ministry of deliverance, but ignorance and darkness still remained firmly entrenched.

“Then He answered and spake to me, saying, This is the Word of the Lord unto Zerubbabel, saying, Not by might, nor by power, but by My Spirit, saith the Lord of hosts” (Zechariah 4:6).

“Woe to them that go down to Egypt for help; and stay on horses [horses represent works of the flesh], and trust in chariots [chariots represent clever inventiveness of men], because they are many; and in horsemen, because they are very strong; but they look not unto the Holy One of Israel, neither seek the Lord!” (Isaiah 31:1).



A Way—A Highway

“There is a path which no fowl knows, and which the vulture’s eye hath not seen: the lion’s whelps have not trodden it, nor the fierce lion passed by it” (Job 28:7, 8).

	As my desperate thinking continued, a large circle revolved in my thoughts and would ever return to a place in that circle where God would challenge me to lay every missionary activity down and give myself over entirely to prayer. This I did not want to do, so the circle of reasoning, excuses, and blame would begin again only to return to the same place, “Try prevailing prayer.”

	The terms God laid down for my surrender were to spend a minimum of eight consecutive hours daily with Him in prayer and His Word. He reminded me that a man must work eight hours a day to earn his bread, so then a minister could pray as long. Finally and grudgingly, His terms were accepted with the promise of an entire week of fasting and prayer, but no more; surely that was enough to prove the point of my inadequacy.

	Some of my colleagues openly expressed their disapproval, questioning my sanity. They concluded that no one who spent most of his time in prayer, and not in traditional missionary activities, had a right to receive a missionary’s salary. Yet, there must not be taken one step more in deceiving myself and fleeing from God; the challenge had to be accepted.

	There was a small, vacant attic room over the garage of the adobe church in Mendoza where I was serving as pastor at the time. It was there I decided to retire and in fasting and prayer to seek the Lord. It was imperative for me to find God’s answers for revival and the moving of His Spirit in Argentina, to have divine intervention such as written in the book of Acts and to find a manifestation of the Spirit of God according to His promises; or else, I must abandon the whole missionary project in Argentina.

	If a week of fasting and prayer would not do it, then I was free from missionary responsibility, because I had accepted the challenge of fasting and praying for a week. If nothing changed, I would be free to quit the mission field, go home, and get a job—which, honestly at that time seemed to be by far the most desirable thing to do.

	In that week many challenging thoughts were pondered. Was this idea of fasting and prayer merely wishful thinking? Was it truly possible for an ordinary man, without any special qualifications or charisma and having no more from God than a call to the ministry, to meet God in such a way that it would bring tangible results and visible fruit? Did God even challenge men? Could man accept such a challenge? Could time accept the challenge of eternity? Were all the mighty saints and prophets of history special sovereign creations of God, or were they just ordinary men who accepted the challenge of God?

	Then at the end of my circle of rationalizations there would come a gloomy realization, “If not . . . if my concepts are wrong, then am I at the end of the road of no return?” If there were no answers, then there loomed ahead of me an abysmal disorientation—shattered dreams and illusions long held in sacred secret. I still held the belief that if one ever  truly wanted to meet God, then the answer could be found by a week or two of fasting and prayer. Surely someday I would do that . . . but the when never came. If the answers were not found, then the glory and the reality of a prayer-answering God could never be found. Certainly, trying again to find the desired road to Heaven’s Throne of Grace was hopeless.



“Seek Ye My Face”

	In the Scriptures, God adjures man to seek His face; however, He never gives any directions as to how it is to be done. Was seeking God the prerogative of a select few; a limited group of mystics who were equipped from birth to climb high on prophet’s mountain? Many unanswered questions led me to one main question, that somehow this time I had to settle or abandon the project.

	Could a most ordinary man—with but the most ordinary talent and preparation, without any special gifts of mysticism or genius find the personal, intimate Presence of the God of Jesus and find Him in a satisfying reality? Was reality available for such a cloddy, earthy, practical, un-mystical individual? Could such a one have a vital, personal encounter with the Lord of Glory? A careful search of the Scriptures from Abraham to Nehemiah, from Elijah to Peter, encouraged me to believe that it might truly be ­possible.

	Being practical and materialistic by nature, and more comfortable in shop or field than at a student’s desk or a prophet’s chamber, I, nevertheless, had to find an answer. The answer had to be both spiritual and practical, dynamically real, as well as scripturally authentic. The spiritual and the material just had to come together; after all, Jesus came out of a carpenter shop.

	After seven days of prayer and fasting, there still was no answer. Doubts, questions, and fears marked the long passing hours. Where was God? The walls echoed back the barren question. Turmoil wrestled within. Was such a demand on God human impertinence? The days crept slowly by and still no answer, save that on the penultimate day, the Spirit of God drew near and questioned me as to what I was doing. My answer, “I am fasting and praying for revival.” Then there came a strange Word from the Spirit, which was, “An empty stomach is not the coin of Heaven . . . but rather the Blood of Jesus.”

	The week ended, and what a relief! I had accepted the challenge and no fruit resulted from it; therefore, I was now free to leave the mission field and to retire to a more fruitful work. But then . . . ahead loomed an apparently dead-end street. An ever-deepening dread of defeat threatened me—a defeat so final and abysmal that terrified me. There came a sudden realization of the devastation this defeat would produce in my life. My faith in God would slowly evaporate; my heart would never again believe that the God of others would ever become my God. The God of Elijah, of Peter, and of many of God’s men I had known, would never become my God.

	This terrifying realization became a strong motive to continue past seven days, for I could not, dared not stop until obtaining at least some kind of answer. Seven weeks went by, and still I dared not abandon my search, for every day defeat seemed more horrible to contemplate. If this search ended without victory, it would take my very God out of Heaven, the Creator out of the universe, and turn a believer into an atheist. Endless hours dragged by, and still no windows opened into Heaven. Weeping, waiting, meditating, searching the Word, walking, kneeling, standing, and again being prostrate on the floor. . . . Silence! No posture, no fasting, no tears, no cries could pierce the silent, invisible barrier which so oppressively closed in upon my being. The days slowly passed, lengthening into weeks. God was in no hurry to uncover the secrets of His mysteries. He, who had so carefully hid the diamonds deeply in the Earth for only the most persistent of seekers to find, did not hurry to reveal His hiding place to one who aspired to visit His treasury. The seeking and digging was necessary. Two months passed—an eternity seemed to slide into time. Not a breeze stirred in the spiritual world, not even a tiny cloud the size of a man’s hand appeared.

	However, though I did not find God during that time, certainly the devil was there. The enemy brought an almost continual barrage against my seemingly ridiculous attempt. It was against all reason, rationality, good sense, and sanity, the friendly enemy warned. And surely it was doomed to defeat as if an elephant tried to fly. But by then I had gone too far and could not turn back.

	It occurred to me to set God a date. Surely by now a mistake was made. There was no use going on indefinitely. Accordingly a date was set, “God, if by the end of this week, Saturday evening at five o’clock, You do not manifest Yourself in some tangible way, then it will be known that I am mistaken. I will go out with tracts and return to the conventional missionary routine.” Surely God, knowing my sincere decision, would be forced to move out from His hiding place—this was my clever, hidden reasoning.

	But still no breeze stirred. In infinite wisdom and patience, God held His peace, and the end of the week drew near. The five o’clock hour arrived, and still God had done nothing. With unutterable bitterness of soul, with tears of frustration and defeat welling up from depths within, I filled my pockets with tracts and slowly walked down the long hill which led to the street. God had not answered.

	At that moment, in God’s precise timing, a local pastor arrived with his unconverted teenage son. During the visit the pastor poured out his troubles at great length. Minutes became hours. It became impossible to do the proposed house-to-house visitation and tract distribution because of the lateness of the hour. As the two visitors prepared to leave, I asked the boy a searching question. One word led to another until the young boy was on his face sobbing his way through to grace and mercy, and asking for forgiveness of his sins.

	The two finally left. In the darkness of the hall, with the door behind them scarcely closed, a gentle, quiet voice within said, “You see, son, when I wish, I can bring souls to you. Now return and continue in prayer until I tell you it is time to leave.”



Suddenly a Voice . . .

	So back again into that little attic room for more weeks of wrestling, prayer, and the Word. Weeks went by until time lost all its meaning. Then one day, a day no different from all the others that had gone before, without any advance warning whatsoever, suddenly a voice, so overwhelming, so penetrating, so sweet, resounded into the very air of that room. A word was spoken; that word vibrated powerfully into the depths and out again into the heights. Accompanying that word came the dynamic overwhelming Presence of God that seemed to fill the whole world about me.

	In a voice that seemed fully audible, He spoke a special message in penetrating power that passed through all barriers into the most interior of my soul. The separating veil was rent; the windows of Heaven were opened. Glory shone all around, and I was catapulted into hitherto unknown realms of glory in the Spirit.

	My question was answered. God had come to just an ordinary mortal man. In inexplicable waves and into realms of glory and power that passed far beyond my highest anticipations, He had come to bring forth His high purposes and His divine will in Argentina. The reality of His manifested Presence and His all-powerful Word fully vindicated His promises. The windows of Heaven remained open—windows that have never again closed—and in Spirit I saw things unlawful to be uttered.

Chapter 5

Revival Begins

Other missionaries chided me for my actions and asked if I thought it was God’s time for revival in Argentina. My answer was that I did not know if it was time for Argentina or for Mendoza or for my little church, but one thing I truly knew was that it was time for me to have revival, because I did not have tomorrow. My personal revival had now come, and I was reveling in it.

	Six more weeks passed by as I waited and basked in the wonder and glory of that heavenly atmosphere. Then, one morning, quite unexpectedly, again that inaudible-audible voice sounded within my being. A strange order was given, “Now I will pour out My Spirit upon the church. Go tell the people to begin prayer meetings. Tell them to begin Monday night and to come prepared to stay from eight o’clock until midnight. If they are not prepared to stay the entire four hours, they must not come at all,” the voice said.

	I thought it a strange order from the Lord. Just a little while previously I had chosen a most convenient hour for prayer meetings, but no one had come. And now, at a more inconvenient time, with four long hours demanded, they were requested to attend a prayer meeting. I thought to myself, “Who of these indifferent folk will be responsive enough to come to a meeting that demands hours of prayer so late at night?” Not even the city busses ran at that late hour, so they would have to walk home.

	The divine order was undramatic, yet clear; it demanded obedience. Honestly, I did not expect a single person to obey. Naaman, the leper, had expected the prophet Elisha to at least approach him and strike his hand over the place of his affliction. He anticipated a dramatic appearance of some kind, not a mere order, “Go wash seven times in Jordan.” I had expected revival to begin in some spectacular way, not just a call to a prayer meeting. However, I soon discovered that it is not the order, but the One who gives the order that makes all the difference.

	God’s ways are definitely not our ways. He gave this command and He expected it to be obeyed literally. I must confess that I had many doubts. I knew my few church people, their lethargy and lack of interest in the things of God. If there were to be any response at all, I knew it would have to be God.

	God was beginning to teach me the importance of simple, explicit obedience. In Eden, it was not the quantity of fruit consumed that brought such chaos; it was the quality of deliberate disobedience that revealed a willful choice to reject the rule of God over their lives. Disobedience is what sundered man from a relationship with his God. Implicit, simple obedience is the only way which leads back into the Presence of God and restores a right relationship with Him.



Come and Pray

	The invitation made to the little church group the following Sunday was most unusual; obedience to it would be difficult to fulfill. The cold winter weather, an unheated building, and the lack of transportation after the midnight hour all combined to make it difficult to respond to such a call. Nevertheless, to my surprise, three individuals indicated their willingness to attend the proposed prayer ­services.

	Three people came that Monday night—a timid serv­ant lass, a backslid-den Christian worker, and his shy young wife. Not one of the three had ever seen anyone filled with the Holy Spirit or had heard much about Him. This small church, and many like it in Argentina at that time, had never experienced any manifestations of the Holy Spirit. They did not know how to receive the Holy Spirit, nor what it would be like when He came. We spent some time the first night instructing them according to the Scriptures. Then all five of us knelt before the Lord in prayer. Total, absolute silence reigned supreme. Whether they slept or prayed, I know not.

	I led out in prayer, praise, and song, but none joined me; they merely waited on in silence. When the four interminable hours had passed, I asked if anyone had received any impulse or direction from the Lord that would call for any cooperation on one’s part. Had anyone any impulse to pray aloud, to praise the Lord, to sing a song, in fact, anything at all?

	Everyone answered in the negative except the young wife; she very shyly admitted to a strange desire to walk to the table in the center of the room and hit upon it. However, that was entirely too preposterous for her to do. She was far too proud to even consider such a thing. She merely commented, “Oh, it would be too foolish!” Nor could she be persuaded to even try it. On this note, the first prayer meeting ended.

	Again I went before the Lord; I had fulfilled His command, and nothing had happened. What should we do now? But the Lord only said to wait and gather again for prayer. The next night the same group returned to seek the Lord. The second night was an exact repetition of the night before. During the four silent hours, not one felt the slightest impulse from the Lord, save the same woman who confessed to the same strange desire as the first night. She felt like she should go to the table and hit on it. But as had happened the night before, she was too ashamed and could not be persuaded to do so. The meeting ended in such dismal failure that I was certain no one would return the following night.

	I was attacked with many doubts. Was this yet another failure? Could this be of the Lord—a thing so strange and so out of the ordinary as that desire to rap on a table? What earthly good could that do? Nothing like it had ever been mentioned in the Bible. Why had God not come to us as I had expected? Was hitting on a table the sort of thing God inspired? What possible relation with revival did thumping on a table have? Why did He delay if He had given the command to gather to pray, promising that He would manifest Himself? Many questions and doubts zeroed in upon my heart and mind. In fear and trembling I awaited the next service.

	The third night the same three joined my wife and myself for another evening of prayer. The result was another evening of silent waiting—another evening of no response to any urging or prompting of the Holy Spirit. When the service was nearly over, I called to the timid wife and asked her if she still felt like banging on the table. With much shame and blushing, in her timidity she admitted that she did; however, in no way could she be prevailed upon to do so.

	How difficult it is for man to learn to know the voice of God! Thrice God called Samuel, and thrice Samuel thought it was the voice of Eli. Only the fourth time did he learn that it was God speaking. Several times God spoke to this young wife. Somehow I knew it was God speaking; after all, He had ordered these prayer services. Would He then not fulfill His promise to manifest Himself? But the woman would not obey.

	Thursday night everything continued as on the previous evenings until eleven o’clock when I asked everyone to get up from their knees and be seated. I called the young wife by name and asked, “Do you still feel like hitting the table?” In shame and reluctance she confessed to the same strange desire, but she absolutely refused to get up to do it. So I asked everyone to sing a chorus, and we all marched around the table. One by one each one gathered courage to hit the table. All, that is, except the one to whom God gave the order. Fifteen minutes passed with all of us singing a chorus and marching around the table and four of us hitting on it. Finally, the young wife that God had singled out for this act took courage and reaching out, banged on that table.



The Wind of the Spirit

	When her hand hit the table, immediately it was like a rushing wind swept through the room from one corner to the opposite corner. In seconds, the retiring, timid servant lass was on her feet worshiping the Lord in great ecstasy. Her hands were raised in the air, and her face was transformed. She radiated the joy and glory of the Lord as she spoke in an unknown tongue.

	The backslid-den, rebellious man, who had consistently resisted the call of God over his life, fell under the table and there began to worship the Lord in another tongue as the Spirit gave utterance. His young, reluctant wife, seeing what was taking place with the others, cried out in a loud voice, all timidity now gone, “I, too, Lord! Please don’t pass me by!” She feared that the Spirit would not bless her. However, in but moments the River of the Holy Spirit flowed upon her and immersed her in the glory of His Presence, and she broke forth in a strange tongue.

	We did not realize it at the time, but that day was the beginning of the coming of the Holy Spirit, not only to us, but to the whole of Argentina. It began as an outpouring of the Holy Spirit that would in time reach out into the farthest corners of that great country.

	An act of simple obedience had been the last key that opened the door. That day God set in motion the forces to change that vast, idolatrous, unbelieving country and make of it a Christian nation. The move of God, for which so many had prayed, had come. Faith had triumphed. All the prayers, tears, longings, and countless hours of wrestling with the enemy had at last prevailed. Faith changed into sight, and we entered the stream of His mighty purpose for which so many had longed and prayed—yet had not seen. Others had laid down their lives in faith, not having received the promise; nevertheless, He came—just as He had promised.

	The wisdom of God put to naught the wisdom of men. The act of obedience to the prompting of the Holy Spirit removed the last obstacle to the flow of the mighty River of God. It was in early June, 1949, that the River from Heaven began to flow out into the city of Mendoza in Argentina. Precisely, it was the same city, and the only city in Argentina, that one hundred years earlier had accepted and listened to Allen Gardiner and his band who had laid down their lives for Argentina. That city, Mendoza, a century later, was the place the seed, planted so long before, began to sprout and flourish.



A New Fountain Opened

The news of the outpouring of the Holy Spirit traveled swiftly. More people came out to the prayer service the next night. From then on neither cold nor rain, lack of transportation or anything else hindered the people from coming to seek the Lord and to be filled with the Holy Spirit. For nearly a year that prayer meeting continued on from 7:00 p.m. until 2:00 or 4:00 a.m. every night without fail. No one even considered staying home and sleeping in for weariness. The heavenly atmosphere of the Presence of the Lord was so delightful and so attractive that it was too lovely to miss.

	The young teenage servant lass, who had only three years of education, was often given visions of things to come, and many of those visions came to pass right away. At times, she would speak prophetically, quoting many Scriptures she had never learned, nor read.

	Felix, a young man, received the word of knowledge and saw hidden things in visions. One night he admonished a retired school teacher through the word of knowledge to clear her home of idols. She replied, in hurt amazement, that there were no idols in her home. Then God gave Felix a vision showing him every detail of her bedroom where a certain trunk contained a pile of religious relics at the bottom. It was true. The relics (keepsakes left by her deceased mother) had been there for so many years that she had forgotten them. God was showing to the people His displeasure with all idolatry, and He wanted all such things destroyed. The following day, the teacher brought all those relics to me to destroy.

	God gave to various ones gifts and operations of His Spirit that they had never known before. Young Felix received an anointed healing ministry, later becoming a successful evangelist in pioneering new works.

	As word of the revival spread over the city, more and more new people came. All who came were soon saved and baptized with the Holy Spirit. During those months the church did not have one member who was not filled with the Holy Spirit. As soon as new people came, they were saved and filled with the Holy Spirit, usually before receiving baptism in water. In but a few months the church was filled to overflowing with believers enjoying the wonderful Presence of God.

	Brother T., the missionary that had labored with me in the disastrous Lavalle tent crusade, was sent on a special trip to visit us. Various ministers in Buenos Aires, having heard the reports of a moving of the Holy Spirit in Mendoza, sent Brother T. to make a firsthand report. Having pastored the Mendoza Church at one time, he already knew the people well. Looking upon the gloriously transformed people, all praising God and moving in the operations and gifts of the Holy Spirit, he said, “This is a miracle. This is God. Only God could do this with these people. When I pastored here before, we had studies on the gifts and operations of the Holy Spirit, but there was no response. Now these people are manifesting these same gifts.”

	In a matter of weeks, the congregation doubled and redoubled and redoubled again. The people formed themselves into small bands and went out to witness for the Lord. On the streets and into homes they went in the power of the Holy Spirit. They returned giving glorious testimonies of what God was doing in response to their simple faith and witnessing.

	Two young sisters returned the first day telling what happened in the house they visited. After chatting about an hour, the young wife excused herself as she had to attend to her sick mother. The visitors, newly filled with the Holy Spirit, offered to pray for the sick woman, and receiving permission they went in and prayed for her. God graciously healed her so wonderfully that the sick lady rose and served the visitors tea; she chatted with them about the things of God for a couple of hours. It was only as they left the house that they discovered the woman had been paralyzed and bedridden for five years. God had instantly restored her to health.

	Two young doctors were interviewed on the street by two simple and uneducated teenagers. At first the two doctors mocked them and laughed at them. Then the two young ladies told the doctors their experience and change of life with Christ. The Holy Spirit touched those two doctors, they began to cry, and there on the street they knelt down and asked those two children to pray for them.

	People were saved and healed as hands were laid upon them in faith. As I listened attentively to their testimonies, the Lord spoke to me again and said, “You see, son, I can do much more with these little Spanish-speaking ones, filled with My Holy Spirit, than I could with your going out alone with tracts from door to door. You do what I tell you to do, and I will do the rest.” Seeing the wonderful wisdom and plan of God, my heart was melted; I knew His way was best.

	God cleansed the church by the purifying power of the Holy Spirit, then He put it into His order. Later we were ordered of the Lord to another healing crusade in a tent, and this time it was not a failure. God worked His wonders and many found Christ as their Savior. For the first time people would come, listen, and many believed.

	One night in the Mendoza Church, as penetrating words of prophecy went forth in the Name of Jesus, there was such manifestation of the Presence of the Spirit of the Lord that all present, whether saved or unsaved, were on their knees before the Lord crying out to Him. All fell before Him that night and confessed Him Lord of all. As His Spirit swept over the congregation in mighty power, no one present could resist His Presence.

	Overnight the Lord had transformed the Mendoza Church. Instead of eight struggling, uninterested church members, the church was full. God changed His Church so that:

. . . Cold silence became spirit-inspired worship services; 

. . . Apathetic attendance became joyful rejoicing; 

. . . Sighing and bitterness became singing in the Spirit; 

. . . Defeat became the victory of the Holy Spirit;

. . . Unbelief became faith triumphant;

. . . Death became life abounding in hope and love.

God had come to the church in Mendoza, and the desert had become a fruitful place.

	But as the destiny of a river is to flow ever onward seeking new channels till it returns to the ocean from which it was born, so also this River of God could not be confined to Mendoza. Before long, calls came from other cities asking us to visit their churches and share the wonderful things of God. So leaving the newly anointed national pastor in charge of the Mendoza work, we were directed to go to the capital city of Argentina, Buenos Aires.

Chapter 6

The River Flows

“For I will pour water upon him that is thirsty, and floods upon the dry ground . . .” (Isaiah 44:3).



To a Russian Speaking Church

After about two months the Spirit of God began to visit churches in other cities. One day He sent me to visit a church of Ukrainian immigrants. However, the pastor informed me that they wanted no Americans to visit their church, but as I insisted that the Lord had sent me, he finally permitted me to come one night only, on the condition that the people would not be informed of my coming. Also, I would not be allowed to enter the building until after the service had begun. Arriving in their service, I looked around at the congregation of Russian speaking believers who had been converted in Europe and escaped persecution by coming to Argentina.

	The long preliminary program finally finished, and the pastor announced that I would share a few words with them. However, the only word the Lord gave me was, “Do nothing, but invite the people to pray.” What kind of a message was that, I thought? But having begun some months before to walk the road of implicit obedience to the Word of the Lord, I obeyed His command, and addressing the people I said, “Brethren, the Lord is here, let us pray.”

	As one man, the whole congregation fell upon their knees; before anyone had time to realize what was happening, the Holy Spirit began to fall on the congregation. Many were touched by the Holy Spirit and began to cry out fervently; others offered up loud cries of repentance as they sought their way back to pardon and to the Cross.

	The pastor acted as if he was stunned; he had never seen such manifestations as these in his church, although he was Pentecostal in belief. Quickly he sprang to the pulpit and rang a bell to call the people to order. Obediently, they became silent and took their seats again. “And now,” boomed the pastor, visibly perturbed, in a deep, commanding voice and speaking in Russian, “our visitor will speak to us.”

	However, God had not changed His mind. I arose again to speak and said, “Brethren, God is here; let us pray!” Explosively, they fell on their knees and began to pray. Immediately, the Holy Spirit again moved upon them, and their cries to God ascended all over the sanctuary.

	The enthusiasm increased until the pastor, unable to tolerate any more deviation from the customary ultra-formalism and ritualism, rang his little bell and called the people to attention. A second time he soundly scolded them in Russian, and although I knew not what he said, his angry voice and manifested distress left no doubt as to what he was doing. So once more the people meekly obeyed and sat in their seats. The service was returned to me to preach the accustomed sermon. But God’s sermon still had not changed, so I simply said, “Brethren, God is here; let us pray.” Down on their knees they went for the third time.

	Yet one more time the same happenings were repeated; the bell was rung, the congregation was scolded and seated in silence, and the service handed over to me. One more time those Russian Christians heard the same call to prayer, and they fell on their knees again as the Holy Spirit moved over the people.

	This time, the fourth time, there was no more bell ringing and no more scolding. The Holy Spirit continued to move, completely unoffended by the repeated interruptions of the pastor. The pastor himself stood there astonished, but observant, until he himself was moved upon by the Holy Spirit and began to call out to God along with his congregation. At last, he understood that the people were not out of hand, but in God’s hand. For hours, great crying and groaning ascended. Deep conviction of sin came upon some, and they begged for pardon. Others shouted the praises of Zion and the Lamb in mighty victory. Others spoke in unknown tongues as they received the Holy Spirit promised by the Father. It was a holy jubilee! By the end of the week they told me that over two hundred had received the gift of the Holy Spirit.



To a Spanish Speaking Church

	To a church in the center of the great capital city, Buenos Aires, that same beautiful River of God began to flow in a cleansing, healing stream. Believers were filled with His Holy Spirit as they cried out to God for His Spirit to come to them. Several teenage children of the missionary pastor were revived and filled with the promises of the Father. The praying wife of the pastor was gloriously renewed, and her heart was filled with joy. She later became one of the teachers God specifically selected to teach in the Bible Institute in the town of City Bell at the time of the heavenly visitation. Because there was so much vocal response to the manifestation of the Spirit of God, the worshipers were forced to close the doors and windows of the building on the sultry summer nights. This was done to protect unbelieving neighbors from the loud praises, singing, and prayers the Holy Spirit inspired. Nevertheless, the cries and praises passed unhindered through the closed doors and windows as they ascended heavenward.



North to Paraguay

	In a lumbering old train that crept bumpily ahead at a stolid eighteen miles per hour, Missionary Robert T. and I chugged Northward. Our destination was Encarnación, Paraguay—a place where a mission had been established, but had never had any manifestation of the Holy Spirit at all. The Lord sent us there and indicated His pleasure was to bless that place.

