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Chapter 1

Beginnings

arrived in Los Angeles, California, with my wife
and two young daughters, on December 22, 1904.
Little Esther, our oldest child, three years old, was

seized with convulsions and passed away to be with
Jesus on January 7, at 4 A.M. Little “Queen Esther”
seemed to have been born “for such a time as this”
(Esther 4:14).

Beside that little coffin, with heart bleeding, I
pledged my life anew for God’s service. In the presence
of death, how real eternal issues become. I promised
the rest of my life should be spent wholly for Him. He
made a fresh covenant with me. I then begged Him to
open a door of service quickly, so that I might not find
time for sorrow.

Just one week after little Esther’s departure, I be-
gan preaching twice a day at the Peniel Mission in
Pasadena. While souls were saved during the month’s

I
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meetings in Peniel Mission, the greatest victory gained
was the spiritual growth of a company of young men
attending there. A number were called out by the Lord
for future service.

On April 8, I heard F. B. Meyer, from London,
preach. He described the great revival then going on in
Wales, which he had just visited. He had met Evan
Roberts. My soul was stirred to its depths, having read
of this revival shortly before. I then and there prom-
ised God He should have full right of way with me, if
He could use me.

I distributed tracts in the post office, banks, and
public buildings in Los Angeles and also took tracts to
many saloons. Later I visited about thirty saloons in
Los Angeles again. The houses of prostitution were
wide open at that time, and I gave out many tracts
there.

Little Esther’s death had broken my heart, and I
felt I could live only while in God’s service. I longed to
know Him in a more real way and to see the work of
God go forth in power. A great burden and cry came in
my heart for a mighty revival. He was preparing me
for renewed service for Him. This could be brought
about only by the realization of a deeper need in my
own heart for God, and a real soul travail for the work
of God. This He gave me. Many were being similarly
prepared at this time in different parts of the world.
The Lord was preparing to visit and deliver His people
once more. Intercessors were the need. “He…
wondered that there was no intercessor” (Isaiah
59:16). “I sought for a man…[to] stand in the gap be-
fore me for the land, that I should not destroy it; but I
found none” (Ezekiel 22:30).
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About the first of May, a powerful revival broke
out in the Lake Avenue Methodist Episcopal Church in
Pasadena. Most of the young men who had come forth
in the meetings in Peniel Mission attended this
church. They had gotten under the burden for a re-
vival there. In fact, we had been praying for a sweep-
ing revival for Pasadena, and God was answering our
prayers. I found a wonderful work of the Spirit going
on at Lake Avenue. There was no big preacher there,
yet the altar was full of seeking souls. One night nearly
every unsaved soul in the house was saved. It was a
clean sweep for God. Conviction was mightily upon
the people. In two weeks’ time two hundred souls
knelt at the altar seeking the Lord. The Peniel boys
were involved and wonderfully used by God. We then
began to pray for an outpouring of the Spirit for Los
Angeles and the whole of southern California.

I find the following observations in my diary,
written at that time:

Some churches are going to be surprised to
find God passing them by. He will work in
channels where they will yield to Him. They
must humble themselves for Him to come. We
are crying, “Pasadena for God!” Some people
are too well satisfied with their own goodness.
They have little faith or interest for the salva-
tion of others. God will humble them by pass-
ing them by. The Spirit is breathing prayer
through us for a mighty, general outpouring.
Great things are coming. We are asking
largely, that our joy may be full. God is mov-
ing. We are praying for the churches and their
pastors. The Lord will visit those willing to
yield to Him.
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And the same is true today. Ultimate failure or
success for God will be realized just at this point. We
must keep humble and little in our own eyes. Let us
get built up by a sense of our own importance and we
are gone. History repeats itself in this connection. God
has always sought a humble people. He can use no
other. Martin Luther, the great reformer, wrote,

 When our Lord and Master Jesus Christ
says repent, He means that the whole life of be-
lievers on earth should be a constant and per-
petual repentance. Repentance and sorrow—
i.e., true repentance—endure as long as a man
is displeased with himself. The desire of
self-justification is the cause of all the distresses
of the heart.

There is always much need of heart preparation,
in humility and separation, before God can consis-
tently come. The depth of any revival will be deter-
mined exactly by the spirit of repentance that is
obtained. In fact, this is the key to every true revival
born of God.

On May 12, God dealt with me about giving all my
time to Him, turning my back finally and for all time on
secular employment. He wanted me now to trust Him
fully for myself and my family. I had just received a
book, The Great Revival in Wales, written by S. B.
Shaw. Taking a little walk before breakfast, I was read-
ing this. The Lord had been trying for years to bring me
to this decision for His service. We entered into a new
contract between us. He was to have the rest of my life
fully. And I have never dared to break this contract.

My wife kept my breakfast for me. But I did not
return until noon. I had lost my appetite for food. The
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Spirit, through the book, set me on fire. I visited and
prayed with three preachers and a number of workers
before I returned home at noon. I had received a new
commission and anointing. My burden was for revival.

I visited and prayed with people all day long for
some time now, distributing G. Campbell Morgan’s
pamphlet on the “Revival in Wales.” It moved the
people strongly. The spirit of prayer was increasing
upon me, and I determined to be obedient to “the
heavenly vision” (Acts 26:19). I prayed the Lord for
faith to trust Him fully. “Man shall not live by bread
alone” (Matthew 4:4).

