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ToreworcC

Many years ago, in fact back in March of 1969,1 returned to Dad a manuscript that he
had sent to me asking that I do some editing. I did a little and returned it to him with a
covering letter. In glancing in my files I discovered both the manuscript and the copy
of my letter. I realized Dad had never done anything more with the little book and
started reading through it. I decided the family should have a chance to read it for the
glimpse into him, as a person, it would give. So, I did some more editing and added
just a few touches including a couple of scripture quotations. Dad spoke in long and
sometimes more than one-thought sentences. He wrote the same way. So, at times I
had to break up the sentences to make the document more readable.

Then I came across the notice in the Annandale newspaper concerning the family
leaving for Lincoln, going by way of Wisconsin home sites. I had this filed along with
the picture of our Great, Great Grandfather. I thought it interesting in that it showed
what the town thought of Dad. I noticed, too, that I had a few other things in my file,
which I thought, would be of interest to the family. I decided to pull as much together
as I could find and develop the "Hurst Family Heritage," feeling that the immediate
family would appreciate it and also that the grandchildren should have opportunity to
get a glimpse of their heritage.

As I continued my search I found some things from Dad's funeral and tributes shortly
thereafter, etc. Also, I had found, at Ruth's request, the story in the Pentecostal
Evangel about Mrs. Shannon's miraculous healing, one that lasted over forty years.
Also, there was a brief subsequent article. It includes a verification from Inez Dawes . I
remember that family that lived across the street from the church and I remember the
brother, Ray as I recall, who was a bit strange. One day Wes and I stood outside their
house watching and crying as the roof of the parsonage was burning, a result of a
chimney fire. We thought the whole house was going, of course.

My mind went back, too, to the picture of our Great, Great Grandfather which our
Grandmother Alice, Dad's mother, had sent to him with the note she wrote on the
back: "Father's Grandfather Hurst was a good Christian. His prayers he prayed for
his children and children's children...this takes you in, Wesley." She also wrote: "We
asked him what he thought of the church when they had beautified it. His response
was, 'In olden times they used to have golden preachers and wooden candlesticks. Now
I fear they have golden candlesticks and wooden preachers'."

As I look at that picture, I see Dad physically in our Great, Great Grandfather. Genes
do continue on. But I see more. I perceive the result of an old man's prayers, and the
beginning of a strong Christian heritage. (Or is it the continuation since I know
nothing of what came before.) I ask, "AND did I see a 'golden preacher'?" Our Great,
Great Grandfather Hurst would have been proud of his Great Grandson!!!

1. A choice heritage item consists of the tapes Polly gave me of Dad reminiscing, as she
and Ruth interviewed him. They had taken a recorder and asked him to talk into
the mike. I have had them duplicated and am seeking to have them transcribed for
inclusion in this document.



2. Dad wrote as best he could remember the Hurst and Howard (his mother's maiden
name) and Wendtland "trees." These I will include.

3. Another choice item came some time ago from Darilynn (Abbott) McClary. She did
research on the family trees. I will include them, as well.

4. I will include Polly's piece of writing, Childhood Christmas Tree, which I included
in her book of poems and reflections. The setting was Annandale and gives a
picture of what life was like there. I'll also include her piece. His Shoulder, the last
item in her book. She learned how to lean on God when leaning on Dad's shoulder,
when the going was tough...during her "recovery."

5. Wes, of course is gone on to be with his Lord... .And Dad and Mother. However, he
wrote a great article for the April 12"* 1964 Pentecostal Evangel: "A Cherished
Spiritual Heritage." That certainly was his tribute to Dad. A photocopy of this is
included along with the other reminiscences and tributes. The drawing of the tent
and cars brings back a flood of memories to those of us who were there.

On page three of his article you will see an ad regarding the Pentecost Crusade. I was
the one who gave birth to that program at the headquarters of the Assemblies of God
while I was serving in my last position there before going to Northwest College. I was
the Spiritual Life Evangelism Coordinator, a position that was actually (and now is
called) Administrative Assistant to the General Superintendent. I wrote a series of
lessons that were to be used across the fellowship during that time emphasizing the
season of Pentecost, the Jewish feast time. I guess the fact that I was there and had
launched that effort, in itself, was tribute to Dad's ministry. He was a pioneer in the
Pentecostal Movement, without a doubt.

6. I found a choice item in his black bond box. I will allude to the box later. It was a

clipping from the paper in Annandale, Mn. It told of the conclusion of Dad's
ministry there after four and one/half years. (I don't know if it was at the end of
his first time there or the second.) You will find a photocopy of this, as it appeared,
immediately following, somewhat as an additional Foreword, along with the post
card picture of the church and the parsonage as they were then. The news article
tells what the people of the town thought of Dad and his ministry

7. While working on this compilation of tributes, anecdotes, pictures, etc., I took a trip
to Minnesota and Wisconsin. I visited Polly, Ruth. Bud and Phyllis collecting
thoughts, pictures and tributes. Thus, the tributes from Ruth and Bud are included
and the tribute and the anecdotal piece from Phyllis as well. I stopped by to see
George Beebe, the first-born grandchild. He had been working on heritage
materials and gave me a number of pictures and articles I didn't have. These
included key newspaper clippings and the account Dad had written of his personal
"spiritual chain reactions," as he called them. This is one of the more significant
items I have included.

8. I also talked with Polly at length, read part of what I had written, and corrected
some points. It was most meaningful to her to reminisce and add points here and
there.



9. I asked Phyllis to write more lengthily and tell of events surrounding her birth,
her mother and life after her passing. Dad's working through this most
devastating part of his and Phyllis's life is again tribute to his great faith.

10. Ruth and Bud visited the home place in England where our Great Great
Grandfather, and our Great Grand father lived and our Grand Father was born,
all in a row house. They took pictures of this and also the church in the town that
could likely be the one they attended. All of this is so timely and interesting.

In the appendices I will include various items such as articles from the Pentecostal
Evangel about Mrs. Clara Shannon. I will include other selected clippings and photos.

As I write this, I don't know for sure what else I will find, but I will keep looking and
include as much as I can. Why? All who lived with Dad agree that he extended to us a
most wonderful heritage. He left a heritage of Faith. You will find this stated in all the
tributes. Notice what Polly wrote two years to the day after his passing. It's titled,
"Dad."

Well, for what it is worth, here are the "bits and pieces" I have pulled together from
the Hurst Family Heritage. I hope they're meaningful to you. To fully appreciate all
that is contained in the compilation, I would suggest that you read through from the
beginning. If you skip here and there, as one is prone to do, some of the sequential
development of the whole family heritage will be missed.

Stones ofRemembrance

At one point I had thought to title the volume, "Stones of Remembrance". In
conversation with my son-in-law, Darrell Hobson, we settled on the line : "Things Not
To Be Forgotten", a title I like because it immediately communicates what is desired.

However, the title, "Stones of Remembrance" has rich meaning. Bud Abbott did a bit
of reflecting and checking scripture and wrote the following :

Jacob wrestled with an angel of the Lord at night, and would not let him go unless he
would bless him (Genesis 32:20) Jacob is remembered as one of the great men of faith,
in that he passed on this blessing to his grandchildren (Hebrew 11:21).

Joshua led the descendant of Jacob's twelve sons across the Jordan River into the land

of promise. At divine instruction, he took twelve stones from the riverbed, representing
those twelve family groups and placed them on the riverbank as a memorial to Jacob's
sons and God's leading them to the land of promise. In the generations to follow,
children would be asking their parents, "What do these stones mean?" The response
would elicit account of God's miraculous work in bringing the nation out of Egypt into
the land of promise.

This volume is concerned with the Hurst "Stones of Remembrance" and is written as a

memorial to the children of Wesley and his first wife, Neva, and his second wife,
Frieda. This legacy will be passed on to future generations. "The prayers of a righteous
man avail..."



I encourage each of you with these words, "Only be careful, and watch yourselves
closely so that you do not forgot the things your eyes have seen or let them slip from
your heart as long as you live. Teach them to your children and to their children after
them." (Deuteronomy 4:9)

My Hope

It has been refreshing and renewing to walk through all of these accounts, tributes and
mementos. I hope that all children, grandchildren and even great grand children find
inspiration and direction - even a sense of continning blessing resting upon them as
they read and reflect.

A most grateful son,
D. V. (Dewey) Hurst



The Second foreword



9{urst (FamiCy Tree

W. R. Hurst, Sr.

Joseph Hurst, son of John Hurst was married to Edna Harrup, daughter of Thomas
Harrup. Son Joseph was an iron molder. Daughter Edna was a weaver. John Hurst
was a grocer and Thomas Harrup was a bookkeeper in a church in Dukinfield,
England. Daughter, Sarah, was born December 6, 1844. Daughter Lucy was born
January 9,1851. Son Joseph was born July 11,1852.

Joseph, son of Thomas Schoileld and Mary Schofield was born June 21, 1841 at
Dukinfield, England. Joseph's occupation was a spinner.

This Joseph Hurst, son of Joseph Hurst (Dad had written John but changed that to
Joseph with a question mark.) and Edna Hurst, was my father and his parents (John
and Sarah) were my grandfather and grandmother. The family of five came to
America in 1865, the end of the civil war and 100 years ago. (At the time of Dad's
writing.) They settled on a little farm about nine miles from Augusta, Wisconsin, in a
locality called "bears grass." My father was twelve years old when they came. My
grand parents both died before my father married and I was born. The grand parents
are buried in a country cemetery somewhere in the locality of the farm. I may have
been there when a boy.

After the death of his parents, my father in 1876 went back to England on a six-month
visit. My brother, Archie, and his wife, Grace, visited the old stone house in
Staleybridge where my grandparents had lived. Archie secured the certificates that I
have recorded above. I have them in my possession.

When my father was thirty years of age, he married Alice Howard, who was then
seventeen years of age. I was the first born on July 9,1884 at Chetek, Wisconsin. I was
born upstairs over the hardware store owned by my father and Charley Horel, his
brother-in-law who was married to his sister Sarah. The building still stands in
Chetek. The hardware store failed and when I was a year and half old, my parents
moved to a farm about two miles west of Augusta, Wisconsin. A sister, Edna, was born
next, but died when six months of age. The next born was my brother, Archie. After
him came Lila, then Neva and then Ruby. All were born in Augusta.

Joseph Schofield married Lucy, my father's sister. I think he was the son of Thomas
Schofield. At the time I was born the two sisters and husbands lived on farms in the

"bear grass" country. The Scholields did; however, the Horels had moved to Chetek
some time before this. The Horels later lived in Rice Lake, Wisconsin, where he
worked in a sawmill.

When I was twelve years old my father and I went on a visit to Rice Lake and I had a
wonderful experience trout fishing. Later the Horels moved to Eureka, California,
where Charles brother, a doctor, lived. Years later the Horels moved back to Chetek,

somewhere around 1912 and died there. Sometime in the 1880's the Schofields had

moved to a farm outside of Chetek. When I was five or six years old my father and I



went to Chetek from Augusta to visit them. It was in March when they were making
maple syrup and sugar and hauling the sap with oxen.

There was another Johnny Schofield and his wife, Elisa, who also lived on a farm in the
"bear grass" country. Possibly he was the son of Thomas Schofield. They had a son,
Harvey, and a daughter, Edna. Both were teachers. Harvey lived with us in Augusta
when I was a boy and went to school. Later in life he became president of the teachers
college in Eau Claire, Wisconsin. Edna became wife of Vernon Van Patter. He for
years was one of the top instructors in the teachers college in Superior, Wisconsin.

There was another Johnny Hurst who lived in Humbird, Wisconsin. He was quite a
hunter. He had a son, Thomas Hurst, and a daughter, whose name I have forgotten.
They moved to Chetek later in life and died there. For years Thomas was depot agent
at Hudson, Wisconsin. He also had lived with us and attended High School when I was
a boy. Harvey and Edna were my first and second cousins. I cannot give the reason
for this. In these early days there was intermarriage of cousins.



'Tfie Howard (FamiCy Tree

Wesley R. Hurst, Sr.

The information I have on the Howard and Roberts's families is somewhat limited. However,

they are the families in the background of my mother.

My mother informed me long ago that her grandmother, Margaret, second wife of her
grandfather Howard, came to America from England between 1848 and 1850 and settled in
Humbird, Wisconsin. The grandfather must have been with her for when I was a young boy he
and my great grandfather Roberts lived with my grandmother Howard in Augusta. They were
then in their eighties. Grandfather's mind was much affected and he would often run away.
He was lost and in a home in the country once for three days before he was found. Grandfather
Roberts was founder and builder of the Baptist church in Augusta in 1861. Grandfather
Robert Howard, my mother's father and my grandfather died at age 46 when I was a boy. I
remember his death which came after an operation for gall stones. He was a mason and a
brick-layer. He worked one summer in Spokane, Washington, when that was a pioneer town
and before Oregon was a state.

Grandmother Howard had four children: Wallace, Alice, Nellie and George. Nellie was a
school teacher. She died of scarlet fever at the age of 20. Wallace was a mason and brick-layer.
He also ran the town paper later in life. George, the youngest was a barber in Augusta for over
50 years.

I cannot remember the maiden name of , for sure. But I think it was Roberts and she
was born in Illinois, I think. There were five sisters and a brother, Daniel, who lived in
Milwaukee during my boyhood days. He was a mail clerk on the railroad. The sister's names'
were Sara, Jane, Emily and Alice, the fourth and my grandmother. I cannot remember their
first names. (Dad seemed to miss a word or two here. He typed fast—"hunt and peck" and
didn't stop to check what he had written, it seems.) Emily lived in Eau Claire where she lost
her first husband. She married a Mr. Brooks who ran a large hardware store in Eau Claire
and sold big logging equipment. Her two sons by her first husband became doctors. Sara Jane
married a farmer, two miles out of Augusta, named Russell. They had two sons and a
daughter. One son became a Dr. Clarence Russell. I just remembered their father's name was
Coon. One Johnny Coon. I just can't remember the other.

This other sister married Henry Horel and they lived on a farm in this "bear grass" country.
There was another, Dick Horel, who lived about one mile from his brother, Henry. There was
another, Ike who lived in Humbird, Wisconsin, sometime in the 1850's. He was a great hunter
and trapper. There was no railroad then so he used to take his wheat and furs to La Crosse by
ox teams. That was the nearest trading center on the Mississippi.

All of these ancestors came from England originally, all of them before my father in 1865. They
were among the pioneer settlers in that part of Wisconsin and all worked considerably in the
lumber business. Eau Claire was a great saw mill city in those early days. That part of the
state was a great white pine country. The Chippewa and Eau Claire rivers meet in Eau Claire.
In the spring the logs were cut and floated down this river. The Eau Claire River flows just five
miles north of Augusta.



T^fie Vi^endtCand Tamdy Tree

M^esCey % yfurst, Sr.

My knowledge of the Wendtland family is quite limited. Grandfather and Grandmother
Wendtland (Johnson) were the parents of grandmother. They came from Germany over 90 years
ago, maybe more. For years he was a soldier in the German army and she ran an art school.
There were three children: Mary, Ernest and Hanna. They were separated in the later years of
this life. Hanna died in the late summer after Frieda and I were married. I conducted the funeral

at Pontiac, Illinois. Grandfather Wendtland's mother lived in Watertown. That is about all I

know of her. She had died before I ever appeared. They had four children: Frieda, Fred, Ernest
and Pauline. The son, Ernest, lived in Chicago for many years where he died. He had been in the
real estate business. He was married late in life. There were some more Johnson's in Pontiac but I

never knew much about them. Grandfather Wendtland was born in Prussia and Grandmother in

Hanover, Germany. So, the whole family was of German descent.

I

This is the Wendtland home in Watertown, Wisconsin. The grandparents and mother Frieda's
home is on the right. Uncle Ernest and Aunt Mary's as well as "little" Esther's is on the left. The
back entrance and porch of the home on the right are memorable. It was this screen door that
Polly slammed as she ran out and was called back by Aunt Polly to open and close it "QUIETLY"
many times. After fulfilling the "punishment" she ran out again and let it slam! This story was
told often. Also on this back porch at the door were the German-style wooden shoes. It was great
fun, as kids, for us to put on the wooden shoes and go clop, clopping down the sidewalk.

DVH



My !Kofy Spirit (Baptism

Wesley R. Hurst, Sr.

A wonderful experience of Holy Spirit anointing developed like a leaf, a bud and
blooming flower, over a period of time. Each experience led to the final miracle of
Holy Spirit Baptism, which occurred in November of 1924.

The first soul-shaking event came in the year 1911 at five o'clock in the morning.
Tuberculosis had wasted her body: she was emaciated and as weak as a baby.
Suddenly with superhuman strength, she sat up and her face lighted with inexpressible
glory, beautiful to behold. With arms extended and strong voice, she shouted, "Oh,
how beautiful!" She then fell back on her pillow, as the spirit of this loved one
departed.

This sorrowing man was left with a baby girl. He had not attended chnrch for a
number of years. Although he had grown up in the Baptist church of Augusta,
Wisconsin, that was founded by his Great Grandfather in 1861. The death of his loved
one started a spiritual chain reaction.

During the next four years he made three definite decisions at Chetek, Wisconsin,
where he was born in 1884: First, a real experience of salvation; Second, a definite
consecration to a yielded life to Christ; and Third, response to a definite call of God to
preach the gospel, that had been very vivid as a young man in the Baptist church.
Finally, after attending Aurora College for four years, strong convictions and
understanding of the great responsibility of preaching the gospel almost resulted in this
young man's giving up the call of God.

In March of 1920, with a family consisting of a wife and two daughters he accepted a
pastorate, the Advent Christian Church in Mineral, Illinois. During this period of
ministry the teaching of divine healing in Jesus name became real. Also the book, "The
Three-fold Secret of the Holy Spirit," started him on an independent search for deeper
spiritual truth.

While pasturing the Advent Christian Church in Annandale, Minnesota in 1922, he
analyzed the literature of Aimee Semple McPherson. These publications emphasized
the stories of the great Holy Spirit revivals taking place across the nation at that time.
This was the only contact he had with the Pentecostal Movement of that generation
that created a deep hunger for the power of the Holy Spirit.

It is now my desire to continue to write in the first person. (Dad, himself, changed at
this point after writing as an observer in the third person—DVH note.)

In the spring of 1924 as I continued seeking earnestly, I encountered new spiritual
experiences, very evident and very difficult to describe, however, very real. During
special evangelistic meetings in July, I personally experienced new Holy Spirit
manifestations. One of these manifestations was the swaying of my body like a tree
during a wind. About ten o'clock one Saturday night at prayer meeting I had freedom
in prayer, as I had never known before. Soon I burst forth in waves of holy joy and
laughter that came in wave after wave for abont two hours. Later, as I was walking

in



home with the evangelist, I staggered and exclaimed, "Now I know why they said,
'They are drunk'." (Acts 2:15)

Ten days later, while alone in my study I kneeled to pray. The Holy Spirit, whom I
now understood, came on me and my whole body shook powerfully at intervals. Later
as I lay on the bed, the shaking continued and the bed rattled. This unusual
manifestation of the Holy Spirit continued for three and one half-hours. (DVH Note:
Polly distinctly recalls its being told, in later years when the scene was discussed, that
Mother went into the room and repeatedly said, "Wes. Stop that!!" Dad said, "I
can't!")

In October, when we were holding special prayer meetings and seeking for the Holy
Spirit, several miracles occurred. One night my wife, who was sitting in a rocking
chair, began speaking in tongues, and at intervals gave interpretations. She was the
first one we had ever heard do this. She also had a vision that she explained to us.
Miss Betty Davis, a country schoolteacher, was with us at the time. A few years later
she went to India as a missionary. Nine years later after she returned, she was in our
home and related an experience she had in India that corresponded with the vision
given that night to my wife.

Ten days later while in prayer I started speaking freely in tongues with perfect
articulation that seemed to be more than one language. This experience continued
about two hours, with only a few breaks of silence. In over forty years I have never
ceased to manifest this gift. Through the years I have given many wonderful messages
in different services that have been interpreted by others.

For thirteen years God had led me from one experience to another to the great
climactic miracle of the Holy Spirit Baptism and speaking in heavenly languages.
There are times in recent years when my whole body has been charged with the
dynamic power of the Eternal God. There are no words to express perfectly these
great spiritual experiences: BUT WE DO KNOW THEY ARE DIVINE
REVEI.ATIONS THAT GOD. AI.ONE. CAN GIVE.

As the fuU blooming of the flower gives forth a pleasing aroma, likewise the sweetness
of the Holy Presence of God can be known by experience, but remains inexplicable.

Dad's footnote: I joined the Assemblies of God in Hastings, Nebraska in May of 1934.
My sons, Wesley R. Jr. and "Dewey" V. have been in official positions for several years
at its headquarters in Springfield, Missouri.

DVH footnotes:

1. This little footnote above underscores what Dad felt and said to Wes and me when

we asked him why he joined the Assemblies of God (I have reported this in my
recollections.) He responded: "I saw you two boys coming along and sensed yon
would need a place for ministry."

11



2. I can also testify that Dad regularly exercised the Gift of Speaking in Tongues in his
personal prayer life and in his ministry. Once when he was in the hospital and we
talked long distance he said, "I am learning that God does not necessarily heal you
all of a sudden." A bit in fun I said, "Dad, if you had listened to my sermon on the
'five healings' you would have known that." Then we talked on and then he began
to pray in tongues—long distance—and it was on my 'nickel.' I said, "Dad, this is
long distance," His simple reply was, "I know."