	On the night of the second service, the River began to flow out in power to those deeply impoverished people of backward Paraguay—paupers in material things, as well as spiritual things. On the third night a small timid Indian woman, recently arrived from the Chaco jungle, came into the service. She did not know the Spanish language and could only speak the Guarani Indian language. I tried, but could not converse with her before the service. It was impossible to even greet her in Spanish, so others had to interpret for me.

	At first she sat stolidly and unmoved until the glory cloud of the Presence of God descended upon the congregation. Then that timid little Indian woman suddenly leapt to her feet. As her heart was charged with the ardor of the Spirit of God, she began to speak loudly and fluently in Spanish for about thirty minutes. She foretold what the Lord was going to do, and then she spoke at length on the subject of the second coming of Jesus. She also gave a warning to the church to get ready for His soon coming. She spoke not only in such beautiful Spanish, but also in sound scriptural doctrine. Her Spanish was so perfect that I thought for certain the local brothers had been jesting with me about her not knowing Spanish.

	Suddenly, the timid Indian woman wheeled around and told a certain brother to raise his hands because God wanted to baptize him with His Spirit. He would not lift his hands, so the woman suited her actions to her words. Though she did not understand the language she was speaking, she leapt over a bench, reached him, grabbed his hands, and forcibly lifted them up over his head as he knelt there. Immediately the Spirit of God came upon him and he broke forth in other tongues as Jesus baptized him in the Holy Spirit.

	After the service, I went over to speak to her, “Well,” I said, “it looks like you were fooling me. I see you can speak Spanish.” She stared at me blankly as a person standing near her commented, “Oh, she doesn’t speak Spanish, only Guarani.” One said, “She is my wife’s cousin and just arrived yesterday; she speaks only Guarani.”

	That little Guarani Indian woman had been speaking in other tongues as the Spirit gave her utterance; she knew nothing about what she had been saying. She knew nothing about the teaching of the coming of the Lord. Yet to us, who understood every word she said, we heard an amazing and accurate prophecy given.

	The manifestations of the Holy Spirit that began that day in the land of south Paraguay continued for many months and inspired various churches. That River of God’s blessing flowed up into the jungles and out into the colonies of the European immigrant believers. A young, rebellious Slavic lad, a pastor’s son, attended some of those services and for the first time saw a move of God that so inspired him that he said to himself, “I want this Holy Spirit in my life.” He determined to seek for Him. Two years later the Lord spoke to the lad and sent him to City Bell, a town of which he had never heard. He arrived in time to enter the Institute and participate in the revival move. There God forged another link in His chain of revival events.



To Chaco (a Province of Argentina)

	In the midst of the unfriendly Chaco jungle, hardy peasant folk from Europe had carved out cotton farms. They had known the moving of the Spirit of God in their homeland, but through the great trials of faith—coming to a new land, wresting homes, churches, and farms from the hostile jungle with bare hands having limited tools—they had lost their first love for the Lord. To the older ones, busy with farm and business, church was a necessary Sunday ritual. To the young people, church was a required misery; they only attended in obedience to their parents’ demands. Although they attended, they sat in the back of the chapel with laughter and ridicule. They were known for their backslid-den condition and their complete lack of interest in anything that pertained to the God their church claimed to worship.

	Then one day near Christmas in 1950, the co-pastor and several of his members heard of the outpouring of the Holy Spirit among the Slavic-speaking folk in Buenos Aires. They went to visit and saw the glorious work of the Holy Spirit, especially among the young people. This inspired them to seek the Lord for themselves. Returning to Chaco, they shared first-hand reports of the work of the Lord they had seen in Buenos Aires. A hunger grew in the hearts of the people, and they began to seek the Lord. The Holy Spirit began to visit them.

	A young girl, the most backslid-den of the group, came to Christ in deep heart-rending cries of repentance; she cried piteously for mercy and pardon. God heard her cries, saved her, and filled her with the Holy Spirit. Older eyebrows were raised. “How can this be? The most rebellious, sinful person in the whole church is the first one to receive grace and pardon.” The beautiful and obvious changes in her life sent a strong message to the other young people. If God had forgiven and baptized the worst among them, then there was hope for all of them. They began to seek earnestly. They felt themselves strangely drawn to seek the Lord, and those that had come to church to laugh and mock now came to seek the mercies of Christ as the Spirit of God convicted them of their sins and their need to be saved.

	Alexander, the wayward, rebellious son of the pastor who was the ringleader of a gang of mischief-makers, came to church with the express purpose of disturbing the meeting. He was standing at the church door with his cronies making fun of the service. In a half-drunken state, he felt himself drawn irresistibly forward by a great wave of fire. Nearing the altar, he gave a great cry and suddenly threw himself down on the floor. His laughter had turned into great mournful cries for mercy, and he began to weep uncontrollably. His rebellious companions, who had followed him into the church, turned and tried to escape, but it was too late. One by one they all dropped to the floor crying out as if their souls were already in hell.

	The course of their lives was changed forever. The pastor’s son turned his back on sin and turned his face to seek the Lord. Before long God filled him with the Holy Spirit. In the weeks that followed, Alex (as all called him) spent many night hours in the forests crying out to the Lord before going out to work in the cotton field all day. He became a young man of prayer—a change so radical that his companions marveled. Several months later the Lord called him to Bible school in City Bell, and it was he to whom the Heavenly Visitor often appeared.

	The conviction of the Holy Spirit also fell upon the older folk, and one by one they repented. After waging personal war with other members of the church for over ten years, they went to their most bitter enemies to be reconciled. It was not uncommon, when the spirit of weeping and repentance came over a person, to see him go in humility to his worst enemy to be reconciled. This wave of revival completely changed that church forever.

	Alexander (the Slavic lad from the Chaco in Paraguay), a young lady from Mendoza, a missionary’s daughter from Buenos Aires, and many others were brought together by the Lord in City Bell in 1951. It was there that the Angel appeared, and they all were brought into His Presence with strong intercession and prayer for the next three months.



After the Sowing Came Reaping

	At the end of those three months of intensive intercession, when the Lord had told us to weep no more, for the Lion of Judah had prevailed, a general conference was scheduled. One morning service, in which the Holy Spirit’s Presence was powerfully manifested, a young Italian man jumped to his feet. He had wandered far from the Savior for a long time, but as the Presence of the Lord hovered over the meeting, he could not withstand the gentle wooing of the Holy Spirit. Rising to his feet, he suddenly began to confess his coldness and backslid-den condition in a loud voice and with many tears. His action seemed to open a breach in a great dam. One by one the people, faces bathed in tears, walked forward and began to form a line waiting their turn to confess their sins as the spirit of repentance moved among them. The dinner bell rang, but no one heeded it. The Holy Spirit began to convict almost everyone in the congregation of his own lack and need. One by one confessions were made and relationship with the Lord restored. For nine hours nonstop the people sought and found pardon, renewed faith and relationship with the Lord.

	However, there were several missionaries that came into active displeasure with what the Spirit of the Lord was doing and walked out of the confession meeting not to return. They were angry and became opposed to this work of the Holy Spirit from that moment until God vindicated His Word two years later. Nevertheless, in spite of resistance on the part of some, unperturbed, the Spirit of the Lord continued to move upon the many who were open and hungry; the revival move continued to grow.

	After the Bible Institute year was over, the Spirit sent the young students out two by two to work for the Lord in different churches and towns. Each pair was given the name of the city or church which they should visit. Two young men from the Institute went to the town of Veinticinco de Mayo (25th of May) where a Pentecostal Church had stood for many years, but had only about a dozen people in it. “The Lord has sent us here,” the boys told the startled missionary in charge, as she met them at the door. “Come on in,” she said as she cordially received them.

	The boys went to their room to pray. The longer they prayed, the more the burden for the city came upon them. They did not even attend services or come to the meals prepared for them, but continued on in prayer. Sometimes they were seen walking the streets with tears coursing down their cheeks as they prayed for that city.

	Then the Lord directed them to put up a Gospel tent, but they found that the only tent available was torn and unusable, so they decided to mend it themselves. When it was ready, they set it up in a lot in the center of town. Out of their tender hearts—broken and stirred for the needs of the people—they began to minister the wondrous Gospel of Jesus.

	The Spirit of the Lord moved upon the townspeople who came, and a large number were wonderfully saved and healed. Soon the church was no longer empty. The same Holy Spirit—who had moved in Mendoza, Buenos Aires, Paraguay, Chaco, and City Bell—was now moving out to the unsaved in other parts of the country. Our hearts rejoiced, and we concluded that surely the Lord was beginning to fulfill the words of the promise given to us in City Bell.



Wait, Watch, and Pray

	Then a strange, incomprehensible order came from the Lord: “Retire from the field of battle. Go aside and wait and pray.” It was a difficult order. We had anticipated a spiritual rocket-launching into a great overnight building of His kingdom. Instead, He set us aside into nothingness and apparent failure. Yet, in obedience to His command, six of us with our eight children left City Bell (the place of His mighty visitation) and moved to another city some 250 miles to the south, the city of Mar del Plata (Sea of Silver). It was in this place that God chose to send yet greater and more wondrous events that would take place in the future, but of which we knew nothing at that time.

	In the days of waiting, watching, and praying in Mar del Plata, faith was sorely tried. Because the fulfillment of the promises of the Lord was delayed, many Christians began to laugh, to mock, and to openly question that God had really spoken such marvelous promises. It was obvious to their eyes that He definitely had not spoken such things, because nothing was coming to pass. So the scoffers continued to ridicule and discount all that God had said and done. Many rejected the wonders that God had done in City Bell and concluded there must be something evil in it all. They turned violently against those who believed the promises.

	After all the wonderful things God had done, only a small band remained who really believed and kept the Words of the Lord, pondering them in their hearts. As months lengthened into years, the only encouragement was that He who had made the promises was well able to perform them. During those quiet years of waiting, one event happened which brought courage to our hearts. It was a definite confirmation of the Word God had given to us during the City Bell days.

	God had said, “Eva Peron shall tremble . . . she will see the thunder of My Presence fall upon her face. She will tremble, for she shall see Me just as I am, and she shall die. I shall remove her and all of her men from government.” One day, the news leaked out throughout the country that Eva Peron was seriously ill. That beautiful but wicked, powerful but evil, adulterous and unrepentant woman who ruled as Vice President with her husband in a strong dictatorship; that woman who had made great men tremble, was stricken by the Lord. Now it was she who would tremble in abject fear.

	As the weeks went by, the people learned that her illness was incurable. She was sent to the greatest hospitals, even making a secret trip to a famous hospital in New York City, but all to no avail. Leukemia, that terrible cancer of the blood which at that time knew no cure, rampaged through her beautiful body.

	Inflexibly, the Words of God came into fulfillment. She fought hard to live, but in spite of money, influence, youth, and all that her spiritualist friends could do, she sank lower and lower. Eva Peron, the one who had become an ardent spiritualist and who was taking the country into open spiritualism, was inexorably taken down into a terrible, rebellious death—screaming for life and tearing out her beautiful hair in bitter rage. Nevertheless, death took her into the Presence of her Divine Judge. She saw Him as He is . . . and trembled.

	After the glorious months of the visitation of God in Mendoza, after the move of the Spirit among the churches in Argentina and Paraguay, after the Spirit-led days of City Bell, we were set aside to do nothing but wait, watch, and pray. The days of waiting were difficult. The silence of the Lord—after the abundant messages He had given in City Bell—tried our faith. Truly it was a hard time for all. It was comparatively easy to receive the promises in faith, but we found the time of patient waiting for their fulfillment far more difficult. The times and seasons of God were in His hands alone, and He had told us to wait. More than two years went slowly by.

Chapter 7

And It Came To Pass

“When a strong man armed keeps his palace, his goods are in peace: But when a stronger than he shall come upon him, and overcome him, he takes from him ALL HIS ARMOUR wherein he trusted, and divides his spoils” (Luke 11:21, 22).

The services of a well-known missionary-healing evangelist had been solicited from the United States by the Argentine committee for mass evangelism. When the one selected found it impossible to come, Tommy Hicks had been sent in his place. After he had arrived in Argentina, he consulted with the evangelical leaders concerning the coming city-wide meetings. Tommy said that he wanted a meeting place that would seat at least twenty-five thousand people before he would consider beginning the meetings.

	The committee was of the mind that a place seating twenty-five hundred would be overly sufficient. However, Tommy firmly said he would not start unless a large stadium was obtained. Those evangelical leaders, who had so far not been touched by the revival taking place around them, had many fears and misgivings.

	“Impossible!” chorused the Pro-mass Evangelism Committee after Tommy Hicks presented his idea of requesting a personal interview with Argentine dictator, President Peron. Tommy—an unknown, unheralded healing-evangelist from the United States—said that God had told him to go meet Mr. Peron. He wanted to talk with him about the coming revival crusade.

	Such a thing had never been done before. The President was intolerant and non-cooperative with any of the evangelical leaders. No one had even considered having an interview with him or requesting the privilege of using a large stadium for a crusade. The idea was absolutely too preposterous! Governmental permission for a large evangelical meeting was utterly impossible to obtain. Besides that, there were not that many evangelicals interested enough in the healing ministry to fill a stadium.

	The conclusions of the committee were justifiable, considering all things from man’s point of view. Up until this time the evangelical works had been limited. Most of the churches were comparatively small, conversions were one here and one there, and healings were still scarce. Who, at that time, could ever imagine that God would move out on such a large scale when He had never done it before? However, the final results showed that even Tommy Hicks’ faith was too small. I do not believe anyone, including Tommy himself, anticipated the magnitude of what God was about to do.

	Obtaining the use of press and radio was ridiculous to even consider. Under the dictator’s decrees, all religious activities were closely monitored and censored. All meeting schedules had to be reported to the police authorities sixty days in advance. Special permission had to be obtained for any unscheduled meetings. It was extremely difficult to obtain permission for large gatherings, and careful records were kept in government files. Tommy’s request was understandably unfeasible; furthermore, it had never been done before. The prevailing conditions of the moment did not indicate the possibility that any miraculous governmental change of decrees was even remotely possible.

	However, Tommy Hicks — who was sent by God to Argen­tina — while on his flight to that land, was pondering just how he would begin his meetings in Argentina. He actually knew almost nothing of that nation (its culture, language, or customs) and was acquainted with almost no one there. While pondering, he heard God speak to him; the Lord told him to go and visit Mr. Peron. The name Peron meant nothing to him, so he called a stewardess and asked her if by any chance she had ever heard of a man in Argentina by that name. She laughed as she answered, “Of course I have; he is the President of Argentina.” Now just how was an ordinary American citizen going to obtain an interview with the anti-American President of Argentina?

	Tommy insisted that he must visit the President, but the committee plainly told him that such a visit was an absolute impossibility. High American government officials had been insulted and refused an interview with Peron, so how could an unknown, unheralded, unimportant U.S. preacher ever get an audience with Mr. Peron? But Tommy Hicks believed in his God. He went to his hotel room to pray. Tommy knew that God had sent him to Argentina and to talk with Mr. Peron, and he knew that his God was bigger than any dictator.

	The next day Tommy, with an interpreter, walked up to the Casa Rosada (Pink House) where the government offices were located. As he neared the door, an armed guard, who also served as porter, stopped him with a tommy-gun aimed at his breast and asked brusquely, “Who are you? What do you want?” Pastor Hicks carefully explained to him what he wanted: to hold a salvation-healing crusade. The more Tommy explained, the more interested the guard became. Finally the guard asked, “Do you mean to say that God can heal?” “Yes, He can and He will,” replied Tommy. “Well,” asked the guard, “can He heal me?” “Yes, He can. What is your problem?” asked Tommy. “I have hepatitis, and my liver is killing me with pain right now,” the guard answered. “Give me your hand,” responded the evangelist, and right there he prayed the prayer of faith. The power of God surged into that guard’s body, and in a moment his pain and sickness were gone.

	Feeling the power of God, the guard was utterly astonished. He felt himself all over, then in total amazement said, “Why, it’s all gone; all the pain is gone.” “Of course, it’s gone,” replied Tommy, “God has healed you.” The guard responded, “You come back here tomorrow, and I will get you in to see the President.”

	The next day when Tommy returned, the same guard greeted him most cordially, then escorted him to the great oak door of the private office of the President of Argentina and opened it before him. The President greeted Tommy and his interpreter cordially, offered them a seat, and asked their reason for coming. Carefully, Pastor Hicks explained in detail the desire that God had placed upon his heart—to hold a city-wide, salvation-healing crusade in a large stadium: “Therefore, I want full press and radio coverage. I want free rights of congregating in the stadiums and arenas of the nation.” The President listened thoughtfully and was amazed as he heard for the first time of the power of God to heal and save. Tommy faithfully preached the Gospel to him that day.

	At that time the President was suffering from a most persistent and disfiguring skin disease called psoriasis—a type of eczema which up to that time no physician had been able to cure. It had grown steadily worse, becoming so noticeable that Peron no longer allowed photographs to be taken of himself. However, his ailment had become common knowledge.

	Listening to the story of Jesus—the Son of God who heals through faith and prayer alone—the President asked, “Do you believe that Jesus Christ heals today the same as He did while He was here on Earth?” Pastor Hicks answered, “Of course I do. Here, give me your hand.” Right there, with hands clasped over the big desk, Rev. Hicks prayed the prayer of faith for President Peron, dictator of Argentina. As the power of God flowed into the President’s body, he staggered back under the impact.

	Before the eyes of all present, the skin of President Peron became as clean, as soft, and as clear as a baby’s; he was instantly made whole. Stepping back in utter amazement, he wiped his hand over his face and exclaimed in astonishment, “Caramba, Dios mio, estoy curado!” (Good heavens, my God, I am cured!) And he was healed; the psoriasis had all disappeared. The Name of Jesus had once more prevailed as God performed an instantaneous miracle of grace and mercy.

	Opening his arms wide in a characteristic Argentine gesture, President Juan Peron gave Tommy a hug and promised him everything he desired—freedom of press, freedom of radio, and the freedom to hold a large gathering. In gratitude for his healing—under the touch of the hand of God and with his soul awed in the Presence of the power and might of Christ—the President made the impossible, possible. He sat right down, wrote out, and signed the decree that granted religious freedom to the evangelicals—a freedom so long denied. From that day until now, barred doors were immediately thrown open, and God made a way where there was no way. In but a moment, God had done what no man could do.

Chapter 8

 "I Will Fill Your Largest Stadiums"

The Atlantic Stadium, with a seating capacity of twenty-five thousand people, was rented. From the very first, God began to show His power, although the beginning crowds were small. The good news spread rapidly as God manifested His love and compassion in healing, saving power. Before long, larger crowds were coming out to see and hear this miracle worker as he was called. Ushers were soon working twelve-hour-a-day shifts, and the bleachers were occupied several hours before the services were scheduled to begin. In order to accommodate the many people who had to remain outside, loudspeakers were installed around the stadium where all the walkways were filled. Then the crowd pushed down the fence surrounding the playing field and surged across it, filling the field as well. They pushed down the doors of the stadium and shoved their way in.

	One night the workmen were unable to assemble the platform because of the pressing crowds. When Pastor Hicks arrived, escorted by a line of policemen, he went over to one corner of the field; the crowd surged towards him, giving the workmen room to put up the platform. As God began to move, some of the people shouted, others cheered, and some wept. Many pushed forward to touch the evangelist or to stand in his shadow as he passed by them.

	When the evangelist preached a simple sermon about Jesus, the Savior and Healer (for he was not a great orator), the multitudes responded, “We want this Jesus as our Savior and our Healer.” Pastor Hicks turned to the ministers on the platform asking, “Do you see this beautiful scene? Argentina needs Christ. Don’t your hearts burn?”

	When the prayer of faith was spoken, the evangelist cried, “Release your faith! Do what you were unable to do before!” There was movement everywhere: abandoned crutches were raised up in the air, some left their wheel­chairs abandoned and some cried, “I can see!” Hundreds of people observed and were amazed, thrilled, hopeful, and pensive.

	When one night it was announced that the crusade would draw to a close, the multitude stood up, waved their handkerchiefs, and shouted for about fifteen minutes, “Let it go on! Let Hicks remain!” It sounded like the roaring of a restless sea. After a hasty deliberation, it was decided to continue the crusade. The mushroom growth continued. The owners of the stadium were desperate and begged the evangelist to move to a larger place. Although the cold of early winter had already set in, people spent the night in the stadium to assure themselves of a better seat for the next service.

	Finally, due to the heavy, overflowing crowds, a much larger stadium was procured—the great Huracan Stadium, the largest in the country, with a capacity for approximately 60,000 people. It had never before been filled by any sports event or political rally, and now an unknown Gospel preacher had dared to fill it.

	Over two years before, God had promised those interceding students that the wave of blessing He would send would fill the largest stadiums with vast multitudes seeking to hear the Gospel. He had promised that rulers would come and hear the message of the Gospel. Now it was literally coming to pass.

	God was moving; His mighty plan was being fulfilled. God was going to bring the Gospel of Jesus Christ to Argentina so forcefully that the land would forever know that His hand was not shortened nor was His ear heavy. The Gospel was going to make an immense, permanent impact upon the nation of twenty million people.

	Argentina was strong, powerful, wealthy, and influential, but at the same time it was proud, idolatrous, wicked, and pagan. God was going to move it out of its papal orbit that it might revolve around Jesus Christ and:

. . .  Nevermore would her doors be closed to the Gospel. 

. . .  Nevermore would her ears turn away from her evangelists.

. . .  Nevermore would she hate the message that Jesus saves by faith.

. . .  Nevermore would she be the nation without fruit for the Savior.

	In wave after wave, the power of God swept over that vast throng. Night after night the healing virtue of Jesus flowed out to the thousands who released their faith in God. Outstanding healings took place, healings too numerous to recount. The full account is only accurately recorded in the courts of Heaven.

	The thought patterns and ordinary routines of the nation began to change as the Sun of Righteousness rose over the land dispelling its darkness. Through press and radio, the news flashed throughout all Argentina. Magazines and newspapers printed articles with photographs of thousands who had been healed. Daily papers printed notices of meetings and miracles. The major columnists wrote testimonies of loved ones or friends who had been healed instead of their regular themes.

	All available copies of the Bible were sold—55,000 of them. When the vendors ran out of copies, they began to import more from all the neighboring countries. The people clamored for copies, nearly snatching them from the ushers’ hands. Urgent requests went out by air mail for more copies to be sent. People offered to pay enormous sums for a Bible.

	Stolid cynicism in the populace gave way to hope. Proud Argentines became as emotional as any Pentecostal. Every night a shouting, singing audience responded to the power of God as Pastor Hicks ministered to them the joy of deliverance. A mighty rush began—a migration similar to the gold rush in the early days to the Western U.S. But what the people found was better than gold; they found the Fountain of Life. Healing waters were flowing; the power of God was moving out to the people.

	Using buses, subways, trucks, trams, trains, and any other available conveyance, needy, hurting people came. From as far away as Bolivia, Chile, Brazil, Uruguay, and the farthest corners of Argentina, they converged on the place where God was meeting man’s needs. When asked, “Where is the crusade being held?” everyone gave a stock answer, “Where you see the people get off, you get off, too. Follow them, and they will take you to the stadium.” For blocks around, the crowds all moved in the same direction, making a tremendous traffic snarl. Inside the stadium, when someone tried to light a cigarette, others obliged him to put it out. “Mal educado” (poorly educated), they chided. “Listen to the Word of God preached,” they would demand of the culprit.

	The President of the Huracan Football Club remarked publicly that he had never seen such an assemblage of persons in all his life. Countless thousands filled every nook and cranny in the stadium. The English newspaper, The Herald, published that the police estimated that six million people attended those fifty nightly services in the Huracan Stadium.

	Wherever men met, there was one topic of conversation. In homes and on streets people commented pro and con about the Gospel crusade in the stadium. Hymns and choruses were sung in public vehicles. On a bus, a skeptic tried to convince another that the whole thing was nothing but a hoax. The other man argued that it wasn’t. A third entered the conversation, affirming that everything was true, because God had healed his wife of paralysis; she had left her wheelchair for good. The skeptic offered no further arguments.

	If negative comments were being made about the crusade in a factory or office, someone would stand up and silence the offender with a testimony of the manifested power of God in some member of his family. One man carried around an orthopedic shoe to show everyone. He would tell how his high school-age daughter had been healed during the crusade and had discarded her specially built-up shoe. She was now running around freely and was normal.

	The lame were walking and the paralyzed set free from their mechanical prisons. The blind were seeing and stretcher cases were healed. Ambulances brought invalid patients, but returned empty. Life and health flowed like a river, for God had come to Argentina. Not just a few isolated cases were healed, but by the hundreds and thousands the testimonies of healings rebounded throughout the land.

	The hotel where Pastor Hicks stayed appeared more like a receiving ward in a great hospital on a day of calamity. At any hour of the day or night, ambulances brought people; the lobby became crowded with needy people. Workers were recruited to help those who came to the hotel. The nightly crowds increased until the stadium could seat no more. People filled the aisles and passageways. Still on they came like a great surging tidal wave of humanity—people like a giant waving field of ready-to-be-harvested grain.

	The stadium was filled to capacity—not even standing room remained. Still on they came, until a great sea of humanity gathered for blocks around the stadium in every direction. The messages reached milling masses outside through loudspeakers. The healing power of God touched those who waited.

	Hundreds waited from early morning for the stadium gates to open. A short time after each service had begun it was practically impossible to travel either by tram or bus in the direction of the stadium because everyone in the city appeared to be making their way there. Although a vast crowd filled the stadium, hundreds more milled around the entrances; they swarmed up the steps and blocked all gateways. Tommy Hicks, standing alone in the large expanse of green grass, looked around at the thousands of faces all looking in his direction. He preached that Jesus Christ came to reveal God to the world. The multitudes cried, “Hallelujah!” clapped their hands, sang hymns, raised their arms to God, stood, and then bowed their heads in prayer.

	Almighty God was visiting Argentina in a sovereign way. He was making a whole nation conscious of His Name, His power, and the reality of His Gospel. No more could people blindly accept the claims of an oft-times depraved clergy. No more would the vile idols of Catholicism hold complete sway over the minds of men as they had done until then. Rome’s power was broken; her hold over Argentine minds was gone forever. Although Catholicism remained the state religion, its dictatorial, manipulative power over the populace was broken—never to be mended.