The Lord blessed me with a further spirit of ex-
hortation to revival among the churches, giving me
articles to write for the Holiness press along the same
line also. I began to write particularly for the Way of
Faith and God’s Revivalist. One night I awoke from
my sleep shouting the praises of God. He was getting
hold of me more and more. I was now going day and
night, exhorting my fellowman to faith in God for
mighty things. The spirit of revival consumed me. The
spirit of prophecy came upon me strongly also. I
seemed to receive a definite “gift of faith” for revival.
We were evidently in the beginning of wonderful days
to come, and I prophesied continually of a mighty
outpouring.

I had a real ministry to the religious press and be-
gan to attend prayer meetings at the various churches
to exhort them. G. Campbell Morgan’s tract on the
“Revival in Wales” spread the fire in the churches
wonderfully. I did a great deal of visiting among the
saints also and began to sell S. B. Shaw’s book, The
Great Revival in Wales, among the churches. God
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wonderfully used it to promote faith for a revival
spirit. My tract work was continued among the saloons
and business houses.

In May 1905, I wrote in an article,

My soul is on fire as I read of the glorious
work of grace in Wales. The “seven thousand”
in the land, who have kept company with the
“spared ones” (Ezekiel 9), and who have been
“crying and sighing” because of the abomina-
tion and desolation in the land, the decay of vi-
tal piety in the body of Christ, may well be
excused for rejoicing at such a time and pros-
pect as this, when God is once more moving in
the earth. But where are the men who will “stir
themselves up to take hold of God?” Let our
watchword at this time be “California for
Christ.” God is looking for workers, channels,
worms of the dust. Remember, He must have
worms. Jesus’ life was pressed out in prayer at
every pore. This kind comes too high for most
people. But may not this be our Lord’s “last
call”?

On June 17, I went to Los Angeles to attend a
meeting at the First Baptist Church. They were waiting
on God for an outpouring of the Spirit there. Their
pastor, Joseph Smale, had just returned from Wales.
He had been in touch with the revival and Evan Rob-
erts, and was on fire to have the same visitation and
blessing come to his own church in Los Angeles. I
found this meeting in accordance with my own vision,
burden, and desire, so I spent two hours in the church
in prayer before the evening service. Meetings were
being held every day and night there, and God was
present.
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One afternoon I started the meeting in Los Ange-
les while they were waiting for Smale to appear. I ex-
horted them not to wait for man but to expect from
God. They were depending on some great one, the
same spirit of idolatry that has cursed the church and
hindered God in all ages. Like the children of Israel,
the people must have “some other god before Him.”
(See Exodus 20:3.) In state church circles in Europe,
the pastor is often known as “the little God.” I started
the service in the evening on the church steps, outside,
while we were waiting for the janitor to arrive with the
key. We had a season of prayer for the surrounding
community. The evening meeting was a steady sweep
of victory.

When God’s church becomes what it should be, in
love and unity, the doors will never be closed or
locked. Like the temple of old, it will always be open.
(We saw this later, at Azusa Mission.) God does not
have many churches, all of different names. There is
no division in a true Pentecost or in true worship.
“God is a Spirit; and they that worship him must
worship him in spirit and in truth” (John 4:24). “For
by one Spirit are we all baptized into one body…and
have been all made to drink into one Spirit” (1 Corin-
thians 12:13). Ancient Israel, when right with God, was
one; how much more should the church be. We have
priests enough to serve continually, and plenty of
seeking, needy people to fill the church at all times.
How far we have fallen from the early pattern, and
even from the type of the church, Israel. We are so far
from it that we scarcely recognize the real thing. Even
the Catholic Church, though formal, is ahead of us in
this. The difficulty and shame is that we are hopelessly
divided.
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I went to Lamanda Park and, after preaching,
spent the night at the parsonage praying and sleeping
alternately. I wanted a fuller revelation of Jesus to my
own soul. Like the full moon that draws clearer and
nearer to our vision as we continue to steadfastly gaze
at it, so Jesus appears more real to our souls as we
continue to contemplate Him. We need a closer, per-
sonal, vital relationship, acquaintance, and commun-
ion with God. Only the man who lives in fellowship
with divine reality can be used to call the people to
God.

I went to Smale’s church again, and again found
them listlessly waiting for the preacher to appear.
Many did not seem to have any definite idea of why
they had come to the meeting. I began to pray aloud,
and the meeting started off with power. It was in full
blast when Brother Smale arrived. God wanted the
people to look to Him, and not to man. Those not
having the glory of God first in view would naturally
resent this. But it is God’s plan.

I found most Christians did not want to take on a
burden of prayer. It was too hard on the flesh. I was
carrying this burden now in ever increasing volume,
night and day. The ministry was intense. It was “the
fellowship of His sufferings” (Philippians 3:10), a
“travail” of soul (Isaiah 53:11), with “groanings which
[could not] be uttered” (Romans 8:26). Most believers
find it easier to criticize than to pray.

One day I was much burdened in prayer. I went to
Brother Manley’s tent and fell at the altar, there un-
burdening my soul. A worker ran in from a side tent
and begged me to pray for him. I attended another
meeting that night and there found a young brother,
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Edward Boehmer, who had come forth in the Peniel
meetings in the spring, with the same burden of
prayer on him. We were wonderfully united in the
Spirit from that time on. He was destined to become
my prayer helper in the future. We prayed together at
the little Peniel Mission until 2 A.M. God wonderfully
met and assured us as we wrestled with Him for the
outpouring of His Spirit upon the people. My life was
by this time literally swallowed up in prayer. I was
praying day and night.