3. Dad discusses his personal Pentecost and Mother's in his reminiscences. His
"pioneering" in Minnesota and the insights he gives should be considered in the
context of the time. The Pentecostal Movement was in its infancy, really. And, as
Dad recounts his and Mother's experiences, he clearly indicates he had not met
any Pentecostal people but had to work his way through on the experience "on his
own". He truly was a pioneer.

19



Introduction o Dad's da^ed'^collections

Dewey V. Hurst

A father, grandfather and great grandfather, W. R. Hnrst Sr. left a great spiritual heritage to
his posterity. To no small degree it seems it was an extension of the one he had received. In
these pages as he personally recalls and reflects you will find that expressed over and over
again.

He returned to his faith as a young widower and began a spiritual trek.
He laid hold in faith with fervent spirit.
He followed the call on his life and prepared for ministry, a call he had sensed early in

his life.

He was BOLD in faith, launching out with is family in evangelism, with no guarantees
except God's call - like Abraham

He showed leadership quality early.
He personally had great experience in the Holy Spirit.
He personally sacrificed greatly and taught his family to do so, as weU.
He became strong in his sense of the power of God, preaching it continually.
He experienced miracles in his ministry in response to the "Prayer of Faith."
He looked ahead, like Abraham, as he studied prophecy and sought to understand it

and watched it being fulfilled.
He lived out his faith, something all of his children, as well as those who knew him,

will affirm.

Like his own Great Grandfather in England, whose prayers "reached him,"
according to his mother, who wrote: "Father's Grandfather prayed for his
children and their children," even to the "fourth generation." Those prayers
are not forgotten. They linger before the throne! And, they reach us all. For,
"...The effectual, fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth much."
James 5:16.

Not long before he passed away Polly and Ruth felt impressed to ask Dad Hurst to tape record
his recollections as they interviewed him. Polly, as did all, had experienced great continuing
personal ministry from Dad as she was emerging from her own "trial of faith." They became
very close in their "spiritual trek" during those years. We, as a family are indebted to Polly and
Ruth for following through on the impression to get this done. Were they "led" to do this for
the benefit of the family?!

Following is a translation of those reminiscences as then recorded. At times Dad enjoyed what
he was saying so much he laughed and it was difficult to understand. (Also at times the
"preacher" in him came out and he spoke with force making what he said less easy to
understand.) Therefore it was necessary to surmise what he was saying, insert a word that
seemed to fit (in parenthesis) or leave a bit blank in an ellipsis. I have italicized my insertions
and comments so as to keep what he said distinct. Ruth, who was at the scene, has listened and
followed the transcription along. She has been able to insert words and thoughts as she
remembered what Dad said. This has been very helpful in getting as accurate a transcription as
possible.

Dad did not include some of the experiences from Annandale and other pastorates that we often
heard about in later days. I'm referring to the healings, the coal bins shouts of 'glory', the



provision of food, etc in answer to prayer. However, some are included in his brief written
account and in the accounts of others of us who have made contribution. So they are not lost
altogether. It would have been great to have the record of his telling about them at the end of
his trek, however.

At times he left off recalling certain events as they transpired and "went to preaching." At one
point in the second tape he went into a lengthy discussion of prophecies and love about the
prophets Jeremiah and Daniel and then "false prophets." He did this as Ruth and Polly asked a
question and asked him to preach a "sermon". I did not include these parts. I wanted to confine
the account as much as possible to his recollections of his experiences. Although it was difficult
to understand the recording due to various factors including background noise, the essence of
what he was communicating always seemed apparent.

Again I want to say that we as a family should be most grateful that Ruth and Polly did get Dad
to reflect in this way when he was eighty-eight years of age, not long before he left this world.
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^ Mirst, Sr. ̂ minisces

JiSout

His SpirituaC Tre^

Transcribed by D. V. Hurst and the tapes
Checkedfor clarity and accuracy by Ruth Abbott.

It's October 1971 and I am in Lincoln, Nebraska. I have been lying in bed here and getting up
and down for six months with illness. But my mind has always been clear and so I understand
today my own experiences that came to me through the years. I am naturally getting older and
my mind goes back to the early days of my life.

I came out of a family of Baptist religions people. My grandmother was born on shipboard,
coming from England to the IJnited States. Of course her whole background was English. My
father came to the United States in 1865 when he was twelve years old. He came out with his
family. They were from Manchester, England. Then they were Baptist.

In the Roberts family there were five sisters and one brother. Out of that family have come
many brilliant schoolteachers, doctors and dentists, the important people in teaching and
everything.

So it's quite a background for me, you see, as a boy growing up in Augusta, Wisconsin, where
my great grandfather was a founder in building the Baptist church in 1861. That is 109 years
ago. So, that is the church that I went to as a boy. All these Roberts sisters grew up there and
got married. Some of them were unsaved then. It was quite a background.

As a boy growing up in a Baptist church, I got my eyes on the older people and began to see,
like I think a lot of young people do today, the inconsistency of their profession along with the
life they lived. I saw that, but as a boy I had a tender conscience and I did not want to do
anything wrong. I did not want to lie or do anything. But as I got along about 16 years old,
then, of course, the temptations of the world began to come. I can tell a long story about that,
but little by little it became easier to do things that were wrong. I lived a non-Christian life
and lost interest in the church.

But then, even when I was 16 years old, the Lord began to talk to me very definitely that He
wanted me to be a preacher. I said, "Oh no, that is the last thing that I want to do. I don't
want to be a preacher." And so I always used to think that if I got saved and gave my heart to
the Lord, I would have to be a preacher. "I didn't want to be a preacher," I said.

And so I began to drift away and do things and be impressed by other young people. I know
some other young people I was growing up with were doing the same thing. They were just
drifting away from God. So it was easy for me to get into things that were wrong, that would
be too wrong.
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I have something more important I want to talk about...but you see now it got until finally; I
didn't want to go to church anymore. (DV Note: Dad told Wes and me once that he saw his
father wasn't going to Sunday School, so he decided he didn't have to either.)

I learned to be a butter maker and I went to work in a creamery. Of course I had to work on
Sunday so that kept me out of church. Then I worked in a sawmill and worked in the woods
with lumberjacks. They were terrible, the customs there. They lived ungodly lives and so that
was the kind of environment that I got into. And then this work in the creamery where there
was a man I worked with, whose father was an old logger. In Wisconsin in the early days, of
course, the lumberjacks were terrible because they cursed and swore. So I got to where I used
to swear and tear and do ungodly things.

So then 1 drifted on and on, until finally I just began to question, you know, whether there was
a God or not. Because I had gone away.

The day came when I had gone through some hardships that made me stop and wonder about
the future. Finally in 1911, you see, my first wife died of tuberculosis. She had been ill for less
than four years. And 1 had a little child who was two years old. That was Phyllis. 1 knew 1
had to be father and mother to Phyllis. And so 1 had problems and this drifted on for about
three years. It was a trying experience.

1 knew 1 wasn't right and 1 didn't want to get right. Finally in 1911 1 heard this young
preacher preach on the book of Daniel. 1 hadn't been in church for a number of years and 1
heard him talk about Daniel. And he prophesied that a great war was coming. That was mid
summer in 1911.

Then after three years, 1 was in Canada selling for a big creamery company all over southern
Saskatchewan. That was the time World War 1 started. 1 realized that there really is
something that is coming on the world. Some said, "The war won't last long." 1 said, "Don't
you think so! This will last longer than you think!" 1 began to realize that the preacher knew
what he was talking about.

The Spirit of God began to work in me that summer in August of 1914. Finally, 1 came back
to Moosejaw, Saskatchewan, in October of 1914. The Spirit was dealing with me and 1 wanted
to get right and 1 wanted to get saved. But 1 just couldn't get the courage up to make a public
confession.

1 know lots of you young people, some of my grandchildren, I'm sure you have a hard time to
give up your ways in the world and give your heart to Jesus Christ and be saved. But you will
never be happy unless you do. You will never be happy because this world is full of
unhappiness, sorrow, discord, rebellion, ungodliness and sin. You can't live that kind of life
and expect to find happiness. You have to give your heart to Jesus Christ and be saved.

So, to sum it all up, in December of 1914 after 1 came back from Canada, 1 did go to church. 1
went to Sunday School. 1 went to prayer meeting. 1 began to read the Bible. 1 did not want
anyone to see me with the Bible, so 1 did it in the night when others had gone to bed. 1 didn't
want them to see me reading the Bible, but God began to talk to me. 1 got so tormented within
myself that 1 couldn't sleep at night. 1 did not have a job at that time and I was not working
and doing anything. 1 had gone through these experiences. Finally there came a time that 1
realized— and God talked to me—that 1 had to make a decision. 1 had to make a decision. But

1 couldn't do it.
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One Wednesday night when it was prayer meeting time, my mother said to me, "Are you going
to prayer meeting tonight?" "No, no, I just do not want to go tonight," I said again. But I was
just miserable. Finally I said to her, "You go on to church, you go on to church and if I make
up my mind later on, I will come up there."

So, just as soon as she got outside, I was out in the street walking up and down. I just felt
miserable and so finally I said to myself, "I will walk with her to church. I will walk to
church." When I got up there I decided to go to church and said, "I'll walk with her home."
So I walked up to the church. When I got in front of the church, I stood there and thought,
"What should I do?" I walked into the church and sat down. I had been to prayer meetings at
other times. I had begun to pray another time, but this time I did not pay attention to what
the preacher said. I did not know what he was talking about. I was there, living in misery,
wondering what to do.

Finally the good old preacher gave an invitation: "Anybody here want to give your heart to
the Lord, raise your hand?" I raised my hand. I did not decide to do it. I just lifted my hands
up. (D. K's note: At that moment in the tape I could hear Ruth and Polly chuckle.) So, he said,
"Wesley, (I go hunting deer with him. I hunt deer with the pastor. I go hunting deer with the
two deacons up there near Woodley, Wisconsin. These guys were out there hunting deer. You
know what they did? They would go into the bedroom and pray before they would go out and
hunt. And finally they said, "Wesley, don't you want to come in here with us?" And I wasn't
sure that I would kneel down and I say, "You see me here God. Don't let me get shot today.
Don't let me get shot." That was in the winter.^ (DV's note: At this point I cannot make out
everything Dad was saying. He was enjoying narrating and chuckling as he talked. Ruth and
Polly did, too. It is obvious what Dad was going through at the time and the pressure he felt to get
right with God.)

Dad continued: Then he said, "Raise your hands up." I raised my hands and I went down and
I kneeled down there. I know now the Bible says that we need to be saved. And I knew some
of it then from my boyhood. So I got down there. I surrendered to Christ, and the power of
God came upon me and I was really born again.

Oh, I went home and even the next morning when I walked down, oh, the sky looked so blue,
everything was so nice and brightened up. Oh, I thought, why in the world is it so different? I
was different.

You know how I know the difference? Because my old father was working in a schoolhouse.
It was hard for him to do the work, but I didn't bother about that. Well, I thought that was
his job. But, you know, after I got saved, I said, "I better go help my father. I better go help
him with his schoolhouse. He's getting old and it's hard to do the work. So I found myself
working with him. I knew I had a different heart.

Well, this is a long story now. And I knew that my life had changed. I know that I had quit
smoking before that. I had used tobacco for many years, but in November, I finally decided
that I wouldn't smoke the old pipe anymore. I just laid it upon the clock shelf along with the
tobacco can and I never took it down. I had tried to quit smoking before when I was
seventeen. But I couldn't that time. Now, no one had suggested it or realized it in the church.
But I knew I could not keep doing these ungodly things. Yet nobody preached to me.
Somehow I knew I should not do it. I knew I shouldn't go on swearing. So then, you see, I
went on. That was in December of 1914.
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Then ray cousin started to give rae books to read. I read books and read books on and on.

There was a Chautauqua ground in Chetek where they had special speakers come. Along in
the suraraer there was a special speaker who was a big Methodist Bishop from Tennessee. He
preached a message on surrendering to God. And I finally wrote and got a copy of it. I still
have it today. In the midst of that, he gave an invitation to parents to come up to the altar to
dedicate their children to the Lord. Right away I thought about Phyllis. Oh, there I'm a father
and I got to raise her and bring her up. I must go up there. So I walked up with about 200
parents walking up to the altar there to dedicate their children to the Lord.

After I got up there, the old Bishop said, "Now, is there anyone here in this room today who
wants to surrender your life to the Lord and be a servant of God, like, to be a preacher or
missionary or something...," and so he said, "Raise your hand." And so I raised my hand.
That was in July of 1915.

Right away after that it was not long before the Lord began to talk to rae...talk to rae. That
He wanted me to be a preacher and that I was supposed to give my life as a preacher. So, right
there, I surrendered that day...right there. My hands were in the air and I surrendered to
God. I dedicated myself to God. I had been saved only six months.

Pretty soon I began to think about, what am I going to do in order to preach? Finally I talked
to the pastor about Aurora College. It was at the Advent Christian Church in Chetek where
all this took place. My parents had moved from Augusta to Chetek. We were going to that
church because there was no Baptist church. So he told me about Aurora College. So, finally,
I began to think about that in the fall. In January of 1916 I had ray trunk packed and I was
ready.

My brother had gone to Cuba on a trip. He didn't know what I was up to but he knew I was
getting pretty religious. When he came home he saw the trunk right there in the hallway
already packed. He asked, "Where are you going?" "I'm going to Aurora College," I said.
And he said, "Well, I'm not surprised." But he was surprised! I did not have very much
money and it didn't cost too much to go on a train. When I landed at Aurora College, I had ten
dollars. That is all, but I was going to trust God. For about four years I went on and went to
Aurora College.

While I was going to college there, I got married the second time to a good Wisconsin girl from
Watertown. He father was a lay preacher in the Advent Christian Church there. She was a
schoolteacher. And we got married. In less than a year Pauline was born right there while I
was going to school. Eventually I came to the end of four years. Then I began to see things
didn't really work. I thought God didn't want rae to be a preacher. Maybe I just got the idea
that I was supposed to be a preacher.

Finally, I thought I had a chance to do a partnership with another Advent Christian preacher
and his wife in a general insurance business in Aurora. I had worked my way through those
three years in college selling Wearever aluminum cooking appliances until the last year. In ten
months I made $4400. That was a lot of money in 1914 and going to school, too. (DV's note: I
recall that Dad often mentioned that he and his friend who were in the business were called the
"Gold Dust Twins.")
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I had a lot of experience there. I had ordered a thousand dollars in aluminum Wearever. I
went through that summer and it didn't look good. A lot of orders were cancelled. That was
at the end of World War I in 1920. There I was. I had a grocery bill of a hundred dollars and
I thought how in the world am I going to pay that? And the grocer said, "Aren't you going to
pay some money for your grocery bills?" And I did not have any money and I was not making
much profit in the insnrance business. We owed two month's expenses. The other man's wife
was secretary and we had to pay her. So, I was not doing very good.

I had a new car that I had bought which was almost paid for. I had to sell that car to get
enough money to pay my grocery bills and everything. And I was without a car and didn't
know what I was going to do. Then this brother came and talked to me and said, "You know,
wonld you like to go travel for the young people around the churches of the middle-west?"
And so I decided to go travel for $30 a week and let my family, Pauline and Phyllis, be in
Aurora while I was gone.

I traveled that winter and then in the spring the door opened for me to go to Mineral, 111. to
pastor the Advent Christian Church. Since I couldn't leave the family much longer, I went to
Mineral and became a pastor.

There were a lot of good people there. But it was a trying thing. God blessed my ministry
there and a lot of people got saved. The Spirit of God worked in a wonderful way.

While I was there, this cousin in Chetek gave me a book to read. She told me about the little
book that had been written by (McCountrey—it sounds like). He told about the three-fold
secrets of The Holy Spirit. I read it. I thought that here was something that I didn't hear
anything about in the Advent Christian Church. I didn't know anything about the Holy
Ghost. I remembered when I was in church history; I got interested in Francis Xavier who
was one of the spiritual and gennine priests way back there. I studied and read about him and
how the Spirit of God used him to be a great evangelist. This book also talked about a group
of priests in Rome, that they were a spiritual group of people.

Then I got to read about the Huguenots in France. They were a real spiritual people. And just
recently, I read the whole story that all these people knew about the Baptism in the Holy Spirit
and speaking in tongues. You see, that was something I didn't know much about.

Wesley was born in Mineral. Then I was elected to the missions board and traveled for it so
we moved back to Aurora and went on with that for some time.

Then I got the call to pastor the Advent Christian Church in Annandale, Minnesota. It was a
small congregation. They had been struggling for four years. I hadn't been there long before
a man came from California who had been in Aime Semple McPhersons's temple. He told
about the revival there and how she had built this beautiful temple in Los Angeles. He showed
me the books and writings from there and the notes of Pentecostal preachers. So I began to
read that. Finally I received the book, a thick one, that told of the revivals around America
and about the experience of people who had been filled with the Holy Ghost and the marvelous
healings that had taken place.

Right away I began to get hungry. Now remember, those who came to Annandale were all the
Pentecostal people I had been in contact with. That was all. I wanted the Baptism in the Holy
Ghost. They had a prayer tower out there. I sent a letter out there and wrote: "You pray that
God will fill me with the Holy Ghost."
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(Then Dad reflected on the big Methodist church and it seems he asked his friend about what he
had heard. As I recall, Dad was a good friend of the local Methodist pastor.) Dad said to him,
"He turned the whole big Methodist church in Washington, D. C. Pentecostal. What do you
think of that?" I heard from him (presumably the pastor) so I wrote to him and asked him to
pray that God would fill me with the Holy Ghost. This was along in 1921. I began to pray for
the Holy Spirit and began to seek the Holy Spirit.

Some of the people in Annandale said, "We've never heard anything like this before. No
preacher has ever talked about this." So I kept on praying and then it got along in the
summer of 1924. (At this point Dad had said 1914 and Ruth corrected him. He said, "I got
mixed up there." Then he said, "It was 1924.") I called an evangelist and we had meetings in
the pavilion down by the lakeshore. I preached in the church on Sunday morning and the
evangelist in the pavilion Sunday afternoon and evening. We did this for three weeks. During
that time a number of people got saved. Sunday afternoons we had baptismal services right
there in the lake. Some of the people who got saved and were baptized are still going on with
God and knowing His power and the love of God. They have been my good friends down
through the years.

Then something began to happen to me. I would be working out in the garden. I couldn't
work. There was something wrong with me. I didn't understand it. I couldn't stand it any
longer. After the meeting Sunday night I would be walking around and all of a sudden I
began to sway like a tree in the wind. It was like the going of the sound in the mulberry bush.
(A scriptural text, on which Dad later preached in Moorhead, I distinctly recall.) This was the
last Sunday. We had had a wonderful meeting.

On Monday I had to take the Evangelist to Minneapolis. When I came back on Tuesday
morning I still was carrying on work for the Missions Board and I had to write a letter. (As I
distinctly recall. Dad told Wes and me that his work then primarily consisted of selling closed
churches.) I got down on my knees to pray about this letter...very important. Soon I began to
shake... I began to shake all over. I would shake and shake. The chair would rock back and
forth. Finally I thought I would stand up...and I stood up and the power of God was on me
and I began to bounce up and down like a rubber ball. I was lifted right off the floor. Of
course nobody saw this. I was alone in my study. I was having this experience all by myself.
This kept on. This started at 10 o'clock and went on to 12 o'clock. I was getting tired from
this treatment. I just felt rattled to pieces. So I laid on the bed and I would shake and then the
whole bed would shake. This continued along toward one o'clock or after.

Then my wife, Frieda, said, "Come on down for lunch." I said, "Come up here...come on up."
She came up and saw the whole bed was shaking and said, "Stop it! Stop it!" I said, "I can't
stop it." That was Tuesday morning.

Not long after that I had to go out east to meet with other preachers. This was because of my
position as secretary of the missions board and other offices I held at that time. (Dad then told
about the trip to Boston...New York City...and Washington D. C.) I was gone three weeks.
During that time I sort of cooled off about the Holy Spirit.

Then I came back and later we had prayer meetings every night. The Spirit of God began to
work. It was wonderfnl. Now remember folks—my grandchildren, when you listen to me—I
had not been to a Pentecostal church. I had not been near a Pentecostal preacher. But 1 got
hungry for God, hungry for the will of God. God had put this in my heart. I thought of the
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prayers of my Great Grandfather. They were behind me praying. So here was a way out of
the Roberts family. The Spirit of God was working with and a boy, and that God was going to
do something marvelous with me.

Then we were having these prayer meetings night after night in the parsonage and God did a
wonderful work. One night after we had the prayer meeting, we were sitting in the living
room. There were just four of us. We were just sitting there at one o'clock in the morning.
We were just talking-Mother, Phyllis, Betty Davis and I. There were just the four of us. All at
once sitting there Mother started to speak in tongues.

I had never heard anyone speaking in tongues before. I just had read about it, that they did
it...a miracle. And she went on talking in tongues and she gave the interpretation so someone
could see what she said, you see. She got the gift of interpretation the same time she got the
gift of tongues. We had that experience. This was in November of that year.