	Who can describe those days? Who can measure such happiness and joy? Who can put into words the tremendous relief from pain, misery, fear, and sickness? God swept it all away in torrents from the river of divine love.

	A little child of over three had been unable to walk without heavy steel braces; something was wrong in the bone structure of his leg. When the mass prayer was made, the mother in faith took off the child’s braces, and the child started walking. As he ran up and down the aisle, the crowds began to cheer, weep, and shout. Faith rose in many hearts, and miracles began to happen spontaneously in the crowds. A doctor who knew the child’s case observed the miracle and praised God with tears running down his face.

	A twenty-year-old youth was brought to the stadium on a stretcher. An invalid from birth, he had never walked. Because of the vast crowd and the impossibility of nearing the platform, an usher volunteered to help the stretcher carriers make their way forward. The next night a woman sought out the same usher, saying, “See that young man in the bleachers?” The young man saw them looking and waved. It was the same youth who had arrived the night before on the stretcher; he had been completely healed.

	A noted publisher was healed of hemorrhoids, deformed and enlarged varicose veins, rheumatism and failing sight; his healing was reported in a popular sports magazine. One night policemen brought a demon-possessed woman to the platform. Terror filled those who heard the evangelist cry out in a loud voice, “Demon, come out!” The policemen lowered their caps in an attitude of reverence. The demon screamed and convulsed the victim; then it fled precipitously. The woman raised her hands and began to praise God for her liberty. Such testimonies are only a microscopic part of the countless thousands from those that discovered a God of love and mercy who could and would release them from their pain and misery. People from all walks of life came to the meetings—the crippled and the blind, the sick and the poor, the rich and the not-so-rich, old people and young people, mothers and fathers. All melded together in a brotherhood of faith.

	The wife of the Vice President of Argentina held daily prayer meetings and Bible studies in her home. One of the wealthiest women in Argentina was converted and followed the Gospel. The governor of Mendoza, his wife, and his mother-in-law were all healed and testified openly to the power of God.

	Accompanied by their doctor, the sister of the Vice President of Bolivia brought her children in hopes that they, too, might be healed. One of her boys had suffered much and was considered incurable. When the doctor saw them instantly healed and changed before his eyes—walking and running as any normal child—he literally ran to Tommy Hicks, fell on his knees, and embraced Tommy’s legs. Looking up with tears falling profusely, he cried out, “Tell me about your God; I want this God! I want this Jesus. I can serve a God that will do this for little children.”

	Death fled from hundreds of its prey at the rebuke of Him who took captivity captive. Mothers received their babies safe and well again. Others leapt from their beds of affliction and were absolutely whole. Fathers returned to work to bring home bread for loved ones; home became home again.

	Salvation, real and certain, came to many homes. Hearts of thousands were turned from their sins. The rich and poor, educated and uneducated, high and low, and governors and beggars together met God in those days. For nearly two months of glory on Earth—from mid-April to mid-June, 1954—Heaven bent low and kissed Earth. The Blood of Jesus washed people every whit clean and made them whole. Traditional church people received the baptism of the Holy Spirit.

	But the strength and endurance of Pastor Tommy Hicks was rapidly giving out. Scarcely eating or sleeping during those tremendous fifty days, and carrying a heavy spiritual burden, he could continue on no longer. At that time he was urged to go to a conference to be held in Washington, D.C. The reports of the revival had become known worldwide. Even the U.S. newspapers made mention of it. Therefore, the Lord released him to return to the United States. Great consternation came to the thousands when Tommy announced his decision to conclude services.

	Only God can number the vast multitudes that had been healed, saved, and filled with the Holy Spirit in those days. A newspaperman desired to publish an evangelical paper. A wealthy group of businessmen offered to donate funds to build a stadium for evangelistic services so that the meetings might continue in the city. Professional people desired to abandon their careers and dedicate their lives to the ministry. One and all wanted to see that the Gospel of Jesus remain in full force in Argentina.

Chapter 9

 In The Afterglow

The vast throng departed from the great metropolis of Buenos Aires. All those multitudes of hungry people wandered about like sheep without a shepherd. Everything seemed to come to an end so abruptly. Was God’s move all over because it was the end of another glorious chapter in His historic invasion of Argentina? No, for God had given glorious promises yet to be fulfilled. This was not to be the last chapter because others had yet to be written. The entrance of God into the affairs of this land was not over yet. Ever since those days, God has manifested His love and grace time after time in other towns and cities and in many other ways. Yes, there are still many things left to be fulfilled that were promised by God in City Bell.

	Minister after minister lighted or relighted his torch in the blazing flame of the Great 1954 Awakening. Hitherto unknown little evangelists caught the vision of what God could do, and spread out over the country ministering in turn to thousands more. One young man, a backslid-den, called-to-be preacher, left his professional sports career to become an outstanding evangelist-pastor.

	His brother also saw the glory of the Lord, and the same flame of God ignited in his soul. It was obvious that when he launched out in evangelism, the hand of the Lord was upon his ministry. Young would-be ministers and Bible school students, seeing what God could do, launched out in healing ministries. New churches were opened while established churches reaped new members. New buildings were secured to care for the crowds, and extra church serv­ices were added. Young men and women traveled with the Good News of Jesus into the farthest corners of Southern Argentina to the southernmost city in the world.

	No doubt, the ending of the Hicks crusade—with its spectacular, overnight growth and post-crusade complications—was not the way man would have done things. But God’s ways are not our ways, nor His thoughts ours. We may philosophize and wonder, but God goes right on with the fulfillment of His plans, moving with those who will dare to believe Him and follow Him wherever He goes. God had not written “finished” over His work in this land of the Southern Cross.

	God did not sovereignly choose Argentina to bring forth such tremendous things for nought. Though the country had been steeped in idolatry and paganism, filth and degradation, God brought forth one of the greatest single mass operations of Divine grace ever recorded in Christian history. Now, at the time of this revised edition—five decades later—Argentina is still reaping the positive effects from that outpouring of His Spirit.

	A great light dawned upon Argentine consciousness. Overnight, people became Gospel conscious. Strong barriers of prejudice were thrown down. The Gospel was of valid interest to the man in the street. It was no longer a despised sect of devils. Chains were broken from the minds and hearts of uncounted multitudes. The “strong man” (Matthew 12:28, 29) of Argentina was bound. The ruling spirit of that land was overcome by the strength of God. The Word of God reached out and out and out as God moved to fulfill His promises.

	From Chaco in the far north, to Patagonia (Argentina’s great south land) God has continued to manifest His grace. The Man of War had stretched out His right hand, and in it was hidden the secret of His power. His right hand has done valiantly and has become glorious in power. It dashed the enemies into pieces and destroyed them. The Lord made bare His holy arm in the eyes of all the nations.

	The last chapter has not yet been written, for as in the Book of Acts, the workings of the Spirit of God in His Argentine Church continue on. A fire was kindled, and it continues to bum.

“Son of man, set your face toward the south, and drop your word toward the south, and prophesy against the forest of the south field; and say to the forest of the south, Hear the word of the Lord! Thus says the Lord God; Behold, I will kindle a fire in you, and it shall devour every green tree in you, and every dry tree: THE FLAMING FLAME shall not be quenched, and all faces from the south to the north shall be burned therein . . .” (Ezekiel 20:46, 47).

Chapter 10

Fire in the South Forest

When the Angel of the Lord appeared to Alexander, the Polish lad, in the small hamlet of City Bell, He said, “Argen­tina . . . I am sending you a powerful wave of My Spirit; but woe unto you if you reject it and it return to Me.”

	In 1949, in the Andean town of Mendoza that powerful wave had already begun to flow to a small group of eight cold, disinterested, and apathetic church members. When the great wave of divine grace met them, overnight they were transformed into believers aflame with the glory of the fire of the Lord.

	Inspired from the Holy Spirit, they went out into the city streets and brought others with them to God’s house. Within six months the church was filled with new converts, saved, healed, and filled with the Holy Spirit, who also went out and brought in others. A dead church became vibrantly alive when the fire of the Lord filled it.

	In the summer of 1954 the same powerful wave of spiritual life flowed out to the dwellers of Argentina’s capital city, Buenos Aires. It gathered into its flow tens of thousands of the unconverted and brought them to the large  sports stadium where the Lord saved and healed them under the ministry of Tommy Hicks. It was truly a humongous manifestation of the power and compassion of the Almighty God.

	But now, some months later, the impetus of this grand awakening had begun to subside. Of the wave of fire that had swept the capital city, only embers and coals remained. Had Argentina truly accepted that powerful wave, or had she rejected it? Was the revival awakening in Buenos Aires the end of this powerful wave promised by the Angel? Had God withdrawn this wave as He had warned He would do if Argentina rejected it? Could we expect God to move in other Argentine cities as He had in Mendoza, City Bell, and Buenos Aires?

	Deeply pondering these questions, our small evangelistic party of five stood on the large, empty platform of the still emptier sports stadium we had rented, in the seacoast town of Necochea, for an eleven-day salvation healing crusade. Unfortunately, no one in our group—which included three national workers, my wife, and me—was a renowned healing-evangelist; to the contrary we all were but members of God’s corps of unknown are-nots.

	Would anyone come to the meetings? Would God work in Necochea as He had in Buenos Aires? Would He heal? Work miracles? Would anyone receive the Lord as Savior? Or would we be laughed out of town in humiliating defeat? Questions, fears, and doubts—as snarling wolves—assailed us. And a still greater, unanswered question stabbed at us: Would revival fires continue to burn in Argentine cities? Would this powerful wave of divine life continue to flow as God had promised?



God’s Answer

	He did not strive nor cry, neither did any man hear His voice in Necochea’s streets, yet the lowly Nazarene healed her sick and forgave her sinful. With no spectacular blaring of heralding trumpets or ringing of high priestly bells, the Master of Men moved silently among the people, healing the sick, speaking peace to the troubled, and binding up the wounded. Word spread quickly from one person to another. When the meetings began, only a few curious seekers straggled in; after a few nights, the stadium was crowded. When the five hundred chairs were filled, a large crowd of people were obliged to stand in every space available.

	All classes of people were represented: the high degree (doctors, lawyers, and merchants) together with the low degree—and all the degrees in between. Side by side they stood together on common ground, in their sicknesses, suffering, torments, and tragedies. Atheists, Catholics, witchcraft devotees, charlatans, idolaters, and spiritualists all stood en masse together. The sincere with the scoffing, the needy with the needlers, the curious with the complaining, the desperate with the derisive—the Spirit of the Lord began to breathe His life breath and pour out His grace upon the heterogeneous whole.

	Each night was the same. When we gave the invitation for those desiring salvation, every hand went up. Carefully we clarified the request, concluding that the people hadn’t understood. Again the same hands were raised. The invitation and the response were repeated several times. Finally we asked only those who were truly and sincerely desirous of giving their hearts to the Lord to come forward. Nearly the entire congregation came. (If “giving yourself to Jesus” was part of the process of receiving healing, all were more than willing.) As the people gathered around the platform, I explained how to accept Christ as Savior. Nodding their assent, they repeated carefully each line of the sinner’s prayer.

	Because they responded to the invitation for salvation each succeeding night, I questioned how they could “give themselves” to the Lord so many times. Their naive answer astounded us: “We know we have already given ourselves to the Lord, but we must continue coming, for each time we come we receive more.” Our bulwark of long years of established theology began to tumble as we realized that these people were reaching up to God from the depths of a very deep darkness—and it was a long way up. Our prayers were the bridge that God was using to bring them to Himself. As they responded each succeeding night to the invitation, their faith and understanding grew.



Pray For Me

	As the Necocheans stood before me in the prayer line, I was acutely conscious of the great evil in their lives: adultery, lying, rebellion, vice, and filth of every kind. But even greater was my realization of the tremendous love and mercy of Jesus who gives to all men liberally and upbraids not. Jesus came not to condemn, but to show mercy. Not to find fault, but to justify. Not to blame, nor reprove, but to forgive. Although it meant remaining with the people until the early hours of the morning, we prayed for each one individually.

	The unchurched, ungodly crowd gathered around the front of the platform, some smoking, while still others were half-drunk. All were pagan sinners. As I laid hands on each one to pray for healing, I could only ask God to pardon and mete out mercy in place of justice or judgment. The sinners came just as they were, in their hearts a poignant longing they couldn’t put into words—a wordless cry which is best expressed in the words of the old song: “Just as I am, without one plea.” Simply conscious of a deep need that they could not define or express, they desperately reached out to Someone to help them. In mercy, God heard their cry and spoke words of comfort and deliverance.

	Cognizant that virtue was flowing out to them, I knew it was not because of me or because of them; it was because of the tremendous flow of the merciful kindness of the Lord. My natural thinking was to tell them to clean up their lives first, then to come to Calvary’s fountain for benefits. But the will of the Almighty was first to mercy them, then later to cleanse them—or to do the two things simultaneously. Tremendously conscious of ministering in His Spirit of Mercy, I only desired to tell them of the wideness and power of His mercies.

	As Ruth of old, they cried out, “Spread, therefore, Thy skirt over us,” and the Merciful One spread His skirt over them and covered their nakedness. He washed them thoroughly with water and anointed them with oil. He clothed them with broidered work, girded them with fine linen, and covered them with silk. He entered into a covenant with them and they became His.

	The great need of the Necocheans pulled at my heart. The deep yearnings and compassion of the Holy Spirit flooded me, and I longed to bring them a few drops of water from that Great River of Life and a few drops of blood from that Flowing Fountain.

	My only prayer was, “Lord, forgive.” This was the hour of mercy for guilty sinners who had aforetime only vaguely known a God of judgment and vengeance—a Big God with a Big Stick. It was an hour of mercy for ignorant ones who had never before had a Bible in their hands or the God of the Bible in their hearts. It was an hour of mercy for pagans who worshiped charms, fetishes, and idols, yet had never known Jesus Christ as Savior from sin and sickness.

	Others, already healed, returned to the prayer line and waited patiently for hours just to express their gratitude for what God had done or to give a glorious testimony of deliverance. One woman, deeply moved, threw herself into the arms of a native worker, sobbing, “You brought me to the Lord. I found salvation from my sins, and I’ll never cease to be grateful.”

	Sarah, a Catholic girl, came through the prayer line to laugh, scoff, and prove that this Gospel was all false. She requested prayer for an intestinal disorder, when in reality, her true need was much greater. Her true problem was that she was so governed by a spirit of fear that she was in a state of mental unbalance; she had completely withdrawn from society and was on the verge of being committed to an asylum. As the word of knowledge revealed her true need, she began to weep, admitting that it was true. She wondered how he knew. However, it was God who knew! He brought to her the revelation of her perfidy and also brought to her a true healing touch that she needed, which restored her to health.

	Many times the Lord gave enlightenment concerning the lives of different ones. To the people it was perfectly logical: If the Lord Jesus could heal them, surely He could likewise speak and reveal their inner needs to the pastor. Sometimes one person would comment to another, “Oh, you don’t have to tell the pastor all that’s wrong with you. He’ll know.” There was a childlike acceptance of the supernatural.



Today—Salvation For Thy House

	Esther was a comrade-in-arms with her husband and son in a family of loud-mouthed, knife-wielding, contentious brawlers who often terrified the neighbors by chasing one another down the streets shouting, cursing, and brandishing knives. Even the police were afraid of them.

	Each one in this family was as bad as the other, and the combination of them all created a home atmosphere of constant contention and turmoil.

	One night the drinking mother came to the stadium for healing. Not only did the Lord heal her, but He saved her as well. The transformation in her life was so great that her unsaved husband insisted that she continue to attend the evangelical services that had benefited her so greatly. The former “inciter” became an “intercessor,” and she waited before the Lord for the fulfillment of His promise, “Thou shalt be saved, and thy house.”



The Policeman’s Widow

	Dona Valeria, ten years a widow of a policeman killed on duty, was completely broken down in health, lonely, and discouraged until she came one night to the stadium for healing. Overnight God healed her of her many afflictions and transformed her into a mother-in-Israel to the new believers. One evening as she was kneeling by her bedside praying, she was surprised to find herself weeping.

	“Pastor,” she said, “I just don’t know what is wrong with me. It’s never been this way before. I can’t even pray. All I do is cry.” I smiled and explained to her that God was giving her the Spirit of Grace to repent, and that this was the operation of the Holy Spirit in her heart. Dona Valeria had come to the stadium seeking health—which she found. The Spirit of the Living God came to her bringing salvation—which she received. A few months later her home became the residence of their pastor.



Edna’s Physical Restoration

	A deep spiritual hunger drew Edna to the stadium serv­ices. As she prayed she received an outstanding visitation of the Spirit of the Lord. When she received the Holy Spirit, a light appeared to her in the shape of a rose. As she continued to seek the Lord in the months that followed, the light continued to increase until one day an angel appeared to her and taught her Biblical truths she had never before heard or learned, and spoke to her concerning things which later came to pass. Her ungodly husband had beaten her many times before, but now when he felt the Presence of the Lord that surrounded her, he was afraid and never again tried to beat her.

	She had formerly had a complete hysterectomy by surgical intervention that made further child-bearing totally impossible. The Angel told her that she would give birth to a baby boy. In due time the boy child was born just as the Angel had foretold. Then the angelic visits diminished and later ceased altogether.



Josephine, the Village Warrior

	One elderly widow, Josephine, was known by all her neighbors, as well as the police, as a constant troublemaker. Always in arguments, disputes, and difficulties with her neighbors and the police, she had long ago made a battle-ax name for herself. At the stadium, Josephine was saved and healed, and her character began to change completely. When at the close of the evangelistic crusade the infant church began to be established, the former woman-at-arms laid down all her verbal weapons and quietly offered her home for church services.



A Frenchman Finds Faith

	Due to atheistic professors and scientific studies, Don Godofredo (who had been Catholic as a child) became utterly indifferent and unbelieving as regards any type of religion. In the vacuum that followed the loss of his faith, he began a diligent search for truth through philosophy, science, materialism, and oriental religions. But truth evaded him. He would have continued to completely reject the very thought of God, but for three questions which greatly tormented him: Is good rewarded and evil punished after death? Will Christ return to the Earth as He prom­ised? Will the world be destroyed as the Holy Scriptures foretell?

	The Frenchman continued his search. Thinking that the Bible might give him some answers, he began extensive study, diligently consulting every commentary he could find. But after twelve years he was no nearer to the answers—no closer to God than when he began to search. Through disciplined study of the Bible, he sought God with his mind as a critic and not with his heart—as a believer. To his natural mind the Bible was contradictory, absurd and confusing, and full of incredible legends. He titled it, “The Divine Comedy.”

	Dissatisfied with his unsuccessful search for God, and gravely ill with a heart condition—produced by the medicines he had taken to relieve the acute articular rheumatism pains he suffered—he realized that death was near.

	When he learned that God was healing and working miracles through the evangelical pastors in Necochea, he concluded that the coming of Jesus and the end of the world must be very near. He sent his wife to the stadium services saying sarcastically, “Go on and become an evangelical. Then you’ll leave the liquor bottle exclusively for me.” The next night she persuaded him to accompany her, saying, “This is the true God—the God whom you’ve been seeking for years.”

	Don Godofredo found God in the stadium, and this is his testimony: “Never before had Christ been presented like this. Before, I tried to believe, but my heart was cold and empty without any feeling at all. But as the preacher prayed for me, something moved within me. Something awakened. Christ Himself was talking to me, and for the first time in my life, I really believed. Why should I further seek my beautiful Christ in the religions of India? He was so near that I found myself saying, ‘Oh, God, give me a new heart—a heart full of love and free from all evil. A heart which I will dedicate to You for Your service. A heart which shall only desire to do Your will.’ An indescribable ardor surged up within me—a heat as of a flame. I knew that God had heard me.

	“Now when I open the Holy Bible nothing seems incredible or impossible, ridiculous, contradictory, or legendary. It is no more a book of fables. It is His Word—the truth written by His inspired, holy prophets. No longer do I seek to understand God through reason and analysis. He is the Way. I know. I believe. No longer do I listen to the devil who whispers lies in my ears. He flees from me when I arise in faith against the lies which he hurls at me in his attempt to get me to draw away from God. He can’t rule me any longer, for Christ is my King. He is with me all the time and lives in my heart. He accepted me as His child, and He pardoned my sins and healed me. No longer will I search for Him in science or philosophy, for I have found Him, and my life has been changed. As a curious one, I entered the stadium; as a transformed one, I went out.”



His Workings

	Their finite reasoning unable to incorporate the infinite, their limitation unable to perceive God’s power and mercy, their human minds unable to comprehend the divine, the Necochea Medical Association rejected the healings, and published articles in the daily papers which claimed that the healings lasted “only as long as the state of emotion lasted.” (At least they admitted that healings had taken place, even though temporary.) The people later confided to us that several doctors had attended the meetings, and some of their close relatives had been healed.

	In fact several individual doctors came and believed, and members of their families were healed. One doctor said that if this continued he would have to leave his job and buy an apple cart and sell apples in the town. That next winter there were only thirty-four patients in the city hospital all six months of winter.

	We were unable to record all the healing testimonies, and the long account would weary you. Obviously the healings were of primary importance only to the persons healed and their immediate families. But we will record a few of the hundreds that could be given.

	A certain man had one lung collapsed because of tuberculosis. The doctors had inserted eight plastic balls in it. After God had healed him in answer to prayer, he returned to the hospital for an operation to remove the plastic balls. The examination showed that he was well and that the plastic balls had disappeared.

	A lady suffering from asthma was contemplating coming to the services for healing, but she was dissuaded by a neighbor who told her that it was all of the devil. Shortly afterward another person came to her house to talk to her. “I was healed,” she said. “Why don’t you try it? After all, you have nothing to lose, and it won’t do you any harm.” The asthma sufferer obeyed her counsel and came to the services. God healed her. All the members of another family had died of T.B., save one young lady. When she attended the meetings, God in mercy healed her.

	An elderly woman suffered so with heart trouble that she found it difficult to get to the corner bakery, always arriving fatigued and weary. One night in the stadium God healed her. Despite her advanced age, she hurried to the corner bakery the next morning without any difficulty at all, and appeared all smiles, saying, “Now say what you will about those stadium services. I know God has healed me. Just look at me now. Why, I feel like dancing a jig!” And immediately she proceeded to do so.

	A middle-aged woman completely dressed in black (a sign of mourning) came for prayer. As I prayed she began to tremble and shake, and then walked hesitatingly towards the back of the stadium. Then she suddenly began to cry out, “I can see! I can see!” Later we learned that she had been totally blind.

	In spite of several major operations, Dona Lucia still was not well. Rheumatism, liver trouble, asthma, severe vomiting spells, and bloating made her days and nights a continual misery. When someone told her of the “Holy Mission” at the Necochea stadium, she retorted, “If doctors can’t do anything, how much less the evangelical pastors.” Nevertheless, her friend persuaded her to go anyway. Then God healed and saved Lucia, and she discovered that truly Christ can do more than any man can do. After the stadium services had closed, she continued on as a faithful believer in the newly formed church.

	A mother brought her small child, naked save for the large sheet in which she was wrapped, her whole body covered with an eczema which continually itched, wept, and bled. Doctors had been unable to cure her. After prayer the eczema began to dry up and the itching stopped. The child was completely cured.

	Traveling from a nearby town, a mother brought her demon-possessed daughter. The child, unable to sleep at night because of repeated attacks, was so nervous that she created a scene wherever she went, pulling things apart and fighting with other children. During the crusade the attacks did not return. Night after night the child sat attentively through the long services and then played quietly with the other children as we prayed for the sick for several hours more. The demons had been ordered to leave, and they had gone.

	Another child, possessed by two demons, resisted deliverance for a long time. The demons argued, refusing to come out. The pastor was asking the child questions in English, and the demons, through the little girl, were answering in perfect Spanish, having understood every word he had said. Even though the child didn’t know a word of English, she was set free from those two demons.



The Bible—A New Book

	The people showed an unusual hunger for the Word of God and purchased all the Bibles we could obtain. The Bible was once again a best seller. Before they came to the stadium, the Bible had been an unknown book to them. They had been thoroughly ignorant of its existence or its contents.

	An elderly man invited us to his home to explain this library of books (the Bible) that he had just purchased, so he could understand it. Utterly ignorant of any of the Biblical characters or even the location of the books of the Bible, this man was one of many others just like him. It could also have been said of Necochea, “The Word of the Lord was rare or scarce, in those days.”



Idolatry Abandoned

	Without any admonition from us, the people automatically abandoned their idolatry, which they somehow felt was wrong, and they spontaneously destroyed their images, beads, idols, idol pictures, and fetishes.

	“I’m going to burn my images,” said a wife as she appeared one day with her arms full of idols. Her shocked husband who had also been reared in Catholicism asked, “Why don’t you bury them?” She promptly replied, “I can’t, for if I bury them, the field would be contaminated and the basket as well.” So she went out to burn them just as the Bible taught, though she was ignorant of its teachings on the subject.

	Lighting candles and offering flowers, the unsaved sister of an evangelical preacher faithfully knelt before a small idol in her home every Friday night. A few days before she attended the stadium services for the first time, she stood before her idol preparing the ritual. Somehow she felt she must not light the candles and offer the flowers, although she didn’t understand why. Somehow it just seemed wrong. Determinedly she arose, abandoning her idol unadorned. Soon afterwards she gave her heart to the Lord in the stadium. “Now I understand,” she said, “why I abandoned my idol. God was already working in my heart.”

	A couple of months before the crusade, a famous idol—The Virgin Fatima—had been brought by her priests all the way from Chile to Necochea, to bless the stadium and to work miracles. “The Holy Mission of Fatima” had ended without any miracles happening. The local priest, desirous of stopping the meetings, and stirred by reports of healings among his parishioners, complained strenuously to the stadium owner, a prosaic businessman. “Why do you allow those evangelicals to have services here when the Virgin just recently blessed this stadium?” the priest asked.

	“You are mistaken, Father,” replied the owner who was now convinced that God was truly working miracles among the people. “The Virgin didn’t bless the stadium at all; she didn’t even open her mouth. It was you who blessed it. Furthermore, the stadium is a place of business, open for rental to all who can pay for it. The people pay for it, so they can rent it. Furthermore, you told us about God working miracles, and now I see them, so they must be right.” The crusade continued on. Later, word reached us that the airplane carrying the idol had crashed in flames, destroying the idol and the priests who accompanied it. Obviously the image was powerless to save either herself or others.