I wrote more articles for the religious press, ex-
horting the saints to prayer, and went to Smale’s again
in Los Angeles. Here I found the people waiting for the
preacher again. I was greatly burdened for the situation
and tried to show them they must expect from God.
Some resented this, being bound by age-old custom, but
others responded to it. They were praying for a revival
like they had in Wales. This was one of the outstanding
features there. In Wales they expected from God. The
meetings went on whether the preacher was present or
absent. They came to meet God. He met them.

I had written a letter to Evan Roberts in Wales,
asking them to pray for us in California. I now re-
ceived a reply that they were doing so, which linked us
up with the revival there. The letter read as follows:

My dear brother in the faith: Many thanks
for your kind letter. I am impressed by your
sincerity and honesty of purpose. Congregate
the people together who are willing to make a
total surrender. Pray and wait. Believe God’s
promises. Hold daily meetings. May God bless
you, is my earnest prayer. Yours in Christ

—Evan Roberts
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We were much encouraged to know that they
were praying for us in Wales.

I wrote some articles for the Way of Faith, the
Christian Harvester, and God’s Revivalist at this time.
The following are extracts:

A wonderful work of the Spirit has broken
out here in Los Angeles, California, preceded by
a deep preparatory work of prayer and expecta-
tion. Conviction is rapidly spreading among the
people, and they are rallying from all over the
city to the meetings at Pastor Smale’s church.
Already these meetings are beginning to “run
themselves.” Souls are being saved all over the
house, while the meeting sweeps on unguided
by human hands. The tide is rising rapidly, and
we are anticipating wonderful things. Soul tra-
vail is becoming an important feature of the
work, and we are being swept away beyond
sectarian barriers. The fear of God is coming
upon the people, a very spirit of burning. Sun-
day night the meeting ran on until the small
hours of the next morning. Pastor Smale is
prophesying of wonderful things to come. He
prophesies the speedy return of the apostolic
gifts to the church. Los Angeles is a veritable
Jerusalem. Just the place for a mighty work of
God to begin. I have been expecting just such a
display of divine power for some time. Have felt
it might break out at any hour. Also that it was
liable to come where least expected, that God
might get the glory. Pray for a Pentecost.

—June 1905

One evening, July 3, I felt strongly impressed to
go to the little Peniel Hall in Pasadena to pray. There I
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found Brother Boehmer ahead of me. He had also
been led by God to the hall. We prayed for a spirit of
revival for Pasadena until the burden became nearly
unbearable. I cried out like a woman in birth pangs.
The Spirit was interceding through us. Finally, the
burden left us. After a little time of quiet waiting, a
great calm settled down upon us. Then, suddenly, the
Lord Jesus revealed Himself to us. He seemed to stand
directly between us, so close we could have reached
out our hands and touched Him. But we did not dare
to move. I could not even look. In fact, I seemed all
spirit. His presence seemed more real, if possible, than
if I could have seen and touched Him naturally. I for-
got I had eyes or ears; my spirit recognized Him. A
heaven of divine love filled and thrilled my soul.
Burning fire went through me. In fact, my whole being
seemed to flow down before Him, like wax before the
fire. I lost all consciousness of time or space, being
conscious only of His wonderful presence. I wor-
shipped at His feet. It seemed a veritable Mount of
Transfiguration. I was lost in the pure Spirit.

For some time He remained with us. Then, slowly,
He withdrew His presence. We would have been there
yet had He not withdrawn. I could not doubt His real-
ity after that experience. Brother Boehmer experi-
enced largely the same thing. We had lost all
consciousness of each other’s presence while He re-
mained with us. We were almost afraid to speak or
breathe when we came back to our surroundings. The
Lord had said nothing to us, but only overwhelmed
our spirits by His presence. He had come to
strengthen and assure us for His service. We knew
now we were workers with Him, fellowshippers of His
sufferings, in the ministry of “soul travail.” Real soul
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travail is just as definite in the spirit as natural human
birth pangs. The simile is almost perfect. No soul is
ever born without this. All true revivals of salvation
come this way.

The sun was up the next morning before we left
the hall. But the night had seemed but half an hour.
The presence of God eliminates all sense of time. With
Him all is eternity. It is “eternal life.” God knows no
time. This element is lost in heaven. This is the secret
of time appearing to pass so swiftly in all nights of real
prayer. Time is superseded. The element of eternity is
there. For days that marvelous presence seemed to
walk by my side. The Lord Jesus was so real. I could
scarcely take up with human conversation again. It
seemed so crude and empty. Human spirits seemed so
harsh, earthly fellowship a torment. How far we are
naturally from the gentle Spirit of Christ!

I spent the following day in prayer, going to
Smale’s church in the evening, where I had a ministry
in intercession. Heavenly peace and joy filled my soul.
Jesus was so real. Doubts and fears cannot abide in
His presence.

I wrote a number of articles to several papers, de-
scribing God’s operations among us, and exhorting the
saints everywhere to faith and prayer for a revival. The
Lord used these articles greatly to bring faith and con-
viction. I was soon receiving quite a large correspon-
dence from many places.

I wrote in my diary at this time the following ob-
servations:

We may cut ourselves off from God by our
spiritual pride, while He may cause the weakest
to repent and go through to victory. The work in
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our own hearts must go deeper than we have
ever experienced, deep enough to destroy sec-
tarian prejudice, party spirit, and so on, on all
sides. God can perfect those whom He chooses.