We went on with these prayer meetings and she (Mother) testified and prophesied that in
certain days I would have the Baptism. So, one night at about ten o'clock we were having a
prayer meeting, just a few of us. All at once the power of God came on me and, just as simply
as I might talk today, I started talking in tongues.

I forgot to mention something that happened on Saturday night before the last night of the
meetings. We left off the prayer meeting at about ten o'clock and the power of God came on
me and I laughed and laughed. I was so happy in the Spirit for two hours. I couldn't do
anything but laugh. I said, "What kind of experience is this?"

At this point it seems Dad returned to the subsequent experience mentioned in the above
paragraph. I talked in tongues for two hours. Oh, it just rolled out. I talked in different
languages. I had regular rhythm I said, "Oh, this is marvelous."

And I have had the Baptism and speaking in tongues ever since that time. The power of God
would come and I would speak in tongues and someone would give the interpretation. Later
on in life I would give messages in tongues; I never would get the interoperations. And I then
went into evangelism.

The time came when God gave me the gift...When I got hungry for God and began to pray
more and talk to folks in Paso Robles, California. On New Year's night I asked God to give
me the interpretation and so I got the interpretation at the time. And I got prophecy... long
after that.

As these few years have gone along since, one reason why I didn't worry about the
interpretation. Other people had the interpretation. I didn't have to have the interpretation. I
would give the message; others gave the interpretation. I would prophecy in different places -
in Minnesota and here and in different places. It was just a thrill to hear these messages in
tongues from God. I know from experience it wasn't even me. It was the Holy Spirit...and so
I gave these messages right here in Lincoln, Nebraska. I came here—I forget...I was pastor
here two different times during those years. {Dad explains this later on.)

What I'm giving you now is my testimony of how God worked with me. This is what I want
you to know. I want my grandchildren to know. Remember that this is your grandfather
talking...telling what God did for me. This is your grandfather telling you what God did
through the whole Roberts family. {See the family tree.) He picked me up! And I've got the
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history of the Baptist church {Augusta, Wisconsin) that goes back one hundred years. It was
1961; they had the one-hundredth anniversary. In that history it says that there were two boys
in the Baptist church and God called them into the ministry. And God also called me into the
ministry. In a hundred years we are the only two boys that came out of the Baptist church
into the ministry. And yet that Baptist church had a great influence to evangelize Eau Claire
County way back in those early days of the 60's and on to 1900.

I've been talking about the sixteen years of my childhood when I was in the Baptist church in
Augusta, Wisconsin. It was during that time that I could have at anytime-and I wanted to
many times-that I could have given my heart to the Lord and been saved, but I didn't yield.
And so it was then that I drifted out farther and farther from God.

And today there are millions of the young people of America who've been brought up in the
churches of this land and they've drifted away from the church. They've drifted from God.
They've drifted out today. And these are the young people that are causing the riots and they
are bold to carry on.

At this point Dad made a lengthy appeal-as an evangelist-to read the Bible, to
accept Jesus. He recognized that the Bible predicted these days. Then Dad picked up his
story saying:

During those years God put a hunger in my heart to evangelize. I know that God called me to
be an evangelist. God called me to be an evangelist. In the summer time when preachers
would go on vacation, I would set up a tent and I would have tent meetings. And I would go to
a church in another town and I would have meetings in the churches...all around and
evangelize that whole Wright county and then Sterns county.

After those years, in 1927 I was called to Lincoln, Nebraska, to pastor the Advent Christian
Church. So I came to Lincoln with the family to pastor. I was there a year. During that time
they began to find out through the Advent Christian Church that I had the Baptism in the
Holy Spirit, that I was speaking in tongues and that I was praying for the sick. They didn't
like that. They demanded me to give it up and not do that, that I must not preach this Holy
Ghost anymore in the Advent Christian Church. I said, "I can't do that. I can't give this up."
Then I closed that year in Lincoln and went back to Annandale again. The church wanted me
to come back. So, I stayed in Annandale from 1928 to 1931.

During that time I had more tent meetings. I had more evangelistic meetings in the churches
and places around there. I preached this great gospel in reality. I was a pioneer preacher of
the Pentecostal message in Wright county and Sterns county and aU around there. And so
God used me.

Then finally the day came when I felt I shouldn't stay in Annandale. So I launched out and
determined to go out independently. I went with my tent down to Buffalo and to Cokato.
There I had beautiful four and one-half weeks. And, oh, the people came and they said, "Oh,
you can't go." God did a mighty work there at that time. It shook the whole area around
there.

Then, from there we came back to Nebraska. Finally I was called to be the pastor in Lincoln
of the Evangelistic Tabernacle on 33'^'' and Garfleld. In 1933 I went out holding meetings in
Iowa for the Christian Missionary Alliance. And I pastored there (in Lincoln). I stayed there
until September of 1934.
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In May of 1934 I joined the Assemblies of God and I became a pastor in the Assemblies of
God. My first pastorate was Cambridge, Minnesota. Then I went to Paynesville and then out
to Moorhead. There I started a new Assembly of God. I was there for three years. Then I
went to Superior, Wisconsin. I was there from 1941 until 1948. That was my last pastorate.
(DV's note: Dad didn't mention it but he served as an interim pastor in Tomahawk, Wisconsin,
the town from which the Grams family ofpreachers came. I went from Minneapolis where I was
teaching at NCBI and, at the invitation of Dad and the town's pastors, preached in their Easter
series. That was an interesting experience.)

From there I started out in evangelism and I traveled in many states, many churches across
the nation. I preached evangelistic services in the churches of the Assemblies of God from
Washington to Texas and clear down to Florida and further west to California and clear to
New England. God blessed my ministry.

Now in the later years of my life, what do I see? My two sons, Wesley and Duane, are
preachers and they are carrying on. And Randy, Wesley's son, graduated from Bible School
in Springfield and he went to Evanston, 111. to start a new church in that suburb of Chicago.
And there's little Jhan, he's twelve years old now and he says, "I'm going to be a missionary."

Here we are a family today. You can look back and see what I told you. I was a boy in the
Roberts family... that became a preacher. And now you see the expansion. How God has
been calling my offspring to be preachers of the gospel in the Assemblies of God.

And so grandchildren, you ask me, "What's Wesley doing? What's Dewey doing?.... Where is
Randy? Where is Jhan?" God will lead them. And then you stop to realize over in Fargo....
The spirit of God now is moving there in Holy Ghost power and young people are getting
saved and lives are being transformed. Young people were frustrated.... They didn't know
where to go. They were without home, without hope, but God brought them back.... So, you
see, the seed that I planted back there in Moorhead years ago has matured.

There's Warren Abbott, who is a son-in-law, the husband of Ruth, they live in Moorhead.
Where are their children? They have been going on with God. And there's Pauline living
there and her husband has come closer to God than he ever was before in his life. And their

children are there.

So, you see how God, way back there more than a century ago, called a man named Roberts
and a Grandmother Roberts with her husband and families and children... a great history of
what God did. Dad also talked briefly at this point about a grandson of Roberts in Springfield
who's not living for God.

(At this point it is unclear what Dad was saying and where he intended to go. HOWEVER IT
WAS CLEAR TO HIM THAT THE HERITAGE EROM GRANDPARENTS, THE ROBERTS,

AS WELL AS HIS GREAT GRANDEATHER ON HIS EATHER'S SIDE HAD SUREACED IN

HIM AND IN HIS EAMIL Y.

At this point in the tape Dad spoke directly to his grandchildren and said: All of you
grandchildren who some day will listen to this tape must give your hearts to God. Jesus is at
the right hand of God praying for you. Hear this message from your Grandfather and Great
Grandfather. I'm in the closing days of my life but the glory of God is in my soul.
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Also, at this point, as Ruth said, she and Polly asked Dad to give direct messages to each of their
children. I will not include them, as they really are private.

(At the opening of tape #2, as requested by Ruth and Polly, Dad "preached" at length about the
prophets Jeremiah and Daniel and others as well as "false prophets." I have not included this,
desiring to record his recollections of events in his life as he continued his Christian
"pilgrimage." Then he began to reminisce again as follows:

Way back in the beginning when I had the Baptism in the Holy Spirit and I hadn't been with
Pentecostal people very much, One day I said to (Frieda), "What good are speaking in
tongues? What are they good for anyway?" And I just didn't know. So God showed me very
definitely.

I've told this story many times in evangelism how I would shout "Glory" and then speak in
tongues. I would do so in the potato box. The potatoes were almost gone and we didn't have
money to buy any. Then I said, "Now I'm going to find out what God is going to do." And I
said, "Glory" into the box and began to speak in tongues.

So, I waited a few days. Finally one day just before Christmas there was a knock at the door.
My wife went to the door and there stood a man. He said, "Hello. I got to thinking you might
need some potatoes. So I brought you a bag." And she said, "How did you know we didn't
have any potatoes?" I've told that story over and over again and it's been an
inspiration...because God supplied us with potatoes for two or three years.

So, I didn't know what I was saying but God heard. God had answered. I could go on and on
with multiplied experiences like that—shouting "Glory" and then praising God in tongues and
things would happen.

Now I know I'm not a prophet. I'm not an apostle; but I am an evangelist. I'm one of the five
gifts. People used to say to me, "You ought to be an evangelist." So the day came when I
traveled throughout the United States in evangelism, across the nation in a good many
churches...and sometimes I would talk to one person.

You know, Jesus spent more time talking to one individual than to a crowd, just like I'm
talking to you. So you can be a witness to one or you can be a witness to a thousand. Just like
Billy Graham, you can be a witness to forty thousand people. I don't know if Billy Graham
has any particular gifts of the Spirit or whatever. I just know that he is a great and mighty
evangelist. No evangelist has gone around the world and preached to millions of people like
Billy Graham...Jesus said, "You go forth and you will be my chosen vessels." Let me tell you,
Billy Graham was a great chosen vessel of God, a great evangelist...he was one who brought
people to decision. That's the evangelist-he brings people to a decision. He said, "This is the
hour of decision." People would make a decision to follow the Lord Jesus Christ.

Once again. Dad preached, as Polly and Ruth had requested, and "evangelized" to his daughters
and to anyone who might hear the tape.

So, young people today, look to the Word of God...listen to the preacher who preaches the
Word of God. Don't believe the ungodly stories of Satan that lead you astray and poison your
mind. Jesus Christ can save you and transform you and make you a new creature. He can
give you eternal life. But you know you have eternal life right now. I'm not going to die.
You're not going to die. Our body will die but you can go right on living. The Bible says so.
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You already have eternal life. I have had since I was born again way back then. I didn't know
much about the Bible but my life changed. I began to live a different kind of life.... because
Jesus had come into my life, and I had eternal life...instantly, on the spot.

It was Jesus who responded' to Nicodemus, the great teacher of the Sanhedrin, who came to
Jesus by night and said, "We know that thou art a teacher come from God. No man can do
these miracles that thou doest except God be with him."

Now, Jesus did not pay much attention to what he said. He replied to Nicodemus, "Ye must be
born again or you cannot see the Kingdom of God." And Nicodemus could not understand
that. Jesus said, "You are a leader of Israel and yon don't understand this?"

You go back to the book of Ezekiel and you will find there that he testifies that the day will
come when God is going to give you a new heart. He is going to give you a new spirit. He is
going to make you a new creature. Jesus came as the Redeemer, who had been promised over
and over again in the Old Testament. The message had been: "He's coming. He's coming."
When He came He declared the new heart and the new life were available. He came as the

Way, the Truth and the Life. And He declared one could come unto the Father by Him.

Following these comments and "preachment," Dad addressed himself to the grandchildren of
Ruth and Polly. As I stated earlier, these were "private" and for them so I have not included them
here.



"...To Tfie Tourtfi generation"

D. V. Hurst

March 2001

At the time of Bud and Ruth's fiftieth wedding anniversary I was requested to prepare to pray
a "generational prayer." Bud had indicated he and Ruth wanted their whole family present
and that Bud's brother, Bob, and his wife, Elizabeth, would be there and participate also. The
gathering was to include our sisters Polly and Phyllis, too. There was a time of reminiscences
that finally had to be cut off. (Give a Hurst a chance with an audience and be prepared to stay
awhile.) Bud and Ruth recognized the multi-generational blessing they had received from both
sides of their family and wanted to pass it on.

They had studied their genealogy and had discovered deep in Bud's background, among other
things, that ten generations back a Bishop John had been burned at the stake in England for
his faith and the translation of the Bible into the "people's" language. He had been a cohort
with the famed Tyndale, who likewise gave his life in the cause. Bud and Ruth had visited the
spot of John's death and had their picture taken along side the bronze plaque commemorating
the burning.

I gave thought to the challenge and studied the scriptures in the matter. I long had recognized
that in both the Old Testament and the New Testament great value had been placed on the
pronouncing of a blessing. One could hardly have attended Sunday school very long at all
without having heard about Jacob and Esau.

So, I traced the matter through the scriptures and prepared comments wherein I highlighted
key aspects of the theme. Background to my thinking, of course, was the deep awareness that
our family, the Hurst bunch, were recipients of the magnificent heritage extended to us from
devoted parents and a father who was committed and ardent in the ministry. Also in
background was the note my grandmother had written on the back of my great, great
grandfather's picture when she sent it to my father, "...his prayers reached you, Wesley."

Bud and Ruth had chosen the key line: "...I will pour out my Spirit on your offspring and my
blessing on your descendants." (Is. 44:3b)

I. Passing on the family (generational) blessing has deep roots. The most famous of these is
the biblical account of Isaac, Jacob and Esau. How many times I had heard my father
speak regarding the "chain" of blessings because he saw in it great prophetic significance.

To trace this, one goes back to the Jacob and Esau story in Genesis, the book of
beginnings. (Gen. 25:34; 27:32-33) There the graphic story is told of Esau, the elder,
who despised his birthright and Jacob, the younger, who coveted it.

One day Jacob managed to get Esau, the first-born, who was tired and hungry coming
from the hunt, to sell the birthright for a bowl of lintel soup. Later Jacob and
Rebekah, his mother, conspired and deceived Isaac so that he pronounced the blessing
on Jacob. It was THE blessing that Esau had despised and sold. When Esau came in



from the field with the choice meat for his father and discovered what had been done,

he "...burst out with a loud and bitter cry." (Gen. 27:34)

The point to make is that it is clear that both boys realized the significance of the
blessing. Isaac did, as well, in that he realized that he had already given THE blessing
once and to Jacob. Isaac then gave Esau "A" blessing but it was not THE blessing.

B. The day came when Joseph, Jacob's most favorite son wanted him to bless his two sons,
Ephraim and Manasseh, in Egypt. Joseph arranged them so that Jacob's right hand
would fall on head of Manasseh, the first-born. Jacob crossed his hands and placed his
right hand on Ephraim. Joseph tried to correct his near blind father but Jacob would
not change. Again the blessing passed to the younger and it was firm. Jacob blessed
Joseph, too, and then prophetically blessed all of his sons. Scholars have studied the
record of those blessings to this day in attempt to ascertain the significance—even for
the end times. (Gen. 48 & 49)

C. As I pondered further, I remembered that the "roots" of the idea went further back.
The blessing was one that began with Abraham, whom God called out of the Ur of the
Chaldeans, and said, "...I will bless you...you will be a blessing...all the peoples on
earth will be blessed through you." (Gen. 12:2-3) This blessing had extended to Isaac,
Abraham's son, for God said, of him, "...I will establish my...everlasting covenant for
his descendants after him." (Gen. 17:19) And God also stated that he would bless
Ishmael, Abraham's son by Sarah's maidservant, Hagar, as well.

Later God had reiterated the promise and added to the blessing saying, "I...will bless
you and make your descendants as numerous as the stars in the sky and as the sand on
the seashore.... and through you all the nations of the earth shall be blessed." (Gen.
22:17-18) Out of this blessing stems the Messiah, the Saviour.

H. The family blessing concept has personal application.

A. It was ordained for Israel to the children. "And when your children ask you, 'what
does this ceremony mean? Then tell them...and The Israelites did just what the Lord
commanded..." (Ex. 12: 26-27) In Psalm 22, clearly a Messianic Psalm, David says
that, "...future generations will be told about the Lord. They will proclaim his
righteousness to a people yet unborn..." Earlier in the Psalm he declared, "...They
have pierced my hands and my feet.... They divided my garments among them and cast
lots for my clothing." And then he declares, "I will declare your name to my brothers:
in the congregation I will praise you." (vs. 16,18,22) The writer of the Hebrews
recorded the same words concerning the Redeemer: "I will declare your name to my
brothers; in the presence of the congregation I will sing your praises.... I will put my
trust in him.... Here I am, and the children God has given me". The
Messiah/Redeemer shared in the humanity and extended the blessing to his "children."

B. When the child, Jesus, was presented in the Temple, first Simeon took him in his arms
and praised God, causing the parents to marvel. Then he pronounced a blessing. Then
Anna came up at the very moment, and giving thanks, "spoke about the child to all
who were looking forward to the redemption of Jerusalem." (Luke 2:28-38) In this
scene the concept of divine blessing "leaps" forward to the New Covenant.
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C. During His ministry it is noted that, "Jesus said 'Let the little children come unto
me....' And He took the children in his arms, put His hands on them and blessed
them." (Mark 10:14-16) He continued the extension of the blessing!

HI. The concept of generational blessing carries specific meaning and, ominously, can carry
cursing.

A. We read of Jehu, known as the "fast driver" of the Old Testament, that because he did
"well in accomplishing what {was} right...{his} descendants {were to} sit on the throne
of Israel to the fourth generation." (H Kings 10: 30) And we read in the fifteenth
chapter "So the word of the Lord was fulfilled." (Ch. 15: 12) But in Numbers we read
"The Lord is slow to anger, abounding in love and forgiving sin and rebellion. Yet he
does not leave the guilty unpunished; he punishes the children for the sin of the fathers
to the third and fourth generation." (Numbers 14:17-18) What an ominous word!!

B. But there is another word!! It is a better word!! "... God, punishing the children for
the sin of the fathers to the third and fourth generation of those who hate me, BUT
showing love to a thousand generations of those who love me and keep my
commandments." (Numbers 5:9-10)

The idea of parents most demonstrably affecting the lives of their children and their children's
children even to the fourth generation is firmly established in the scriptures. This affect can be
for good or evil. One needs but look on the current scene around the world to see this verified,
as well.

But that a godly parent can BLESS his children in scriptural and spiritual blessing is likewise
established firmly in the scriptures. Obedience to God's Word is honored with blessing.
Blessing pronounced is honored with blessing. Blessing in prayer is honored with blessing.

The Hurst family heritage can be traced back to one of prayers prayed and lives lived which
have brought immeasurable and eternal blessing. We, the sons and daughters of Wesley
Hurst, can look back to a Great, Great Grandfather who prayed and to a Father who extended
and continued the generational blessing!!

"THE PRAYER OF A RIGHTEOUS MAN IS POWERFUL AND EFFECTIVE."

James 5:16 NIV
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My father

Phyllis Hurst Beebe

My father was a great man. He never received high honors, never held public office,
never published a book, never became famous and never became wealthy. But he was
kind, honest, dependable, conscientious, hardworking, well liked, well respected, a man
of good character, and had many friends.

His adult life was a long struggle. Things did not come easy for him, but he never gave
up. He would always find a solution for a problem that presented itself even though
many times the solution was painful. Sometimes it was a long time coming and he
would have to agonize over the outcome. He always wanted to be sure he was doing the
right thing.

He was raised in Augusta, Wisconsin, by a feisty father and a devout Christian mother.

In June 1908 he married Neva Gilbertson, a young farmer's daughter. Less than a
year later I was born. Neva was a beautiful lady and they were a happy couple. Soon
after my birth, my mother was diagnosed with tuberculosis. In those days there was no
cure, but moving to a hot, dry climate sometimes helped. So Dad borrowed money to
take the three of us to California. However, Neva became sicker and weaker. After six
months she was so weak she couldn't even sit up. One day as Dad sat by her bedside,
she suddenly sat up, reached out her arms and said, "Oh, how beautiful," and fell back
dead. Once again Dad borrowed money to take Neva back to Wisconsin for burial.

Grief stricken, despondent, and discouraged, he left me with Neva's parents and went
off to make a living traveling for a creamery concern in Canada. Dad had worked in a
creamery as a butter maker. This was a difficult time for him. He was broken in mind,
body, and spirit. To compensate for his despair, he led a life of work, companionship
with other young people, and pleasure.

His wife's death and the way she died ate at his very soul. He tried several alternative
ways to make a living, but none was very successful or rewarding. He kept feeling he
should become a Christian minister, but resisted the call. He didn't want to do it. For
a long time he wrestled with the problem and finally accepted the fact that he had to.

Some time before this. Dad had taken me to live with his parents in Chetek, Wisconsin,
so I could attend school in town instead of the country. This was a new and difficult
time for me because I did not want to ieave my happy life with my mother's parents.
My father's parent's home environment was one of tension and disagreement much of
the time.

After deciding to enter the ministry, Dad married Frieda Wendtland whom he had met
at his parent's home where she was boarding while teaching school in Chetek.

Dad had never finished high school. To prepare for the ministry, he had to remedy
that and attend college. So he took Frieda and me and moved to Aurora, Illinois, to
attend the Aurora College, sponsored by the Advent Christian Church.
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To finance his education he sold Wear Ever aluminum door to door pedaling a bicycle
loaded with two sample cases front and back.