Born in a Day

	What were the concrete results of the eleven-day Necochea crusade? A congregation was born in a day—a church which later built their own large church building and parsonage, supported their national pastor and his family, and helped to evangelize neighboring towns.



Another Gospel? No!

	A religious group which did not believe in the power of God to heal, attempted to start a new church by holding a tent crusade shortly after our meetings had closed. Visiting from door to door, they chanced upon a new convert and invited him to their meetings. Overjoyed, the latter replied, “I just love those healing services.” “But you don’t understand,” countered the visitor, “God does not heal nowadays. He only worked miracles before when He was down here on Earth in person.”

	Inviting the visitor to step inside, the new convert replied, “You’ve come to the wrong house, mister. You see this little room? Here in this room my wife was a virtual prisoner, burning special incense to get some measure of relief from chronic asthma. Although she had the best of medical care, nothing helped her. Then through the stadium services, God healed her. Before, I had varicose veins; they all disappeared. My little girl suffered from a hernia; she, also, is completely well. I’m afraid you’ve come too late to tell me that God can’t heal today, for He has already done it.” With that the visitor hastily excused himself and went quietly away. Necocheans, who had so recently learned of the Christ who came to deliver from the power of the enemy, didn’t want another gospel; a gospel powerless to help them didn’t seem attractive to them at all.



All Questions Answered

	At the end of the eleven-day crusade we had the answers to many of our questions:

. . .  The 1954 healing wave was a beginning, not an end. 

. . .  The healing wave did not end even though some rejected it.

. . .  God moved in other towns as well as in Buenos Aires.

. . .  Yes, revival fires continued to burn in Argentina, and our most searching questions had been answered.

Chapter 11

Impossibility Wall

“Young man, you will never have a successful evangelistic crusade in the town of Loberia. Why, after many years of struggle and sacrifice, we have less than a dozen members in our little Gospel chapel. It is just impossible to make converts here,” exclaimed the elderly missionary ladies. “The name Loberia means ‘wolf den,’ and that is what it is. Also, it is the spiritualist center of this whole area. It is hard, impenetrable, and unreceptive to the Gospel. No evangelical group has ever prospered here, and you won’t either.” They were the only evangelical missionaries in that town, and they had been there 18 years and had only 12 people that came to Sunday chapel service. Years of sacrificial toil to establish a meager Gospel toehold had convinced the two elderly missionary ladies that the town of Loberia was too difficult, even for God. Discouraged and defeated, they were just holding on until their Heavenly Father called them home.

	However, God had clearly spoken and sent me to that town on a specific date; a town I had never visited and knew nothing about, that was about 50 miles south of Necochea. In obedience to God’s leading, a national worker and I went to Loberia in mid-February of 1955 planning to hold a Gospel meeting in the small, outdoor patio of a believer’s home. With that in mind, we first went to visit the resident missionaries to seek their cooperation.

	As they continued talking, an unwelcome word began to resound within my mind; it was the word: Impossible. During two hours of conversation I heard that word over and over again. “Impossible,” they said, “for God to establish His Church in Loberia.” Impossible for God? Slowly an anger arose within me, and I asked myself, “Is there anything too difficult for the Almighty?” Their faithless words of discouragement, defeat, and negativism kindled a burning fire of determination within me.

	It seemed that I could hear the voice of the adversary from hell blatantly and brazenly defying the living God as Goliath had defied the armies of Israel. Just a minute, I thought, since when is anything impossible for God? My soul rebelled against that word, and I determined to fight.

	As we conversed, the will of God was made clear to my soul. The missionaries’ gloomy defeatism had crystallized a resolution in my mind. I broke into the conversation and said, “We will rent the largest building in town and have a successful evangelistic crusade in Loberia, if it means mortgaging everything we have.”

	Expressing the decision audibly triggered another torrent of incredulity: “You’re thinking of renting a large hall for a Gospel crusade? Impossible. The Teatro Español is the only large building in town, and their charge is excessive. Besides, you couldn’t rent it anyway, because it is continually in use.” They asked me when I wanted to begin. I gave them a date that God had specifically given to me. “Oh, no,” they groaned, “impossible, no one will come because that is the week they have a festival here in Loberia, and the mediums and sorcerers from all around gather here.” The more they shared their doubts with me, the stronger my determination became.

	“Remember, young man,” they added, “you will have to have police permission for such a public meeting. This permission they will never give you, and more, even if you did have permission and did hold a Gospel meeting, no one would attend. Truly it is futile to even try.” And with that conclusion the pessimistic interview ended.

	With an ardent determination to tear down Impossibility Wall stone by stone, my companion and I left the missionary home to go directly to the large theater that “couldn’t possibly be rented.”



First Stone

	We went directly from their home to the office of the theater manager. When we told the theater manager that we wanted to rent the theater, he bluntly answered, “Impossible. We do not rent this theater.” Scrutinizing us carefully as he smoked a big cigar, he added, “On second thought, when would you want to rent it?”

	When we told him the dates God had given us he commented, “Oh, that is interesting, it is going to be free then, because we shut down that week to repair our machines.” The rental price per night that he quoted was just the same amount that the elderly missionary ladies had told us—an exorbitant amount well out of reach of our possibilities. After chatting a while the manager got around to asking the most crucial question of all, “And what do you want to rent it for?”

	Then it was my turn to be anxious. Surely when he knew why we wanted it, he would be even less willing to rent it to us. “We want to hold a salvation healing crusade,” I answered, and then explained as carefully and completely as I could what such a crusade was, and its purpose.

	“A divine healing crusade? Do you believe that God heals people today?” he asked startled. “Absolutely,” I firmly replied. “I believe that God heals people.” Then we listened, amazed, as he told us his story:

	“Some time ago I was seriously ill with an incurable respiratory affliction. Doctors gave me no hope of recovery. One very hot afternoon I had run out of medicine, and as I was on my way to the pharmacy to purchase some more, I grew so weak that I slumped down on the sidewalk against a wall, suffering too greatly to go any further. I could not get up on my feet, and as no one was around, I feared that I might die right there. Then an article I had read some months before in Reader’s Digest suddenly flashed before my mind. It was a story of how God had supernaturally intervened and healed this person as he prayed. The thought came to me, if God did that for him, can’t He do something for me, too?

	I cried out to Him for help and He heard me. I cannot explain it, but suddenly I began to feel strength come back to me, my fever left me, I stood up completely well, and the trouble has never returned. I never even went to the pharmacy to buy the medicine. Well, if you want to use this theater for a crusade to pray for the sick, then I will rent it to you that week.” Then he concluded casually, “You may have it for the full week for the price of one night’s rental. How is that?”

	Jubilantly we left the theater, pondering the mystery of a God who many months before had removed the first stone obstacle in the pathway to an evangelistic healing crusade when He healed an irreligious, unrighteous man of the world, that had believed and had called on Him for help.



Impassable Stronghold

	The spirit fortress the demons of sorcery had raised to make Loberia invulnerable was too high to go over, too deep to burrow under, and impossible to go around. Nevertheless, like Jericho, it would have to fall down. Legions of demonic forces guarded the wall through their cooperative spiritualist churches and twelve schools for the training of witches, sorcerers, and mediums.

	Loberia’s fortress reminded us of the centuries’ old Inca stone walls we had seen in Cuzco, Peru; massive stones, painstakingly chiseled and ingeniously designed to fit together into specific places on the wall without benefit of adhesive or mortar. It formed a wall so strong that even violent earthquakes had not ravaged it. With tenacious invincibility, Loberia’s granitic fortress was determined to withstand our assault.

	Lodgings seemed impossible to find. A heathenish carnival with its all-night dances, grotesque parades, and spirit of hilarious merrymaking was scheduled the same week as our crusade. The national workers who had promised to minister with us in Loberia excused themselves at the last minute and left us alone. The enemy “as a roaring lion” surreptitiously slipped in to attack one of our children. The people of Loberia showed no interest whatsoever.

	Fiery darts of doubt assailed us. Had we been fools to accept such a challenge alone? Had God really directed us to go to Loberia at that time? Had we been wise to rent such a large building when we had no promise of a congregation, no time or money to advertise, and not one friend in the town?



Police Permission Withheld

	The police refused to grant us permission with the excuse they could not do so without authorization from higher authorities. So I went higher and higher and higher—to the highest police authority in the province of Buenos Aires—all to no avail. They would not yield to either my reasoning or pleading. Finally, when I realized that the police had adamantly refused to grant us the necessary permission to hold the services, I returned to the local chief of police and asked, “What would you do if I should go ahead and start the services without your permission?”

	The chief of police replied, “I’ll come down with my gun and arrest you.” My answer to this was, “Well, come on down then and arrest me, for I’m going to start services in the theater tonight at eight o’clock.”



The First Night

	On the huge theater platform which was large enough to accommodate a two-hundred-voice choir, my wife, Eleanor, and I stood alone. Her task was to play the accordion, and mine, to do the singing, preaching, and praying. It seemed as though all hell’s legions were mocking and laughing at us, their raucous voices resounding in the almost empty auditorium.

	The first night only three people came—of Loberia’s population of 20,000. (They were the only ones curious enough to venture into the theater to see what was going on.) They looked ludicrous in their aloneness in the huge auditorium. They sat and watched our performance until I called for any sick one to come for prayer. One woman came with a shirt, saying, “I am not sick, but will you pray for this shirt for my uncle who is in the hospital?” I complied and the service ended.

	The second night was not much better; eight brave souls came. It was a repeat of the first night. After our performance, when I called for any sick to come for prayer, a woman approached, presenting a cloth, and asked me to pray for her relative in the country who needed God’s help. I did so and the service ended.

	The third night showed only a slight increase in attend­ance. Quite obviously nothing had happened. By the fourth day we were desperate, so we fled away unto Him in the secret place. “But Lord,” we said, “You’ve promised, and You sent us here. You even told us when to come.” Pleading for His intervention and reminding Him of His faithfulness in fulfilling His promises until time for the evening service, somehow I felt that God had heard.



God’s Answer

	Unbeknown to us, the Lord had already been working. On the very first night the woman that asked me to pray over a shirt took it to the hospital. This lady was doing night nurse duty, caring for her uncle that was being kept alive by intravenous feedings because he had been unable to eat anything for two months. For eight days he had been unable to even swallow water. The nurse placed the anointed handkerchief on his chest. Several hours later the man called for a glass of water and drank it all down. The next morning he coughed up two large cysts that had been obstructing his throat and was able to eat again.

	Also unknown to us, the Lord had been working on the second night when a prayer cloth was taken by one of the second-nighters to a paralyzed man confined to a wheelchair that had not walked for five years. He jumped out of his chair and ran all around his house in great joy. The news of these happenings traveled all over that town like a prairie fire. With renewed faith, we returned to the fourth night’s service, and that night sixty-four people came. And the chief of police never appeared to stop the meetings.

	A young Moslem, who came to the front of the auditorium one night, said, “I don’t believe in Jesus Christ. I believe in Mohammed.” After talking with him for a few minutes I challenged, “You say that you believe in the power of Mohammed? All right then, you come and pray for the sick in the name of Mohammed, and I will pray for them in the Name of Jesus Christ; then we shall see whose prophet heals.” “Oh no,” he said as he quickly declined the offer. But that night I saw him in the prayer line. The next night the youth returned—not to pray for the sick in the name of his prophet, but to request prayer for himself and his family in the Name of the Lord Jesus Christ.



His Coming

	The Sun of Righteousness had promised to arise and push back the death and deep darkness of Loberia, and nothing could hold Him back. He came just as He had promised. No fortress of evil—no matter how massive—was strong enough to hinder His coming. His triumphant coming penetrated Loberia’s impenetrable and unyielding citadel as His Spirit blew upon Impossibility Wall and it came tumbling down without further resistance.

	One Loberian told another that God was healing in the theater, and almost overnight the building was filled. God graciously bound up the brokenhearted, proclaimed liberty to the captives, opened the prisons of them that were bound, released the demon possessed, and healed the sick. Loberians knew of a surety that God had come to them.

	The Moslem youth and his family testified of their healing; a widow was healed of a tumor, and a relative of the theater manager came requesting prayer because she was unable to have children. God healed her and in due time she had two lovely babies. Another wife, considered demented by all who knew her, was healed. Others were released from deep manias, fears, and depressions.

	A policeman who had studied Red Cross nursing came to the theater with an abscess in his lungs which was destroying the flesh, making the cavity visible from the outside. When he came to the theater he sat in the back row, for he considered himself too great of a sinner to come forward for prayer. One night during the services all his sins came before him like a flood, and he cried out to God right where he was. Immediately the abscess ceased advancing. When he went to the doctor later on to request an operation to close the wound, the doctor told him that it wouldn’t be necessary. “The abscess is no longer advancing and will give you no more trouble. Return home in peace and live all the days that your God allots you. There’s nothing more you need us to do for you.” And with that the doctor sent the man on his way rejoicing.

	The demonic emissaries who for so many years had held dominion over Loberia were discomfited and fled in disorderly array. The mediums and sorcerers found it most difficult and even impossible to call up their spirits. They eventually disbanded and withdrew from Loberia. Only a tiny, token force remained! The last gigantic boulder had been moved out of its place. The successful crusade proved that it was possible to make converts to Jesus Christ in spiritualist-held Loberia during hellish carnival week.

“With men it is impossible, but not with God: for with God all things are possible” (Mark 10:27).



God Defeated?

	A disappointing defeat—as inclusive as the triumphant victory—followed hard on the heels of the miraculous overcoming of Loberia’s Stone Fortress. The young national worker who had promised to pastor the new lambs after the crusade withdrew from the responsibility almost as soon as he had accepted it. There was no one to replace him. Burdened with the care of the infant church in Necochea and already committed to the building of a Bible Institute in Mar del Plata, we found it impossible to continue on.

	When we were forced to abandon Loberia, agonizing questions tormented us: Had we been wise to bring the lambs to birth and then to leave them to languish alone in the mountains? Had the Loberia crusade, after all, been such a titanic triumph? What would happen to the new little lambs in our absence? We committed them all to Him—whose they were—and withdrew from Loberia with heavy hearts and many unanswered questions.



Pastor Hears God’s Call

	Almost two years later, Polish-born Leo—the pastor of the Necochea congregation—began to feel a heavy burden for the scattered lambs in Loberia. Already busy full-time with the heavy responsibilities of pastoring and building the large church building in Necochea, he felt an urgency from the Lord to travel regularly to Loberia some miles away.

	When he contacted those who had heard the Gospel in the Teatro Espanol two years before, he found indifference, derision, and even pessimism. Many testified to having been healed, but they seemed unwilling to attend further evangelical services. Had they not been healed? Wasn’t that sufficient? They no longer suffered; what more did they need? No one seemed to know where Pastor Leo could obtain a hall for Gospel services, and no one cared enough to help him search for one.

	For three months he walked the streets every Monday and Saturday praying and visiting, but still there was no response. Apparently he accomplished nothing, for no doors opened before him. Had the victory won two years before been altogether in vain? Had the spiritualist forces recovered after the routing and returned to occupy the land? Would the battle of faith and prayer have to be fought all over again?

	At times discouragement almost persuaded him to abandon Loberia, but he knew that the Lord had given him a burden for that town and he must not be swift to relinquish it. Yet could he afford to spend so much time on a seemingly unproductive effort when there was so much to be done in Necochea? The adamantine fortress of Loberia once again stood immovable.

	As he was walking up and down the streets one Monday morning praying and seeking the Lord, faith suddenly came into his heart—a living faith that God would do something. He jumped up and down and praised the Lord in a loud voice right there in the street, unconcerned as to who might be listening or what they might think. Now he knew without a doubt that God had heard his prayers and the devil’s chains had been broken. Victory would come again to Loberia.



Tamangueyu

	Then one day, shortly afterward, a couple who lived in Tamangueyu—a little hamlet about three miles from town—offered the use of their small, unpretentious home in the country for Saturday Gospel services. The wife had been healed in the Necochea crusade several years before, and in gratitude for what God had done, she and her husband offered their small home. The door to impenetrable Loberia had again opened just a crack.

	Pastor Leo didn’t anticipate too much success in Tamangueyu because of its distance from town. Transpor­ta­tion was a problem because few people owned vehicles and taxis were expensive. Yet not desiring to offend the couple, the pastor accepted their offer, planning to hold two or three Saturday services while he continued to search for a larger and more centrally located hall in town. But God had other plans. . . .

	One Saturday afternoon in January of 1957, the first evangelistic-healing service was held on the outskirts of Loberia. The small congregation was composed of the rancher and his wife, their children and a few neighbors, one of whom was a Spanish lady who had suffered for forty years from a deafness caused by eczema. After prayer for the Spanish neighbor, the service terminated.

	The next Saturday afternoon’s congregation was somewhat larger—fifteen in all. With difficulty, the pastor managed to keep the Spanish lady quiet. God had completely healed her, and she jubilantly and loquaciously insisted on consuming the lion’s share of the meeting to give her testimony.

	An influential businessman came to the services to request prayer for his incurable case of eczema. So great was the pain and discomfort that he had contemplated suicide as the only way of relief. The eczema had cut deep gashes in his dry skin, and when he stood up the liquid formed by the eczema ran down his arms and legs. Doctors couldn’t seem to discover what caused it. After God had graciously healed him in answer to prayer, he went all over town boasting, “I sure did put one over on those evangelicals. They thought that I was going to follow their God when He healed me, but I have no intention of following Him at all. I just wanted to get healed.”

	“You got healed?” queried the townspeople. “Where?” Little did they care whether the businessman returned to the services or not. Their only concern was to find out as quickly as possible where the healings were taking place so they could go and receive healing for themselves. The businessman’s negative testimony served as excellent advertising. Many who came as a direct result of his put-one-over-on-the-evangelicals testimony were healed and remained on as faithful believers. “He that sitts in the Heavens shall laugh.” The One sitting triumphantly in the Heavenlies was laughing.

	Each Saturday afternoon the attendance continued to increase until the small room was full. Leo had no time to seek a larger hall because he was too busy ministering the Word and praying for the sick. Soon there were nearly fifty coming to the services, and they no longer fit into the small inside hall; they now overflowed into the outside patio where a burlap canopy had been strung up for shade and shelter. (It is interesting to note that in spite of the fact that these services were held in an agricultural zone where there is abundant rain, it never rained on those gathered to hear the Word of the Lord. Even though it may have rained before or after the services, it never rained during the hours of the services until they had their church built.) Before long there were around five hundred people overflowing out into the streets and fields surrounding the little house. People came walking and on horseback. They came in cars, trucks, taxis, buggies, jalopies, buckboards, and wagons. One family even came in a cub plane which landed in a nearby grain field.

	Because of the outstanding healings and miracles, people began to come by bus-loads from other towns as well. Soon the crowds numbered over fifteen hundred, attested to by the records kept of the prayer cards that were issued. Although almost everyone came seeking healing, God’s desire was to bring them into a full salvation. Man would have chosen the limited walled-in space of a hall in town; God chose the limitless, unwalled spaces of His great out-of-doors.



Young Lad Healed

	After the third Saturday service, the pastor was called to the hospital to pray for a young lad who was unconscious due to a severe fall from a horse. All medical efforts to awaken him had been in vain, so after twenty-one days of treatment, the doctors suggested an emergency trip to Buenos Aires by ambulance for delicate brain surgery. When the parents heard that God was healing others in Tamangueyu, they called the pastor to the hospital to pray.

	When his parents anxiously asked, “Do you really believe that God will heal our boy?” Pastor Leo quickly answered, “I certainly do.” He then prayed, and when he returned the following Saturday, he found the boy conscious, but still paralyzed and blind. So he prayed for him again. By the next weekend, the boy’s eyesight was returning and he was watching as people moved about the room. Again prayer was made to God for his complete deliverance, and by the next Saturday the boy was showing disgust and displeasure at not being able to talk yet. The doctor told them that the expression of emotions was a sign that his mind was being restored. Although his body was still immobilized, the child was allowed to return home.

	When prayer was again made the following Saturday, he was able to use his hands to feed himself. Later he stood up and began to take a few steps, learning to walk all over again. Each time the boy showed improvement, his doctor said, “Yes. He’s well up to this point, but his progress won’t continue on any further.” But in spite of his conclusions, God went right on healing the lad. “The only thing left for God to do is to return his speech,” commented his family. When the pastor returned to Loberia the next week, the boy’s sister, wreathed in smiles, was waiting for him at the bus station. Jubilantly she exclaimed, “My brother can talk!” It was true. Over a period of six weeks God had completely healed the boy from a coma, paralysis, deafness, dumbness, and blindness—a complete restoration. His last accomplishment was the ability to whistle.

	When many people came daily to visit the boy’s father and to ask about the healing, he answered, “I don’t understand it. All I know is that my son was hopelessly ill and the doctors couldn’t help him. Every week the pastor came and prayed, and every week my boy improved. Now he is completely well.” Because of this boy’s testimony, many came to the Tamangueyu once-a-week crusade.

	A cattleman who suffered with a withered, atrophied right arm for eight years requested prayer. He returned the next week completely well and testified that with the arm that had once been withered and useless he had been digging holes for fences, driving his cars, and roping cattle.



Opposition

	During one service an ardent opponent made a denunciation to the police. Interrupting the services, the law came charging in to arrest the minister to take him to headquarters for questioning. Officers ruthlessly snatched Biblical texts and mottoes from the walls and threw them to the floor. To the officer’s question, “Just what have you been doing?” the minister simply stated that he was preaching the Gospel and praying for the sick. “Just as the Catholic priest administers the emblems for the sick and dying that they might recover, so do I pray for the sick and dying that they might recover,” the minister explained.

	When asked if anyone in town had been helped by his prayers, he commented politely, “Ask them.” With that he was promptly released, for the entire town was aware of the mighty works which had been done as a result of the meetings. To conclude the matter, the police promised not to interrupt the church services again, and apologized for tearing down the texts.



More Healings

	One Saturday afternoon, a crippled woman who could only walk with the aid of crutches was instantly healed. After the services she proudly walked the several miles back into town carrying her crutches over her shoulder, followed by a jubilant crowd which formed a parade around her. Naively people would ask, “Even if I don’t need healing, may I come to hear the Word of God anyway?” It was just what the pastor wanted and what the Lord intended.

	Those who had attended the first crusade in the theater several years before commented, “What a shame that we didn’t continue on then. How much farther along we would be now.” Spiritualists withdrew from their churches in large numbers, and the Catholics found it difficult to gather enough people for Sunday mass. The local priest even made discreet overtures to visit the Protestant pastor to see what it was that gave him so much power.

	The once-a-week, every Saturday evangelistic crusade continued in Tamangueyu for many months. In May of 1958 the congregation purchased a lot near the main highway in Loberia and began to build their own church. In five months it was completed, the Loberians having financed the 33'x 66' building all by themselves without any outside help. Funds to build the parsonage and church, support the national pastor and his family, and also to help fledgling evangelists were all provided by the new Loberian believers. They even sent groceries at different times to the infant Bible Institute in Mar del Plata. New congregations formed in San Manuel and other nearby towns as a direct result of the meetings. Later, these new congregations also built their own churches and parsonages.

	In Loberia, God tore down a powerful spiritualist stronghold stone by stone. Despite our former fears, we discovered with relief that the work the Lord had done in the Teatro Español had not been in vain. He proved Himself well able to keep those that had been committed to His care. No one could snatch them out of His hand.

	The Eternal God—who is building His sanctuary of living stones gathered out of all nations, tribes and peoples—desired to cut some stones from the quarry in Loberia. Defeating demonism, the Triumphant One toppled a massive fortress to take of its stones to build another wall—a wall of His living Church, the Church against which the gates of hell shall not prevail.

Chapter 12

The Day God Visited Chaco

In front of the rustic, makeshift table pulpit on a dirty mattress lay an emaciated, bedfast youth dying of tuberculosis. A horrible spectacle of skin stretched over bones, he was too weak to sit up, to turn himself on the mattress, or to expel the putrefaction he coughed up. An elderly Indian woman—his mother—squatted by his side patiently removing the excretion that racking coughs dislodged from his lungs. Having tottered dangerously on the brink of Death’s Valley for days, he presented a woe-some picture of total despair.

	In a semicircle around the lad crowded many more Indians: Tobas, Mocovies, and Matacos who had traveled long distances on the lonely, dusty, hot Chaco desert, to the town of Pampa del Indio (plain of the Indian) to attend the May holiday conference. The year was 1956. When missionary Clifford Long opened his Bible to read from Isaiah 53 in Spanish, a slight ripple of response came from the Indians. So he read the same passage again: “Certainly He has borne our sicknesses and carried our pains and with His wounds we are healed” (Spanish version). A bit louder sounded the amens. Repeating the same Scriptures triggered a yet louder response: “Amen. Alelyua. Gloria a Dios!”

	“How strange,” thought the missionary, “this response from the Indians who have always been so silent, so stoic, and so unresponsive.” So he decided to continue reading that verse. “Certainly He has borne our sicknesses and carried our pains . . .” and each time he read it the response from the Indians became louder and louder.

	As he read the Scripture for the seventh time, he was suddenly interrupted by the Indians all shouting and screaming at once: “God’s healed my hernia! My rheumatism is gone! My goiter has disappeared!” “Ay, Dios, I can see, I can see!” shouted another. A youth jubilantly exclaimed, “I’m not deaf anymore!” One woman looked amazedly at her hands and arms and shouted, “My eczema is gone! It’s gone!”

	The young tubercular lad who had lain helpless on the filthy mattress bolted upright like a rocket when suddenly the volatile fuel is ignited, and he ran around with upraised hands calling out stridently, “I’m healed! I’m healed! I’m healed!” God had breathed life into the body of the dying lad. He who had tottered hopelessly on the brink of the Valley of Death had been instantaneously quickened by the power of Christ’s Resurrection.

	During the simple reading of Scripture, the Spirit of the Lord—as a mighty wind—had swept upon the ignorant, superstitious, oft-times illiterate Indians of the Chaco desert. The Lord had sent His Word and healed the people. What rejoicing when the Indians examined themselves and discovered the perfection of the healings! No one seemed to have been passed by. Of the sixty-four Indians that had come to the meeting in one old truck, all sixty-four had been healed. The Sun of Righteousness had arisen with healing in His wings. The brilliant light of the glory of the Lord was covering the dusky skin dwellers of the earth in the faraway, desolate stretches of the vast Chaco wastelands.