The present worldwide revival was rocked in the
cradle of little Wales. It was brought up in India, be-
coming full-grown in Los Angeles later. I received
from God early in 1905 the following keynote to re-
vival: “The depth of revival will be determined exactly
by the depth of the spirit of repentance.” And this will
hold true for all people, at all times.

The revival spirit at Brother Smale’s rapidly
spread its interest over the whole city, among the
spiritual people. Workers were coming in from all
parts, from various affiliations, uniting their prayers
with us for a general outpouring. The circle of interest
widened rapidly. We were now praying for California,
for the nation, and also for a worldwide revival. The
spirit of prophecy began to work among us for mighty
things on a large scale. Someone sent me five thou-
sand pamphlets on “The Revival in Wales.” These I
distributed among the churches. They had a wonderful
quickening influence.

I visited Smale’s church again and started the
meeting. He had not yet arrived. The meetings were
getting wonderful by this time for their spontaneity.
Our little Gideon’s band* was marching on to certain

                                                          
* When Gideon was commissioned by God to fight against the
Midianites, who had invaded the land of Israel, Gideon’s army
consisted of only 300 men. The Midianites and their allies
numbered about 135,000. Yet by God’s power the small army of
300 was able to throw the enemy into complete confusion and
ultimately win. (See Judges 6–8.)
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victory, led by the Captain of our salvation, Jesus. I
was led to pray at this early date especially for faith,
discernment of spirits, healing, and prophecy. I felt I
needed more wisdom and love, also. I seemed to re-
ceive a real gift of faith for the revival at this time, with
a spirit of prophecy to the same end, and began to
prophesy of mighty things to come.

When we began to pray in the spring of 1905, no
one seemed to have much faith for anything out of the
ordinary. Pessimism in regard to the then present
conditions seemed to be felt generally among the
saints. But this attitude had changed. God Himself
had given us faith for better things. There had been
nothing in sight to stimulate us to this. It came from
nothing. And can He not do the same today?

I wrote an article at this time for the Daily News
of Pasadena, describing what I saw in Brother Smale’s
church. It was published, and the manager himself
came to see soon after. He was greatly convicted, came
to the altar, and sought God earnestly. The article was
copied in a number of Holiness papers throughout the
country. It was entitled, “What I Saw in a Los Angeles
Church.” The following are some extracts:

For some weeks special services have been
held in the First Baptist Church, Los Angeles.
Pastor Smale had returned from Wales, where
he was in touch with Evan Roberts and the re-
vival. He registers his conviction that Los An-
geles will soon be shaken by the mighty power
of God.

The service of which I am writing began in
an impromptu and spontaneous way some time
before the pastor arrived. A handful of people



Beginnings

21

had gathered early, which seemed to be suffi-
cient for the Spirit’s operation. The meeting
started. Their expectation was from God. God
was there, the people were there, and, by the
time the pastor arrived, the meeting was in full
swing. Pastor Smale dropped into his place, but
no one seemed to pay any special attention to
him. Their minds were on God. No one seemed
to get in another’s way, although the congrega-
tion represented many religious bodies. All
seemed to be in perfect harmony. The Spirit
was leading.

The pastor arose, read a portion of the
Scripture, made a few well-chosen remarks full
of hope and inspiration for the occasion, and
the meeting passed again from his hands. The
people took it up and went on as before. Testi-
mony, prayer, and praise were intermingled
throughout the service. The meeting seemed to
run itself as far as human guidance was con-
cerned. The pastor was one of them. If one is at
all impressionable religiously, he must feel in
such an atmosphere that something wonderful
and imminent is about to take place. Some
mysterious, mighty upheaval in the spiritual
world is evidently at our doors. The meeting
gives one a feeling of “heaven on earth,” with an
assurance that the supernatural exists, and that
in a very real sense.

I wrote another article for the Wesleyan Method-
ist at the same time, of which the following are ex-
tracts:

Mercy rejected means judgment, and on a
corresponding scale. In all the history of God’s
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world, there has always been first the offer of
divine mercy, then judgment following. The
prophets ceased not day and night to faithfully
warn Israel, but their tears and entreaties for
the most part proved in vain. The awful de-
struction of Jerusalem, in 70 A.D., which re-
sulted in the extermination of a million Jews
and the captivity of multitudes more, was pre-
ceded by the offer of divine mercy at the hands
of the Son of God Himself.

In 1859 a great revival wave visited our
country, sweeping a half million souls into the
fountain of salvation. Immediately the terrible
carnage of 1861–1865 followed. And so, as we
anticipate the coming revival, which is already
rapidly assuming worldwide proportions, we
wonder if judgment will follow mercy, as at
other times. And judgment in proportion to the
mercy extended. —July 1905

For God’s Revivalist I wrote,

Unbelief of every form has come in upon
us like a flood. But lo, our God comes also! A
standard is being raised against the Enemy. The
Lord is choosing out His workers. This is a time
to realize the vision for service. “The
LORD…hath spoken, and called the earth from
the rising of the sun unto the going down
thereof.…Our God shall come, and shall not
keep silence.…Gather my saints together unto
me, those that have made a covenant with me
by sacrifice” (Psalm 50:1, 3, 5).

I often used to declare during 1905 that I would
rather live six months at that time than fifty years of
ordinary time. It was a day of the beginning of great
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things. The grain of corn was willing to “fall into the
ground and die” (see John 12:24), and there was
promise of abundant harvest. But for spiritual “flap-
pers,”* the whole matter was naturally foolishness.