Another daughter, Pauline, had also been born to Frieda and Dad a year after their
marriage.

With great perseverance and determination Dad succeeded in becoming an ordained
minister.

Then his struggles really began. In those days ministers made very little money and
were expected to make the best of it. Sometimes his income was supplemented by
parishioners who brought him milk, chickens, vegetables and meat, etc. He gardened
and raised chickens, himself, much of the time. He became advisor, counselor,
comforter, confidant and helper to many of his parishioners.

One day a neighbor came to Dad and they talked for a long time. Finally the two of
them went off together in Dad's model T Ford. Much later Dad came home to say that
he had helped find the boy friend of the man's oldest daughter. She had given birth to
a baby that morning, and the man wanted Dad to find the boyfriend, bring him back
and marry the two that day.

The parsonage in Mineral, Dad's first pastorate, was near a railroad track. Many
"hobos" found our home and asked for handouts. Dad would always have them sit on
the porch, give them a meal and preach to them while they ate. He never turned them
away.

Frieda became pregnant again, and we were still in Mineral. Dad was away traveling
for the Advent Christian Church Home Missions Board. One night at 2 o'clock Frieda
asked me to go for the midwife. Terribly afraid of the dark, I walked at least six blocks
through totally dark streets to get her. I was thirteen and the only one in the house
except the midwife and the doctor during the birthing time. When my brother, Wesley,
was born, the doctor brought him right to me. I always felt as if I had birthed that boy
myself.

Soon after Wesley's birth, we moved back to Aurora, Illinois, for a short time and then
on to Annandale, Minnesota, where Dad was to take a pastorate.

Over a period of time there. Dad began to question the doctrines of the Advent
Christian Church. At the time there was considerable agitation going on among
churches and parishioners over various religious beliefs. Dad started a series of
evening prayer meetings attended by some of his parishioners. It was an effort to help
him and them determine their faiths and decisions. During one of those prayer
sessions, I was inspired and wrote a hymn. I first sang the chorus and later went to the
piano and plucked out the tune. I then worked at the song and wrote the verses. It was
titled, "Won't You Come?" Later Dad printed it on the back of a pamphlet that he
wrote about his call to the ministry. He titled that, "From Churn to Church."

As time went on Dad pastured other churches and finally left the Advent Christian
Church and struck out for himself as an evangelist. Things became tough and money
was scarce. Many times he became discouraged and despondent and wanted to quit.
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but didn't. During the Great Depression, broke and jobless, he hit bottom. Sometimes
the family barely had enough to eat. I was teaching at the time and for about one year
out of my monthly check of $90 I sent Dad $15. That helped to keep the "wolf from the
door." However he struggled on, snrvived and managed to attain a better life later on.

Dad loved to sing and during church services one could hear his strong, enthusiastic
voice over all the others.

He loved to fish and spent many happy hours doing it. It was very restful for him and
a time of pleasure and relaxation.

He loved to garden and was good at it. Usnally he found a big area where he could
raise all sorts of produce. This kept the family well supplied with a variety of
vegetables all summer. Hundreds of quarts of vegetables were canned also to give good
meals in the winter. Dad always managed to feed and clothe his family.

He had a great sense of humor. He loved to listen and tell stories, especially jokes on
himself. Many times he would laugh so hard that tears would run down his cheeks.

After Dad nursed her for a considerable length of time, Frieda died of cancer and Dad
was once more a widower. He was at loose ends and lonely.

One day he came to visit my family and me. I jokingly said to him, "Dad, this time you
better marry for money." He got a queer look on his face and I said, "You are
seriously considering it aren't you?" and he said, "Yes."

When Dad was 79 he married a lovely lady by the name of Hazel Graff. She had been
a primary schoolteacher and had never been married. All of us children loved her and
were delighted that Dad had married her. She loved Dad dearly and made a wonderful
wife for him. She catered to his every wish and made him feel cherished, important
and needed. The last ten years of Dad's life was a time of relaxation, peace, pleasure
and happiness—all due to Hazel's care for him. We all felt she had been heaven-sent to
help him spend his last years on earth.

Dad loved me; I loved him. I am proud to be his daughter.
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(Dad
Two Years Later

Pauline (Polly) Gotta
April 21,1975

Two years ago today. Dad's last day on this earth. How swiftly time flies—how quickly we are
gone. What memories of us will linger on? When I think of him a flood of memories rushed
in. I remember his hands—warm, brown and strong. Hands accustomed through the years to
hard work—manual labor. Hands that loved the earth, the feel of rich soil and the shoots of
green in his garden. Hands that patted us, sometimes spanked us...but still the love of our
father was there.

These hands also knew the feeling of good books, pen, paper, and the keys of a typewriter. I
remember them, too, as they held the Bible....Oh! how the owner of these hands loved the
Word of God. Hands that could use a saw, swing a hammer, pound a nail...also knew the
gentler touch—as the One he followed. Our father grew in stature in his Father's eyes and in
His love.

Now when I think of him, I also think of God, the Father, His Son, Jesus our Lord. Some of
Dad's last words to me were, "Polly, we have to love everybody, everybody..." then pausing
with a twinkle in his eye, said to Marco and me, "But you two are easy to love."

Somehow it's easier to think of him now that the first pangs of grief are gone—the listlessness,
the emptiness. Still at times it seems like yesterday I heard his voice...saw that smile and I
want to run to the phone and call, "Hey, it's me Dad, Polly." Just to share what God is doing
in my life today.

Other times when I feel week, tempted, tired, I remember other phone calls. His encouraging
words and the wonderful peace that came as he prayed over the telephone.

Perhaps today...across God's wires. However, I know not...nor care to. He is with me yet. He
still prays for me, for us. His love is still with us sure and strong, never failing...No matter
what!

So, I thank my God once again for my father, but also I thank Him for you my brothers and
sisters. For as I am with each one of you, I see a part of him...and so he lives in our
generation, and in our children...and theirs. What was it? The verse:

But the loving kindness of the Lord is from everlasting to everlasting,
To those who reverence Him; His salvation is to children's children of
Those who are faithful to His covenant and remember to obey Him.

Psalm 103: 17-18 Living Bible

The Just man walketh in his integrity; his children are blessed after him.

Proverbs 20: 7



CdiMoocf CHristmas

Polly H Gotta
December—'73

Sharing something for Christmas started a chain of thought that took me back to memories of
a childhood Christmas. Warm thoughts, welcome thoughts, in fact I almost wanted to run
down that memory lane into the safe, secure, happy, warm long ago—Christmas. A little girl
of seven, sparkling brown eyes, rosy cheeks stung that way by cold Minnesota winds.

A family—mother, father, sisters, brothers—two of each. The Christmas tree—"O
Tannenbaum, as mother of German descent so often sang. The tree was special, picked with
care—trimmed 'till Christmas Eve by Dad and Mother. Doors closed to hide from us the view.
Lit by candles with tender touch the doors flung open—"children look!" It's Christmas—ooh-
—"It's beautiful. Look how it sparkles!" Fragrance of evergreen and lingering spice of cookies
freshly baked. Brown paper packages, of course tied with string still bring to mind the
pleasantest of things—gifts from Grandma and Grandpa. More cookies, fruits and nuts and
small, lumpy packages. But wait! All sit down—not yet. First the Christmas story. Mother in
her rocker. Dad in his chair. One on the floor—anywhere—just find a place. Then Dad, with
the Good Book, his Sunday preaching voice somewhat softened, more tender-some now as his
own little flock gathered 'round once more—to hear from the Gospel of Luke the old, old story
ever new—A Saviour is born this day in the city of David—once again the angels sing—eyes
glow as imagination sours and we think of the babe who came to be our Saviour—yours and
mine.

Then he closes the Book—but not yet, a little longer—First he offers a prayer and once again
welcomes that "little stranger"—no longer a stranger. He, for Christmas is one more
pronouncement of His Birthday. Suddenly it seems as tho' the candles flame a little higher as
if they, too, would add their praises to celebrate this time—so old, so new.

Now one by one the packages offered passed around reveal their hidden treasures—so small in
material worth. Some would look upon them and say, "Oh, how poor...such lack!" But now
through this vantage point I see the true richness of those long ago days. I treasure every
warm, sparkling fragrant memory and now offer them to you. May they enrich somehow your
Christmas this year and true values become more evident. In this time of identity crisis,
energy crisis, crises...crises...oh...Let's celebrate "Him" this Christmas.
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Study—"Seeing God in Things'

Things Present
Prayers
Song
Release

Sense of Dad

feeling of
His embrace

His shoulder

sensing security
God

Then as quickly as it came
It left and it was as though
I was leaning on the very

Shoulder of God

The sweet warmth

of His presence
flowed over me

And I once again
felt tears—

and a sense of awe

God is a shoulder

to lean on—

Let Go & Let God

Polly Hurst Gotta
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D. V. Hurst

After the Memorial Service
April 24,1973

What a heritage a minister father provides. Not just in the acts of ministry to the family alone,
much as these mean, but in the grand accumulation of his total life and ministry. What a
privilege to stand and pay tribute in a funeral service of one such as that—my own father—
who ardently served his Lord in gospel ministry, doing nothing else, as long as his son can
remember!

On April l" of this year, thirty minutes before Easter—"resurrection day"—my father quietly
breathed his last breath and slipped out to meet his Lord. His passing was not unexpected: he
had been in failing health for two years. Although it was not unexpected, when he was gone,
there was left behind an emptiness, a big vacancy!

His funeral service was filled with singing and exultations of praise. The whole family was on
hand, aU serving their God.

My brother, Wesley R Hurst, H, Assemblies of God Far East Field Secretary for the Foreign
Missions Department, and I paid tribute to Dad during the service—my brother in behalf of
my two older sisters and himself, and I in behalf of my younger sister, the grandchildren and
myself.

My younger sister, Ruth, said he stood out in her memory "as parent. He taught us in example
that God accepts us as we are; he taught this in the way he accepted us." In her words, "He
was a prime example of what it means to be a Christian."

One of her daughters, Darilynn McClary, had expressed it for the grandchildren when she told
her mother, "He was not just a grandfather as regular ones are. But he was like Abraham. All
of we grandchildren were blessed by him. We are what we are because of him. We are known
as his grandchildren!" And then she referred to Isaiah 44:2-5 in the Living Bible: "I will give
you abundant water for your thirst and for your parched fields. And I will pour out my spirit
and blessings upon your children. They shall thrive like watered grass, like willows on a
riverbank. And 'I am the Lord's", they will proudly say!"

Tis true! Dad gathered in the fruit of that promise! And I know he drew special joy from the
fact that his two sons followed him in the ministry. He once said, "I chose the Assemblies of
God so that you two boys would have a place to minister."

As I continued to pay tribute, speaking especially for myself—and yet for the whole family—I
said: "I salute my father for his fairness and firmness in discipline. In this he taught me what
it means to live a life ordered according to the Word of God.

"I salute him for his honesty. I've never met a more honest human being. His honesty
included the way he lived as well as what he said. His private life at home was equated with his
public life.



"I salute him for his prayer life. He is my greatest example, outside of Scripture, of what it
means to pray in the Spirit. During his last hours, almost every labored breath was a prayer—
one or two words—strongly voiced, but only slightly articulated. His last audible prayer,
which I heard—and I believe I heard his last—was one in which he prayed in tongues along
with me—even as I did.

"1 salute him for his great awareness of what the power of God could do in a man's life. He
experienced it, and because of this, I have come to know this power.

"I salute him for his great sense of prophetic destiny. He loved and lived in prophecy—looking
to the future—as long as I can remember. This gives birth to the great living hope from which
I now draw strength.

"I salute him for his strength of ministrv. If I know any measure of success today in my
ministry, it is because it is an extension of his!

"I'm convinced Dad had an 'abundant entrance' into heaven! I'm sure of this! And I'm sure,

too, that friends were aware he had arrived. I'm confident he burst in with a great shout—
"Hallelujah! And Praise God!"

"There's no bitterness in our tears as we bid him goodbye. If you see anything in them, look
closely. You will find it is the sparkle of joy as heaven's light shines through his life and
experience and reaches us!"

This year, Father's Day holds an enriched meaning for me. For though he is gone. Dad left
behind a legacy of rich spiritual heritage. And, although his voice is silent here, his earthly
prayers—answered over and over—still reach us and will be answered again and again!

A Footnote

This was written on Father's Day following Dad's passing. One item I wish to add is
something else I said at the funeral service and used again later at Wes's funeral.

I was in Lincoln the day Dad passed away. I was to return from Springfield, Mo. To Seattle,
Wa. Wes had said that Dad wasn't doing well so thought I should stop by on my way home.
This couldn't have been timed better. I arrived just after they had taken him to the hospital so
I could call the family and alert them Also, I could spend his last hours with him and with
Hazel, a sweat lady that God had brought into his life for the last ten years.

At the apartment Hazel suggested I should look through his bond box, something I had never
been privileged to do. It was "secret." In it I found his college transcript from what was then
Aurora College, now University. I scanned it down. Wow! I found that he had received a
grade of 79 V2 in Homiletics; however, he had a grade of 91 in Public Speaking. His best grade
was in Biblical Literature, a 96. But I looked further and saw he had received and "I", an
incomplete in Theology. Did I laugh!!

When paying tribute at the Memorial Service I mentioned this and said, "I suppose Dad is up
there working on that incomplete now." Nephew, Randy, Wes's oldest son who is also in the
ministry, was seated right in front. He lifted his leg in response and Haw Hawed! I don't
know what the people thought. They must have thought, "What a strange family. This is a
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funeral!" But we were in victory...joy behind the tears. Dad was with his Lord and Saviour,
the one we heard him preach about all our lives.

Well, the day came when I was to pay tribute to my 'only brother,' Wes, at his memorial
service held in Central Assembly in Springfield, Mo. He had passed away in Honolulu after a
short and severe illness that they attribnted to a virus he had contacted dnring the dedication
of the Asia Pacific Theological Seminary, located in Baggio, Philippines. That had been an
exciting day, a "crowning day" in Wes's efforts to lead that mission field to further
development. There is a major building dedicated to his leadership on that campus now.

I was told that "they were walking on air" that day; they were so excited. When I visited the
campus later, as I have done a number of times. In jest I said, "Walking on air? I see what
you mean. Being on the steep mountain side like this each time you step out there is nothing
but air underneath your foot." But as I viewed the campus and saw the building with Wes's
picture, I said to myself, "Further tribute to Dad! Because of what he was we have done what
we have."

I recalled what I had said regarding my father's transcript and the incomplete and then said:
"I suppose Wes is up there working with Dad on that incomplete. I hope they have it finished
by the time I get there."
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'I I III

CHERISHED
SPIRITUAL HERITAGE

As one of the second generation in the Pentecostal Movement I cherish my heritage. I wish to perpetuate it.

BY WESLEY R. HURST, JR.

• O MINOUS CLAPS OF THUNDER AND

pelting rain overtook us as we rode
our bikes across the Fargo-Moorhead
Bridge. My brother Dewey and I were
frightened. We had misjudged the time
when the storm would break.
As we pedaled furiously, we shouted

our fears to one another. High winds
had preceded the downpour. We both
supposed the 40- by 60-foot gospel tent
must have blown down. We were

camped beside the revival tent and
it was our responsibility to tighten
the ropes and drive extra stakes to
hold the guylines in the event of high
winds, but we had slipped away after
the service for a bike ride to Fargo.
We prayed as we rode toward camp.

When we got there we found one
corner of the tent was down and

flapping in the wind and rain. One
lone man was struggling with the ropes
and stakes, trying to keep it from
blowing over. It was Dad. He had been
awakened by the storm and had come
to see how we were getting along—
only to find that neither of us was
there!

Without a word we boys grabbed

post malls and extra stakes and began
to secure the main lines of the tent.

The three of us worked feverishly for
30 minutes. I can still see my father's
rain-soaked face and his wet hair hang
ing over his eyes as he finally looked
at us. We had won the battle against
the storm.

We went inside the tent, turned on
the lights and sat down. Dewey and
I were teen-agers in high school then
—two sons of a Pentecostal preacher,
pioneering the work of God in Moor-
head, Minn., in a gospel tent. I shall
never forget the remorse and shame
of that moment. But this, too, is part
of the rich Pentecostal heritage that
is ours.

Our family's Pentecostal experi
ence began in 1928 when Dad was
pastor of the Advent Christian Church
in Annandale, Minn. While pasturing
there he became increasingly hungry
for God. Mother was the first to re

ceive (in our living room) the mighty
infilling of the Holy Spirit with speak
ing in other tongues. Within the week
the Lord gloriously filled my father
while he prayed in his study. Fol
lowing this, the Lord sent an outpour
ing of His Spirit and in a little over

W. R. Hurtt, Sr.

W. R. Hurst, Jr.

a year more than 60 people in this
church were filled.

Miracles of healing took place. Mrs.
William Shannon was healed of near-
total paralysis. She had been con
signed to an early death by the doctors
of Mayo Clinic. She is still alive to
day, nearly 35 years later.

It was shortly after this that Dad
bought a 40- by 60-foot meeting tent
and trailer and launched out in faith.
The trailer was designed to form a
three-room tent for the family—Dad,
Mother, Dewey and I, and our two
sisters, Pauline and Ruth. We started
out in Pentecostal tent revivals, know
ing very few other Pentecostal people
and having no knowledge of the As
semblies of God fellowship.

Three or four years of this itiner
ant Pentecostal ministry .brought us in
contact with the Assemblies of God.

We began to attend the Lake Geneva
Bible Camp in Alexandria, Minn. I
vividly remember the ministry of
Charles S. Price, A. G. Ward, A. A.
Wilson and other pioneers. In a mis
sionary meeting, following Brother
Ward's message, I gave all the money
I had—$2.631 It was my pop and
candy money which I had saved for
weeks for this special camp time. God
used this to do a work in my heart.
We stayed in the tent-trailer at the

edge of the grounds, arriving before

D. V. Hunt

At the age of 80, Dad Hurst lives at
Lincoln, Nebr., and is still active in evan
gelistic meetings. Both his sons hold of
fices at the national headquarters of the
Assemblies of God. Wesley, formerly a mis
sionary in Tanganyika, is secretary of the
promotions division of the foreign missions
department. D. V. (Dewey), formerly the
national secretary of radio, was recently
named coordinator of the new commission
on spiritual life—evangelism.
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the last prayer meeting was over; we
didn't miss one meeting. The camp
grounds were always teeming with life
and excitement—spiritual excitement.
From these meetings Pentecost spread
as the Spirit sent people into remote
sections of the north central states as
full-gospel messengers.

It was at this same camp in 1934
that I was gloriously filled with the
Holy Spirit. It happened at two o'clock
in the morning. As God filled me,
He called me. The battle of the ages
became vivid to me during that spir
itual experience. I learned that "we
wrestle not against flesh and blood,
but against principalities, against pow
ers." I felt called to battle and al
though I was only 12 I became amaz
ingly aware of the purpose of the
f>ower that He was giving me. I recall
this Holy Ghost experience so vividly.
Jesus came to me, spoke to me, filled
me, and asked for my life. Praise
His Name, He is wonderful!

This is my heritage—the Pentecostal
infilling, real and sufficient for today
and every day. As a member of the
second generation in this movement of
the Spirit, I cherish this heritage.

Subsequent years taught our family
many things. We learned of the mani
festations of the Holy Spirit. The
gifts of the Spirit became precious and
communicated Jesus to us and to the
congregations of which my father was
pastor.

I remember an incident in Superior,
Wis. A deacon, Brother Ackley, was
in earnest prayer, speaking in other
tongues in a prayer service one eve
ning, and following his prayer a young
man who had studied Spanish said:
"This man has been praying for China
in perfect Spanish. He has been pray
ing for the Christians in China, nam
ing the provinces. The Christians in
each province have been the burden
of his prayer."

After this unusual experience the
20 or 30 people gathered in prayer
began to praise the Lord, for it was
a fulfillment of the scripture, "We
know not what we should pray for
as we ought, but the Spirit Himself
maketh intercession."

Following this time of praise. Broth
er Ackley again began to pray in other
tongues. For some time he continued
to intercede, feeling moved upon by
the Spirit of God. At the conclusion
of this manifestation a registered nurse,

April 12. 1004

Two-^cpro and ten yc^r^.^p, our Heavenly Father broughl^,
fohth. upbh thU continenti.K'.-fieW fh.QYethent, conceived in the^ld

^  liberty of tho Spirit, and dedicated to the proposition that aJl^||
Ijj,Jjeliovcr* are recreated with equal rights to the baptism in the^f
^'Spirit.

Now, we are engaged in a great war against sin, testing'i^|
whether that movement, or any other movement so conceived
and so dedicated, can long endure. This country is a great
battlefield of that war.