	For six years every Wednesday, missionary Clifford Long and his wife, Lois, had ministered the Word of God to the Indians, but the response had been slight and scattered. It had been a thankless, lonely and unrewarding task. Then suddenly—without any previous warning—God visited the Indians during the May holiday conference.

	Unbeknown to the Longs, this strange, sovereign, yet glorious visitation of the Spirit of the Lord to the Chaco Indians was but another chapter in the great Argentine awakening—an answer to countless months of travailing prayer—a fulfillment of the promise, “I will visit Chaco,” made to the praying students at City Bell in 1951.



Drought Years

	But it hadn’t always been this way. The first seven years of missionary service in Chaco were, for Pastor Long, many dreary years of drought, difficulties, frustrations, and necessities. When they arrived they found the Argentine people utterly hostile to the Gospel, the new language difficult to master, their finances insufficient, and frustrating difficulties everywhere they turned; and worst of all, their goal as missionaries—to win souls to Christ and pioneer an evangelical church—seemed impossible to attain. In spite of extensive tract distribution, personal witnessing, prayer, worship services (and anything else they could think of to do), few would even listen to the message they longed to share, much less heed their words and come to the Lord for salvation.

	In the midst of the hopelessness, they continued to pray, and in obedience to a word from the Lord, they purchased an empty lot on French Street in the sparsely populated village of Villa San Martin—a notoriously infamous district. After six months of laboriously clearing away the multitudinous cacti with sharp, poisonous barbs and deep, stubborn roots, the Longs built a small chapel with mud walls, thatch roof, and brick floor. Windows and doors were made of old wooden Singer sewing machine boxes. Neighbors, glancing curiously at the new building, showed no interest whatsoever in attending church. The Longs’ immediate family was generally the only congregation for the worship services. Once in a while a few Argentines—mostly women—would wander in and then never return, giving occasion to the populace to laughingly taunt, “The Gospel is the religion of women only.”

	Finding the work among the white Chaco dwellers so completely unproductive, they turned to the Indian tribes out on the reservations where the response was not much better. Although here and there a very few were saved, healed, and filled with the Holy Spirit, the Indian church still trudged forward at a tortoise’s pace.

	When the Indians began to respond to the Gospel message, the Chaquenos invented a new sneering gibe: “The Gospel is the religion of the Indians and women.” The Catholics, observing the Indian evangelical church slowly growing, published a decree prohibiting any group other than their own to minister among the Indians. It looked as though the only open door of ministry would be closed.



Another Try

	Concluding that a more elegant chapel might appeal to the Chaquenos, the Longs built another chapel of brick, stone and reinforced concrete. Unpaid bills came rushing in while the Argentine nationals stayed away.

	Discouraged with constant reverses, impossibilities, and mounting financial obligations, the Longs sorrowfully began to wonder if their fasting, prayer, and travail before the Lord had been in vain after all. Although a limited entrance had been made among the Indians, it was still impossible to gain even a toehold among the Argentines. Many times they would have fled their Chaco Sahara, but God held them steady as they wandered from one spiritual desert to another.

	Waiting in the Presence of the Lord one day, Clifford Long remembered a vision he had received during the Holy Spirit’s infilling many years before. As he had worshiped and praised the Lord in unknown tongues, he had seen a beautiful valley carpeted by luxuriant, green grass with thousands of white hands reaching heavenward. In another scene, he saw a group of dusky-skinned natives—naked save for their loincloths—surrounding him, listening to his teachings. The remembrance and renewing of the vision of the uplifted white hands and the dusky-skinned natives encouraged him to continue on in prayer. In due time, he found himself surrounded by the dusky natives who listened attentively to his teachings. But where were the white hands uplifted in the fertile valley? And where was this valley?



Dusky Skins

	After the glorious victory in Pampa del Indio, the missionary traveled to other towns on the Indian reservation to minister once again from Isaiah 53. As they listened to the reading and explanation of the Word, forty-two Indians were instantaneously healed just as they had been in Pampa del Indio. Other services followed among different Indian congregations. As news of the healings spread, unsaved Indians began to come until congregations were numbering from five to six hundred. Signs and healings followed the simple reading of the Word.

	In Campo Winters, as the missionary was hurrying away after the service, a man rushed up saying, “Pastor Long, my two children are dying at home; I believe that if you will pray for them they will live.” In response to the Word of the Lord that came to his heart, the missionary replied, “Go your way; your children live.” When the father finally arrived home after several days of travel, he found his two children playing happily in the yard, completely healed by the power of God.

	At another time, a big, burly Indian came up saying that he couldn’t hold a job because every time he tried to work he trembled violently. In an instant, the missionary saw—as in a television scene—two oxen yoked together throwing their heads about fiercely, and he heard the words, “Dragged by oxen not well tamed.” When he asked if he had suffered an accident with oxen about fifteen years ago, the man at first stared blankly and shook his head. Then suddenly his face lit up as he remembered the incident. When the missionary laid hands on his back to pray, the Lord healed him instantaneously, enabling him to work again without any difficulty.

	From May until August the Longs ministered almost full time to the Indians. When the populace heard that the Lord was saving and healing the Indians, they cried the more vociferously, “The Gospel is the religion of the Indians! The Gospel is the religion of the Indians!” The white Chaquenos still showed no interest whatsoever in the glorious message of life.



White Hands in a Green Valley

	Concluding that all his efforts in soul-winning, witnessing, and tract distribution had been in vain, the missionary sought the Lord even more diligently. While in prayer one day, the Holy Spirit quickened the Word given to Noah in Genesis 6: “Two of every sort shall come unto thee to keep them alive.”  Noah hadn’t gone out searching throughout all the earth to find the animals for the ark. God Himself had caused them to come in. The Lord promised that it would be so in his ministry, also: “You won’t have to go out to bring them in; I shall bring them to you.” So he continued to seek the Lord in fasting and prayer.

	Then one day, as swiftly as the flood waters had come in the days of Noah, so spontaneously came the floods of divine visitation to the white dwellers of the verdant valley. “Do the evangelicals who pray for the sick live here?” inquired the two women who appeared at the door of the parsonage one cold, rainy, winter night in August. After introducing herself, the younger of the two said to the missionary pastor, “The bones in my leg were improperly set after a bicycle accident some months ago, so I’ve had pain ever since. Could you pray that the Lord would take away the pain?”

	After carefully reading the Scripture, “Certainly He hath borne our sicknesses and carried our pains . . .” and explaining the Biblical teaching about healing, the pastor prayed for her. By the time she left that evening, the pain had completely disappeared. God had healed the first non-Indian Argentine in Chaco.

	About a week later, the same young woman returned, saying, “Pastor, the pain is gone, but ever since my accident my broken leg has been shorter than the other. I can’t wear high heels because I limp so badly that I fall headlong on the street. Would you please pray for me again?” The missionary prayed for her, promising, “When you put on your high heels your leg will lengthen and you’ll walk without a limp.” The young lady went away, believing that it would be even as the pastor had said. A few days later she came walking down the street without a limp, her high heels clicking against the pavement, her face aglow with a new radiance. “God’s healed me!” she jubilantly shouted. Her cup of joy running over, she shared her testimony with everyone who would listen, promising, “If you’ll go over to the church in Villa San Martin, the pastor will pray for you and you’ll be healed.”

	By ones, by twos, and in small groups they came at first. “Can you heal me?” they would ask the pastor. (The people, accustomed for years to the practice of ‘curan­deros’ —witchcraft and spiritualist healers of all types—concluded that the healer of Villa San Martin was just another ‘curandero’ healer.) The missionary’s answer was the same to each one of them, “I’m not a healer; I can heal no one. Healing comes from God alone. I can only pray for the sick and teach you what the Bible promises concerning healing. It is God Himself who does the healing.”

	Teaching them of God’s provision—salvation for the soul and healing for the body—Long carefully explained the Scriptures. As the people listened to the Word of God, they accepted it in simple faith. Acknowledging themselves as sinners and believing in Christ as their Savior, they received healing in simplicity of faith. After receiving healing, they went out to share the wonderful news with others, “There is One in Villa San Martin who can heal you. Go and be prayed for.”

	The townsfolk, believing the testimony of the people, began to come. More and more they came until soon every room in the parsonage and the church next door was full of inquirers waiting their turn to hear the Word and to be prayed for. At all hours of the day and night they surged in, making it almost impossible to find time to eat or sleep. Soon the missionaries were at wit’s end to know how to care for the many who came.

	Before long it was impossible to attend to them all one by one; there were just too many. The missionaries solved the problem by announcing two teaching sessions: one in the mornings at ten o’clock and the other in the afternoons at four o’clock, and a general service for all every night except Monday—the pastor’s rest day. The new schedule of only three meetings a day was a tremendous relief to the missionaries, now accustomed to attending people all day long and far into the night.

	Still the people continued to pour in as a ceaseless, incoming tide. To them, there was a door of hope at Villa San Martin. The Heavenly Father was drawing them into His house, and they were coming by the hundreds. Their great needs and the hope of receiving help overcame all religious prejudice, ignorance, and barriers.

	When the late night train finally rolled in, the people came directly to the parsonage for prayer. Early in the morning they appeared before dawn. Awakened one early morning by a jostling noise out on the street, the Longs investigated and found three hundred people waiting for prayer before breakfast. It wasn’t necessary to go out into the highways and byways to compel them to come in, for they were drawn by an invisible force and came on their own to inquire the way of salvation and healing. God was bringing them in just as He had promised.

	There was no need to advertise or announce an evangelistic crusade, for soon there were so many people attending the services that they no longer fit into the once congregation-less brick chapel. The services were moved to vacant lots nearby. Nightly it was necessary to carry over benches, chairs, platform, and loudspeakers. It was not uncommon for five to six thousand to attend the lengthy services which lasted from early afternoon until long past midnight. Many came early with their lunches and waited patiently for the services to begin. Sometimes there were ten buses waiting for the people to take them home after church.

	On weekends it was not uncommon for five buses to come from distant towns. Testimony time often lasted an hour or two, each person giving his name and address so that others could visit him to verify his healing. Many were healed as they sat in the congregation just listening to the Word. Others were healed as they drew near to the church, and still others as they stood outside the building observing. When there were too many for individual prayer, the missionary asked all those who suffered with one certain affliction to stand, and then he prayed for the blind group, the deaf group, the cancer group, etc. Numbers were given for the prayer line, and some people had to wait three months for their turn to come up to be prayed for. In the meantime they continued to attend all the services, learning more and more about the Word of God and His ways and commandments.

	They came in every available conveyance imaginable: in cars, trucks, buses, carts, and bicycles; some even came in the lowly wheelbarrow. Often they would walk dozens of blocks through dusty or muddy roads to attend the services in Resistencia’s hot, muggy, tropical weather. One woman traveled by horseback, by ox cart, in a rickety old bus, and by train in order to be able to come to Resistencia for prayer. In eight months over four thousand had acknowledged the Lord as their Savior. The names and addresses of those who came filled one book after another.

	Many times, when some would come requesting the missionary to accompany them to distant towns to pray for a loved one, he would say by the Word of the Lord, “Go thy way, thy son . . . thy daughter . . . thy mother . . . thy father liveth.” Many were healed in this manner. Those who believed found their loved ones well when they returned home. When one person in a town was healed, the news traveled rapidly; soon many others from that town came to Resistencia for prayer. Through the testimony of the young lady healed of the broken leg, an entire family numbering around ninety came to the Lord. One of them later became a pastor.

	Services were held in fourteen different towns and preaching points. Often more people attended a service than the total population of the town. New churches were opened, and new converts swelled the attendance of the already existing churches. Periodically the Catholic publications printed warnings saying, “Are the healings true healings or witchcraft healings?” The warnings, instead of frightening the people away, only served as good advertising; more new people always came to Villa San Martin after the denunciations.

	In the beginning even the doctors strongly opposed these meetings, but later some of them recommended that their incurable patients go over to Villa San Martin. One laughingly said, “That’s my branch office over there.”

	The opposition succeeded in having missionary Long jailed, accusing him of “illegal practice of medicine, practicing witchcraft, and charging for the cures.” The authorities called in many witnesses for questioning, but finding the accusations untrue, they released him after three days of imprisonment. Just as he left the jail, a group of three hundred was preparing to march on the Government House to demand his release.



Hear and Understand

	Feeling keenly the importance of the people to not only hear, but understand the Word of God, the pastor insisted that they listen carefully to the instructions from the Scriptures, knowing that “faith comes by hearing, and hearing by the Word of God.” As the light of God came into their darkened souls, they understood and received help by faith in the living God and His eternal Word.

	In one instruction class, the pastor noticed that the attention of a certain woman continued to wander. Three times he admonished her to listen carefully. Finally, when he prayed and all were healed save the inattentive woman, she complained, “Pastor, why wasn’t I healed, too?” He reminded her that she hadn’t even been paying any attention to the instructions from the Bible. How, then, could she possibly be healed if she had not heard and understood the Word of God? If anyone came who was in a hurry, he told him to return later when he had sufficient time to listen.

	In another service, a Guarani-speaking woman from another province had not understood the instructions given in Spanish to receive healing. When later she expressed her sorrow at not having received healing, someone repeated the instructions to her in the Guarani language; she understood immediately. When the pastor told her to find the hernia that had bothered her, she answered, “I can’t, for it is gone.”

	Scarcely had the doorbell sounded in the parsonage one day than a woman ran in screaming with intense pain. “Oh, pastor, pray for me. I can’t stand this pain any longer.” When he laid his hands on her head to pray, God healed the hernia and the pain immediately ceased. The night that the Lord healed defects of the feet: bunions, corns, and other deformities, the people left a motley assortment of old shoes which had been discarded because they no longer fit. Others whom God had healed left canes, crutches, glasses, and braces in the church as a testimony.

	One woman—a worshiper of images and idols—threw them all into a deep hole after she came to Christ. When someone reprimanded her she countered, “If I were in the hole, I could climb out by myself. But those idols, how could they possibly help me or answer my prayers when they are powerless to even get themselves out of the hole where I threw them?”

	An attractive mother—the wife of an affluent businessman—suffered for over twenty-one years with excruciatingly painful headaches. With the hope of finding help somewhere, she had made the complete round of the places where she thought someone might heal her. Each individual healer had his own series of cures, herbs, objects, and obediences that they required of clients—always, of course, with a payment according to the means of the client. Although this woman paid out huge sums of money and diligently obeyed all the demands of the witchcraft artists, she continued to be extremely ill. So fierce were the headaches that she had to go to bed for three or four days at a time and vomited continuously, unable to hold anything in her stomach. In spite of extensive treatment, the doctors could not discover the cause of the headaches. Forced to abandon all household obligations and the care of her little daughter, she completely lost hope that anyone could ever help her. After years of fruitless searching and exhausting every means, she was still no nearer to the solution of her problem.

	On the invitation of a friend, she went one day to Villa San Martin inwardly sighing, “Oh, just another witchcraft healer. I thought I had visited them all.” Entering the Gospel hall, she was amazed at the absence of the complicated altars and trappings she had seen at all the other witchcraft healers’ chapels. When the pastor prayed for her, God in tender mercy touched her and she was healed instantly. Healed by the One who came that man might have abundant life. She began walking upward on the road to health for the first time. The headaches and vomiting never returned.

	When the Argentines found that Jesus could heal their afflicted bodies, their faith increased to believe that He could remedy other impossible situations as well. “Do you think that God could help me in this problem or in that situation?” they would ask, and then present a varied assortment of needs. 

	Sheaves of reports could be written giving hundreds of individual testimonies of the dying who found life, of incurables who were healed, of hopeless ones who found new hope in Jesus, of the desperate who found consolation, of would-be suicides whose faith in life was renewed, of broken homes which were reunited, and of spiritualist hexes and curses which were broken. Time alone limits the telling.

	The miserable, mangled, hopelessly tortured humanity that Clifford and Lois Long saw will live in their memory until the day when “all tears shall be wiped away.” Yet still more vividly etched upon their hearts are the scenes they personally witnessed of God’s tender, divine, and omnipotent intervention in lives and situations that men counted hopeless and utterly impossible:

	The illumination on the face of the blind man as he reached over to touch the missionary’s face almost worshipfully, saying, “I can see.”

	The complete amazement of the young woman who had gone through a hysterectomy eight years before, when she realized that the all-powerful Lord had created new organs in her body, and she was normal again.

	The triumphant glory the night a newly believing father removed the brace from his son’s leg, rendered useless by polio, and the child walked down the church aisle before all the congregation.

	The look of shock on the face of the mother whose three-year-old girl—who had never walked before—took her first steps on the church platform holding the pastor’s hand.

	The utter satisfaction when the same little girl, now a living testimony of the power of God to heal, walked jubilantly down the street in her home town—a town that for months had inflexibly prohibited the entrance of any Gospel worker.

	The radiant joy of the elderly blind man, crippled with rheumatism, who received his healing just sitting in the church services for fifteen days without once requesting individual prayer.

	The persistent man who continued claiming his healing from blindness even though there was no apparent change. Then the day when from total darkness he began to see the color blue, then yellow, then red, until several days later total vision returned.

	The young daughter dying of hemorrhage who was kept alive by blood transfusions. The relief when color came back into her cheeks and fingernails, and the flow of blood stopped immediately, and her whole family came to the Lord.

	The tormented woman addicted to drugs who could not stand even the light of day, and in fear cried out to the pastor, “I can’t even stand the light that radiates from you.” Then the resisting, the agony, the severe pain of her withdrawal, and the complete victory.

	The drunken father of eleven children who never knew what it was to be sober or to bring money for food or clothing home to his family. His joyous testimony that followed God’s intervention, “Now I am a true father, and my family has food to eat, and my children are properly clothed.”

	The jealous husband who repeatedly knocked his wife into the filthy ditches alongside the road whenever she went outside alone. The glory of their salvation, reconciliation, and new beginning.

	The hopelessly tangled eleven-year-old boy who had whined since birth; his height: a little over two feet. His over-sized head was fallen against his back, and his legs twisted up backwards. His hands crossed over his chest. The triumph when God stopped the whining and restored the boy’s body and head to normal.

	The woman suffering cancer who with no sedatives available, between shrieks, haltingly repeated after the pastor, “Certainly . . . He has borne MY pains. Certainly . . . He carried MY sicknesses . . . . and with His wounds I am healed.” The relief came, and in less than three minutes, the screaming ceased and the woman was asleep.



It Was the Lord

	It was the Lord “who looked down from the height of His sanctuary; from Heaven He beheld the Earth; He heard the groaning shrieks of the prisoners; He loosed them that were appointed to death” (Psalm 102:19, 20). It was the Lord!

	The triumphant Cross of Jesus Christ uplifted over Chaco was as a tremendous vortex which drew up into itself all human woe and misery. As the Spirit of the Lord moved upon the Argentines, thousands of white hands reached up pleadingly, then worshipfully, from lush, verdant valleys. Dusky Indians—not a handful, but dozens and hundreds—heard, believed and were healed as they listened to the teaching of the Scriptures.

Chapter 13

The Place of His Presence

As a child, Wence had been reared by his mother in wretched poverty on a small farm in Paraguay’s primitive Guarani Indian territory. Shoe-less and clothed in rags, for months existing on a meager diet of bread, native mandioca root, and wild fruits, he shared the humble hut home with his mother, brothers, and sister.

	Life had enclosed him in this struggle for existence the day sin robbed the family of the father’s protecting presence and support. Blaming God for this unjust treatment—or so Wence considered it—the youth turned away from Him. Searing flames of resentment and self-pity began to burn in his heart. He bitterly determined to master the circumstances that bound him to this miserable existence in the years ahead.

	Few were the opportunities for advancement in Paraguay, so after his marriage to a lovely Christian girl, he moved to Argentina to continue attending school. At the same time, he worked long hours to support his family. By many months of determined and sacrificial study, he prepared himself to qualify for better positions. But because of the pride, bitterness, lofty despising of the lowly place he lived in, plus the deep hatred of his brethren, even his diligent work and scholastic attainments ceased to be assets. Bitter against the world and even God Himself, high-minded and lofty, victimized by frequent demonic rages and frustrations, he tried to drown it all in drink as the inner and outer pressures increased.

	During these turbulent years when life with him was nigh impossible, his faithful wife stood tolerantly by his side, caring for their home and two beautiful children, struggling to make ends meet. Losing one job after another, suffering continual financial reverses, he moved from town to town, dragging his family along, always ending up in debt and drinking heavily.

	He was a professing Christian and had once attempted to pastor a church, but when the parishioners discovered his harsh temperament and drinking habits, he lost their respect and the pastorate as well. Having lost jobs, friends, money, and even his self-respect, he finally was on the verge of losing the ones dearest to him—his wife and children. After fruitless hoping, praying, and waiting, his wife had reached the end of her endurance.

	Although Wence had tried everything, nothing had worked. Prayer, religion, religious services, making of vows and resolutions to reform—all had been in vain. He had wept, tried to pray, but only suffered condemnation and failure, and things went from bad to worse. Was there no answer? Was there no solution? Homeless, desperate, and contemplating suicide as the only way out, he remembered hearing about that place called Peniel. Perhaps in Peniel he could find the answer.

	The night he chose to hitchhike to Peniel in the city of Mar del Plata was, unbeknown to him, the eve of a scheduled prayer conference. He arrived just as it was beginning. As Wence talked with me and poured out his many problems, God opened his eyes to see for the first time the only true solution: the straight and narrow gateway of humbling himself and praying the simple plea of the publican, “God be merciful to ME—a sinner”

	As a result of this conversation, he stood to his feet in one of the chapel services and humbled himself before the believers assembled there. Between sobs he explained how for years—although a professing Christian—he had walked far from God. Driven by a spirit of martyrdom and self-pity, he had become bitter against God Himself, holding Him responsible for the tragedy of his early life. “Blaming Him, I began to drink to forget my troubles, but it only increased them,” he said. “I found neither peace nor joy, but only hopelessness. Now I just cannot go on like this any longer; I must find God.”

	As he fell to his knees on the floor sobbing, the ministers gathered around him to pray. The congregation now moved by his desperation also began to pray, joining their prayers to those of the Great Intercessor in the Heavens who for years had interceded at the right hand of the Father for this one.

	In finding repentance, the prodigal found God for the first time. It was an encounter with the Savior that resulted in a complete turnaround: a going in the opposite direction. Contrite and broken by the realization of the folly of his former ways, the prodigal who for years had fled the One who loved him most, returned home to God, and in returning, he found rest for his soul.

	Immediately afterwards, thinking that God’s work had been completed, he left for another town to stand on his own. But very soon he discovered that he needed many months more under Peniel’s covering and protection for the work and transformation that yet needed to be completed. So bringing his family, he came to live many months in Peniel until he was ready to begin life anew on his own.

	His repentance of heart was immediate, but the restoration of his life, the changing of old habits, the establishing of his feet firmly on God’s path—the Highway of Holiness—took many months of prayer, teaching, and counseling. As God worked patiently to reform his life, he found in Peniel the refuge, shelter, and help necessary to establish him in his new life in Christ.

	Today, some years later, Wence, with his lovely wife and children, is doing the work of a pastor-evangelist in a distant province. The radical changes in his life became an irrefutable witness to the power of the Lord Jesus Christ to restore and to revive one that for years had lived enslaved in sin’s shameful and shabby serfdom. Through his anointed ministry, many are finding release and deliverance. From a heart once filled with self-pity, despisings, bitterness, and pride, there began to emanate another aura—the fragrance of the lowly, lovely, and loving Nazarene.

	At Peniel he had met face to face the seeking Shepherd who was looking for him. His soul was liberated from the brambles and snares on the dark paths of sin and was carried home to rest in the fold. But why had he decided to come to Peniel in Mar del Plata? What was Peniel? Why was Peniel?



A Monument to His Faithfulness

	Peniel was conceived in the mind of the Holy Spirit and was built according to the pattern revealed to us by Him. It was also established upon the principles and precepts He ordained, and constructed solely with the materials He provided in answer to importunate prayer. Peniel Bible Institute is a fulfillment of the promises God Himself gave and is a monument to His faithfulness that “what God has promised, He is also able to perform.”

	Peniel is a place chosen by God to be the dwelling place of His Presence. The word Peniel means “face of the Almighty” (Hebrew translation). In Peniel, the Savior has become to many a sanctuary, a hiding place, a covert from the storm, a rock, and a strength to the poor and needy in their distress. The Spanish translation of Peniel in Genesis 32:30 is “Where I met the Almighty face to face and my soul was liberated.”



Pastor-less People

	The imperative need for qualified national workers to care for the flocks of new lambs born in revival-awakened Argentina, impelled me to further pray and fast to find an answer from God. There must be a way to prepare young men and women to fill that empty place and shepherd the new churches.

	In countless towns and cities it was the same, as in the awakenings in Buenos Aires, Necochea, Loberia, and in Chaco. The ease of winning new converts was in tragic contrast to the dire scarcity of workers qualified to establish and nurture the newborn babes in Christ. An evangelistic crusade in any town would produce almost overnight a new congregation, but there were few pastors adequately prepared to shepherd them.

	The evangelistic effort in the town of Loberia taught us a costly lesson. After battling against Satan’s fortress there to make a significant cleavage in the walled bulwark, after forming a congregation of folk who had never before heard the Gospel, we faced defeat, because there was no one to pastor the new believers and we had to abandon them. To evangelize and awaken the unconverted to the light of life in Christ Jesus, then to abandon them to languish alone on the deserts to meet Satan’s fiery temptations and life’s storms, was not the answer. God must have a solution—a better way.



Patterns and Precepts

	In late 1955, while earnestly seeking God to know His plan, He made it clear that we were to build Peniel and Los Pinares with His provision and enabling. Peniel—a Bible Institute for the training of young people for the ministry, and Los Pinares—a home to shelter abandoned, unwanted, and orphaned children.

	The extensive scope of His order amazed us. How could we possibly fulfill it? Where were the finances for such a vast project? We had ministered in foreign lands and away from the United States in missionary work for years. Our furlough had been spent teaching in a Bible school in New York, so we had done no fund raising work before returning to the field. Contacts had been few. We were not sponsored by any organization and had no guarantee of any monthly support. I questioned, in the words of Mary, “Lord, how shall this be?” Doubts, wonderment, questions, and fears drove us still to seek His face more diligently.