I wrote another letter to Evan Roberts, asking for
continued prayer for California. Thus we were kept
linked up in prayer with Wales for the revival. In those
days, real prayer was little understood. It was hard to
find a quiet place where one would not be disturbed.
Gethsemane experiences with Jesus were rare among
the saints in those days.

At Smale’s church one day, I was groaning in
prayer at the altar. The spirit of intercession was upon
me. A brother rebuked me severely. He did not under-
stand it. The flesh naturally shrinks from such ordeals.
The “groans” are no more popular in most churches
than is a woman in birth pangs in the home. Soul tra-
vail does not make pleasant company for selfish
worldlings. But we cannot have souls reborn without
it. Childbearing is anything but a popular exercise, and
so with a real revival of newborn souls in the churches.
Modern society has little place for a childbearing
mother. They prefer society “flappers.” And so with
the churches regarding soul travail. There is little bur-
den for souls. Men run from the groans of a woman in
travail of birth. And so the church desires no “groans”
today. She is too busy enjoying herself.

We were much pressed financially again, but the
Lord delivered. We never made our wants known to
                                                          
* Flappers were young women around the time of World War I
and the following decade who balked at the conventions of
society and were generally considered capricious and even
rebellious.
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anyone but God, and we never begged or borrowed, no
matter how pressing the need might seem to be. We
believed that if the saints were living closely enough to
God, He would speak to them. We trusted Him fully,
and went without if He did not send help. I wrote my
first tract at this time. It was entitled, “Love Never
Faileth.” This was the beginning of a large faith tract
ministry. I had to trust the Lord for the means, but He
never failed me.

A friend paid our expenses at a camp meeting in
the Arroyo for a few days, so we tented there. It was
midsummer, and we enjoyed the change and outing. I
spent most of my time on my face in the woods in
prayer. In the moonlit evenings, I poured out my soul
unto God, and He met me there. There was much
“empty wagon” rattle in the camp. Most were seeking
selfish blessings. They rushed to meetings, like a big
sponge, to get more blessing. They needed stepping
on.

I found my soul crying out for God far beyond the
seeming aspirations of most of the Holiness people. I
wanted to go deeper, beneath the mere emotional
realm to something more substantial and lasting that
would put a rock in my soul. I was tired of so much
froth and foam, so much religious ranting and preten-
sion. And the Lord did not disappoint me.

The camp meeting committee got me on the car-
pet because of the tracts I was distributing in the
camp. They thought I was attacking the Holiness
movement, but I was only exhorting them to a deeper
place in God. They needed more humility and love. My
tract against sectarianism, “That They All May Be
One,” stirred the camp. Surely man-made movements
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need to be stirred. God has but one “movement”—that
is His “one body.” This was the message at Azusa Mis-
sion in the beginning.

I received a second letter from Evan Roberts that
read as follows:

Loughor, Wales, July 8, 1905
Dear brother: I am very thankful to you for

your thoughtful kindness. I was exceedingly
pleased to learn the good news of how you are
beginning to experience wonderful things.
Praying God to continue to bless you, and with
many thanks repeated for your good wishes, I
am yours in the service. —Evan Roberts

I went to Smale’s church one night, and he re-
signed. The meetings had run daily in the First Baptist
Church for fifteen weeks. It was now September. The
officials of the church were tired of the innovation and
wanted to return to the old order. He was told to ei-
ther stop the revival or get out. He wisely chose the
latter. But what an awful position for a church to
take—to throw God out! In this same way, they later
drove the Spirit of God out of the churches in Wales.
They tired of His presence, desiring to return to the
old, cold ecclesiastical order. How blind men are! The
most spiritual of Pastor Smale’s members naturally
followed him, with a nucleus of other workers who
had gathered to him from other sources during the
revival. They immediately contemplated organizing a
New Testament church.

I had a feeling that, at least for a time, perhaps the
Lord was cutting Brother Smale loose for the evangel-
istic field to spread the fire in other places. But he did
not see it so. I had a conference with him, with this
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objective in view, and was able to arrange for him to
speak at the Lake Avenue Methodist Episcopal Church
in Pasadena. This had been the storm center of the
revival there.

The night before Brother Smale’s services at Lake
Avenue Church, two of us spent the night until after
midnight in prayer. Brother Smale preached twice on
Sunday. He was wonderfully anointed by God for the
occasion. We spent the time between the services in
prayer. His message was on the revival in Wales, and
the people were greatly moved.

Brother Smale soon organized a New Testament
church. I became a charter member, as I felt I ought to
stay with them, though I did not care very much for
organization. He rented Burbank Hall and prepared to
hold meetings there. In the meantime, I secured the
Fourth Street Holiness Hall for him, until Burbank
Hall was ready.

The Lord gave me another tract, entitled “Pray!
Pray! Pray!” I took it to the printer in faith, and God
sent the money on time. It was a strong exhortation to
prayer. Like the prophets of old, we must pray for
those who will not pray for themselves. We must con-
fess the sins of the people for them.

About this time, while Brother Boehmer and I
prayed, the Spirit was poured out in a wonderful way
in several meetings we were praying for. We felt we
had hold of God for them. The reports proved our
convictions. Prayer changes things. There is wonder-
ful power in the proper kind of prayer. For instance,
Elijah on Mount Carmel, a man of “like passions”
with us (James 5:17). “The effectual fervent prayer of
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a righteous man availeth much” (verse 16). Confes-
sion may also be necessary in this connection. “Con-
fess your faults one to another” (verse 16).