In a large seme, this ground is dedicated—it is consecrated
—it is hallowed by the brave men—livbg and dead—who fought
fpr the faith. It is comecrated far above our poor power to

detract

living, to be dedicated to the unfinLshj^
phlc .Sri/hich they who fought here thus far so nobly advanc^
: Is for us to be here dedicated to the great task remamiiL

^before us—that from these honored pioneers of Pentecost
take increased devotion to that great cause, for which they

St

«  , —

the last mesaure of devotion—that we here highly resolve
these men shall not have labored in vain—that this move-. '

j|{1,t,,under God, shall have a new birth of Pentecost, and tba^
^d-^lorious full-gospel faith, purchased by the Saviour, energii^
^ >^e Spirit, and redounding to, the glory of God, shall
ai^Hi^; from the earth,

who had lieeii a missionary in India
and was then working in the local
hospital, asked to speak. She said: "I
am not Pentecostal; I have never !>cen
in a Pentecostal meeting before. I do
not understand your worship, hut as

D»d Hur»t sod kli boys, Wm tod
D.w.y (pKotosr.phsd at Moo»b.»d.
Vllnn., 1931)

this man prayed I uiKlerstood liim, for
he prayed in perfect Hindustani, and
again he prayed for China. He prayed
for the provinces of China and for
the Christians in each of these prov
inces. He indicated in his prayer that
great trouble would face these people
and that they would need the com
forting power of the Holy Spirit."
This was in 1941. After this wom

an s testimony the people again gave
God praise and glory for the mighty
power of His Holy Spirit and the
efficacy of this Pentecostal experi
ence. These testimonies remain vivid
in my memory.

In the second year of my ministry
in South Dakota, at the district coun
cil at Mitchell, God again confirmed
the reality of the supernatural |xiwer
of His Holy Spirit. I had been ex
periencing struggles and questions. In
that meeting Henry Mock came to me.
Brother Mock had been in Cuba and
he told me that while speaking in
tongues I had used Spanish, including

(Contiuued on fiarje liventy-ninr)
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A CHERISHED

SPIRITUAL HERITAGE

(Continued from page jifleen)

colloquial expressions peculiar to the peo
ple around Manacas, Cuba, where the Bible
school in which he was ministering was
located. He further stated that when the
message was interpreted by Pastor Lloyd
Wead from western South Dakota the in
terpretation was as if he in the natural
were telling the people what had been
communicated by the Spirit in other tongues.
At this point of my spiritual experience this
meant much.

Thirty years have passed since I was
filled with the Holy Ghost. There is
spiritual excitement as we pause to look
at the past victories of the Pentecostal
movement, but greater excitement as we
contemplate our glorious future. Our hearts
quicken in anticipation. For the vision is
clearer now. God's purpose is to pour out
His Spirit upon all flesh. We are living
to see it. His power shall be increased I
Great segments of the historic church

world are moving today toward new work
ing relationships. Unprecedented events oc
cur with each passing year—ecumenical
councils, papal visits—all of which point
significantly to the coming of the Lord.
While the world streaks toward becoming
one community commercially, politically,
and culturally, and while the nominal
churches seek a similar collectivism, we
must be watchful. We guard the spiritual

heritage that is ours. We refresh our spirit
ual vitality and appropriate the Spirit's
power which is given that we may be like
Jesus—looking, living, loving as He did.
We can fulfill the purpose of Pentecost: to
establish the Lord's church in the hearts of
men everywhere, a church that will be
ready when He comes.

Vmtccost Crusade
MAY 10-17, 1964

"Since ye believed, have ye received?"

5

Mobilizing the services of every member of the church to

tell everyone in the community that "This is that . . ."

(Acts 2:16). We must win the lost. We must witness for

Christ, the only Saviour, the mighty Healer, the great

Baptizer. Every department of the church

can help distribute" the special Crusade

Issue of the "Evangel" that will be pub

lished April 26. Price $2.50 per hundred.

OUR GOAL—ONE MILLION COPIES

rO^TCCOtUi

0 %Ci'.

Classified Ads
Thij column is oflcrcd as .j service to our

readers. All ads arc carcfuM/ screened before ac
ceptance but publication of ads does not necessarily
indicate endorsement of the adveriisers
RATES: J5c a word: mininiuni charge JS 00 Be

fore submitting an ad, write for complete infor
mation and copy blank. Address Advertising Man-
agcr. THE PENTECOSTAL EVANGEL. 1«S
Boonvillc Avenue, Springfield, Missouri 65802.

BIBLES REBOUND

INTERNATIONALLY KNOWN SPECIALISTS
Write for illustrated price list Norris Book
binders. Greenwood, Mississippi.

CHURCH FURNITURE

PEWS PULPIT AND CHANCEL FURNI
TURE. Low direct prices. Early delivery. Free
catalogues. Rcdlngton Company. Dept. A.. Scran-
ton 2, Pennsylvania.

HOME STUDY COURSE

PIANO TUNING QUICKLY LEARNED with
home study course. Diploma granted. Write Amer
ican School of Tuning. Gilroy, California.

ENGLISH COURSE FOR ADULTS—With my
new self-correcting method you can stop making
mistakes, end embarrassment, increase your
vocabulary, speak and write effectively. 15 min
utes a day at home. Free 32-p3gc booklet. Write:
Don Bolander, Career Institute. Department 2S9D
30 E. Adams St.. Chicago 3. Illinois.

WANTED

EXPERIENCED FULL ■
operate dry-cleaning plant.
City Oeaners, Moses Lake,

GOSPEL MAN tc
Write L F Pate
Wash

THREE REGISTERED NURSES NEEDED for
work in nursing homes. Age no problem. Persons
who become supervisors especially desired. Write
ASSEMBLIES OF GOD HOMES FOR THE
AGED, 1300 2nd Place St., N E , Jamestown, N.
Dak.

CHRISTIANS WANTED FOR FULL- OR
PART-TIME work, Exccilcnt oppxjrtunity for
highest earnings. For full information write P. 0.
Box 1750, Sioux City. Iowa.

FOR SALE

MUSICAL COWBELLS, SLEIGHBELLS.
glasses, mystery ihcrcmin. Monthly terms. Evan
gelist Wcitphal, HOI Ohio, Michigan City, Indiana.

CRUSADE ISSUE

COMING ON APRIL 26-Ncw Crusade Issue oi
The Pentecostal Evangel, especially prepared for
general distribution during Pentecost Crusade.
May 10-17. Special emphasis on Spirit-filled life.
$2.50 per hundred copies, postpaid anywhere in
U.S. Minimum order 100 copies Terms cash
Order from The Pentecostal Evangel, l-4-t5 Boon
ville, Springfield, Mo. 65802 Ask for Crusade
Issue Number 2607.

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

ACCORDIONS: BUY DIRECT FROM CHRIS
TIAN IMPORTER. Save to 75%. Lifetime guar
antee. Free accordion course. Sec and play Italy's
finest 196< model accordions in your home before
buying. Priced from $50.00. High trade-in al
lowance. Sensational payment plan. Dcwn pay
ment as low as five dollars. Free large color
catalog. Write "direct to CROWN IMPORTERS.
Box 17SE, Sioux City 2, Iowa.

ACCORDIONS! WORLD'S LARGEST IM
PORTER offers Christian families new 1964 famous
makes at savings up to 75%. Free home trial.
Easy terms. Trade-ins accepted. Free Icssonsl
Lifetime guarantee. Big catalog free. AC
CORDION CORPORATION OF AMERICA, De
partment PV, 2003 West Chicago Avenue. Chicago
22. Illinois.

GUITARSI BIG DISCOUNTS to Christians!
Famous makes. Standard or electric. Five-day
home trial. Easy terms. Trade-ins. Free cata
log. Write GUITAR WORLD. Department PV.
2003 West Chicago Avenue, Chicago 22, Illinois.

MISCELLANEOUS

WHEN IN WASHINGTON, DC., attend ibc
Arlington Assembly of God, 4501 North Pcrihing
Drive, Arlington, Virginia. Write; Oaude Quails,
Pastor.

April 12. 1964
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Qewey's ̂coCfections

Penned at random as the thoughts flowed

How interesting it is that the memories of early years are so vivid..."shaded" at
times? Perhaps so. I've often said, "I remember when Wes and I broke the bottom
out of our wagon (we had one between us) in Annandale by loading too much sand in
it. I remember being tied to the tree in the parsonage yard because we often ran
away. And I recall many other and varied scenes, but I sometimes can't remember
why I left the bedroom and went to the refrigerator or what I had for lunch!!!

When reading the little book Dad wrote and to which I referred in the foreword,
those of us who lived with him and heard him preach will hear him again. We will
remember the raising of voice and the finality and conviction with which he spoke.
How often we heard him say: "In the final analysis..." (I've heard Polly use that line
a number of times just recently.) To Dad what he was saying was the final word. Dad
believed what he preached. Moreover he sought to the best of his ability to live what
he preached. We will remember, too, that the evangelist that he was always came
through. Over and over again the invitation to come to Christ would conclude his
message.

For those of you who did not live with him but have heard of him, when reading the
little book, titled HEAVEN'S BRANCHES, I hope you can "hear" him preach. I
hope, also, that you will see through the words and see the man, a man of conviction,
a man of integrity and a man of faith who practiced it, who "lived by faith," as he
would so often say. (Now, there is one of Dad's long sentences. Right?)

Dad attended Sunday school as a boy, going with his mother. When he grew older he
decided he did not need to go because as he told us, "My father didn't go so I didn't
feel I needed to." He grew and eventually became, as he said, a butter maker,
working in a creamery. Early in his ministry he wrote a tract titled. From Churn To
Church. (I wish I could find a copy of that to include in this volume.) He later turned
to sales and traveled in Saskatchewan, Canada, selling creamery equipment.

The "Boys"

Recently I read of two twins who were college basketball players. The article
commented that they were always referred to as "one." Always called the "twins." I
could relate to that quickly because Wes and I were born one year and two days
apart. We were dressed alike, although Wes was always bigger than I was. We, too,
were referred to as "one—the boys." How often when we needed attention I heard
my mother say, "Wes...the boys." When Dad "came to," for he was often in a world
of thought...somewhere, suddenly we felt his presence.

We did many things together—including fighting. When Dad finally came to
intervene, we would play the blame game and each say; "He started it." Dad would
say, "I don't care who started it; I'm going to finish it." One time Dad saw Wes when
he did start it and took after Wes. He was really giving it to him when I sought to
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intervene. I pulled at Dad's leg and said, "You're killing him; that's what you're
doing. You're killing him." In later years Dad loved to rehearse that story.

Since Wes and I were only one year and two days apart - he was born on October 29""
of 1922 and I was born on October 31"' 1923 - we were close enough to be real
competitors. Yes, we would fight often. One of Dad's ways of handling it was to take
each of us by the back of the neck and push us together. Then he would say, "Fight!
Fight!" Of course that was no fun and we quickly stopped. Then he would say, "Put
your arms around each other and say, "I love yon." That was no fun either. Wes was
quick to do so. As for me...I was much slower to respond. But you can be sure that
Dad would not let up until I did.

But that's the way it really was. We would fight. The sibling rivalry was strong.
BUT, if someone came after either one of us, suddenly we were "ONE." I mentioned
this at Wes's funeral and at the right moment, G. Raymond Carlson, General
Superintendent, who was seated behind me, offered a strong, "Amen!" He knew...
probably because he had a brother, too.

Flashback: The Boys Once Again

I alluded once to the trees on the front lawn of the parsonage in Annandale to which
Wes and I were tied because we ran away so often. Something recently reminded me
of a time in Annandale when we managed to get all the way around to the other side
of the lake in that little town. Dad was out looking for us. Mother was worried, of
course. Finally, Dad saw, as he often said, two light haired heads bobbing up and
down on the other side of the lake. Tie them up, was the answer. And we were so that
we could go just to the edge of the yard.

A more vivid recollection comes from the Lincoln Nebraska scene. It was the fourth

of July and we desperately wanted to go to the farm home of some the parishioners
for the fireworks. There was real question as to whether we could. So Wes and I
decided to get up real early in the morning and hike out. We ate a breakfast in the
dark, left a note and were on our way. So vividly in my mind was the passing of the
Nebraska State Penitentiary while it was still dark. Was that scary!!!!! On we went
and were way out in the country alongside the highway when a car pulled up. Dad
opened the door and said, "Get in." That's all. His response was calm and reasoned.
As I best recall, there was no punishment and later in the day he took us out. I guess
he sensed how much we really wanted it. The most lasting impression about it all,
however, was his calm, "Get in."

Drunk?

In one conversation Wes and I had with Dad in later years he indicated there was one
thing in his past that he felt he should share with us. We thought we were really
going to hear something. He told of a time in Moosejaw, Saskatchewan when he went
hunting prairie chickens. "Those were the days," he said. "The air was just filled
with them." Dad liked to hunt and fish. But then he came to the point. He told us
about how he had gone out with friends and had gotten dead drunk. He told of
heaving his "socks" and that it was "never again!" He had learned. I don't know
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how Wes felt or what he was thinking at that moment; but I felt like Dad was sort of
"confessing." I don't know why he felt he needed to do so to us.

Dad Returns to Faith

When he was a mature man, Dad returned to the faith of his childhood, the faith of
his mother and of his great grandfather. He had returned home to Chetek, Wisconsin,
with his young daughter, Phyllis. He had lost his first wife, Neva, Phyllis's mother, to
tuberculosis in California. (Phyllis tells of this, giving enlightening detail of her
experience at the loss of her mother and the shifting of residences in the months
immediately following.) There in Chetek he was to live and travel while his mother
and sisters cared for Phyllis. He began to attend the Chetek Advent Christian Church
that he had attended as a boy. He there committed his life to ministry and met and
married my mother, Frieda Wendtland, who was boarding with his mother and
teaching school. Together with Phyllis they went to Aurora, Illinois, where Dad
attended Aurora College. (Dad tells of the three major experiences he had which
were turning points in his life in the piece titled: "My Holy Spirit Baptism.")

I have always felt that we were particularly blessed in that both parents had attended
college—Mother, a normal school to prepare to teach, and Dad, Aurora College to
prepare for ministry. Education certainly was not "worshiped" in our home. But
neither was it "derided," so to speak, as was done seemingly in many homes in the
early days of the 1900's and in some segments of the Assemblies of God,

Although at one time in Paynesville, Minnesota, when I was having a terrible time
with algebra, I cried and begged Dad to let me quit school. Never would he allow
that!! Far from that, I have gone on to seven plus years of higher education and
served almost twenty-five years as president of a college. Although "retired," now I
continue to serve as President of the Asia Theological Center for Evangelism and
Missions in Singapore. Known as ATCEM, it reaches around the world in preparing
young men and women for missions. Dad and Mother would like this!!

Early Commitments

Once Dad told Wes and me about a commitment he and mother made early in their
life together. They would have family. This was not an easy commitment for mother
to make. She was going to teach school and support Dad while he was going to
college. Besides, she had manifested drive and goal setting. She had left her home in
Watertown, Wisconsin and gone to Normal School, the teacher education institution
of that day. It took perseverance on her part, which suggests something of the
strength of character she possessed. But family? That would change everything. But
they made the commitment prayerfully. Dad affirmed.

Well, we became a family. Phyllis, our senior sister, who held Wes in her arms right
after he was born, often said that she somewhat felt like he was her son. And what a
blessing she has been...what strength of character. The Hurst genes are in her
without a doubt.

Not long after arriving in Aurora the folks discovered that Polly was on the way and
mother could no longer teach school. This changed their plans. (Polly always felt that
she was not welcome because she had come on the scene and spoiled the plans.) So,

/ii



Dad had to return to a "first love" and start selling again. He always said that if you
could sell you could make a living. He sold Wear Ever cookware, going to
demonstrations with his suitcases strapped on his bicycle. Mother would watch the
paper, as we are told, and would notice the announcements of engagements.
Immediately they would call and set up a demonstration for the prospective bride.
Dad and a friend in college developed quite a business. Often with a touch of pride he
said he made more money that way than ever before or since. How many times we
heard him "boast" that the two of them as salesmen were called "the gold dust twins."

Dad held pastorates in Mineral, Illinois, where Wes was born, and then in Annandale,
Minnesota, where I was born and then Ruth. From there the family went to Lincoln,
Nebraska and back to Annandale...back to Lincoln and then to evangelistic work.
Those were the hard days! Money was scarce. Phyllis had long since left home and
gone to Eau Claire, Wisconsin to live with Uncle Archie and Aunt Grace and to
attend college. She became a teacher, too.

Well do I recall Phyllis asking Wes and me to look in the Sears catalogue, pick out
what we wanted for Christmas and let her know. AND I remember when her letters

would come while we were living in Cokato, Minnesota, and money was low. It often
was buttermilk pancakes with no butter for dinner...and bean soup. But Phyllis's
letter always contained a check or a five-dollar bill. For about a year she sent fifteen
dollars per month out of her $90 dollar per month check. We could eat!

A couple of scenes from that period are vivid. Once Dad went to his little coin pouch
in which he had saved a number of Indian head pennies, which he thought, might be
worth something some day. But those pennies were all he had. He counted out eleven
and asked Wes and me to go to the creamery and get a gallon of buttermilk. Cost?
Eleven cents. On the way back Wes was carrying the pail, one with a wire handle,
and swinging it. The handle gave way and off went the pail. Milk on the driveway.
Ouch! Back to Dad to tell him what had happened. All he did was go to the pouch
again and count out eleven more Indian heads. All he said was, "Be careful this
time." That was Dad!!!

Ruth recalls that at that time Dad counted out five Indian head pennies and went to
the butcher shop to purchase one pork chop. Mother could then cut it up in small
pieces and made a special dish we all liked—scalloped potatoes.

Another scene Polly recalls vividly. Somehow there were friends for lunch. Again it
was buttermilk pancakes. All were seated and ready to eat. Polly had set the table
and suddenly realized there was no butter on the table for the pancakes. She started
to say, "Whoops I forgot the but..." And she caught herself and realized there was no
butter. No money. Later there were a couple of pounds of butter and lots of
groceries on the porch.

And this wasn't the first time such a thing had happened. My best recollection is a
time in Annandale when money was low, too. Dad said grace over a fairly empty
table. No sooner had he done so than there was a knock on the door. Mother went to

the door and there was a box of groceries. There was no one to be seen and, as I
recall, we never learned who left the box.

The Pulpit Chairs
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In the Advent Christian Church in Annandale there were three ornate pulpit chairs
on the platform. The center chair with arms was Dad's. On either side was a guest
chair without arms. The seats were covered with a maroon mohair fabric. All very
nice. Well, Wes and I would sit on the front pew during the service. Often rather
than listen to Dad we would pass the time teasing...or whatever, each other. Dad
would look down and in the middle of preaching say with authority, "Boys!" Of
course for the moment that was all that was required.

Almost every Sunday before going to church Dad would threaten, "If you boys don't
behave, I'll make each of you come up on the platform and sit in the two chairs beside
mine. Well, we never did, but the threat was always there. I remember, too, mother
saying, "Wes, why don't you discipline them before we go so that they will behave?"
As I best recall, he never did that.

Many years passed. Polly was going through Annandale and stopped at the Ford
garage to visit the Lundeens. The gentleman with whom she talked remembered Dad
very well. The church had changed hands and affiliation by this time and Mr.
Lundeen was senior trustee. He told Polly about how they had refurbished the
church and changed the entrance, etc. Polly asked, "What did you do with those
pulpit chairs?" His reply was that they were in the attic. She asked if she could buy
the arm char. She said she would like to give it to Dad. He replied that he could not
make that decision but that he would talk to the board.

He later called to say that the board was "delighted" to know that she wanted it and
that they would give it to her. He then said, "Your father was the most popular
minister we ever had; you should have the chair in which he sat." Wow! Polly could
hardly believe what she heard. So she asked, "What are you going to do with the side
chairs?" The response, "Sell them, I suppose." "How much do you want for them?"
Polly asked. "Twenty dollars?" Of course Polly thought of Wes and me and said,
"Can I buy them?" And the deal was struck. They were all in excellent condition
and valuable antiques.

Well, people in the church heard of this and were unhappy. Arrangements were
made quickly for Polly's son-in-law, Jimmy Richards, to take two of them including
the armchair to Moorhead. A Lundeen brother took the other side chair to Fergus
Falls to his brother who ran a Christian bookstore. He later called Polly saying, "Get
it out of here." "The people in Annandale are still fussing about this." So, Peter,
Polly's son, drove through a blizzard to "rescue" the third chair and took it to
Moorhead. Later arrangements were made for Peter to have Dad's chair and for
Wes and me each to have a side chair. Immediately Wes and I placed ours in the
entries of our homes. Peter placed his in a central place in his living room and later
moved it to his office in the church, saying, "It belongs in a church." WHAT
SYMBOLS OF HERITAGE THESE CHAIRS ARE FOR THREE MINISTERS!!

The Woodshed

Behind the church in Annandale was a woodshed. Polly had misbehaved in church
on occasion and Dad told Mother that if she did again. Mother should take her to the
woodshed, administer punishment needed and bring her back. It was offering time
and quiet in the service. Mother decided it was time to go. As she took Polly down



the aisle from the front of the church, Polly turned and shouted, "I don't want to go
to the woodshed!" Needless to say, punishment was felt especially at that time. That
was one story that was told many times in our home.