	Concerning all the provisions, materials, and supplies for the building of the Institute and orphanage, He stilled the fears of our hearts and gave the command found in Haggai 1:8: “Go up to the mountain, and bring wood, and build the house.” By that verse I understood that everything—including all the necessary building materials, finances, students, faculty, staff, and workmen—would all have to come, not in response to advertising or appeals to man or churches, but from God alone in answer to prayer.

	As surely as Elijah had climbed to the summit of Carmel and there waited before God in prevailing prayer until the answer came, so were we to go up Prayer Mountain and wait there until the answers came. Be it seven times, as Elijah, or seventy times seven times, Peniel would have to be built, not by pressing appeals to men, but by importunate prayer to God.

	Regarding the pattern for the building, the Master Designer spoke through other Scriptures. As God had given David the pattern for the building of the tabernacle by His Spirit, so would He, by the same Spirit, give to us the understanding of the pattern and design that He desired for Peniel and Los Pinares.



Promises and Principles

	God promised us that He would build a house, that He would take pleasure in it, that He would be glorified, and that He would put His Name—His Presence—there. In the realization of the magnitude of His commandments and promises, we could but join our voices with David’s when he said, “Oh, Lord God. You are that God and Your Words are true . . . and You have promised.” Along with the pattern, the precepts, and the promises, He also carefully indicated the foundational principles on which Peniel was to operate.



Prayer

	The Master Builder’s directions and conditions had been crystal clear: He would enable us to build if we would believe and seek His face. So with deep gratitude to Him we could but reply as David, “You have told Your servant that You will build a house. Therefore, Your servant has found in his heart to pray.” Many were the times that the word of the Psalmist, “as the servant looks to the hand of his master, so did our eyes look unto the Lord our God,” became our constant stay. And He graciously heard our supplications.



Provisions

	One of the principles that He had established for the Peniel work was that there should be no solicitation of finances from men, either directly or indirectly. The Master had prescribed another way for us: WE must seek Him “by prayer and thanksgiving for our needs, making our requests known only to Him.”

	The sum that the Lord provided to begin the construction of the Institute building was only sufficient to obtain all necessary government permits and papers, draw up the plans, and lay the foundation stones for a building to house fifty students.

	For over eight months no money came in more than the necessary monthly expenses. To buy any further building materials or begin to build was impossible. The unbelievers observed the abandoned foundation stones and the paralyzed construction work, and remembered our testimony that God had promised to build us an Institute. They laughed at us and said, “So you’ve started something you can’t finish, have you? Do you really think God told you to build without money or financing? Where is that God that you say answers your prayers?”

	Their words, cutting as spear thrusts, drove us the more to prayer. God was our only recourse; to Him we turned. We knew, even then, that Peniel would either be a monument to the faithfulness of God or a blatant witness of Miller’s folly. So we “encouraged ourselves in the Lord” and continued to wait in His Presence. To all outward appearances, the unbelievers were right; nothing was built, and nothing was being constructed. There the building materials sat.

	Another principle of operation God specified for us was that there were to be no appeals for personnel, workmen, staff, or builder. Promising the Lord to bring back the necessary wood from Prayer Mountain, I resolved, at the same time, not to lift a hand to place any materials in the wall. God would have to provide someone to do the manual labor. If He couldn’t send anyone, then I wouldn’t try to save His reputation—nor my own—by doing the constructing and bricklaying work myself. Furthermore, I knew nothing about the ways and means of constructing a building in that land. So the construction work couldn’t continue on until the Lord sent us a builder. We must obtain a builder through prayer alone as in the request of Solomon to Hiram, king of Tyre: “Send me now therefore a man cunning to work . . .” (2 Chronicles 2:7).



The Builder

	A few months later, a man knocked on the door—Señor Simonetti, a brick mason, architect, and building contractor. “Do you have any work for me to do?” he inquired. Simonetti was the architect that had made the blueprints for the Institute building almost a year before. He had suffered serious financial reverses by doing considerable work for the government and was never paid for his work. (A not infrequent ploy government people used to further their own desires.) Simonetti had therefore lost his home, his contracting business, all his possessions, and was living in a cardboard shack on a borrowed lot outside of the city. He was urgently seeking to find some much-needed employment. He was willing to do any type of construction work at minimum wages, and he was wondering if I could use him in anyway.

	Señor Simonetti was God’s answer to my prayer for a builder. He was educated, capable, and skilled in all phases of building and planning; he was the perfect answer sent to us by the Master Architect. He was a man “cunning to work” sent in answer to months of prayer. For several years Mr. Simonetti directed, counseled, and labored with his own hands building Peniel and the children’s homes.

	We also knew that there must not be any appeals or advertising made to induce students to come to the Bible school. In answer to prayer, He would send them in; He would choose the ones that should come. When we began the first school year there were no students yet and the Institute building had scarcely been started. In answer to prayer the Lord sent three teenage girls—fruit of the Necochea evangelistic crusade. To provide dormitory space, our family of five crowded up a bit more to give one bedroom of our home to the girls. The living room became our classroom, and we all ate together family-style in the kitchen.

	Having been just recently converted, the girls had no previous religious training. Scripture references had to be located for them in their Bibles before the day’s lesson could begin. With these three girls as students and our home as schoolroom and dormitory, Peniel Bible Institute began. Peniel’s first students—and the many others who followed them—were God’s choice: ignorant, uneducated, uncultured, without religious training, they were of the company of “the foolish, the weak, the base, the despised, and the things which are not.” Long ago the Master chose His disciples from lowly fishermen, so today He chooses “the things that are not to bring to nought the things that are.”

	Because one of God’s kingdom laws is growth, we covenanted with Him that for this year only we would spend our time on these unpromising little girls, but if there were not four or more students for the following school year, we would “close up shop.” It would be the proof that we had been mistaken and had not rightly understood His ­instructions.

	The next year He sent seven students; the following year, twelve. Without solicitation on our part, the attend­ance continued to increase. Just as soon as rooms were finished there were students to fill them. When the three-story Institute building was eventually finished, all available dormitory space was occupied. After Peniel was completed, another new building was built: Penielito or “Little Peniel.” To meet the increasing need for dormitory space, apartments were prepared for married couples as well as single students, and later a boys’ dormitory unit was built.

	Peniel’s students came without invitation or appeal; they came because God had spoken to their hearts, some even having to overcome bitter opposition by parents and/or pastors. To meet the increasing demands and needs of the young people, it was necessary to hold classes during the summer as well as the winter months. In His own unique manner, God kept away any young people who might be tempted to take advantage of free room and board.

	Another foundational principle upon which we were ordered to build was that there should be no charge to the students for room, board, or tuition. As the Peniel family continued to increase, the problem of obtaining and purchasing sufficient supplies became more acute each month. It was continually necessary to ascend Prayer Mountain to bring back supplies. Sometimes God would send in edibles and staples from one of the pioneer churches established through evangelism, or through some gift that came by mail. At other times, individual Argentine believers were moved to bring an offering for the Institute. Often before we had called upon God for help, He had answered, faithfully supplying as we prayed, “Give us this day our daily bread.” His timely answers to prayer in the realm of the provision of supplies are far too numerous to recount.

	Often, when His answers to our pressing needs seemed delayed, we found refuge in Psalm 119:49: “Remember the Word unto thy servant upon which You have caused me to hope.” Often we referred back to His original Scriptural promise to us, “Lord, You said it,” was the basis of our claim. And He never failed.

	There was a time when some means of transportation was urgently needed at Peniel. For a long time bicycles had served adequately, but as the Institute grew it became imperative to have a car. So as we looked to Him in prayer, His promise came, and we knew that He would supply. Yet the months went by and still no car was provided.

	Two years later a visiting minister, greatly inconvenienced by our lack of adequate transportation, disgustedly asked why we didn’t have a car when we so desperately needed one. I replied that we had been praying for one and we believed that God would supply our need, even though vehicles in Argentina cost almost three times the price of a similar one in the U.S.A.

	“And just HOW will He supply it?” asked the minister caustically. “You believe that God will just let it down from the clouds, I suppose? Why don’t you raise funds? Send out letters of appeal. Make your needs known to men.” Although he laughed and scoffed at the naivete of our faith, we knew that we would not, could not, make any such appeals because it was against the foundational principles that God had commanded us to use.

	The minister’s words burned as scourges, and I took them to the Lord, saying, “Father, if You don’t fulfill certain conditions by a certain date to indicate that You are going to fulfill Your promise to supply a car, then I will release what I believed was Your promise and not ask anymore.” One of the conditions for the purchase of a car was that there were to be no time payments; one of the no noes for us. If it could not be purchased in cash then we could get along without it.

	By the set date, God had met every one of my conditions or fleeces. Shortly afterward a letter came telling us that the Lord had laid it on the hearts of a retired couple we had never met nor were acquainted with, to provide the full purchase price for a car for Peniel in Mar del Plata. Their check was sent by mail—air mail. Almost literally the Lord had “let a car down from the clouds.”



Performance

	In the year 1955 God began to give promises over the work. Today there has been an abundant performance of all that He promised. Where once stood a solitary missionary dwelling, now stands many other buildings: a three-story Bible Institute, a two-story unit of dormitory rooms and apartments for married couples called Penielito, a dormitory unit for boys, a shop, and a laundry. All were built because of the faithful provision of a Heavenly Father who had promised that He would build a house.

	With no solicitation whatsoever for funds, sufficient finances were provided to completely pay for each building. There are no debts recorded against Peniel, and it wasn’t necessary to borrow money. Built according to the pattern that He indicated, established upon the precepts and principles that He desired, Peniel is a monument to the faithfulness of a God who is able to perform all that He promises.

	God had promised that He would build Peniel. In answer to prayer and in fulfillment of His promises, He built a material building of brick and stone, He built a spiritual house of living stones, and He built His life and character in lives formerly bereft of redeeming graces.

	Above all, Peniel has become a living testimony of the faithfulness of God and of “what God has wrought.” God IS faithful: Faithful to perform all that He has promised; Faithful to preserve the pattern of His Ways; Faithful to uphold His principles; Faithful to preserve His precepts; Faithful to provide in divine providence; and Faithful to answer prayer.

Chapter 14

Your Little Ones

“Doctor Raheb, why don’t you take the child home?” The words penetrated as piercing barbs of fire in Nelly’s heart. “Why should I take him home?” Nelly thought. “What responsibility is it of mine? Why should I be saddled with the responsibility of raising a child that someone else ­discards?”

	Her mind returned to the hospital ward where the child lay—a blond with blue eyes and fair skin, just eighteen months old. “Why didn’t his mother want him? How could she abandon him in the hospital never to return again? Someone needs to provide a home for him,” she thought, “but why should I take him? Why should I forfeit my independence, my own personal rights and future plans?” But the words casually spoken by her dental nurse, continued to cut as spear thrusts that jabbed again and again in her mind: “Doctor, why don’t YOU take the child home?”

	Although Nelida Raheb, a Christian dentist, had been working at the Mar del Plata hospital for months and had known of the homeless child’s plight, it had never seriously occurred to her that she might be the answer to his problem until her assistant had suggested it. For days afterward the young dentist struggled with many poignant questions: Am I willing to take the abandoned child home with me? Willing to give up my own rights in order to care for him? What about my call to the ministry? Shouldn’t my task be to evangelize? How can I rear an abandoned orphan child? Every little one has a right to a home and parents to love him, but isn’t my first responsibility to preach the Gospel of Jesus Christ? To win souls?

	Unable to unravel the complicated maze of interwoven threads by her own reasonings, she finally fled to God for counsel, ascending Prayer Mountain alone to lay all her questions before Him. Even there, she tried to argue and reason. Then finally in desperation she cried, “All right, Lord, You speak to me. You tell me what I ought to do.” As she waited in His Presence, God began to open Scriptures to her that she had never seen before. They spoke of “your little ones that cannot discern between their right hand and their left” and “those who have no knowledge of good and evil.” Little by little she began to understand that God wanted her to accept the child. But like Jacob of old, she wrestled. Only after endless hours of struggle did she finally yield and become willing to accept the responsibility.

	Announcing her decision to the hospital staff, she was amazed to find that the child had already been taken away by another doctor just a few hours earlier. Greatly relieved, yet in wonderment, she hid the experience away in her heart, pondering what God desired to say to her through it all. Finally she lightly concluded, “Oh, well, he is just one of the many who are abandoned in the hospitals. Why should I be concerned? What could one person possibly do to meet this tremendous need?” So with this self-defense, she swiftly tucked the matter away in her heart, somehow relieved that the child was not to be hers.



The Young Children

	Pioneer pastoral work in the small country town of La Dulce was most difficult for Dr. Raheb, whom we affectionately call “Nelly.” In order to keep herself spiritually afloat, she found it necessary to seek the Lord diligently in fasting and prayer. One early morning long before dawn as she waited in His Presence as was her custom, the Holy Spirit quickened to her heart the nineteenth verse of the second chapter of Lamentations: “Arise. Cry out in the night: in the beginning of the watches pour out your heart like water before the face of the Lord: lift up your hands toward Him for the life of your young children, that faint for hunger in the top of every street.”

	What could this Scripture mean? Was she to intercede for the children of La Dulce? Did God consider her adult parishioners as the little ones perishing of hunger? Not comprehending, yet in obedience to the Scriptural command, she lifted her hands in worship and poured out her heart in intercession, crying out to Him, “Lord, give me my little ones who are perishing.” Although she carried the burden of prayer for many days until she felt that God had heard, she still continued to ponder: Who are these young children that God considers mine? Does He mean that children in Argentina are actually fainting for hunger in the streets? Where are these children?

	Before many weeks had passed Nelly understood where some of these children lived: some lived in mud-hut houses with straw roofs; others in dilapidated shacks made with any scrap of material available; there were those that scrounged and slept in open city plazas; and some knew only a hospital as homes. A group of three little ones was abandoned in an empty house by drunken parents who left them without food. She discovered that there were those that were cast off just anywhere that was convenient. Some lived in direst poverty and existed on meager diets of bread and wine, and were cruelly beaten by their parents. Many were orphaned by sickness, death, and sin. One child found his only home in the mental asylum where his mother had been interned. A normal child when he entered, he began to imitate the ways of the demented ones around him.



Confirmation

	Unbeknown to Nelly, two years before when God gave us the blueprints for the Peniel work, He included in those plans His purpose for us to build and operate a home for children. I knew that I could not be the one to personally care for them, therefore, there must be someone sent by God to take over the burden of mothering those little ones. So again the prayer was given by the Holy Spirit to pray for the provision of the one chosen by God to care and nurture those children. Unknown to me, even as we were praying and interceding for the fulfillment of His Word to build a children’s work, God was already building in Nelly’s heart the burden of the hurting, dying children crying out their pain to the heartless world around them.

	One day, when Nelly just happened to be visiting in Mar del Plata, I felt to share with several of the workers, our burden to begin a children’s home and my conviction that God’s time had come to begin that work. As we talked Nelly began to smile, then casually remarked, “I do believe that the Lord would have me share with you in this new work,” then rather reticently went on to recount God’s dealings with her in the Mar del Plata hospital and in the town of La Dulce where she was caring for a new church. Many months before Nelly discovered that a work for abandoned and orphaned children was on God’s Drawing Board for us in the Peniel work, He was already calling her to that work. To say the least, we were greatly surprised and thankful. God had answered that prayer already.

	The prospect of beginning such a work presented many problems: From where would supplies come for additional provisions and buildings? How could we contact needy children? Where was the personnel to care for them? Would Nelly be capable of administering such a home? Her medical training would make her an ideal person to take care of children, but she showed little natural inclination for such a work, and little understanding or tolerance for children. Furthermore, she had her dental office to attend, which was her livelihood. Would she be able to take on this heavy burden, and would she be satisfactory in that position? None of us had any prior experience in this type of work.

	However, because Nelly felt that God required her to accept this new responsibility as the director of this home, and because we knew that God had spoken to us, we joined together in prayer and labors more abundantly. Los Pinares (The Pinegrove) Children’s Home—a home for unwanted, neglected, abandoned, or orphaned children was brought into being in obedience to divine leading.

	Questioning the Lord as to how the orphanage should be supported, Nelly presented a fleece to the Lord in prayer: If within thirty days she received a gift of one thousand pesos she would accept it as a sign that the orphanage should be sustained by faith in a faithful Heavenly Father. For Dr. Nelly Raheb, it was impossible for such a gift to ever come to her. Up to that time not one peso had ever been given to her in her whole life. Furthermore, up until then no one but ourselves knew anything about our plans to build and operate such a thing as a children’s home. Now she laid out the fleece of one thousand pesos as a full confirmation that it was God’s will for her to surrender and leave forever her dental practice and career to take on the burden of other people’s children.

	On the twenty-eighth day of the month, now certain that the Lord would not fulfill her condition, Nelly confided to us of her covenant, gleefully confident that it was already too late for the Lord to do anything; therefore, she could continue in her career and not have to leave it to take care of children.

	The following day, the last day of her covenant with God, a German friend came to visit. As she left our home she saw the foundations of the first children’s cottage and asked what we were building. We answered that it was our desire to begin a home for orphaned and abandoned children. She exclaimed how glad she was we were doing such a work, then opened her purse and handed to Nelly an envelope containing exactly one thousand pesos.

	Instead of being happy, Nelly was sad because she knew that God confirmed to her that the orphanage should be operated on the same principles of faith in God as the Bible Institute was. Supplies and buildings should come as they did for Peniel—in answer to importunate prayer.



Let Them Come

	Abandoned in a dreary hospital ward lay another child. Unlike the first child Nelly had seen in the hospital, little Carlos was a direct contrast: olive skin, not too pleasant features, black hair, and fear-filled eyes. Nearly starved to death and resented, cruelly lashed, and hated by his parents, he had been brought to the hospital and abandoned there.

	Doctors and nurses, feeling sorry for him, had restored him to a measure of health through months of careful treatment. Even the marks of the cruel belt buckle lashings he had received finally faded away. When his hospital home desired to release him, no one seemed to want the unattractive, fearful, and withdrawn child. Hearing of our desire to work among abandoned children, a nurse asked Nelly if she would take him. She could not refuse this time, so little Carlos became the first child to find refuge in Los Pinares—the Pinegrove Children’s Home.

	In the years that followed, other children came to the homes located in the lovely grove of pines: Little Ana Maria and Nilda, sisters whose mother brought them to us because she was soon to die from incurable tuberculosis, and she desired us to provide for them for the time when she could no longer do so; Rodolfo, whose father no one seemed to know; Jorge, who spent his infant months in a mental asylum and imitated their antics; Cristina, orphaned as a tiny child and thrown from one shelter to another; and Emilio and Alfredo, so savage when they first arrived that no one could tolerate them. These and many others following them found refuge in Los Pinares and made up the family of little ones who called Los Pinares their home and Nelly their Mommy. But this is getting ahead of our story.



Time To Build

	“It is time to rise up and build the orphanage,” the Lord said one day as I sought Him in prayer. Shocked, I leaned back on my knees and began to laugh. Time to initiate a new construction when we were already several months behind in paying for the work already completed on the Institute? 

	It was the first time this had happened to us; our bills had always been paid promptly, for we were not allowed by God to go into debt. However, for an extended time at God’s orders we had continued building, but for some unknown reason the workers had not come seeking their wages, and should they have come, our pockets would have been empty. I would not have them work without paying them promptly because it was their much-needed daily bread. But this time, without any explanation they went on working and never showed up for pay.

	And as I earnestly sought the Lord to meet our financial needs which now summed up to thousands of pesos, God seemingly ignored the unpaid bills and gave the order to undertake immediate construction of our first children’s unit. Because it seemed so totally preposterous, I just laughed. Ignoring my laughter, the Lord simply spoke again giving a condition and a promise, “If you can believe for it, I will give it to you.”

	My answer was, “All right, then, Lord, I’ll believe.” If I go broke, I will go broke and into defeat in a big way. If I hang, let it be for stealing an ox and not a chicken. Although the bills on the unfinished Institute were still unpaid, we began immediate work on the blueprints for the new home (to be built on the lot alongside the Institute). We urgently needed forty thousand pesos to pay back bills and to begin construction on the new unit; and our pockets were empty with no sign of help in sight.

	A couple of months later, a letter came from a dear personal friend with the word “Hallelujah” scrawled across the top. In the letter he told us of God’s provision given to him for us. I personally did not know the donor. It was exactly the amount we were needing to pay the back bills, start the construction, and in time, the first home was built and occupied.

	God’s provision for the building of the second home is a heart-warming story—a memorial to a young lad and his loving parents. It is a story of tragedy and triumph. We feel it, too, should be told.



The New Home

	“Mummy, what do you suppose the children in Africa are doing this morning? And do you suppose the Korean children have enough to eat?” inquired young Ronnie Towe as he ate the nourishing breakfast prepared by his devoted mother. His interest in missionary lands came quite naturally, for both he and his parents scarcely ever missed a missionary service at their local church. When the lad began to ask such questions, his mother never quite knew how to reply or what answers to give him. Often she wondered at her only child’s interest in missions.

	Ronnie was a special gift from the kind Heavenly Father to his Canadian parents who were well along in years. His daddy deeply loved his own boy, but he also shared his love with the other pint-sized neighborhood kids who often gathered on the front veranda to chat and ask questions. Yes, there was a special place in Ronnie’s daddy’s heart for all children.

	Surrounded by love, Ronnie early learned to love the same God that his parents worshiped. A docile child with a sweet spirit, he was not difficult to discipline, for his desire was to please the Lord. There seemed to be something special about Ronnie; even his unsaved neighbors recognized it: the lonesome, elderly lady whom he always greeted as he passed her veranda, and the corner shopkeeper to whom the lad returned the extra change he had been given mistakenly.

	One day as his mother sat meditating in the park near her home, the glory of the Presence of the Lord drew near, and her heart was overwhelmed with His beauty and loveliness. She felt new life and strength surging in. Joy filled her heart, and life seemed so worth living. When she arrived home, Ronnie, who by then was twelve years of age, came to her with tears in his eyes and said, “Mother, look what Scripture the Lord gave me today.” He opened his Bible and showed her the text in John 12:24: “Verily, verily, I say unto you, Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground and die, it abides alone: but if it die, it brings forth much fruit.” His mother did not know what to say but knew it was very precious to Ronnie, so she prayed with him and he went back to his room to continue on in prayer.

	Just three days later, the Lord drew near unannounced, and He tenderly carried away twelve-year-old Ronnie to be with Him. The beautiful gift so sovereignly given, God came to reclaim. Young Ronnie drowned at a supervised private beach where he had been taking swimming lessons. No one could understand just how it had happened.

	Stunned by the suddenness of their loss, shocked and sorrowful beyond measure, perplexed, desperate, and questioning, his parents heard the Holy Spirit speak quietly to them through John 12:24, “Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground and die, it abides alone. But if it die, it brings forth much fruit.” Still not understanding why it happened, they were somehow comforted. God must have had some reason. God had given and God had taken away, so they blessed and worshiped the Name of their Lord in the midst of their deep sorrow. With abundant tears and broken hearts, they meditated on the much fruit that God had promised, wondering how they could cooperate with Him to help bring it forth. This little poem became their attitude and testimony:

“Though our plans and hopes may seem blighted, 

We will love Him and trust in Him still.

For we know all is well that He does,

And our hearts say amen’ to His will.”

	During the days that followed, as they sought the Lord in prayer, He showed them how to invest their child’s life and his death in the eternal kingdom. Being elderly, they had carefully saved up money for the education of Ronnie in case something ever happened to them. But now Ronnie would never need that money. Nevertheless, that money seemed too sacred to use for anything else; someway they must use it for other children.

	Then one day, while visiting with some mutual friends, they heard about the orphanage we were building in Argentina. As they talked, they understood that they should take the money saved up for Ronnie’s education and build a home for abandoned and unwanted children on the foreign field. So taking Ronnie’s money which was so precious to them, they sent it to build the second home for our growing family of unloved, unwanted children.

	Ronnie’s short life story is a daily testimony to all who come to visit the homes. The story of his death and gift has been publicized through television, radio, newspapers, and in large public gatherings of unbelievers. As people listen they are strangely moved, for this is a quality of love they have not known before. Ronnie’s story draws them closer to God. The boy who loved children in foreign lands, and his mommy and daddy who in their own personal sorrow worshiped and loved the One who had taken away their only son, pointed men heavenward. Instead of yielding to bitterness, self-pity, and rebellion, Ronnie’s parents allowed God’s love to flow out through them to others.

	Our second home is a memorial to a little boy who died, and to his mother and father who loved their God and gave to others. Ronnie’s life is a grain of wheat which fell, but is now bringing forth an abundant harvest. Being dead, yet he speaks and tells a story which causes scores of unbelievers to understand the love of God. It is the story of a tragedy which in the hands of God became a ­triumph.



God Sent the Ravens

	One day God sent ravens to bring food to His little ones in Los Pinares. Uncle Pancho, a middle-aged man who was the chief inspector of the croupiers (the men who supervise the tables in the government-owned gambling casino in Mar del Plata), came one day to help lay tiles in the kitchen of Ronnie’s cottage. As he worked, he began to observe and ask questions, and his heart was touched as he realized the needs of the children. Childless himself after many years of marriage, his heart was moved for these little ones who had so little.

	Returning to the casino, he enthusiastically talked to his work companions of the children’s homes he had just visited. The next day several of the croupiers came with him to Los Pinares to visit just as the milkman arrived. “Just one quart is all the milk you are getting for so many children?” they inquired. “Yes,” Nelly laughingly answered, “that is all I can afford today.” Going outside, they instructed the milkman to bring six quarts daily and bring the full bill to them. Later, others of the casino croupiers joined them, banding together to help. Soon they were bringing groceries, fruits, meats, fish, furniture, toys, and clothing.

	One day we discovered that all the croupiers are nicknamed “The Ravens” because of the black formal suits they wear at work. In this modern day, God had chosen the ravens and commanded them to bring bread and flesh to His children in time of need.



Questions Answered

	Any doubts we had regarding Nelly’s abilities as mother and administrator were dispelled with the passing of the months. Learning the efficacy of the verse, “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me,” and the verity of the Word, “Beholding Him we are changed,” Nelly proved more than sufficient for the work the Lord required of her.

	Today she is an enigma to the scores of unbelievers who come to observe the work of Los Pinares and ask her, “Why did you—a dentist—with social standing, financial security, and professional reputation, leave everything to devote your life to rearing homeless children?” And they watch amazed as the children play so happily and run affectionately to Mama Nelly, clinging to her—the only real mother they have ever known.