Almost every day in Los Angeles found me en-
gaged in personal work, tract distribution, prayer,
or preaching in some meeting. I was writing articles
for the religious press continually. At one tent meeting
in Pasadena, the Lord wonderfully anointed me in
preaching, and twenty souls came to the altar. By this
time the spirit of intercession had so possessed me
that I prayed almost day and night. I fasted much also,
until my wife almost despaired of my life at times. The
sorrows of my Lord had gripped me. I was in Gethse-
mane with Him. The “travail of his soul” (Isaiah 53:11)
had fallen in a measure on me. At times I feared that I
might not live to realize the answer to my prayers and
tears for the revival. But He assured me, sending more
than one angel to strengthen me. I felt I was realizing a
little of what Paul meant about “filling up the cup of
His sufferings” (see Colossians 1:24) for a lost world.
Some were even afraid that I was losing my mind.
They could not understand my tremendous concern.
Nor can very many understand these things today.
“The natural man receiveth not the things of the Spirit
of God: for they are foolishness unto him” (1 Corinthi-
ans 2:14). Selfish spirits can never understand sacri-
fice. But “whosoever will save his life shall lose it”
(Matthew 16:25). “Except a corn of wheat fall into the
ground and die, it abideth alone: but if it die, it
bringeth forth much fruit” (John 12:24). Our Lord was
“a man of sorrows” (Isaiah 53:3) as well as of joy.

I frequently went to Pasadena having to trust God
for carfare to get home. On one occasion, Brother
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Boehmer had an impression I was coming. He went to
the little Peniel Mission and found me there. We spent
several hours in prayer; then he paid my carfare home.
We often spent whole nights together in prayer during
those days. It seemed a great privilege to spend a
whole night with the Lord. He drew so near. We never
seemed to get weary on such occasions.

Boehmer worked at gardening. I never asked him
for a penny, but he always gave me something. God
finally got not only his money, but also his life, in His
service. He was a wonderful man of prayer. God
taught us what it means to “know…no man after the
flesh” (2 Corinthians 5:16). He lifted us into such a
high relationship that our fellowship seemed only in
the Spirit. Beyond that we died to one another.

I wrote Evan Roberts a third time to have them
continue to pray for us in Wales. In those days, after I
had preached, I generally called the saints to their
knees, and we would be in prayer for hours before we
could get up. The Lord led me to write many leaders
throughout the country to pray for revival. The spirit
of prayer was growing continually.

The New Testament Church, begun by Brother
Smale, seemed to be losing the spirit of prayer as they
increased their organization. They now tried to shift
this ministry on a few of us. I knew God was not
pleased with that and became much burdened for
them. They had taken on too many secondary inter-
ests. It began to look as though the Lord would have to
find another body. My hopes had been high for this
particular company of people, but the Enemy seemed
to be sidetracking them, or at least leading them to
miss God’s best. They were now even attempting to
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organize prayer—an impossible thing. Prayer is spon-
taneous. I felt it were better not to have organized
than to lose the ministry of prayer and spirit of revival
as a body. It was for this they had been called in the
beginning.

They had become ambitious for a church and or-
ganization. It seemed hard to them not to be “like the
other nations (churches) round about them.” (See
Deuteronomy 17:14.) And right here they began to fail.
As church work increased, they lost sight of the real
issue. Human organization and human programs
leave very little room for the free Spirit of God. It
means much to be willing to be considered a failure,
while we seek to build up a purely spiritual kingdom.
God’s kingdom “cometh not with observation” (Luke
17:20). It is very easy to choose second best. The
prayer life is needed much more than buildings or or-
ganizations. These are often a substitute for the other.
Souls are born into the kingdom only through prayer.

I feared the New Testament Church might de-
velop a party (sectarian) spirit. A rich lady offered
them the money to build a church edifice. The Devil
was bidding high. However, she soon withdrew her
offer, and I confess I was glad she did. They would
soon have had no time for anything but building. It
would have been the end of their revival. We had been
called out to evangelize Los Angeles, not to build up
another sect or party spirit. We needed no more or-
ganization or machinery than what was really neces-
sary for the speedy evangelizing of the city. Surely we
already had enough separate, rival church organiza-
tions on our hands, each working largely for its own
interest, advancement, and glory.
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The New Testament Church seemed to be drifting
toward intellectualism. I became much burdened for
it. During one meeting—it was so painful after what we
had seen—I groaned aloud in prayer. One of the elders
rebuked me severely for this. “How are the mighty
fallen” (2 Samuel 1:19) kept ringing in my ears. A few
of the most spiritual had the same burden with me.
After this incident, prayer again seemed to prevail in a
measure. We had a great meeting in the church one
Sunday night, and one hundred knelt at the altar.

I met with the Peniel boys in Pasadena for prayer,
and we had a breaking through time. We felt the Lord
would soon work mightily. At Brother Brownley’s tent
at Seventh and Spring Streets, Los Angeles, we had a
deep spirit of prayer and powerful altar services. There
was a feeling that God was about to do something ex-
traordinary. The spirit of prayer came more and more
heavily upon us.

In Pasadena, before moving to Los Angeles, I
would lie on my bed in the daytime and roll and groan
under the burden. At night I could scarcely sleep for
the spirit of prayer. I fasted much, not caring for food
while burdened. At one time I was in soul travail for
nearly twenty-four hours without intermission. It
nearly used me up. Prayer literally consumed me.
Sometimes I would groan all night in my sleep.