Another Woodshed

For a moment my mind goes back to Chetek and Grandmother Alice & others.
There was a garage/woodshed off to the side and back of the house, as I recall. Uncle
Charles Pregent, Neva's husband, had secured some Limburger cheese. He brought
it home and Grandmother detected it immediately. Dad loved it and the cheese
immediately was center of attention. Grandmother took charge and the rest of the
ladies. Mother included, sent the men to the "woodshed." "You can't eat that in

here," they were firmly told. So, to the woodshed Dad and Charles went. Wes and I
followed along, curious. After all that's where the "men" were sent. There Wes and
I watched as Dad and Charles ate to their delight. Wes and I were offered a taste. I
don't remember whether or not Wes tried it. But I do remember the smell was too

much for me. The whole scene, however, did STICK in my memory.

The Car, a 1931 Ford Roadster

Recently I received a mailing advertising the availability of a miniature 1931 Ford
Roadster, a true model of the original. I said to myself, "That's my first dream car! I
have to order one." I now have it.

The story is this: Dad was going to Lincoln to consider pasturing a different church.
He was to take the trip by car, his old Model T Ford. There he was out back of the
church with the head off the motor grinding the valves and getting the car ready for
the trip. He was grease and dirt, sweaty and tired. Up drove a young farm boy whose
family was in the church, the Dahlmans. He had just bought his new 1931 Ford
Roadster. He was there to loan it to Dad to make the trip. Wow! and Wow! Again.
Wes and I looked at that car and dreamed. It was my first "Dream Car." Well Dad
made the trip and we went to Lincoln. I've often wondered how Dad felt driving that
car, a pastor with a family in the sportiest car of the year driving that long distance.
Did it cloud his thinking regarding the move? Or, did he think God was just
"signaling" good things?

To Lincoln

The decision was made to go to Lincoln and preparations were made for the trip.
Travel and moving were very different then. Most if the roads were still just gravel.
To save money, decision was made to load all of our belongings in a truck with
wracks as sides and backs, not enclosed. All the furniture and other things were
loaded in front and most of the family except the driver, as I recall, were loaded in the
very back of the truck in a space set aside. Obviously the wind created by the
movement of the truck swirled around the back as the truck rolled along. Dust
poured in around all. One gravel road had just been covered with tar again. This,
too, poured in. The shirt I was wearing was covered with tar specks and I had that
for years. When we arrived and Dad saw the condition of his family he was heartsick.
But what had been done had been done. This was a family story that was recounted
over and over again, never to be forgotten!!
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Lincoln, Pentecost and the Assemblies of God

The first time we lived in Lincoln Dad was pastor of an Advent Christian Church.
The second time it was the Evangelistic Tabernacle, an independent church. It was
during this time that he, as an independent minister, joined the Assemblies of God, a
young denomination that espoused the teachings and experiences in the Spirit to
which Dad had come.

One of the interesting pictures to be found in the appendices will be the photo of the
family taken in front of our house on Alpha Street. It was the first house we lived in
when we moved there. This photo was on the front page of the Star, the newspaper in
Lincoln. Dad had just become the pastor of the Evangelistic Tabernacle (to some
extent, the forerunner of the Assembly of God). Polly recalls that she was
embarrassed when she as a twelve-year old, went to school, hoping she would not be
seen as a "preacher's" kid and was immediately recognized as a result of the picture.
The comment she encountered was, "Sure didn't know you were a 'preacher's kid'."

His experiences in Pentecost went back to Annandale when he and mother had seen
many significant miracles of healing. The story of the healing of Mrs. Shannon and
her husband, carried in the Pentecostal Evangel, figured greatly in this. Then, too,
mother testified she was baptized in the Spirit while she was quietly sitting in the
rocking chair in the living room. Neither Dad nor Mother had seen anyone so filled.
Later, they reported, that Dad was in his study upstairs "lying prostrate before the
Lord," as is often said, and he, too, was baptized in the Spirit. His, they said, was not
a quiet experience. He was laughing and shaking on the bed. Mother ordered him to
"stop!" But he could not, he said. He was having such a powerful experience.
According to his own testimony, he later spoke in tongues and completed the
experience of Holy Spirit Baptism. Perhaps typical of personality, "Dad," Mother
often said, "Shook the house." (D. V's Note: I've seen both types of that experience
in my own children. Again typical of personality. Dad tells the story as he
experienced it in another item I later received for inclusion,)

I have sensed that Wes and I were especially blessed in a decision Dad made while in
Lincoln, Nebraska. For in another conversation we had when both Wes and I had
been in the ministry for some years we asked him why he had joined the Assemblies
of God. His response was: "Well, I saw you boys coming along and I felt you two
needed a place of ministry." You see, we were given to understand that we had been
dedicated to the ministry before we were born, at least that was impressed upon me,
as I distinctly recall. Without doubt hearing that since childhood played a distinct
part in my eventual decision. The result? Both Wes and I were given opportunities
to minister in the Assemblies of God that even Dad could not have envisioned at the

time.

At the time Dad also told us of the one big hurdle with which he had to wrestle at the
time. It was the doctrine of "soul sleep" as espoused by the Advent Christian Church.

Lincoln, Nebraska has held a special place for me ever since those early days. It was
in Lincoln at St Paul's Methodist church located down town that I accepted Jesus
Christ as my Savior. It was during a "union" meeting, sponsored by many of the
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churches in the city. Uldeen Utiey was the lady evangelist. Like Amy Semple
Mcpherson, she carried a rose in her Bible.

Sixty-six Nights ofPrayer
&

The Evangelistic Tabernacle

Dad believed in prayer, seeing it as power! In the front of his tattered Bible, which
Ruth has, he recorded this note: " On September 18, 1932 we began special prayer
after the Sunday night service and continued every night until November 22"''. We
started with seven on Monday night and ended with seven {in the last service}. The
attendance varied up to as high as fifteen, but was nearer nine to ten in average. For
five weeks we had prayer and fasting each Thursday afternoon."

A few incidents stand out in my memory from this period. Finances were low for the
church and we eventually moved from a rather comfortable residence to the
basement of the church. The church prayed, however. Early one winter a man
backed his truck up to the church and unloaded a couple tons of coal. He then kept
the church in coal all winter.

It was during this time that Dad did a detailed study of the Tabernacle in the
Wilderness and made a model. Mother assisted in making the curtains and tents.
This was the subject of his preaching with model in hand as he conducted revival
meetings in Minnesota and North Dakota after we left Lincoln.

Dad also built a "trailer house" which was a forerunner of those one sees on the

highway now. It was a tent, of sort, on a trailer bed and had tip out sides. When it
was set up it really was a three-room "house" with an awning out front for a "living
room. " We lived in it an entire summer during meetings and at the Cole's farm near
St. Cloud, in between meetings. We also took it to the Lake Geneva Bible Camp,
located near Alexandria, Mn. and used it as our residence there.

I distinctly recall the trip back to Minnesota from Nebraska. We pulled that four-
wheeled trailer behind the 1928 Pontiac Dad had bought. (Wes and I once got Dad to
take it up to 60 miles per hour...briefly. Quickly Dad said, "That's enough now.")
The four-wheeled trailer did not trail well but swayed and swayed. Once Dad
stopped at the brow of a hill feeling he should check the hitch. Wes and I went with
him and discovered the nuts had come off and the bolt was hanging on by just a
thread or two. Had we gone down the hill the bolt most assuredly would have come
out and the trailer and all of our goods wound up in the ditch, perhaps overturned
and ruined. Dad's response was to thank God for preserving our goods and us.

My Conversion

At the close of one service during the Uldeen Utley meeting while Dad was working
with some at the altar and I, along with the family, was waiting for him, I simply
knelt at the altar and by myself accepted Christ. I knew what I was doing. No one
prayed with me. No one really needed to because I was "raised" in this. As I best
recall, I said nothing to anyone about it at the time. Without question I have always
looked back to that time as the place and moment when my decision was made. Many
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years later when visiting Dad and his new wife, Hazel, in Lincoln, I went alone and
slipped into the St. Paul Methodist church and briefly knelt at that altar again. (I still
have one of the songbooks that were used in that meeting with the evangelist's picture
in it.)

Interesting bit of memory from that meeting was that Dad was one of the few
ministers left to work at the altar as the services progressed. Many of the ministers as
Dad would say, "discovered" they were needed out of town. Apparently, things
moved in too much of an evangelistic direction for them.

Glory,n

My mind goes back to many other scenes, too. Dad shouting, "glory!" in the empty
potato bin, the empty coal bin as he scraped up the remaining coal dust, the empty
coin purse and asking us as kids to shout glory in it, too. I felt silly then. And then
there was Meta Starkebaum in Lincoln doing it in her old shoes in her closet so no
one would know. She had asked Dad if he thought it would work for a pair of shoes.
He had encouraged her to try it. And there she was later testifying that her brother,
who never sent her money, sent a letter with $5 and wrote: "I got to thinking about
you and thought you might need a pair of shoes or something."

Voted Out!!!

On one occasion the whole family, except Ruth, went to the church business meeting.
Dad's term as pastor was "up," as they say. The vote was taken and the secretary,
Bro. Arndt, stood shaking and tearfully announced that Dad had not been reelected.
Wow!! What a blow!! Dad was presiding, of course, and had to stand and
acknowledge the action of the church. I don't recall the vote number but it was final.
All Dad said was, "I've never been fired before."

What to do? We all went home to the parsonage that Dad had led the church to buy
and sat in the living room but Dad sat at the dining table. There was a large arch
between the two rooms so that they were almost one. Dad had his head down on the
table and his arms outstretched. He sat there a long time. Finally, he stood and
grabbed the edge of the table. Then he shouted, using a line we had heard him use
many times and long, long before the book, titled by the same line written by some
one else, was published: "Hallelujah anyhow!!!" Dad still had the victory!!

Polly has reminded me that right after the vote Wes and I went into the furnace room
of the church, which was just off of the auditorium, and we cried and cried. I
declared up and down, "I will never go into the ministry!" Had Dad not handled the
situation as he did demonstrating his faith and commitment, there is no doubt in my
mind but that I would never have gone to Bible College and into the ministry.

I often think about that because it was three years later in the year of 1941 when I
graduated from High School and then went to Minneapolis. It was December T"* of
that year that Pearl Harbor was bombed. We sat in chapel and listened to President
Roosevelt speak of the "Day of Infamy" and declare war on Japan. Well, the draft
followed but because I was studying for the ministry I was given a 4-D by my draft
board. Who could tell the turns my life would have taken had I not followed the call I
felt and had Dad not set the example as he did?
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Moorhead, Minnesota

Dad's next stop in ministry was Moorhead, Minnesota, where he pioneered the
Assemblies of God church in that city. Services were held in the old Phoenix Hall,
which was used for dances on Saturday night and smelled of the beer and ail else the
next morning. This was a meaningful stop for ail of the family. There Wes and I
graduated from High School. Folly met Marco there. They were married in
California after Marco had been inducted into the army. There I had my paper route
and raised it from 100 or so customers to over 170 in two years. There I had my first
girlfriend, Ardyce. (Wes tells about the tent meeting there and the storm, which blew
down the tent, we were supposed to be watching when we were off on dates. This is in
the enclosed Evangel article he wrote.)

It was from Moorhead that both Wes and I went to North Central Bible Institute to

start studying for the ministry. My experience was somewhat different from his. I
had known all along that I was to go into ministry. The awareness first "hit" me in
full force when I was but a lad in Annandale. We were playing in a "tent" made of a
blanket that we had "erected" between the parsonage and the church. Suddenly I
KNEW that I was going to be a minister. How did I know? I just did. Did that
awareness ever leave? NO!

However, I never told anyone and, in fact, always said I was going to go into business.
Even in High School I anticipated this and took typing and shorthand for two years.
The second year I was the only boy in the class. This was a bit awkward...and
fun...but I had set my goal. All anyone knew was this was my goal.

It was while walking home from church one spring Sunday night with Polly late
during my senior year, that she asked me again what I was going to do. In a
nonchalant way I said, "I'm going to Bible College and go into the ministry." "You
are?!" she asked in a startled way. "Yes," I said and then we talked. As soon as we
arrived home on north Eleventh Street she told the folks. Well, the word was out and

that was it. Needless to say, the folks were surprised—perhaps somewhat. You see,
all along we had been told we were dedicated to the ministry before we were born. I
firmly believe that for Dad, especially, this was part of the commitment made "way
back" when they affirmed in prayer that they would have family. So, the heritage
continued to "flow" out of earnest prayer.

Baptism in The Holy Spirit

Of course I heard talk and preaching about the Baptism in the Holy Spirit almost
from the time I was able to comprehend, even a little bit. I was there in the prayer
room at Lake Geneva Bible Camp when Polly and Wes were both filled, as Wes
describes in his Evangel article. They came together with eyes closed, in the center
and preached, it appeared, to each other in tongues. (Usually the men were on one
side and the women on the other.)

Wes received a call very vividly to Africa during the experience, a call he later
followed. He and his wife, June, planted a Bible College in M'bea, Tanzania. Recently
I was talking with the General Superintendent of the Assemblies of God in Tanzania
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who was taking courses in the school of which I am president in Singapore. He told
me that their strongest preachers come from that part of Tanzania and that school.

Polly testifies that she, too, received a love for Africa at that time. She states she still
feels that love even today, as I pen these lines.

Wes and I were "patrolling" the campgrounds the next day as we, as boys, usually
did. When Wes came out of the men's room someone said something to him. So
dynamically did the experience and infilling linger with him that he immediately
began speaking in tongues in response. I stood by as younger brother in awe. I think
Dad cautioned him later.

I had seen many baptized. I had sought the experience and had many "significant"
ministers pray over me including Aggie's Grandfather, C. M. Hanson, and the first
Superintendent of the North Central District. He had taken Pentecost to the farm
home of G. Raymond Carlson in about 1896, according to Ray. All of this seemed not
to "get me through."

I had gone to North Central Bible College and graduated. It was the year 1944.
Aggie and I had decided to be married on July 7"" and then I was to be Associate
Pastor in Sioux Falls. I also planned to go to Sioux Falls College—to "get some
English and Speech," I said. And, really, that was my plan.

Well, here I was, heading towards the ministry in the Assemblies of God. Never
would I get credentials without having been baptized in the Spirit.

One night after graduation I attended meetings in Fremont Tabernacle where Russell
Olson was pastor. The lady evangelist was Anna B. Locke, a converted "street lady"
who had held several meetings for the folks. While she was with them. Mother had
"sicked" her on me, I later was told. She met me in the aisle after the service and
poked her finger in my chest. "Duane," (few called me by my given name) she said,
"how do you ever expect to preach it if you haven't got it?" Needless to say, it struck
home.

The next night I went back. I had been thinking quite seriously in the mean time. At
the close of the service I went to the prayer room and knelt in earnest. With hands
raised and no one praying over me I yielded easily and began to speak. I said to
myself, "This is too easy; this can't be it." And I pulled my hands down and stopped.
At that precise moment Anna Locke came by and placed her hand on my head and
said, "That's God. You let go and let God!" Well, I did and that was it.

For an hour and one half I was "in the Spirit," as the Apostle John wrote in The
Revelation. I was conscious that I was "preaching" in the Spirit as I sat there. Some
who observed said later that I had been preaching in Norwegian. Of course I knew
not a word of the language.

Later, Pastor Olson said, "That's what you needed; you needed to have the starch
taken out." Well, perhaps so. I'm afraid there are some who would say that God
didn't get it all.

Children and Grandchildren, too!
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Many years later when I was serving at the headquarters of the Assemblies of God, I
was preaching the Living Waters camp in Pennsylvania. I had taken my entire famUy
with me. One night Gigi, my daughter, came to the altar to seek the infilling of the
Holy Spirit. After some time, as I prayed with her, she suddenly broke free and
loudly spoke in another language. She sat back and, as I perceived it, she began to
preach strongly in tongues. It was an experience much like mine. The whole body of
people at the altar turned to watch this young girl as she did so for over an hour.

Aggie had taken Rick, our son, to the cabin to put him to bed. I thought he should see
what was taking place. So, I went to the cabin and brought them back. Rick,
somewhat sleepy, watched...and I am sure he wondered. The next day he said, "I
hope Geeg," as he called her, "doesn't get baptized in water again tonight. I'm
tired!"

A few years later we were back at the same camp. This time Rick knelt at the far end
of the altar and later lay curled in an almost fetal position. I thought he was sleeping.
When I went over to check on him I perceived that he was quietly whispering in
tongues. His was much like my mother's experience, when quietly rocking in a chair
in the living room of the parsonage in Annandale she was baptized in the Spirit.
Gigi's and my experiences were much like Dad's. "He shook the house," as mother
said. I have long sensed that one's personality is reflected in the experience one has
in the Spirit.

The story goes on...and will go on. Grandchildren, too, through the branches of the
family tree can testify that they have enjoyed this gracious infilling, too. One great
grandchild, for example, at a very young age began praying in the Spirit and much
later revealed to her grandmother, Polly, that she had done this for some time.

While I was gathering these materials, George Beebe, Phyllis's first-born, for another
example, told with feeling, of the time he and "Grandpa Hurst knelt at a pine bench—
I don't remember where—and prayed together," as he said.

Sioux Falls And On Into Ministry

I enjoyed college very much and especially being involved in intercoilegiate speech.
My partner and I set records in debate. I've thought many times how much I gained
from the training and experience I had those three college years.

During that time I directed the choir, led the Sunday School, and led the youth
activities at the church, led song service and what else? I even drew the plans for the
super-structure of the church. My High School drafting course came into play. I also
sold shoes and many times took sample shoes to Aggie. Her feet were small and
sample shoes were just right for her. They all looked great on her.

During that time I also became president of the Youth for Christ in the city. As if
that wasn't enough to do, I became president of the student body at the college my
third year and played basket ball, too.

Those were great and delightful years. All three of them.
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To North Central Bible Institute

Rather than rehearse the long subsequent years, I will simply say that from the time
Aggie and I talked about getting married, going to Sioux Falls, going to college and
working in the church I have sensed my "steps have been ordered of the Lord," I can
say I never sought for a job or a place of ministry! Every turn in the road has come
to me by way of invitation—some "out of the blue," as they say. I have not taken
every invitation, hesitating at some.

This was true of my going to North Central to teach. I never dreamed of that.
However, John Philips, a classmate and later long term professor at North Central,
and I talked about the quality of education we were receiving. We both felt it should
be better and said, I distinctly recall, "Maybe some day we can do something about
it."

The invitation to go there to teach after graduation from college was totally
unsolicited.

We spent three delightful years there. They were tough financially. I often said, "We
went into debt the first year, broke even the second and paid our debts the third."
Directing the choir at Fremont Tabernacle the third year made the difference—fifty
dollars a month!!

The Stove

An incident Aggie and I encountered during the move to Minneapolis reminded me of
Dad and his specific prayers of faith and shouts of "Glory!" The war had ended and
manufactured goods were coming back on the market. We were to live in a two-room
apartment in the school. All it had was a two-burner hot plate (and loads of
cockroaches). I thought Aggie should have a nice stove and talked with a man in the
Sioux Falls church who worked in a warehouse for a hardware store. He told me of

some new Gibson electric ranges that had just come in and he thought he could get
me one. Sure enough, he did—and at wholesale cost, too!! ("I can get it for you at
wholesale," was a "theme song" Wes and I often sang in those days.) I had been
assured that the proper electric power could be run to the apartment so I bought it.

Later I was told that "no way" could the power be run—too expensive!! So, there the
stove was in the basement of the church in Sioux Falls. More were coming on the
market. Its value was going down. I needed the money. So—I prayed. I said, as Dad
would, "Lord, you can send along someone who wants JUST THAT STOVE." I then
called Aggie's Dad, Arthur Berg, and asked him to put an ad in the paper.

The ad ran and a lady came to buy the stove. Dad Berg told us that he tried to show
her the stove. He wanted to demonstrate it, showing the drawers were on rollers, the
push buttons controlled the electric plates, the clock had a timer, etc. She said, "No.
You don't have to show me. I know the stove; I have seen them and this is JUST
THE ONE I WANT!" Well, when Dad Berg reported the sale to me and gave me the
money, I thought—"That's just like it would have been with Dad!"

While this may seem small and insignificant to some, I must say that I have barkened
back to the incident many times. I have seen it to be a faith builder in times of stress.
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GOD DOE'S ANSWER SPECIFIC PRAYERS—and in a way that you will know He
has!!!

To Tulsa and on To Springfield

The invitation to go to Tulsa was totally unsolicited—out of the blue. After a short
year there and serving as interim pastor, the invitation to go to Springfield was,
again, unsolicited. At that time three invitations came—one from the Sunday School
Department to lead the training division; one from the youth department to be
Assistant Secretary, with the comment that the Secretary would not stay long, and a
third from Bartlett Peterson to join him at CBC. Well, I chose Sunday school, wrote
training books and watched the division climb. I then became a National
Representative for a short time and then Assistant Secretary.

Not long thereafter T. F. Zimmerman asked me to serve as Secretary of Radio and
run Revivaltime, working with C. M. Ward, the speaker. Those were adventuresome
and delightful years. We traveled in broadcast originations a lot, preached camp
meetings and set records.

After that period of six or so years Brother Zimmerman asked me to join his office as
Coordinator of the Spiritual Life/Evangelism Commission. Actually, as he said, I
would be Administrative Assistant. However, he didn't feel he could use that title

because there were five Assistant General Superintendents.

It was from that post I was invited to join Northwest College as President. In fact, I
had been invited to another college presidency and to two different Academic Dean
positions before that. I did not feel I should take those invitations. All of these
invitations were not solicited in any way nor did I ever make an approach.