	“What is your secret?” they ask. And Nelly tells them about Jesus—the One, who though being co-equal with God, yet laid aside all His glory to be of no reputation just because He loved us. Atheists, infidels, unbelievers, questioning ones, Jews and Gentiles alike—all observe and wonder, not understanding, yet admiring the strong motivation which made Nelly relinquish all earthly benefits to lay down her life for others. One magazine journalist titled an article he wrote concerning Nelly and her large family, “She Sought God and Found Children.” Her life was a powerful testimony to the whole city.

	At one time food prices began to soar almost overnight. People with small families began to wonder how they could care for their children. “They’re wondering how they can care for two or three. Then what shall I do with my tribe?” Nelly thought. Then the Lord reproved her for her doubts and strengthened her faith with the verse, “Can God furnish a table in the wilderness?” Nelly knew that He could. One day He reminded her that the silver and the gold are His. “That’s wonderful,” she thought, “but how are You going to get it to me?” In the days that followed, she learned that His ways of providing were varied and many.

	At one time she needed exactly five thousand pesos to meet a particular need. A lady from the Loberia Church brought an offering to the orphanage in memory of her brother who had died. The gift was exactly five thousand pesos. Others would have given this sum of money to the priest to say a mass for the dead, but this lady brought it to the living.

	Burdened with the full responsibility of caring for the growing family, Nelly cried out to the Lord for help. Shortly afterward a new visitor appeared—the owner of a large laundry service, offering to do all the bed linens and laundry each week free of charge. God had heard her cry and began to provide. In answer to prayer, other helpers came to cook, make beds, sew, and clean. As soon as the children were able, Nelly taught them to make their own beds, scrub floors, help with the younger children, wash and dry dishes, and serve the tables.

	A visiting professor from an industrial school noted that the children had little playground equipment, so he assigned a project to his students to make some for them. As a result of this project, a complete set of playground equipment was donated by the school and its students.

	God was showing the mother in Los Pinares that He could get the silver and the gold to her and to her children by many and diverse methods. The resources of the Earth were His, and He would release them to her as there was need.



The Man With the Ducks

	Having sold his ranch in the country, a certain man brought one hundred ducks to town to sell them to a friend who had agreed on a certain price. When it was time to deliver the ducks, the friend began to haggle over the price. His attitude so angered the owner of the ducks that he refused to sell them to him at any price. Then as he stood wondering what in the world he was going to do with so many ducks, another friend suggested that he donate them to Los Pinares. Visiting the children’s homes for the first time, he suddenly understood why this had all happened: the ducks should be given to the children.

	So while he made repeated trips to bring sackful after sackful of ducks to the orphanage accompanied by Nelly, she took full advantage of the situation to tell him of the true purpose of the children’s work. “You know,” she volunteered, “we consider your help as divine assistance from God and not just a charity impulse on your part.”

	The duck man continued visiting Los Pinares in the months that followed, becoming a staunch friend and helper of the children. He was one of the many who came to observe or help, then stayed on through the years as a devoted friend. Later, through the work of the orphanage, he found God.



Oranges

	One day one of the ravens came on his bicycle to visit the children. He was a frequent visitor and loved the children. This time he brought on the back of his bicycle a box of oranges. While chatting with Nelly, he asked, “How do you folks support this home? Who or what organization subsidizes the many expenses of the children?” Nelly tried to explain that no one, but God, and whomsoever He chooses to use.

	He had a hard time understanding that the invisible God and Creator could or would supply every material and earthly need. He was very respectful, but material answers to prayer were a bit beyond his comprehension, and he kept questioning. Finally Nelly asked him why he had chosen to lug a big box of oranges on his bicycle the five miles’ distance to Los Pinares. “Oh, I don’t know, it just occurred to me that the kids would like them,” he answered.

	Nelly called one of the little girls and asked her, “Just what did you come and ask me to give you this morning?” “An orange,” she shyly replied. “And what did Mommy say to you?” Nelly continued. “You said that we do not have any,” the little girl responded. “What else did I say to you?” asked Nelly. “You said that if I wanted an orange, that I had to go and pray for one.” “And did you pray for one?” Nelly questioned. “Yes,” came the little girl’s reply.

	Upon hearing this, the visitor turned pale, then looked up as goose bumps appeared on his arms. He said, “Good heavens, you mean that God caused me to bring that box of oranges in answer to that little girl’s prayer?” At last he understood. He was deeply impressed, becoming a long time friend and a help in the work.



All Your Need

	Los Pinares needed a telephone, but telephones were impossible to obtain. Few new telephones were issued due to lack of equipment, and we had already been on the waiting list for years. One day as Nelly was telephoning from a nearby business establishment, the owner commented, “So you folks in Los Pinares don’t have a telephone? Well, the governor of the province is a close friend of mine, and I believe I can persuade him to give you permission to install a telephone.” Somewhat incredulous, Nelly—and the rest of us—dismissed it from our minds. Hadn’t we already waited in vain for a telephone for so many years?

	Several months later, the telephone company came to make an estimate of the installation costs. True to the promise of our neighbor, the provincial governor had granted us permission to install a telephone. But when we learned that the cost of installation would be five thousand American dollars, we again dismissed the telephone idea as an impossibility. Where would that much money come from just to install a telephone?

	In a very unique manner God supplied for the installation of the telephone. Telephone engineers offered to draw up the plans without charge. Businessmen donated materials. Telephone union workers offered to work without charge on weekends and holidays. The workers within the telephone company itself absorbed the total cost of the installation. Commenting on the miracle of the telephone installation at Los Pinares, one of the newspapers said, “Unity and love can do all things.” The chief of telephone operations said to me, “You folks have changed the spirit of this whole city.” It was true that Mar del Plata became the city with far more works of charity than any other city in Argentina. Schools for deaf, for blind, for handicapped children, and many other such works exist today in that city.



Other Needs

	As different needs arose in the homes, God supplied sufficient to meet the needs of the many little ones and their helpers. He proved that He was able “to furnish a table even in the wilderness.” One day the Lord quickened to Nelly the Scripture, “Ye shall eat of the riches of the Gentiles.” Reviewing her accounts at a later date, she was amazed to find that a large part of the support for the orphanage came from nonbelievers. God was “spoiling the Gentiles” to care for His own. She was reminded of Cornelius whose “prayers and alms ascended up before the Lord as a memorial,” even before he came to know the true way.

	God’s church children have ministered to the homes as well. A retired American architect and his wife—devoted workers among children—visited Los Pinares. Because God had not sent any little ones to their own home, they loved the children of others in a special way. Observing the crowded conditions in which the Pinares children lived, they longed to build more adequate quarters for them. Returning to their homeland, they later sent a sizable donation to build another large children’s unit.



Evangelism

	Learning of Los Pinares in some secular magazine, in a newspaper, or through the word of a friend, scores of Argentines have come to visit and observe—and they like what they see. Many have helped in material ways. Some have come just to observe and ponder; others, just to talk with Nelly.

	Because of the lovely spirit of the children, so happy and uninhibited, yet affectionate and disciplined, many have questioned how this success is possible. Many—among them doctors, lawyers, and wealthy merchants—have come just to converse with Nelly and to see the children. Her field of evangelism included all classes of people.

	If ever there were any doubts in Nelly’s mind regarding the effectiveness of an orphanage—established and maintained on God’s principles—as a tool of evangelism, they have long ago been laid aside. Her call to the ministry, to evangelize and to propagate the Gospel of Jesus Christ, is being successfully realized in a way so beautiful that she never could have envisioned it herself. Only the Lord could have originated it.

	Mar del Plata residents return again and again to Los Pinares to converse with Nelly and to watch the children, admiring the work being done in the little ones whose lives and characters are being completely transformed. Surrounded by the Spirit of Jesus and tender, loving care, many who came with serious personality and character problems have become normal, happy, outgoing and well-behaved children. Youngsters considered by others as hopeless have responded to the work of the Lord in their hearts and have found salvation from their sins.

	As observers watch the children at play and hear them happily singing choruses, their hearts slowly open as flowers to the sun. They see God being manifested through little children. They wonder, “If God has done this for Nelly and the children, can’t He do something for me, as well? After all, is not this the true religion?”

	Mar del Plata dwellers observe, converse, then go away with their thoughts: Is there a possibility that the One who changed these little lives can do something for me? Opening their hearts, they tell Nelly of their home problems, marred lives, and deep fears. Although they probably never would have entered an evangelical church or listened to a Gospel broadcast, they come out to the Mar del Plata suburbs to watch little children at work and play.

	When Nelly became obedient to God’s command to forsake all to follow Him to care for abandoned little ones, she apparently lost everything. In actuality, she gained the very things she had longed for and more. Her success with the little ones has opened for her an abundant door of ministry to hundreds in Mar del Plata.

	The unbelieving Mar del Plata dwellers comment, “Oh, we can understand your religion and the God you tell us about. How different you are from those who just stand on the street corners and talk about God. We can see what He is like through the work you are doing. This is the kind of religion we could believe in.”

“Pure religion and undefiled before God and the Father is this, To visit the fatherless and widows in their affliction . . .” (James 1:27).

Chapter 15

The Burning of the Flame

How glorious had been the days of the ingathering into the Kingdom, when the Lord healed tens of thousands of pagan Argentines who had never before even heard of the living, powerful, resurrected Christ. How miraculous it seemed to see new churches springing up almost overnight in Necochea, Loberia, Chaco, Tandil, and many other places as a result of healing and deliverance crusades. How grateful we were to see God establish the Institute and the Children’s Home.

	Nevertheless, the Master and we, His servants, were not yet satisfied. Although there had been much fruit as a result of active evangelism, pioneered churches, a Bible training Institute, and homes to shelter orphaned children, these were not the final end that God had in mind. We knew that the Lord desired to build His Church in Argen­tina—a church in His own image and which would show forth His likeness. Our work had scarcely begun, and ahead of us yet lay the time consuming task of preparing disciples as the Lord had commissioned us to do. The Lord needed ministers and ministries to build His Church of individual living stones. Each new believer needed to be brought individually from the experience of conversion to the intimacy of a close, personal, daily walk with the Lord.

	As we saw the influx of many new people who had received God’s benefits of healing and salvation, our hearts were challenged, and at the same time saddened, for we realized that the greater task still remained. The newborn lambs must be brought into the fullness of the salvation which brings man into a personal and intimate relationship with God. The newly established churches were filled with new members that had received the gracious manifestation of the healing power of the Lord and an initial experience of conversion.

	However, the flow of the grace of the Lord, that brings the soul into contrition to the feet of his God, was greatly lacking. We had seen the manifestation of His healing power, but had not as yet seen the manifestation of His Holy Spirit that brings man into conviction of his sins and shows him his need for a Savior to pardon and deliver him. God had manifested Himself as the Healer. But Jesus, as the Savior, who came to save His people from their sins, had not as yet been experienced by them.



The South Forest

	Through the prophet Ezekiel, God had said to the forest of the south, “I will kindle a flame in you and it shall devour every green tree in you and every dry tree. The Flaming Flame shall not be quenched, and all faces from the south to the north shall be burned therein. And all flesh shall see that I, the Lord, have kindled it. It shall not be quenched” (Ezekiel 20:47, 48).

	The God who promised to make His ministers a flame of fire also promised to kindle a fire in the South Forest. There would be flaming flames burning in the hearts of individual living trees. Living torches in the forest would alight with flames of intensity of love, of worship, of devotion, and of desire for service and love for others. God also promised to kindle a flame whose devouring fire would burn to consume the dross, the carnality, the strongholds held by the world, the flesh, and the devil. This flame would destroy all that hindered the trees from becoming the transparent image of the One who is a Consuming Fire.

	There were many thousands of living trees in His great forest of the South. God intended to kindle in them the flame of His Presence so that they might blaze with the glory of His living fire; fire like unto the flaming bush Moses saw that was not consumed. God promised that flaming flames and the devouring fire would burn in His trees.

	We again felt the burden of prayer. God would begin by kindling the flaming and devouring fire of His Presence in our midst. He would draw near to us in the forest of the South Field. For many years these prayers for the purification of His people ascended heavenward to His throne from the Holy Place on Earth. For about ten years our petition, our plea, our cry was, “Lord, You promised to send Your fire. Your Word promised to us that You will kindle a fire in the south land which shall not be quenched. Lord, send that fire.”

	In great faithfulness, even during these ten years of prayer, He was already sending His fire by measure—fire as isolated flames as if in confirmation or in promise. Our hearts were encouraged, and the ardor of our cries before Him became progressively more fervent.



God Set Aflame a Torch

	Years before the flames of God began to burn in the heart of Alexander, the rebel ringleader of the drinking, worldly young people of Clotilde, Chaco, the night he came to church with his cronies to mock and laugh as the oldsters held their religious services. As he stood at the back of the church building, the Spirit of the Lord as a burning fire filled his heart. Rushing forward, he threw himself down before the Lord in an agony of repentance. Confessing his sins and pleading for pardon, he found salvation and became a son of the Most High.

	Immediately afterward, he began to seek the Lord night after night in the lonely darkness of the woods that surrounded his Chaco farm home. A few months later, as he sought the Lord in the sweet meadows that surrounded the City Bell Bible Institute, an angel appeared to him. As a result of this summit experience, he entered into the gifts of the Holy Spirit in prophetic utterance and understandings, and spiritual wisdom. God marked him as one of His chosen vessels.

	However, the gifts of the Holy Spirit—no matter how spectacular or abundant they be—can never substitute for a holy life of obedience and the sanctification of spirit, soul, and body unto God. Moreover the gifts and the fruit of the Holy Spirit are eternal; they shall abide forever.

	Unfortunately, having received gifts and operations of God in his life, Alexander neglected the more important, eternal values. He considered the gifts sufficient and did not realize his own personal need of learning the more practical lessons of deep, inner breaking, subjection, obedience, and submission of his will and desires. The Angel of the Lord had already prophesied to him that he would fall away to the world for a season of seven years and then would return.

	Because of this lack of sanctification in his personal life, there was a great weakness—an open door through which the enemy and the world moved in to attempt to destroy him. As a result of this, for over six years he walked through a kaleidoscope of experiences in life’s school, that included attempts at ministry, depths of despair, titanic glooms of discouragement and failure. He even tried to run away from the Lord, but he found he could not outdistance the Omnipresent One.

	Alex repented, then backslid, then repented again. As he experienced bitter disillusionment and failure, the graph of his spiritual life recorded extreme fluctuations. Even though he tried to return to the Presence of the Lord and attempted to serve Him on lower levels, it was still a time of spiritual defeat, sorrow, darkness, desperation, fears, and separation from the conscious Presence of the Lord. He continued to struggle, but it seemed he was unable to find his way back to God. Finally, abandoning everything, he returned to his Chaco home and went out as a salesman of farm implements, deeply discouraged and convinced that he had forever lost his place in God’s calling.

	Then one day, seven years later, a missionary visited his Chaco church. Alexander went to the church service that night to hear the visitor. The Spirit of Prophecy came upon the visiting missionary, to whom Alexander was unknown. His prophetic Word became a creative word of restoration, a word of faith and power. In the prophecy, the visitor said, “And tonight your seven years of wandering are over.” New hope, vision, and purpose began to fill his heart, and the dominion of the enemy in his life was broken. Alexander returned to the Presence of the Lord.

	Later on that year, in Peniel, in deep and open confession he repented of the things that had bound him. He spoke of the pride that had come in because of the unusual gifts the Holy Spirit had given him, making him feel he was above the others. He spoke of his rebellions and his fears. As he did so, in deep brokenness, the remaining strongholds were thrown down. The doors of entrance through which the enemy had come to torment him slammed shut; no longer could he find any entrance. The devouring fire was burning out the dross in his life.

	Today, the name of Alexander is inscribed in the list of the men of God in this land. Walking in the victory of the continual Presence of the Lord, together with his wife and three children, he is exercising spiritual leadership in the far northern Province of Chaco as he serves as pastor of the large church that was born under the healing ministry of Clifford Long.



The Daughter of David

	The flames of the fire of the Lord began to burn in Nadia’s heart as a young sixteen-year-old Ukrainian lassie when she felt the call to come to Peniel as a student. Because her Chaco church, parents, and relatives so greatly opposed her coming, she practically had to run away. In Peniel, Nadia (whose name means Hope) showed a spirit that hungered for Christ, and there came a lovely anointing on her life; nevertheless, she was always getting into some trouble or other because of her youth and strong character. Fortunately, however, like David, she was a good “repenter” and quickly repented of her faults.

	After three years of preparation, she became cook in the Institute and proved to be an excellent one. But because of her strong character and leadership abilities, she was more of a commanding sergeant than an effective worker. Her greatest efficiency showed itself, not in cooking, but in making enemies, and her relationship with the students worsened until one day it was necessary to call them all in to talk with them.

	Everyone volunteered his opinion as to what was wrong. The result was a 100 percent vote against Nadia, who sat quietly listening as one after another of her fellow students and workers wielded the whip of criticism and rejection. When the time came for her to defend herself, she stood up, and weeping as a good daughter of David, she defended herself by saying, “All that you say about me is true. Please pray for me that the Lord will change me.” All the wind of reproach fled from the sails of her critics, and they had no more to say. Peace reigned once again.

	Somewhat sobered, and now praying even more earnestly for divine help, Nadia continued on as cook. The Master Potter was taking time to form this chosen vessel on the mysterious wheel of His ways.

	Still another crisis came in her life when we were absent on a visit to the province of Patagonia, in southern Argentina. When we returned, we found Nadia once again in deep trouble. That same stubborn streak had manifested itself again, and she had rebelled against all the regulations of the Institute. I heard a unanimous cry raised by one and all, “Send Nadia home!” In spite of the fact that all the workers and students were indignant at her behavior, when I asked God what to do with her, He said, “Do nothing.” So, I did nothing at all. Later on, instead of getting rid of her, I was impressed to give her increased responsibilities.

	After a few weeks, that Daughter of David yielded to the sweet influences of the Spirit and returned to communion with Him in deep brokenness and repentance as she had always done before. When some six months later I brought up the subject of this rebellious time and asked her what she had expected me to do, she replied, “I expected you to send me home.”

	“And what did you think when I didn’t send you home, but gave you added responsibilities instead?” She laughed and said, “I thought you were crazy. I had already packed all my bags and was ready to go home.” “Were you feeling happy about going home?” I asked. She replied, “No, I was sad and frightened, but did not know how to escape from my position.”

	The Master Potter continued to work faithfully as He formed Nadia into the design of His choice, and His processes in her life continued. The Lord was also working in the family that had so actively opposed her coming to Peniel. Nadia, as a pioneer, blazed a new trail for them when she came to Peniel. One by one her brothers and a sister became ministers, and are in the Lord’s work today; but that is another story. Nadia and her husband, Paul, are successfully pastoring a church in Tucuman, surrounded by newly saved young people whom they are teaching to become true sons and daughters of David.



Elvira

	A week or two before my scheduled departure for a furlough in the States, the interim director of Peniel, Alexander, now walking in the victory of the Lord, came to discuss Elvira. She was passing through a time of great rebellion and discouragement, and was making plans to abandon the Institute the next day. “You’ve got to help me,” he said, “I just don’t know what to do with her.” We discussed the problem for a while, then I asked, “What do you feel we should do?” “I think that you should discipline her,” he replied.

	“Alex, do you think she will respond positively to a measure of discipline? Have you ever seen discipline bring anyone out of this condition?” I asked him. Alexander answered in the negative, then said, “I’ve done everything I know to do to help her, and nothing works. I don’t know what else to do.”

	“Everything? Have you done everything? Have you prayed and really gotten hold of God for her?” Somewhat pensively he answered, “Yes, I have prayed for her, but nothing happened.”

	“Alex, I have three questions for you; the first one is: Do you believe that God sent this young lady to us and that the anointing of the Holy Spirit is on her life? The second one is: Are you convinced that she is a true child of God? And the third question is: Are you convinced that the Lord has called her to serve Him?”

	“Yes,” he answered to all three questions. “Well,” I concluded, “if those three questions are true, then we had better not lose her and let her go back to the world.” He shook his head in doubt, remembering his last stormy session with that rebellious young woman who already had her bags all packed, just waiting for money for her ticket to run home.

	“Listen,” I said to him, “God desires to teach you a most valuable lesson through what is happening to that stormy child of His. Tonight, without fail, you will see her come all the way back to Calvary.” With those words I left him and went to shut myself in with God to fight the battle through in prayer. When God finally gave me the word that He would intervene for her, I went to her and insisted that she attend service that night in the chapel. Very reluctantly she came.

	Picking up my accordion and beginning to play, I wondered just how to start the service. “Do you believe My Word to you?” came that quiet, inner voice. “Then start with a victory march.”

	“A victory march?” I could see no victory anywhere in that cold, dead atmosphere. I turned my eyes away from the troubled girl sitting there glum, flushed with anger, and set in her rebel state as solid as the walls of Jericho.

	With little enthusiasm, but in obedience the students obediently arose and started to walk around the room and sing. Meanwhile, the little rebel sat in manifested anger and rebellion in the center of the circle. When I wondered what to do next, the same still, small voice said, “Praise the Lord in the dance.” “But, Lord, I protested, how can I praise You in the dance when I am weighted down playing this accordion?” Then I said, “All right then, Lord, but You must bring forth the dance because I cannot.”

	At that moment Cathy, the daughter of a conservative missionary mother who had not yet received the fullness of the Holy Spirit, spontaneously began to praise the Lord in a dance. Before long, the anointing of the Spirit of the dance descended upon her in a most unique way. Suddenly, before the startled eyes of her mother who had never seen her do such a thing before, she gave a shout and leaped into the middle of the room and began dancing and praising the Lord with all her might as a true daughter of Miriam. With that, the Spirit of Praise fell on all of the group, and they, too, began to praise the Lord with all their hearts.

	After worshiping the Lord for a while in the dance, the slim young lady, with her eyes closed and tears streaming down her cheeks, went over to where Miss Gloom was sitting. Then she slipped one arm around her neck and lifted her up as though she were but a piece of straw or a little rag doll. Hardly conscious of what she was doing, she began to dance with the stocky and angry girl, who was mortified beyond words. With her face blazing with rage and defiance, she tried to get free, but the iron hand of the love of God was around her neck through the arm of little Cathy, holding her fast. Fifteen, twenty minutes passed as she dangled and fought in rage.

	At last the pressure of love broke down her walls of resistance, and she could stand no more. With deep cries of repentance and with tears flowing freely, she joined Cathy dancing in the same Spirit of Worship. Before the service was over, both girls were leaping and praising and shouting the mercies of God. The walls of rebellion crumbled as completely as the walls of Jericho, and God continued His glorious processes of restoration. Nevermore would those walls of rebellion be built in her heart. Today she is married to another Peniel student ,and together they are serving as pastors of a church in Chaco.

Chapter 16

The "O.K. Pastor" Girl

In January of 1962, the flames of His Presence began to burn in the life of Irene, a Methodist school teacher of Buenos Aires. It was a beautiful summer afternoon when Irene suddenly appeared at Peniel unannounced and unexpected, saying, “The pastor-father of one of my day school pupils told me that I could find God in Peniel, so I came. Can you show me the way? I want to know God.”

	Although Irene had been raised in church and in a Christian home, she was now filled with doubts and questioned God’s love, His existence, and the reality of His Presence. When she encountered strong communistic propaganda during her teacher training days, she tried to refute those doctrines with rational arguments. Failing to convince her opponents, she seriously began to doubt her own position and question her own faith. Confusions, anxieties, uncertainties, and questions greatly troubled her, and she suffered with an illness that the doctors were unable to diagnose or cure.

	One day, while attending a summer camp, she noticed some horses grazing on low hillsides. “How wonderful it would be to see all this through the eyes of a true Christian,” she thought, quite surprised to find herself thinking about God. In her heart there arose a silent, yet intense plea, “If there really is a God of the hills, the cattle, and the people, please manifest Yourself to me. I don’t know where to find You, and I don’t even know for certain if You exist or not. But if You do, please reveal Yourself to me.” To answer that prayer, God directed her footsteps through a friend to Peniel, 250 miles south from where she lived.

	“But just what are you seeking?” I asked again, when she said that she came to Peniel because she wanted to know God. I thought that what she really wanted was to know about God and His workings, or perhaps she wanted a conversion experience, or even the knowledge of the Holy Spirit Baptism. She continued to insist that what she truly wanted was to know if God existed—and, if He did, she wanted to know Him.

	“In that case,” I replied, “the only road—the narrow road that leads to the true knowledge of God—is to take the Bible as the true Word of God and accept it as your only guide in divine ways, without any argument whatsoever. You must obey that Word in unquestioning and unconditional obedience, as God quickens and reveals it to you. Secondly, you must recognize God as your absolute Owner and renounce all your rights to order and control the different areas of your life. In other words, God requires a complete submission to Him; your whole being sanctified by the Spirit and surrendered to God.”

	After several hours of sharing and talking for clarification of what it all meant, and after careful consideration, she said spontaneously, “O.K. Pastor, if this is the only road to know God, I have no other alternative but to take it. I will take it.”

	Thus it was that with the words, “O.K. Pastor,” Irene took the first steps of submission to God in simple faith. Without any emotional feelings whatsoever she accepted that answer as the only rational thing to do. Irene was a very rational, young school teacher, with a strong desire to find and to know God.

	That evening she mentioned that on the following Friday she would be leaving Peniel to return to her Buenos Aires home. I smiled and said in dismissal, “May the good God go with you.” Immediately Irene picked up on it and replied, “Why do you speak to me like that?” I answered, “Well, how do you wish me to speak?” “No,” she responded, “but why did you speak like that?” I sighed and said, “It’s just like I tried to tell you. You really do not want to know God, but like almost everyone else, you only want to know about God.”

	My statement took her completely by surprise, so I explained what I meant. “You said, ‘O.K. Pastor, I will take the obedience road,’ and now you are telling me that you took the reins into your own hands and made the decision to return home. Have you asked the One whom you now wish to be your Lord and Master if He wants you to return to Buenos Aires, go someplace else, or stay on here in Peniel for a while?”