Prayer was not formal in those days. It was
God-breathed. It came upon us and overwhelmed us.
We did not work it up. We were gripped with real tra-
vail of soul by the Spirit that could no more be shaken
off than could the birth pangs of a woman in travail,
without doing absolute violence to the Spirit of God. It
was real intercession by the Holy Spirit.
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For several days I had an impression another let-
ter was coming from Evan Roberts. It soon came and
read as follows:

Loughor, Wales, November 14, 1905
 My dear comrade: What can I say that will

encourage you in this terrible fight? I find it is a
most awful one. Praise God, the kingdom of the
Evil One is being besieged on every side. Oh,
the millions of prayers—not simply the form of
prayer—but the soul finding its way right to the
White Throne! People in Wales have prayed
during the last year. May the Lord bless you
with a mighty downpouring. In Wales it seems
as if the Holy One rests upon the congregation,
awaiting the opening of the hearts of the fol-
lowers of Christ. We had a mighty downpouring
of the Holy Spirit last Saturday night. This was
preceded by the correcting of the people’s views
of true worship. 1. To give unto God, not to re-
ceive. 2. To please God, not to please ourselves.
Therefore, looking to God and forgetting the
Enemy, and also the fear of men, we prayed and
the Spirit descended. I pray God to hear your
prayer, to keep your faith strong, and to save
California. I remain, your brother in the fight.

—Evan Roberts

This was the third letter I had received from
Wales, from Evan Roberts, and I feel their prayers had
much to do with our final victory in California.

Evan Roberts tells us of his own experience with
God:

One Friday night last spring, while praying
by my bedside before retiring, I was taken up to
a great expanse, without time or space. It was
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communion with God. Before this I had had a
far-off God. I was frightened that night, but
never since. So great was my shivering that I
rocked the bed, and my brother, being awak-
ened, took hold of me, thinking I was ill.

Evan Roberts experienced this every night for
three months, from 1 A.M. until 5 A.M. He wrote a mes-
sage to the world about this time, as follows:

The revival in South Wales is not of men,
but of God. He has come very close to us. There
is no question of creed or of dogma in this
movement. We are teaching no sectarian doc-
trine, only the wonder and beauty of Christ’s
love. I have been asked concerning my methods.
I have none. I never prepare what I shall speak,
but leave that to Him. I am not the source of this
revival, but only one agent among what is grow-
ing to be a multitude. I wish no personal follow-
ing, but only the world for Christ.

I believe that the world is upon the thresh-
old of a great religious revival, and I pray daily
that I may be allowed to help bring this about.
Wonderful things have happened in Wales in a
few weeks, but these are only a beginning. The
world will be swept by His Spirit as by a rush-
ing, mighty wind. Many who are now silent
Christians will lead the movement. They will
see a great light and will reflect this light to
thousands now in darkness. Thousands will do
more than we have accomplished, as God gives
them power.

What beautiful humility! This is the secret of all
power. An English eyewitness of the revival in Wales
wrote,
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Such real travail of soul for the unsaved I
have never before witnessed. I have seen young
Evan Roberts convulsed with grief and calling
on his audience to pray. “Don’t sing,” he would
exclaim; “it’s too terrible to sing.”

Conviction has often been lifted from the people by
too much singing.

Another writer declared,

It was not the eloquence of Evan Roberts
that broke men down, but his tears. He would
break down, crying bitterly for God to bend
them, in an agony of prayer, the tears coursing
down his cheeks, his whole frame writhing.
Strong men would break down and cry like
children. Women would shriek. A sound of
weeping and wailing would fill the air. Evan
Roberts, in the intensity of his agony, would fall
in the pulpit, while many in the crowd often
fainted.

Of the later work in India we read,

The girls in India were wonderfully
wrought upon and baptized with the Spirit (in
Ramabai Mission), under conviction of their
need. Great light was given to them. When de-
livered, they jumped up and down for joy for
hours without fatigue; in fact, they were
stronger for it. They cried out with the burning
that came into and upon them. Some fell as
they saw a great light pass before them, while
the fire of God burned the members of the body
of sin—pride, anger, love of the world, selfish-
ness, uncleanness, and so on. They neither ate
nor slept until the victory was won. Then the joy



Azusa Street

34

was so great that for two or three days after re-
ceiving the baptism of the Holy Spirit they did
not care for food.

About twenty girls went into a trance at
one time and became unconscious of this world
for hours; some for three or four days. During
that time they sang, prayed, clapped their
hands, rolled about, or sat still. When they be-
came conscious, they told of seeing a throne in
heaven, a white-robed throng, and a glory so
bright they could not bear it. Soon the whole
place was aflame. School had to be suspended,
they forgot to eat or sleep, and whole nights and
days were absorbed in prayer. The Spirit was
poured out upon one of the seeking girls in the
night. Her companion sleeping next to her
awoke, and seeing fire envelop her, ran across
the dormitory and brought a pail of water to
dash upon her. In less than an hour, nearly all
the girls in the compound were weeping, pray-
ing, and confessing their sins. Many of these
girls were invested with a strange, beautiful,
and supernatural fire.

The spontaneous composition of hymns was a
curious feature of some of the meetings in other
parts of India. At Kara Camp, pictures appeared on
the walls to a company of small girls in prayer,
supernaturally depicting the life of Christ. The fig-
ures moved in the pictures and were in color. Each
view would last from two to ten minutes, and then
the light would gradually fade away, to reappear in a
few moments with a new scene. These appeared for
twelve hours and were seen not only by the native
children of the orphanage and eight missionaries, but
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also by native Christians living nearby. Even hea-
thens came to see the wonderful sight. These pictures
were all faithfully depicting the Bible narration and
were entirely supernatural. They had a tremendous
effect in breaking up the hard hearts of the heathen.
In Wales, colored lights were often seen, like balls of
fire, during the revival there.