The almost twenty-five years as President of Northwest College could hardly have
been more rewarding. We doubled the campus in size, doubled the student body,
gained accreditation with the regional association, built many major buildings and
left the college in excellent financial condition. Many have said that NC is the most
beautiful campus in the Assemblies of God. Others have said that NC is in the best
financial condition of any in the AG. I just quote them. This city was good to me, too.
I served on Kirkland City Council twelve years and mayor four of those years. I also
was privileged to serve on the board of the Bank of Kirkland and later the Northwest
Bank for ten years. Interesting learning experiences all!!

Aggie became a highest quality "First Lady" of NC and enjoyed the role. She stated
she felt that I "had come into my own" as she wrote. We walked "God's Road"
together, following His leading each step and never looked back!! Never did we say,
"We should have stayed...not gone...missed it there!" We always walked forward.

I learned this from Dad!!! He was lying on his deathbed in the hospital in Lincoln,
with Mother Hazel and me standing by him, singing and praying. He had been
propped up with pillows so he could breath more easily. Suddenly he raised himself
up and clenching his fists shouted: "Gotta go forward; gotta go forward!" Then he
lay back in comfort. Not long afterward he fell into a coma and slipped out to meet
his Lord. I've never forgotten that—Go forward! Go forward! The "path of the just
is led forward," the scripture declares.
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I pen all of this to underscore what we all learned from Dad all through the years.
God will lead you as you follow His call on your life. And, as the scriptures declare,
"A man's gifts will make room for him." I write all of this, too, to testify that Dad's
decision to join the Assemblies of God because he saw his two boys, Wes and me,
coming on and felt we would need a place of ministry was the right decision. (It is
interesting that in concluding an account of his great spiritual experiences Dad adds a
footnote to the effect that his two sons were serving in positions at the headquarters of
the Assemblies of God.)

A Cabin in the Woods and a Garden

Dad and Mother had long dreamed of having a cabin in the woods. Mother often
sang strains of "A tent or a cottage, why should I care they're building a mansion for
me over there...." Well, the opportunity came when they were living in Superior,
Wisconsin, the church charge Dad had taken following Moorhead. Dad made contact
with his cousin who had property near Iron River, Wisconsin, and purchased a plot
near a small lake from him. Nestled back in the woods it was ideal, near enough to
Superior for Dad to go a day or two at a time and build.

Wes was pasturing in Britton, South Dakota, and I was in Sioux Falls, having just
graduated from college. We decided that Wes and June and Aggie and I would spend
a week at the site helping Dad finish the cabin. It was fun helping him finish their
dream and what was to be their "retirement" spot for some time.

Mother had a prayer spot near an old log out back of the cabin. There she went every
day and prayed for her kids. Sometimes she would take a guest along and show the
spot and they would pray together.

Dad also engaged in another of his "loves" in that spot. He tilled the soil and planted
a garden. Everywhere we went, if he possibly could, he would plant a garden. I well
recall the garden in Grandy, Minnesota. It was a dry year and Dad had planted a
large patch of tomatoes. He "loved" those vines and wanted to nurture them along.
He "employed" Wes and me every day to pump water by hand and haul it to the
vines. The garden was quite a distance from the house and I didn't like tomatoes, to
say the least. But haul water I did.

Well, to the garden in Iron River. It must be said that they also had an outhouse. No
plumbing or running water!! Mary Richards, Polly and Marco's first-born, told me
of visiting the cabin and hearing Mother complain about the outhouse smell. She said
"I pour lime in it every day but that doesn't help." Dad then asked what she was
using. She showed him. He said, "That's not lime; that's the fertilizer for my
garden."

Mother Frieda's Passing

Once again Dad was called on to demonstrate his commitment and faithfulness when
our mother, Frieda, discovered she had cancer in a non-vital organ and would slowly
succumb to that enemy of the body. Dad cared for her as long as he could,
ministering to her every physical and spiritual need. Finally, he was forced to place
her in the hospital. During that time she experienced much discomfort. On one
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occasion when we, as a family, were gathered around her bed, I distinctly recall her
asking Wes to place ice on her parched lips.

It was during that visit that she sought to lift herself and said as firmly as she could,
"Praise Him; Praise Him for His justice!!" She, too, through it all—the hard times in
ministry, when money was scarce and difficulties came in "bunches"—held firmly to
her faith. Even as she faced the terrors of cancer and...death.

It must be said, therefore, that as Dad followed his call and continued building the
Hurst family heritage...even as he had received it from his Great Grandfather,
evidenced in the picture and his mother's message...mother shared in that and she,
too, contributed to the heritage of faith and commitment.

Later Years

Once again Dad was left alone. He came to Springfield, Missouri, where both Wes
and I were living and working at the headquarters of the Assemblies of God. (June
writes about the time he spent with them in the country and planted a garden.) He
also spent time with Aggie, Gigi, Rick and me. He very much enjoyed his time there;
however, he was lonesome...alone. He prayed much that God would once again lead
him.

He left Springfield and stopped by Lincoln, Nebraska (again it was Lincoln) and paid
a visit. (He said nothing to us about it before he left.) It wasn't long before we
learned that once again there was a wedding, very private but most delightful. Dad
had been led to Hazel Graff, a former schoolteacher whom Dad and Mother had met
in a gospel meeting they held. As I recall she had taught first grade thirty-five years.
I once patted her cheek and said, "God was just getting you ready to take care of Dad,
Hazel." She liked that, it seemed.

They had ten enjoyable years together. Hazel admired Dad and often listened to him
"preach" to her as he observed television and analyzed, from a prophetic point of
view, what was taking place in the world. Prophecy had long been one of his keen
points of interest.

Dad was able to help Hazel resolve most significant financial difficulties surrounding
the ranch she owned in the sand hills of Nebraska. This was especially helpful to her
and ultimately to both of them as they lived together.

As I have said, she ministered to him along with me in the hour of his death. I
distinctly remember his having great difficulty in breathing. As he lay propped up by
pillows she encouraged him to sing the songs of the faith. Now and then he would
groan and Hazel would say, "No. Wesley, let's praise the Lord." And then she would
start a chorus or song.

In divine faithfulness, God met Dad's longstanding commitment to Him by bringing a
most wonderful helpmeet into his life for his last decade. Once again it can be said,
"The steps of a righteons man are ordered of the Lord!"

"Go Forward! "
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Elsewhere I have alluded to events surrounding Dad's "Home Going." And that's
the way he would see it. It occurs to me there is one great moment in it that must be
on record again.

I had arrived in Lincoln to learn that they had taken Dad to the hospital. The signs
were not good at all. This could very well be the time he would be ushered Into
heaven. I called the family and alerted them.

Propped up in the bed in the hospital, Dad was having severe difficulty breathing. He
had instructed that there be no "heroics." He was ready. So there was no oxygen at
that point. Hazel and I were there and quietly prayed with him, sang hymns, songs
and choruses he knew well. Weekly he sang along. Then he would stop and groan.
Hazel again would say, "No, Wesley. Let's praise the Lord." And he did. This
continued for some time and gradually he grew weaker and his breathing was more
labored.

Suddenly he lifted himself from the pillows, clenched his fists, and firmly said, "Gotta
Go Forward! Gotta Go Forward!" Then he relaxed and lay against the prop of
pillows. It wasn't long afterward that he slipped into a coma.

Since there was nothing we could do more than we had and it was late at night. Hazel
and I went back to the apartment. She went to the bedroom and I prepared for bed
on the couch. No sooner had we tucked in than the call came that Dad was gone.

How many times I have told this story and emphasized that this is the stance of the
Christian. And it certainly summarized Dad's way of living. HE NEVER WALKED
BACKWARDS! ALWAYS FORWARD! Others may say, "We should have; we
should not have." They may rethink their decisions and "walk backwards," wishing
they could relive the past. But not Dad! Gotta Go Forward was his way of life.

Hazel's Passing

In relating something of Hazel's passing I believe that I can again show Dad's
influence for righteousness and godly living. She was ninety-six years of age, having
lived about another seventeen years alone following Dad's passing. She often
complained about her heart and asked, "Why does God keep me here?" Jhan and I
had moved her to Springfield, Mo. to live in Maranatha in an assisted living
apartment. This was decidedly counter to her desire at first but then halfway during
the trip she said, "You were right, Dewey. I should go."

Not long after that, I received a call that she was in the hospital. I hurried to
Springfield to see her. I talked with the doctor and discovered that they had done all
the tests but one. He indicated that they wanted to do one more test, but said her
heart was fine.

I went to tell her what the doctor had said and when I told her that her heart was

fine, she said, "Oh...That's too bad." When I said they wanted to do one more test,
she replied, "No more tests; no more tests." But the doctor prevailed and returned
later with the report she had cancer of the pancreas. He indicated there was nothing
they could do that it would be relatively painless, that they could keep her
comfortable and that it would go fast. When I told her, she said, "Oh. That's good!"
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She had grown in her faith as she lived with Dad. She was ready to go! In a few
weeks she was gone having passed peacefully and in faith.

Once again Dad's rich Christian experience and continuance in the heritage he
received and was passing on reached out to bless yet another.

The story of Dad and Hazel was an interesting one. Phyllis tells more of it in her
recollections.

TinaC Comment

What Memories!!

Most recently while watching TV in Singapore I saw an interview recorded earlier
with Jack Lemon, who had just died. One quotation cited came from a book and
subsequently a film titled, "Tuesdays With Maury," I believe. The line was this;
"Death ends a life but not a relationship." How true!! Dad has been gone a long time
but we all remember him and relate to him through these memories: things he said or
did not say, ways he responded to tough situations, his commitments, his strength of
character and on it goes. I think one of the most pungent is Ruth's when she looked at
Dad's smoke covered picture hanging in their burned down house on the lake and
said, "Dad, what would you say?" She could "hear" him come back, "Hallelujah
Anyhow!"

While I have not only told Dad and Mother's story somewhat in anecdotal form, I
have added some of my own. What I have experienced along with my family is a
continuation to no small degree of the heritage that started long ago and has been
perpetuated through generations. The evidence is that it will continue to be
perpetuated. We are the recipients of a great spiritual heritage, which is filled with
great promise and hope—The Blessed Hope. MAY GOD HELP US TO BE NOT
ONLY GRATEFUL RECIPIENTS OF THE HERITAGE BUT EFFECTIVE

PERPETUATORS, AS WELL!!!
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Tfurst Legacy
TriBute and Memories

Ruth Mary Hurst Abbott
April y', 2001

Whenever I tell someone about Dad, I refer to the "Rock of Gibraltar." To me that

sums up how I feel about him and remember him. This would apply to my early years
growing up and later years as an adult. He was always there and could be relied on to
be fair and honest and ready with his wise council. Honesty was one of his greatest
attributes.

Dad's love and acceptance was something we could always depend on. He loved us,
"No matter what!" To me this has always been a real example of God's love for us.
"No matter what!" Because God loves us that way and I knew Dad did, it was a
demonstration of how I should love my children. Love and acceptance, though not
necessarily always approving, we can accept them for who they are and where they are,
each as his own unique person.

Also, Dad's way of handling a crises or disappointment was a prime example. His big
""Hallelujah anyhow!" in all kinds of situations, is as real to me today as it ever was. A
flat tire on a hot dusty road following numerous others was quick to bring the
response, as well as many other incidents.

An example of how strong this memory was built into my own experience came after
our house on Blanche Lake burned. It was my task to go out and inventory our
belongings for the insurance company. It was a cold dismal day in November. The
remaining shell of our home was anything but a pleasant place to be. In our bedroom
was our heritage wall, pictures of both of our families as well as our children and
grandchildren. Even though they were coated with black smoke it was still possible to
see each one. As I stood there my eyes were drawn to the picture of Dad. Without so
much as a thought I spoke out loud to him and said, "Dad, what would you say if you
were here and could see this mess?" Immediately I could almost hear him say those
special words, "Hallelujah anyhow!" This somehow carried me through that day and
many more to come. What a treasure!

It was possible to "state your case" with Dad and he would listen and respond. One
such incident remains strong in my memory. Our upbringing was conservative and I
suppose strict in many ways. One of these was how we spent our Sundays. The bats
and balls, fishing poles, etc. were laid aside. Roller skates were my favorite pastime.
From the time I got my first pair at age five, I practically lived on them, whenever the
weather allowed. I remember when we lived in Lincoln, trying to slip in for meals with
them still on. These were also to be given a "rest" on Sunday. One Sunday, when I was
in junior high school in Moorhead, I wanted in the worst way to skate over to my
friend's house. I went to Dad with my complaint. Wes and Dewey got to ride their
bikes to go places, as that was their means of transportation. Since I had no bike, I felt
that my skates should be considered my means of transportation. Dad thought a
moment and agreed with me. I was happy as could be as I skated off down the street.
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Another memory I have is how careful Dad always was with finances. It still amazes
me to think back at the way he provided for our family with the meager income he
received as a pastor. Somehow he was able to make it stretch. Going into debt was not
something he considered.

I remember one situation when I was in high school. I had learned that sewing my own
clothes was a way to go. I could accomplish more with less. I did a fair amount of
baby-sitting at that time, for ten cents an hour, later on for fifteen. I would save my
money until I thought there was enough. Then I would go to Dad and tell him what I
had and that it would pay for half of the fabric etc. that I needed. Would he consider
making up the other half? I don't remember ever being turned down. I can still
remember some of the results of this. One outfit in particular stands out in my
memory.

In considering the heritage we received and how it has influenced my life. Mother also
plays a definite part. Even though the relationship with her could be stated as difficult
at time, there are many good things to remember. Her love for Dad and her children
was strong. There's no doubting that. She always made the most with what she had in
caring for us. She was able to feed us in very creative ways, sometimes with very little
to work with (I still love pancakes!) and she always cared for our physical needs.
Perhaps her creativity stands out as the most far-reaching influence for me. She
encouraged me to learn to sew and follow in other artistic directions. I remember my
soap carvings in seventh grade. Undoubtedly this led to my future in the field of
pottery and festival management, or maybe it goes back even further to my love for
making mud pies at an early age. Who knows? All of this certainly has played a big
part in my life. I owe a lot to her for this.

Another strong memory that stands out where Mother is concerned was something in
later years. I'll never forget the day she took me for a walk in the woods at their cabin
in Iron River to HER LOG! When we arrived she pulled out a piece of paper from
under that log and showed it to me. It had the names of all five of us kids, our spouses
and children. That's where she went regularly to pray for all of us! Dad told me once
if he couldn't find her, even at night sometimes, he would go there and find her. She
would make her way there at night with a flashlight, probably not the safest thing to
do. There were "bear in those there woods!" That didn't stop her.

There are so many memories I have of the demonstration of faith shown us through the
years. Many of these I've tried to share with our kids. Dad shouting, "Glory!" in the
potato bin and the way potatoes were supplied. How the coal in the bin lasted in
Cokato, and on it goes. All of these experiences have been such an encouragement
through the years when times would become difficult in one way or another.

Sometimes yet today there are instances when I wish Dad was still here to talk to about
something, but then I have to remember how firm the foundation was laid for us back
there. The answer can usually be found. What a privilege it was, and is, to claim this
as my heritage!
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Wesfey %, Jfurst. Sr.

Warren "Bud"Abbott

(Married to Ruth M. Hurst)
April 6, 2001

Ruth's Father always took pride in his gardens. For him it was a place of growth, a
source of food, and a quiet place in which to reflect on life. We all were invited to share
this special place with him, either in preparing the soil, planting seed and pulling weeds
or helping in the harvest. We all have eaten from the fruit of his labors.

He also had another garden, where he was assigned to care for some very special trees.
Many of us were invited to accompany him into this sacred place, not to toil, but to
develop a taste for the fruit, which he was constantly giving away. The aroma coming
from the flowering trees, the pleasure of eating the ripened fruit still lingers with us to
this day.

Nine varieties of fruit bearing trees adorned this garden. They could be identified as
Love, Joy, Peace, Patience, Kindness, Goodness, Faithfulness, Gentleness and Self-
control. It took considerable time for some of these trees to reach their maturity. When
the fruit was ripened, he would readily give the fruit away to needy people.

I came to enter and remain in this garden during the last one-third of his life. I would
like to address three of these "Fruits of the Spirit" (Galatians 5), which he gave freely of
himself for me to sample.

Patience

The outward demonstration of this character trait was visible when he was sitting in his
boat on Blanche Lake, waiting for the fish to bite on his bait. It was most evident when
he took care of Ruth's Mother during the long and stressful days and nights of her
terminal bout with cancer.

Kindness

Grandpa had very strong beliefs and opinions, which he would readily share. He knew
where he stood. Yet, he would listen attentively to another person who held divergent
views, without putting them down. He often listened to me.

Faithfulness

To me, this is the most meaningful fruit by which I knew him. He was faithful to tell the
truth, to keep his word, to share his love, to be joyful in the midst of sorrow, to do acts of
kindness, to exercise self-control.

Grandpa Hurst did.not reach perfection during his lifetime, but he was determined to be
obedient to his Lord even unto death. I am aware that his life still speaks to me as
though from the grave.
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By faith Abraham obeyed when he was called to set out for a place that he was to receive
as an inheritance, and he set out, not knowing where he was going. (Heb. 11:8 NRSV)
This is the way Grandpa Hurst lived, and in turn, taught us to live. Our legacy—Good
Fruit.
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^augfiter-in-Caw effects

June Hurst

April, 2001

When I think of Dad Hurst, one dominant picture fills my mind. I see him on every encounter
with his arms open wide and a radiant smile enhanced by his twinkling brown eyes.

He took me into his heart on our first meeting. Wes and I had been going together about three
months when we took a weekend trip to Superior, Wisconsin. It was a "surprise visit." And
Frieda was surprised, not in delight, I think.

After some years of maturing and live experience I fully understand. Young people are
inclined to think their unwarned coming home will be as exciting to their parents as it is to
them. Not considering the practical situation of bed linens needing changing and additional
meal preparations in both time and quantities. But that didn't affect Dad's receiving a
prospective daughter-in-law with warmth and acceptance—in spite of the fact that she was the
daughter of a former bartender, and her only talent was dancing. Hardly what these dedicated
Pentecostal pioneer pastors had on their "expectations list" for their son entering the ministry!
But even that didn't lessen Dad's loving acceptance of me.

I was blessed with two fathers cut from the same "spiritual cloth."

Both of them loved everyone they met. Both exuberantly, but wisely, shared their deep love of
Christ with every person that life brought to them. When Dad Hurst was confined for his very
first hospital experience at about 77 years of age, he grasped it as a challenge and opportunity
to share the gospel. He shared Christ's plan of love and salvation with every doctor, nurse,
nurses aid and maintenance man who came into the reach of his smile and voice!

His marvelous sense of humor carried him through many negative circumstances and made
moments with him ones of fun and "lift."

He stayed with us out in the country for some months at a time after he lost his dear Frieda.
One afternoon while he was taking a nap we were broadcasting seed in our rocky soil with faint
hope of seeing any green in the summer weeks. He got up from his snooze and joined us
outdoors wanting to know what we'd been up to. Hearing we'd been sowing grass seed, he
chuckled and quipped, "That's what woke me up. I thought I'd heard the sound of seeds
falling!"

That same spring he determined to plant a vegetable garden, so he tackled our Missouri clay
and rocky soil. When we returned from town we found him soaked with perspiration. He
wiped his brow and declared, "This is the first time I've ever dug a garden plot with a pick
axe!" But he wasn't daunted, and I think by his "willing it to be" the plants grew and we had
vegetables!

I'm sure it was that same steel will that kept him planting churches—and praying in coal and
potatoes and other food for his hungry kids. It also gave him courage to face rejection by his
Advent Christian leaders and by faith follow his Holy Spirit Baptism into unknown tomorrows.
It enabled him to stand in defense of his daughter when she was hurt by leaders of yet another
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church movement. His chin never dropped, though his heart must have been hitting rock
bottom.

His strong will did not diminish a wise and tender understanding of his wife in her physical and
emotional struggles. He was way ahead of his times. Realizing that his mate, because of
bearing children later in life and experiencing early menopause, was engulfed with dark,
runaway emotions, probably from chemical imbalance. He put his hands where his heart was
and helped her daily: whether washing clothes, cooking, or cleaning—extending her ability to
function in a family's needs. He wasn't always understood or admired for his compassion. But
he didn't concern himself with people's opinions.

To this day my favorite winter bathrobe is a paisley-corduroy one that Hazel had made for him.
It's strong, but soft and comforting. The elbows are wearing thin—but I think it makes me feel
that I'm again comforted by his loving, open arms!

He had a "Jesus heart."
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Jieaven 's ̂ rancfies

W. R. Hurst Sr.

Introduction

It was a new day when the angels announced the birth of a child, of whose destiny the
world was yet to learn. He came into a world that was full of darkness and perplexity;
His destiny was to shed forth a light that would grow brighter and brighter, as the ways
of the world would grow more complex and darker. Though centuries have now
passed the people of this earth have not yet penetrated to the full depth of this
Heavenly visitor.