	At that moment the realization suddenly came to her of what it meant to have accepted Christ as her Lord and Master. It meant that she would no longer be able to go or do as she pleased, but she would be under orders each step of her life. She would no longer belong to herself, and each step she would have to surrender her will and accept His. With each decision her heart would have to say, “Your will be done and not mine.” It would be as though Irene had now died and Christ lived within her with complete control over her whole being. She realized that it was a call to die, to recognize herself crucified with Christ and resurrected, with nothing more to do but to let Him live His life through her. Her answer was strong and decisive, “O.K. Pastor, take my ticket down and cash it in for me because I already believe that the Lord wants me to stay on here for a time.” That decision to remain resulted in her losing her already scheduled, paid vacation, canceling her teaching contract the following year, leaving her home, father and mother, abandoning her plans for further University studies, and beginning preparations for the ministry.



“Pastor, What Is This?”

	When Irene came upstairs to the first chapel service, she found that the worship and prayer services in Peniel were utterly different from any she had ever before attended in her Methodist Church. The students and older children were standing and singing with loud voices, praising God with upraised hands, and making melody to the Lord in music that she did not know or understand. In panic she came to me and said, “Pastor, what is this?”

	I took her to the Bible and showed her the verses in 1 Timothy 2:8: “I will men pray everywhere, lifting up holy hands, without wrath and doubting,” and in Psalm 134:2: “Lift up your hands in the sanctuary and bless the Lord.” She carefully read those verses, then said to me, “O.K. Pastor,” and proceeded to lift her hands and sing and praise the Lord.

	Later in that first service the congregation went to their knees to pray. Again the prim Methodist school teacher came running to me, “Pastor, what is this?” She had never seen anyone kneel in church. I took her to Psalm 95:6: “Oh come, let us worship and bow down: let us kneel before the Lord our Maker.” She read that verse and turned around saying, “O.K. Pastor,” and knelt with the rest of the people.

	Everyone was praying at once, and no one was paying any attention to what his neighbor was doing. “We don’t worship this way in our Methodist Church,” she thought. “My, what a lot of noise they make. In my church we don’t pray like that.” Soon after service was over she came to ask for scriptural explanations for what each one was doing, and these explanations were not difficult to find in the Holy Book. Then Irene searched the Scriptures for herself. During the next chapel service we noticed that she, too, lifted her hands in the sanctuary.

	“Why do the people clap their hands and pray aloud?” she inquired. I gave the answer found in the Psalms, “O clap your hands, all ye people; shout unto God with the voice of triumph.” This scriptural explanation seemed to satisfy her, and at the next church service she was joining in with the others in more outward expressions of worship.

	After observing the young people weeping in prayer, she asked why they were doing that. My answer came from The Book, “Pour out your hearts before Him.” Seeing that weeping was taught in God’s Word, she accepted it, and having taken the irrevocable decision to walk the discipleship road, she was willing to do whatever the Scriptures taught. “O.K. Pastor” was her only answer.

	In the meantime, she was carefully observing the conduct of the young people outside the prayer times. She noticed that there was something different about them: something that they had which she knew she didn’t yet have. When differences arose between the young people, they immediately repented and made things right with their companions. When they were reprimanded for something they had done, they humbled themselves and made amends. Then they began to sing and praise once again.

	Having always felt that the love of God should be manifested among His people, she sought for this manifestation of love among the young people and found it. One day, she heard the young people praying for more of the Presence of the Lord in their lives, and she wondered, “Why do they pray for more of His Presence, when they already have more of it than I do in my life?” Even more diligently, she continued to seek the Lord and to wait expectantly before Him in prayer and searching His Word.



In the Darkness of the Dorm

	One night a few weeks after Irene’s arrival, the girls decided to have a prayer meeting on their own without thinking to turn on the dorm lights. Soon everyone was praying out loud, and Irene, unable to pray while others were making so much noise, simply decided to follow the prayer of the girl in the bed next to hers.

	Just then a young student came over, knelt beside her, and slipping an arm around her shoulders said, “I love you.” To Irene it was the voice of God speaking to her—the God that had seemed so very far away and inaccessible. He was telling her that He loved her. This word produced in her heart what only the voice of God can produce in a human heart: a melting at His feet and an awakening of an even more fervent thirst. Unemotional in her temperament, Irene found herself weeping.

	Seeing her crying, the other girls promptly decided that she must be helped to receive the Baptism of the Holy Spirit—of which Irene knew almost nothing. So they all rushed over and began to pray for her. In their naivete they counseled her, “Say, Hallelujah! Raise your hands. Praise the Lord. Do this and do that.” In their enthusiasm to help her receive, each one offered a different suggestion, but their variety of ideas only served to confuse her further. For wasn’t the Baptism of the Holy Spirit only for the days of the Apostles? And if—by any stretch of the imagination—it should be for today, didn’t one receive it when one received salvation? However, because her mind was filled with a maze of anti-baptism doctrines, she wasn’t the most likely candidate to receive.

	Suddenly a girl sitting on the foot of her bed screamed out as she felt the Presence of the Lord. “Uh, oh, we have made a mistake,” thought the girls. “We’re praying for the wrong one.” Then promptly plunged over to pray for the other girl. The dean of women finally made it upstairs to find out the cause of all the commotion in the darkness of the dorm.

	She found a group of girls enthusiastically praying, and the new Methodist girl sitting on her bed, terrified and perplexed, wondering just what was happening and what kind of spirit that Holy Spirit was that they were talking about.

	After another long counseling session and many hours of searching through the Book of Acts, to Irene came the knowledge of what the next step must be so that her communion with the Lord might grow. She knew that she needed to be baptized with the Holy Spirit. No longer did any formerly held doctrines confuse her, because she found the new experience taught in the Word. A quiet inner voice seemed to say to her, “You don’t yet have it, but I want to give it to you.”

	Shortly afterward, a visiting Baptist brother told of his experience of receiving the Holy Spirit. Irene realized that she was afraid to receive it for herself, for she erroneously thought that God would take hold of her body and make her run or jump or do something else equally scandalous. Didn’t God require one to yield one’s body to Him? Who knows, then, what He might do with it. In spite of all her premonitions of making a public scene, she carefully tried to interpret what the Lord wanted her to do in the service that night, be it to lift her arms, kneel, praise, or pray. It didn’t really matter to her what others were thinking; the most important thing to her was to be in obedience to the Lord—her Master.

	Her mind—now filled with the techniques of How To Receive—hindered her from relaxing in faith so that He could fill her. When the minister present prayed for those desiring to receive, Spanish-speaking Irene felt a strange, burning warmth and found herself pronouncing some words which sounded exactly like English words. But having studied a little English in secondary school, she promptly concluded that she was speaking words that she had already learned, and immediately quit talking, convinced that her subconscious was playing bad tricks on her. So she continued to seek, thinking that nothing at all had happened.

	When the Lord’s Supper was served the following Sunday, Irene came—for the first time that week—not even seeking for the Baptism. Sensing no indication from the Lord to stand, lift her hands, or kneel, she felt completely relaxed. Such a sweet rest followed the battle of the past weeks when she had sought so diligently to be filled.

	Sitting quietly in her chair, she began to praise the Lord in such a quiet voice that not even the person sitting next to her could hear it. As she partook of the Lord’s cup, she again quietly began to pronounce words in English, but this time she didn’t discard the speaking as something of her own mind; she just let it continue to flow through her. Seconds later, it was no longer English words that she was pronouncing, but compound, separated syllables. She was completely conscious of what she was saying, yet she did not feel the least emotion; it seemed as though she were observing herself from the outside.

	As soon as the meeting finished, she rushed to her room, and throwing herself on her bed, she continued to articulate syllables, like someone observing something happening outside of himself. Later these were no more syllables, but words in another language that she had never heard before. Now there was no doubt in her mind that she had actually received the Baptism of the Holy Spirit.

	All happened in such a different way from what she had expected. It was without any scandalous actions, yelling, jumping, and even without emotions. It was not as though her tongue was being handled by some strange, outside force, as she had thought it would be; she could just surrender her vocal organs and begin to talk in that unknown language, and could stop speaking whenever she wanted to. How beautiful it was and how utterly different from what she had anticipated.



Swift Progress

	Irene spontaneously replied, “O.K. Pastor” when I taught her what the Lord required of her in His Word. Her wholehearted willingness to obey His commands in cold obedience, regardless of any feelings she might or might not have, and her constancy in continuing on and not turning back once a decision was made, caused her to make swift progress on the road that leads to knowing God.

	At times, a battle arose in her heart between her will and the Lord’s will. At such times she found that in the measure that she ordered each part of her being to cease all resistance to the will of God, and at the same moment confessing His will, that her own will disappeared. Then only His will filled all her heart. He worked in her both to form the desire, and then fulfilled that desire in such a way that she ended up doing His will because it then coincided with hers. There was then no difference between her will and His will. The two wills were now one.

	As she sought the Lord and in faith obeyed His demands as taught in the Holy Scriptures as He brought them to her, she found that all her tensions began to loosen. The tranquility and inner quietness that she so badly needed began to fill her heart. She found the Bible now filled with meaning and a real pleasure to read. For the first time in all her church-going life, she listened to the messages without having to force herself to concentrate or pay attention. It seemed as though torrents of light had entered her darkened understanding, and the Scriptures were now clear and plain.

	One day she read in the book of Esther of the fast for three days that Esther enjoined on the Jews of Jerusalem. She felt the Lord asked her to do the same. After all, was it not in the Scriptures? In obedience she determined to fast and pray for three days. The last day at midnight she was quietly praying in the chapel when for the first time in her life she heard the voice of the Lord quite plainly saying, “Now, I will heal you.” She had spinal problems for many years and had spent much on doctors. Immediately the pain left her and all the physical symptoms of her sickness disappeared and never returned, for the Lord healed her.

	As she enjoyed the sweet communion of obedience, the peace and joy of the Lord filled her heart; she realized that God had an eternal purpose for her life, which would not have to be wasted in fulfilling her own desires and purposes. It was true: one could learn to walk with the Lord.

	When her parents came to visit and to find out what had happened to make her decide to renounce everything and continue on at Peniel—a place unknown to them—they found their daughter so full of faith and joy that they said nothing. They were God-fearing Methodist parents, and although they understood nothing of what Irene was experiencing, they respected the work of God in her heart and offered no opposition whatsoever to her staying on as a student. In fact, later her family was drawn into worship at the Peniel Church in their city.



A New Obedience

	During our regular March conference, held two months after Irene’s arrival at Peniel, the Lord began to do a work of cleansing in the hearts of His people. Students, visitors, and pastors were broken as they came into a realization of the holiness of God. One after another confessed his faults, and weeping in contrition, requested others to pray for him. Some were convicted of sins seemingly very small, according to men’s standards, manifesting even more how pure is God in His holiness.

	Several meetings went by, and although Irene recognized that this time of brokenness and confession was of God, she nevertheless felt like an observer rather than a participant. Somehow the Holy Spirit didn’t lead her to repentance. It seemed as though something in her was asleep and needed to be awakened by the Lord in order for her to experience this brokenness and conviction.

	When I suggested that she give her personal testimony in one of the next services, to her it was another cold obedience which the Lord required of her. To give a personal testimony during these meetings of repentance seemed to her natural mind to be completely out of place. But having learned that as she took tiny steps in obedience towards Him, He took giant steps in drawing near to her, she obeyed and gave a full testimony of God’s dealings in her life.

	After this obedience, the Holy Spirit entered the area that had seemed to be asleep and began to convict her just as He did the others. In the days that followed, the Lord revealed to her unworthy motives and showed her that confession leads to cleansing. So she would go to the meetings willing to confess. What peace and joy and cleanness, forgiveness, and communion she experienced as she opened her heart to Him and to others.

	When the conference ended, she was talking with some of the students and found herself saying, “For the first time in my life I am really and completely happy.” Stopping a moment to meditate on what she had just said, and taking an inward look, she found that this was absolutely true. There were now no tensions, no fears, no doubts or uncertainties. There was no weight of remorse for unconfessed and unforgiven sins. There was only peace and a heart full of the joy of His glory.

	The pathway of implicit, simple obedience to the living Word of the Lord—with feelings or without them—had brought her into an intimate relationship with God. She was beginning to know Him. Each step she took in obedience, God became ever more her Master, and each obedience to His Word as He revealed it to her, brought her closer to Him; she was really beginning to know Him, His voice, and His Word. The first obedience, which was subsequently followed by many others, led Irene into the fullness of God’s will for her life and ministry.

Chapter 17

Continued Burnings

In the Forest of the South the divine flame burned in these individual living torches and others like them. They illumined and inspired others to earnestly seek the fire of God for themselves. In this way, God set other living trees aflame as His fire burned from deeply imbedded roots to highest branches. God transformed young men and women into sons and daughters of fire that became positive and powerful influences for His kingdom. Young men and women ministered to the Lord in love, worship, and devotion, and ministered to others in anointing and compassion because the power of the fire of His Presence set their lives aflame.

	Fire is the only known source of power and light to man, and God’s fire kindled their love into a passion whose flames brought life, light, fire, and power into being. They became burning torches—these living trees of His South Forest—in which the light and glory of the divine flame continued to burn.



The Blowing of the Wind

	In the year 1968, the wind of His Presence began to blow in great vehemence upon the fire that He had kindled in the South Forest, and it began to blaze in other living trees as well: Mimi, Annie, Lilian, Ester, Horacio, Maria, Elizabeth, Guillermo, and others, whose stories we would like to share, became firebrands that set alight many other trees in other places.

	God’s promised powerful wave was a wave of fire which began to burn in Mendoza, City Bell, Buenos Aires, Necochea, Loberia, Chaco, and Mar del Plata, then into many other cities. As the wind of His Presence fanned these flames, they spread to Quilmes, Cordoba, Tucuman, and again to the great metropolis, Buenos Aires, where coals and embers once again burst into living flame. The spreading of the fire resulted in the building of new churches, the opening of new Peniels and Bible Homes, and the establishing of new congregations.

	As believers began to behold Him—whose eyes are as a flame of fire—He brought them to contrition for their sins, to confession, to repentance, to cleansing, and then to transformation. Rebellions, envies, hatreds, resentments, selfishness, and lusts of the flesh, along with many other such things that were not pleasing to Jesus, the King of their hearts, were revealed to them as divine light pierced the depths of their souls.

	Heaven’s fire-light revealed hidden, buried, forgotten things, then burned in healing power as the cleansing of the Blood of Jesus washed clean “the sinners in Zion.” Joy filled hearts and caused them to sing. Faith stilled reasoning minds and filled them with God’s Word. Rest came to troubled spirits and brought them into peace. Divine love flowed into loveless hearts and then flowed out through them to others. The fire of the divine Presence was consuming the dross in the living trees of the South Field. It was kindling a flame that not only cleansed and ignited the living trees, but also burned boundaries and spread beyond man’s confining walls. It produced in the living trees, fires of love and devotion, worship and service, submission and sacrifice.

	From the heights of the sanctuary in Heaven, where the Consuming Fire dwells, the Father heard the travailing cries of His children on the Earth. Divine Fire drew near to us in the vast forest of the Field of the South. Argentina is the inhabited land that lies farthest south in the world. In that great South Field, the flaming flame and the devouring fire began to burn to purify and enflame His people. It would begin in the south and flow to the north and shall encompass the whole world . . . and that Flaming Flame shall not be quenched.

Supplement

The following excerpts were taken from the messages given in City Bell in 1951. Translated from Spanish, they have been regrouped according to subjects and are not necessarily presented in the order originally given.



A Call to Brokenness

I want your heart contrite and humbled; thus I can work.

Without submission, you will not be able to obtain. Continue going down day after day.

When you have gone completely down, I will raise you up from there.



A Call to Cleansing

Pure is My Presence. Be holy, because I am holy. Prepare yourself.

You are an instrument in My hands, but My instrument is not dirty.

I can, without any difficulty, take your heart and cleanse it, but how am I going to do it if you have not given it over to Me entirely?

You cannot give your heart over into My hands and maintain it yourself.

Your “I” must not be there; it must disappear. 
Take away from you your personal ego.

Certainly it will hurt! A fishhook enters easily, but wounds when it comes out.

If you do not learn of Me, what will you teach?

If you do not pass through the fire, how will you speak of the fire that I have?

Within your heart, I see a forest of evil to burn. I can only burn it if you let Me.

Is your heart burning? A great forest, I have to burn; huge trunks embedded in the depths which will wound you. But do not fear; allow Me to take them out. I will heal the wounds tenderly.

Certainly in My kingdom there must not be any filthy thing that belongs of thee. Because of this, I must reduce it all to ashes so I can put My kingdom there and dwell therein.

I want to put My hand with purifying fire within your soul. Your heart will burn together with your being.

All of this I must burn; it is pain to your body, but it is joy to your soul. Allow Me to work in you.

Do not leave Me. Do not flee when your moment arrives.

All that you see that appears wrong to your eyes is My plan, which you will not understand until all be fulfilled.



A Call to Discipleship

Who is first in your life? How much time do you spend for Me? And for yourself? Everything or nothing.

Don’t be afraid to leave father, mother or whatsoever you most love here for Me.

How many of you will enter the ranks of the “givers of their lives”?

How many are ready to follow Me?

I am faithful to My promises. I will not fail them.

Why do you doubt and say I am not with you, in the very moment that I am guiding your lives?

I am thy God. Thou shalt have no one in the world as I am. I will uphold thee; I will clothe thee; I will live with thee. Permit me to enter within thee.

Believe! I am thy God who giveth abundant life to thee. 

Believe! Confidence in My words is of great importance.



A Call to Life, Light, and Love

Rivers of virtue flowing out from Me enter into you to flow out to the world.

You are but a shadow. If I take My light away you will certainly disappear. I am a God of light.

With eternal love, I have loved you. With love, I will pardon your iniquities.

Love without pretense. I do not desire from you feigned love. I desire that you love Me in truth—and with all your heart.

If you love Me, do as I command you.

What have you done with the love that I gave you? Why do you not love one another? Have you not learned of Me?

Love one another with the love that I gave you.
How will you be able to love those who hate you?

Don’t cease from loving your enemies and your neighbors. Many suffer pain, illness, anguish, and sadness because of sin. Call to them! Intercede for them!

Can the world now see Me in you?

And can they contemplate My love and My goodness?

Of My love you have received. Give of My love.



A Call to Obedience

You cannot come to Me without having first decided to yield to Me.

Be ready to do that which I wish, not what you wish.

Fulfill faithfully everything I order you to do.
Run not ahead of Me to do that which I ordain not.

If you do not fulfill all that I say unto you, you may appear to be like Me, but are not.

It is not sufficient for you to pray to Me. You have to live according to My will.

I found many before you who promised Me in a great way to do My will, to walk according to My commandments, but I found in them: indisposition, deceit, fear, and love for themselves.

Do not permit your life to enter into lightness.

Do all that is pleasing to Me and subject yourselves to My will.

Walk in My way; don’t depart from it.
For if you wander away, with difficulty you will return.

Learn from the life of Jonah.
Silence not the truth, but give not My pearls before swine.



A Call to Prayer

What are you looking for? My hands? Seek ME!
What you are looking for is in My hands.

The desire to cry unto Me must burn in you.

Day and night, cry out to Me. Don’t be careless. Cry out to Me. I am your Father.

Don’t waste time; seek My face.

Do not fear to seek Me alone. What I will give you, you will find alone.

You must pray to Me continually. 

It doesn’t matter where you are, nor what duty you are fulfilling. Pray to Me.

Continue digging, for when you least anticipate it, you will find great riches.

Pray without ceasing, in spirit and in truth.

Child, where am I? Am I only there when you are on your knees? I am by your side, even when you are resting.

I wish to be with you without ceasing.
Take care that you do not exclude Me even for a moment.

Wherever you find yourselves, continue crying out. 
How do you expect to be as I am if you do not even pray?

Do not think that because I do not go to you with manifestations of power and answers to your petitions, I have forgotten you.

Do not think that I have forgotten you, if you do not see My answer soon. 

All that you go through, praying in truth, brings you nearer to Me. 

Call out! Even though you see an impossibility before you.

If you do not have to suffer, wrestle, cry, wear out your body, and wait—how can you appreciate that which I give to you?

Everything is working out for good. 

Continue seeking Me with patience and with continued humility.



A Call to Suffering

Certainly you will have to suffer. But what do you prefer? To suffer and have Me dwell in you, or not to suffer and be simply human before Me?

What is the human in My Presence? Only an abomination to Me!

Do not think that the path you run is roses without thorns.

In the moment of the test fix your eyes upon Me and face together with Me the situation I put before you.

You will have to suffer cold, hunger, persecution, and even death.

Seek refuge in Me! I will not let you be overcome by the host of enemies.



A Call to Truth

Do not allow yourself to be deceived by your heart. Don’t trust in what it tells you. Look only to Me.

Don’t allow yourself to be blinded by false ideas formed in your heart. Don’t trust in it; it deceives you. Don’t have confidence in it; for it betrays you.

I have conquered the one who puts confusion in your mind.



A Call to Victory

Behold! Contemplate Him, who between Heaven and Earth was lifted up for you.

The Kingdom of My Father, must be the heart.

It is not My fault if your desire is not fulfilled. I offer you even My very Kingdom.

I will give you all that I promised you, but do not think you are going to find it living lightly.

You must wish to go where I want—I do not guide you bound to Me.

Be careful of yourself; do not be careless, lest in your carelessness you should trip and lose all that I give you. You are blessed; don’t be careless with your blessedness.

Leave all offenses in My hands; do not judge anyone. Watch that you do not murmur against My anointed one.

Will you cease to cry out and seek My face because you do not understand My work?

If up until now you do not have the victory, will you abandon Me because of this?

The roaring lion walks on the face of the Earth; woe unto him and his followers. 

Are you afraid of him? Do not be afraid. 

I want you to know that he lives and dwells within his own houses; do not have anything to do with such places.

You are in a vile world, but you are of a celestial world; the place where I dwell.

Do not take Me where I must not go. Do not touch filthy things.

Do not allow yourselves to be tempted by the devil. 
He mesmerizes you, but I give you life.



A Call to Argentina

Oh, Argentina, you who are rejecting My love! Why are you so proud? 

Because you are rich? Who gave you the riches? 

I still have not taken away My love toward you. 

But if you persist in rejecting, you will not see My glory.

Your heart abounds in vanity; you love vanity, but you do not think of My love.

You love Me outwardly, but you do not look at your inward nakedness.

Look! Think! Stop in your tracks!

Oh, soon, soon, soon, you will tremble; your inward parts will shake.

Oh, woe unto you if you continue on like this.

Your judgments are like a raging sea.

Why do you justify yourself? You think that all you have is yours.

Your footstool is Mine—together with all that is above and within it.

Ay! Ay! Do not reject Me. Why do you puff yourself up vainly? You do not have anything. Naked, blind, poor, wretched you are.

But if you ask with real humility, I will raise you up. 
If you humble yourself before Me, you will have life.

Look at what I am saying to you: I do not dwell in temples of vanity.

Nor am I in statues which your hands have made.

A hard thing it is for you to trust vainly in idols which only take you into misery and wretchedness.

You think that you are the highest one; vanity superabounds on your countenance.

Behold, you are a servant, but if you obey and yield yourself in My hands to fulfill My will, I will heap blessings on you and I will dwell with you.

I send you a powerful wave, but woe to you if you reject it, and it return to Me.

Beautiful you are, but black is your heart.

Oh, man, who art drowned; not with water, but with sin. Humble yourself and I will pardon you.

If you do not do this, you will die without mercy.
For great is your pride.

You do not know My love.

If you did know it, how you would lament because of your condition.

I am giving you time, but it is quickly running out. 
Do not let it go by without being converted to Me.

Know you not that the end of all this is that you may see Me just as I am? You know Me not yet. Wait, let the time pass by as you walk with Me. Then you can answer, “I know Thee! Yes, I know Thee!” And I will give you life such as will cause all around you to tremble. Never boast yourself before Me.

This country will hear—

will see and be amazed upon seeing her condition of sin before Me.

Would that she does not remain in her pride and rise up and I go from her.

From the north to the south, from the east to the west, My voice will be heard.

Virtue will flow through you to the world, which will bring them to My feet, and they will repent.

The city of sin (Buenos Aires) will tremble.

I will visit Chaco, together with the other provinces. 
They are living under human will and not Mine.

Eva Duarte (Peron) shall tremble, with all her principal leaders and helpers. They shall know who God is; they shall be greatly terrified. Woe to them!

Eva Duarte (Peron) shall see the thunder of My Presence fall upon her heart.

She and her faithful companions shall greatly tremble when they see Me as I really am.

In the south of Argentina, a multitude of Argentines know nothing of My Son, Jesus.

They live lives full of evil which I cannot stand.

Some of you shall stand before rulers and great ones in the land.

But before Me, they are low and vile.

Great halls of pleasure shall be temples unto Me in which they shall see My glory.

Thousands will be saved.

The theaters and every place of your enemy will remain almost completely empty, because I will come to this ­country.

Not only here (in this land), but in every country and city which I indicated to you, great places will have to be occupied in order that people can listen and repent.

Many will be converted to Me, but if they refuse Me and do not become converted to Me, great will be their ruin.

Black stains has the world:

pride is the greatest; vanity and disobedience; high mindedness and rebellion.

Thousands lie in the tomb of sin.

The night is very near to you and is about to extend its black cloak.

Take out pride. For the day is coming when I will pour out My wrath.

Woe to him who does not humble himself before Me.



A Call to the World

Oh, vile world! Surely now you shall tremble under My hand.

If you do not repent, you shall be an abomination to Me, and with fire I shall consume you.

The world is groaning; it is about to explode. The world shall perish.

Oh, world! You shall perish without pity, if you do not take the last opportunity that I give. Prepare yourself, oh, world.

I am coming soon; I delay not.

That which I told you to do, oh, that it be done when you awake to My coming.

The world is going to pass away in a short while.



A Call to You

What do you think of Argentina? 

What do you desire her future to be? 

What are you doing for her?

Doesn’t her situation move you? 

Look how she is living in sin!

There are many who do it ignorantly; 

But what are you doing for her?

Come! Let us cross her paths, proclaiming what I will give you.

Where is My love in you?

Where is your love for your neighbor? 

These Argentines are your neighbors also.

What have you done with the love I gave you for souls? They are already perishing!
What are you going to do for them?

Multitude of souls perish—souls that are miserable and waiting.

Look . . . and lament. Are you going to rescue them? Harden not your hearts.
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