I kept going day and night to different missions,
exhorting believers continually to prayer and faith for
the revival. One night at the New Testament Church,
during a deep spirit of prayer on the congregation, the
Lord came suddenly so near that we could feel His
presence as though He were closing in on us around
the edges of the meeting. Two-thirds of the people
sprang to their feet in alarm, and some ran hurriedly
out of the meeting, even leaving their hats behind
them, almost scared out of their senses. There was no
out-of-the-ordinary demonstration in the natural to
cause this fright. It was a supernatural manifestation
of His nearness. What would such do if they saw the
Lord?

I started a little cottage prayer meeting where we
could have more liberty to pray and wait on the Lord.
The spirit of prayer was being hindered, at times, in
the other meetings. The more spiritual were hungry
for this opportunity. However, the leaders misunder-
stood and opposed me. Then our landlady got the
Devil in her and wanted to throw us out of our home.
She was not right with God. Our rent was paid up, but
the Enemy tried to use her. The fight was on. They be-
gan to oppose my ministry at the New Testament
Church. A sister tried to persuade me to discontinue
the prayer meetings I had started. I asked the Lord to
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show me His will in the matter. He came and filled our
little cottage with a cloud of glory until I could scarcely
bear His presence. That settled it for me. “We ought to
obey God rather than men” (Acts 5:29). I suffered
much criticism. I think they were afraid I would start
another church. But I had no such thought at that
time. I only wanted to have freedom to pray. Many a
mission and church have gone on the rocks opposing
God.

I wrote more articles for the religious press, of
which the following are extracts:

Slowly but surely, the conviction is coming
upon the saints of southern California that God
is going to pour out His Spirit here as in Wales.
We are having faith for things such as we have
never dreamed of, for the near future. We are
assured of no less than a Pentecost for this
whole country. But we can never have Pente-
costal results without Pentecostal power. And
this will mean Pentecostal demonstration. Few
care to meet God face to face. Flesh and blood
cannot inherit the kingdom of God.

—Christian Harvester

The current of revival is sweeping by our
door. Will we cast ourselves on its mighty
bosom and ride to glorious victory? A year of
life at this time, with its wonderful possibili-
ties for God, is worth a hundred years of ordi-
nary life. Pentecost is knocking at our doors.
The revival for our country is no longer a
question. Slowly but surely, the tide has been
rising until, in the very near future, we believe
for a deluge of salvation that will sweep all be-
fore it. Wales will not long stand alone in this
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glorious triumph for our Christ. The spirit of
revival is coming upon us, driven by the breath
of God, the Holy Spirit. The clouds are gather-
ing rapidly, big with a mighty rain, whose pre-
cipitation lingers but a little.

Heroes will arise from the dust of obscure
and despised circumstances, whose names will
be emblazoned on heaven’s eternal page of
fame. The Spirit is brooding over our land again
as at Creation’s dawn, and the decree of God
goes forth: “Let there be light!” (Genesis 1:3).
Brother, sister, if we all believed God, can you
realize what would happen? Many of us here
are living for nothing else. A volume of believ-
ing prayer is ascending to the throne night and
day. Los Angeles, southern California, and the
whole continent shall surely find itself before
long in the throes of a mighty revival, by the
Spirit and power of God.

—Way of Faith, November 16, 1905

We had been for some time led to pray for a Pen-
tecost. It seemed almost beginning. Of course we did
not realize what a real Pentecost was. But the Spirit
did, and led us to ask correctly. One afternoon, after a
service in the New Testament Church, seven of us
seemed providentially led to join hands and agree in
prayer to ask the Lord to pour out His Spirit speedily,
with “signs following” (Mark 16:20). Where we got the
idea from at that time I do not know. He must have
suggested it to us Himself. We did not have “tongues”
in mind. I think none of us had ever heard of such a
thing. This was in February 1906.

While at a prayer meeting, on my knees, the Lord
told me to get up and go to Brother Brownley’s tent at
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Seventh and Spring Streets. He gave me a message for
them. I went, greatly burdened, and after speaking we
had a real “breaking up time,” weeping before the
Lord. I then wrote a moving tract on “Soul Travail.”
The Lord was dealing with me much also about His
atoning blood. I spent another entire night in prayer
with Brother Boehmer, and the Lord gave me a
blessed ministry at Pasadena in different meetings. At
one meeting, I lay for two hours helpless under a bur-
den for souls. The battle was getting more and more
earnest.

On March 26, I went to a cottage meeting on
Bonnie Brae Street. Both white and black believers
were meeting there for prayer. I had attended another
cottage meeting shortly before this, where I first met a
Brother Seymour. He had just come from Texas. He
was a black man, blind in one eye, very plain, spiritual,
and humble. He attended the meetings at Bonnie Brae
Street.

At that time the Lord gave me another tract, enti-
tled “The Last Call.” This was used mightily to awaken
the people. It read,

And now, once more, at the very end of the
age, God calls. The last call, the midnight cry, is
now upon us, sounding clearly in our ears. God
will give this one more chance, the last. A final
call, a worldwide revival. Then judgment upon
the whole world. Some tremendous event is
about to transpire.