In the last hours of His earthly ministry Jesus Stood in heavenly poise as He made one
of His most heart searching declarations: "I am the vine, ye are the branches." (1)
They were just eight short, simple words, but far from simple in spiritual depth. The
disciples listened to the declaration in the upper room at the last supper. In their
minds at the time must have been the unanswered question: What does Jesus mean?
Days, then weeks would pass by before they would understand the meaning and impact
of the statement. Millions have read this declaration since those days and have passed
it by, possibly considering it of little importance.

This declaration cannot be fully understood or comprehended by mere human reason;
it transcends human intellect and reaches into a higher realm of spiritual experience.
Even this scientific world that fills our lives with so many marvelous things has had to
depend for its advancement on the realm of the experimental. Yet scientific work is
confined largely to the material realm and cannot probe the depths implied in Jesus'
declaration. Even to begin to comprehend what Jesus meant one must move into
Christian experience and seek to live in a higher spiritual realm, a realm revealed only
by Christ. Only a deep searching of heart and knowing Christ can reach the reality of
Jesus' meaning.

The full depth of the declaration of Jesus can be understood fully only by a deep
spiritual experience. The analogy is so simple, so well understood in the vineyard that
a few simple explanations will reveal the technique involved in transferring a branch
from one vine to another. The great citrus industries have been built on the grafting
process. Larger, sweeter and more productive fruit has been the result. In the same
way the pecan tree has been brought to its greatest perfection by the same process.
Burbank, one of the greatest developers of the grafting process, astonished the world
by causing a very large variety of apples to grow on the same tree. One nursery sold an
apple tree on which one could grow five varieties of apples. Thus, the analogy that
Jesus used, itself, has grown and further illustrates the deep meaning Jesus implied.

Keeping this picture from nature in mind as this discussion continues, and we consider
the mighty declaration, will help in effort to reach down into the spiritual depth of this
marvelous truth. Whenever Jesus spoke a deep spiritual truth He always stood ready
to demonstrate the truth in a visual manifestation. This is definitely true of this
wonderful declaration.
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In most parts of our perplexing world today we can find a great many of those whom I
shall call heaven's branches. The fact is if they were not present the world we live In
would be a riddle incomprehensible. If there were multitudes of these heaven's
branches in our present world there would be far more peace in the world.

Thousands have considered Heaven's Vine, but fewer have considered Heaven's
Branches.

The implied analogy Jesus used in the declaration will open up as we consider the deep
spiritual truth it contained. Underscoring the importance of this truth is the fact that
Jesus included it in his final teaching in the upper room as He approached the end of
His earthly ministry.
(1) John 15:5 a

Chapter I

HEAVEN'S VINE

The vine was a common thing in Israel and the juice of the vine was consumed in large
quantities. This has been true through the centuries in many countries of the world.
When the spies entered Caanan land they found bunches of grapes such as they had
never seen in Egypt. The new vineyards in Palestine are now producing grapes that
equal or surpass anything elsewhere in the world. The analogy Jesus used in his
earthly ministry is still with us today. Notice His declaration carefully—"I AM THE
VINE." The emphasis is not on "a" vine, but THE VINE.

At one time there was a certain pecan tree considered worth $10,000 that had a special
guard. It was a very high quality paper shell variety. Numerous buds were taken from
this tree and through the process of grafting many acres of groves were grown.
Branches of nut trees may have great value; however, they have very little compared to
the branches of Heaven's Vine.

Both vines and nut trees must have special soil to reach their greatest productiveness,
as well as special qualities. And they must be fertilized properly year after year. The
analogy grows. Heaven's Vine was rooted in the richest and purest spiritual soil of
eternity. The human mind staggers at the length of time and the great preparation
made before this Heaven's Vine was manifested in this world, a world of sorrow,

sickness, sin and death.

Just as the roots of a vine or nut tree are hidden in the earth, likewise the roots of the

Heavenly Vine were rooted in the invisible, eternal. Even skeptics have had to admit
that earth has never produced a more perfect VINE in the thousands of years of
history.

Jesus started his message on the vine at the very outset saying: "I am the true vine." (1)
This was a declaration that lifted Him up in contrast to all other vines. Face it—Christ
has declared Himself to be God's TRUE DIVINE STOCK. By this analogy Christ has
declared that He is rooted and grounded in the eternal Godhead. To deny this is to
violate every known principle of vine culture. Philip said, "Lord show us the Father."
Jesus answered, "He that hath seen me hath seen the Father." (2) By these words Jesus
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has declared I am the visible manifestation of the invisible God. Which is to say, back
of me are invisible roots and holy soil that are not visible to the human eye.

The great difficulty of we human beings is that it is not a matter of understanding the
declarations of Jesus; it is simply we question the frank, clear statements of Jesus
Christ, just like they did in the years of His earthly ministry. We accept the stories of
people from the other side of the world and wonder at the land and things we have
never seen. Yet, how quick is the human mind ready to reject the plain, simple words
of Jesus Christ when He declared Himself Heaven's Vine, rooted and grounded in
heaven's eternal soil. He goes even further and says, "My Father is the Husbandman,"
that is the vinedresser and the Master of the vineyard. (This thought will be taken up
later.)

Why violate this simple analogy?! We human beings are rooted in the soil of the
Adamic race. No one can deny this fact. While Jesus is like one of us. He declares He is
a new vine. He is the TRUE VINE, rooted in the invisible world above. In contrast the
Adamic race is rooted in the transient and perishing. The cemeteries of the world
prove this, while the empty tomb of Christ proves the opposite. Either we believe Jesus
or this world is an incomprehensible riddle.

Atheistic Communism was born in the spirit of Christ rejection and according to their
philosophy individuals march on to an endless non-existance—no heaven and no hell,
might makes right. But Jesus gave this world a new day and a new light.

Even this intelligent, progressive age is now facing the ultimate truth that Jesus Christ
made statements that need careful examination and consideration, and we're not at all

intelligent unless we do. No matter how much we have advanced in scientific
developments, we are still in great ignorance of the higher spiritual realm. Christ alone
has given unto us the most perfect peek into this eternal, invisible world. Let us be
honest. If Jesus did not mean just what He said, "I AM THE TRUE VINE," we are
pressed to explain just what He did mean?

There have been human beings who have said, 'I am god," but eventually they have
gone the way of all the earth. Their greatest influence has died with them. This is not
true of Jesus Christ; His mighty influence has spread farther and farther over the
earth. Like a great stone thrown into water, the rings formed on the water spread
farther and farther until they wash on the shore. He is not one of many human vines;
He is THE VINE, HEAVEN'S VINE.

It is very evident that Jesus used the similitude of the vine, as applied to Himself, to
crystallize in the minds of his disciples a previous conversation, which took place
toward the end of His ministry. He asked His disciples saying, "Whom do men say that
I the Son of man am?" (3) This question was a high climax in His earthly ministry, one
that was being answered by many in very different ways. Some thought He was John
the Baptist, others Elias, others Jeremias. or one of the prophets. Jesus put the
question straight to His disciples, "But who say ye that I am?" Simon Peter answered,
"Thou art the Christ, the Son of the living God." It had taken over three years of close
association with Jesus to bring forth to the disciples this great revelation, the revelation
of who He really was.
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Jesus' great healings and miracles had mystified and baffled them. Now at last they
were convinced that He was more than jnst the Son of man. Jesus told them they had
received a heavenly revelation. He made it clear that it was on this great and personal
confession He would build His Church. It was not to be upon Peter, but upon Himself
as the Son of God.

Many years after this, Peter in his epistle wrote, "If so be ye have tasted that the Lord
is gracious, to whom coming, as unto a living stone, disallowed indeed of men, but
chosen of God, and precious, ye also, as lively stones, are built up a spiritual house, and
holy priesthood, to offer up spiritual sacrifices acceptable to God by Jesus Christ.
Wherefore also it is contained in Scripture, 'Behold, I lay in Zion a chief corner stone,
elect, precious; and he that believeth on Him shall not be confounded'," (4)

Until we are convinced that Jesus Christ is the Son of God we will not be concerned

about being one of Heaven's branches. (This will be considered next.)

(I) John 15:1 (2) John 14: 8 b (3) Matt. 16: 13 C (4) 1 Peter 2: 3-6

Chapter 11

HEAVEN'S BRANCHES

Since the two components of this declaration of Jesus, "1 am the vine, ye are the
branches," are inseparable, so likewise from here on we will find that Jesus as the Vine,
and the true followers of Jesus, as heaven's branches, will also be inseparable. The
disciples, to whom he addressed this statement, were not His direct offspring, nor were
they from His own family. They had all come from other homes; however, they were
all Jews. Therefore He was speaking about a new relationship that had not existed
before. It would be a new relationship that they would have the opportunity of
entering into, provided they would take heed to all that He had taught them about
Himself and their future possibilities. Jesus had been with them over three years
leading them toward the goal of a higher spiritual life than they had previously
enjoyed. Their possibilities would also be the great heritage that would be open to all
who would accept Him and His teachings.

By no stretch of imagination would they be considered as a direct growth from Jesus,
but as shown by this analogy, they could be connected with him in the same similarity
that a branch can be grafted into a new vine, or to the root of a pecan tree. Here is
something that anyone of ordinary intelligence can understand in the natural, but the
desire of Jesus is that it be understood in the higher spiritual realm. Until we are ready
to have our minds lifted out of the natural realm into the higher realm of a new divine
relationship, we will just continue on in the same condition wherein we were born. It is
not just new religious ideas we need; it is a new relationship to the heavenly world.

From this analogy that Jesus has giveu us there is no indication in His teaching that we
were born with a divine nature, rather that the new divine nature must come from
above. His virgin birth is a definite type and example and the means of this. It is true
that we are all born with distinct and differentiating personalities. The born again
experience does not remove our distinct personality any more than a grafting a branch
totally changes its own distinct variety. It is true that the properly grafted branch does
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manifest higher qualities of fruit than it has previously shown. The point of the
analogy, for example, is definitely seen in nature in that Mr. Burbank could graft many
different varieties of apples on the same tree.

Likewise it is true that one who has been born again from above and abides in the vine,
Jesus, manifests a new moral and heavenly character. This higher moral and spiritual
character was surely manifested by the disciples. Yet their own particular personalities
remained. This is very definitely observed in the writers of the four Gospels.

Jesus took upon Himself our human nature, but not our sinful nature. Our sinful
nature needs the new divine "sap" of Heaven's Vine to impart a new divine life. This is
an experience that goes beyond mere intellectual acceptance of Jesus. This is what
Jesus wanted Nicodemus to understand: "Except a man be born again, he cannot see
the kingdom of God."

We human beings have a natural life, but God's word declares we are spiritually dead.
That is, we are spiritually separated from God because of our sinful life. Christianity is
not just a system of religious ideas. Rather it consists of a dynamic spiritual life that
lifts us up into a higher relationship of personal living in contact with the eternal
Godhead. Jesus declared that He was the connecting link that would make this
possible. This leads to the conclusion that we all need a direct personal experience with
the Lord Jesus Christ. Refuse this and the door is closed to becoming one of heaven's
branches.

Multitudes have accepted large portions of Christian teaching, but have passed over
this most important declaration about this personal contact with the Lord Jesus Christ.
Intellectual acceptance alone does not in itself constitute our own personal receiving
into our soul and spirit the Lord Jesus as our own TRUE VINE. Christ alone can
impart this new divine life, as does the vine in nature to the grafted branch. Christ,
alone, can keep this new heavenly life alive.

Some ask, "How can this be?" Jesus stated that He alone had this life to give. He said,
"Abide in me, and I in you," and thus stated plainly the necessity of remaining in living
contact with Him, as the vine and as the Son of God, in order to keep the spiritual life
active. "As the branch cannot bear fruit of itself, except it abide in the vine no more can
ye, except ye abide in me." (1) The grafted branch does literally receive new life from
the vine. The Christian life is not a particular church, not a creed, but Jesus, Himself.
Heaven's branch must continually receive new life from the VINE or it will never
remain alive, grow or much less bear the fruit of righteousness.

The apostle, Luke, gives us a wonderful story of the conversion of the publican,
Zacchaeus, the little man who climbed up into a sycomore tree in order to see Jesus as
He passed by in the great throng. "When Jesus came to the place. He looked up and
saw him and said unto him, Zacchaes, make haste, and come down: for today I must

abide at thy house, and he made haste and came down, and received Him joyfully." (2)
Zacchaeus obeyed and came down to be one of Heaven's branches. We, too, must obey
and "come down" from our self-sufficiency if we desire to be one of Heaven's branches.
Jesus declared over and over again, "Repent. Repent." Zacchaeus surely did that for
we read, "and Zacchaeus stood, and said unto the Lord, half of my goods I give to the
poor, and if I have taken anything from any man by false accusation, I restore him
fourfold." Jesus said unto him, "This day is salvation come to this house." The
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character of Zacchaeus was suddenly changed. An unselfish new life came into being.
He had made personal contact with the living Jesns, Heaven's Vine.

(1) John 15: 4,b (2) Luke 19: 1-10

Chapter III

FRUITS OF HEAVEN'S BRANCHES

The teachings of Jesus always followed a logical progression into a deeper and more
direct resnlt. So, we move on to the next important development of both the thought
and the very definite personal experience. After pointing out the definite experience of
abiding in Him, and He in us. He moves on to the thought of heaven's branches bearing
some definite fruits. "He that abideth in me, and I in him, the same bringeth forth
much fruit."

Turning again to the analogy it is a known fact that the grafted branch can only
produce fruit drawing from the life in the vine. Thus we see the spiritual application
that only those who have made and sustained a definite personal contact with the Lord
Jesus Christ can express to the world around the fruits of the Christ Life. Multitudes
have considered the matchless life of Jesus Christ as manifested during His earthly
ministry, and as recorded in the Gospels. But in vain have they sought to find a simUar
life being manifested in but a very limited number of His professed followers. It is the
fruit of divine righteousness that Jesus desires His followers to manifest to the world.

Jesus surely manifested a heavenly righteousness such as had been lacking to a greater
or lesser degree in all the great characters of the Old Testament period. When Jesus
appeared in this world He arose above every other human being who had ever lived
before Him. While over and over again He referred to Himself as THE SON OF MAN,
not just a son of man. He definitely led His disciples along the road to where they
recognized Him also as THE SON OF GOD.

As the Son of Man He lived the matchless heavenly life, a life that transcended the life
of any human being who had gone before Him. As the Son of God He declared He had
a life to give to every true believer and follower that would lift him into the higher
realm of heavenly living, a life that no system of philosophy or system of mere Bible
teaching could give. The teachings of Jesus, being of the utmost importance, surpassed
any that had gone before Him. His teachings had one definite purpose in view and that
was to lead all of His followers to realize that the only way they could become one of
heaven's branches was by abiding in Him, HEAVEN'S VINE.

We grant that such an experience is hard to analyze intellectually, but it can be known
experimentally—and known absolutely. This reveals that we have a capacity for a
conscious experience that goes deeper than anything we can understand mentally.
Heavenly experiences are higher than earthly experiences. This is good for it brings us
to a point where we can understand personally that there is a heavenly world outside
the realm of this earthly experience. We can read about this in the Bible but we can
also apprehend it personally by ourselves. This lifts us into a definite personal
experience with the eternal Godhead and Jesus as the one who enables this contact.
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Jesus later declared, in the upper room, that the Holy Spirit would be a further
instrument in bringing this experience to a definite spiritual reality. The Holy Spirit
has a very definite work to do to bring us into the higher realm of heavenly fellowship
and to a spiritual revelation, one that transcends world knowledge and wisdom.

Now briefly we will consider the fruits of righteousness as manifested in definite
attributes of Christian character. No better explanation can be given than that which
is declared by the apostle Paul in Galations, where he has written to the church at
Galatia: "But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace," the inward state of heart and
soul. And again, "long suffering, gentleness, goodness," an outward expression of
heavenly character toward others. And still again, "faith, meekness, temperance," the
upward expression of heavenly worship toward God. (1)

Such a divine character can only be manifested by those who have made a personal
abiding contact with Jesus Christ. He alone can pour such manifestations of heavenly
life through His followers who have definitely yielded their life to Him. Such a life
cannot be manifested by imitation or through the moral principles of ethical living. It
can only be manifested by a vital personal contact with Jesus, the Son of God. This is
what Jesus called the new birth, a grafting into The Vine, a regeneration in which the
heavenly branch manifests a heavenly life. By the Spirit life flows from the heavenly
vine into the branch just as in the branch of one of nature's vines or trees.

This born again life has an element of mystery in it. To reveal its mystery, Jesus
compared the work of the Spirit in this experience to the wind: "The wind bloweth
where it listeth, and thou hearest the sound thereof, but cannot tell whence it cometh,
and whither it goeth; so is everyone that is born of the Spirit." (2) This is not just an
intellectual birth of mere mental conception, but a definite spiritual birth brought to a
conscious completion by Holy Spirit assistance. As the Apostle, Paul, wrote: "The
Spirit Himself beareth witness with our spirit, that we are the children of God." (3)

The circuits of the wind are still greatly a mystery to science as is also this spiritual
experience of regeneration. The mind of man cannot encompass it; but thank the Lord
Jesus, the spirit of man can know it absolutely. We have many witnesses to the fact
that even though they cannot read the message of Jesus in the English Bible, they have
experienced this wonderfui new birth and know that Jesus dwells in their hearts.

Nicholas Bhenga, a native evangelist of South Africa, when touring America told of the
great revival among the native population. He then gave this information (4) "Most of
the natives have been trained from childhood to hate the white man. There have been

race riots in our part of the country. In a recent uprising the native people overturned
the car of a Catholic nun, a medical missionary. They set the car on fire and left her in
it to burn to death. Then they ate her roasted flesh. It was not that they were
cannibals, for some of them were third-generation civilized. They are educated—some
of them have been to universities—but education cannot transform a people. It is only
the gospel of Jesus Christ that can save them."

Stephen, the first Christian martyr is a definite example of the fruits of heavenly
righteousness. He had deiivered a long message on the failure and sins of Israel when
the crowd became angry with him, "And they stoned Stephen, calling upon God, and
saying. Lord Jesus receive my spirit. And he kneeled down, and cried with a loud
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voice, Lord; lay not this sin to their charge. And when he had said this, he fell asleep."
(5)

As a final clarification on the thought of heavenly righteousness, we have the words of
the apostle Peter. "According as his divine power hath given unto us all things that
pertain unto life and godliness, that through the knowledge of him that hath called us
to glory and virtue: whereby given unto us exceeding great and precious promises that
by these ye might be partakers of the divine nature, having escaped the corruption that
is in the world through lust. And beside this, giving all diligence, add to your faith
virtue; and to virtue knowledge; and to knowledge temperance; and to temperance
patience; and to patience godliness; and to godliness brotherly kindness; and to
brotherly kindness charity. For if these things be in you, and abound, they make you
that ye shall neither be barren nor unfruitful in the knowledge of our Lord Jesus
Christ." (6)

It is after we have become partakers of the divine nature, and having escaped the sinful
corruption that is in the world, that we can begin to manifest the great Christian
virtues that were manifested by Jesus during His earthly ministry. His manifestation
of the heavenly nature contrasted Him from all the religious leaders of that day. These
Christian virtues are still in contrast to the mere religious formality of this present
time.

In the days long before Christ, God rebuked the mere religious formality into which
the Israelites had drifted. To rebuke them God sent prophets with His message of
rejection. Will God expect less of this enlightened day and time?

This brings us to the final conclusion that only as we abide in Heaven's Vine, can we
possibly manifest these Christian virtues of heavenly righteousness. This is not mere
reformation, but a definite transformation of a divine nature having peen planted in us
by the power of the resurrected Christ, through the power of the Holy Spirit, that
works in us and through us before the world. When this becomes a reality in our lives
the world around us will behold the real work of a genuine salvation that will be self-
evident and cannot be denied. The world is really looking for this reality. Let us give
them the satisfaction of really seeing it in us.

(1) Galatians 5: 22-23 a. (2) John 3:8 (3) Romans 8:16 (4) Nicholas Bhanga
quotation (5) Acts 7:59-60 (6) H Peter I: 3-8

Chapter IV

DESTINY OF HEAVEN'S BRANCHES

As we go back into the Old Testament, in the very beginning we find that sin entered
into the heart and soul of Adam and Eve because of disobedience to God. There is a

great spiritual mystery in that through this one act their whole lives were so affected
and that this sin was transmitted to all mankind at the fountainhead of human

existence. This very tendency is demonstrated over and over again in infant children
who reveal a sin nature very early in life. Skeptics and unbelievers have tried to
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explain this away but the ever-increasing juvenile delinquency demonstrates it until it
has become a great national problem that challenges the nation.

At the very beginning God declared that there was only one way that man could be
reconciled to Him and that by the way of atonement. Since there was no perfect
atonement God substituted the blood of his innocent creatu^res as a
men and women could be brought back into fellowship with God. This, UNTIL TH
DAY when the perfect atonement could be eternally made for sm and transgression
All these imperfect sacrifices pointed forward to the day when God would gwe unto the
world the perfect sacrifice of His Holy Son for all who would call on Him for His love
and mercy.

The same Jesns declared unto His disciples and all who would believe--''! ^he vine;
ve are the branches." This He also declared to Nicodemus, For God so loved th
Lrld that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth m Him should not
perish but have everlasting life." (1) This statement definitely sets
to perish on the one hand and to have eternal life on the other. It is left to the
individual choice as to which it shall be. Faith in Jesus Christ as the atonement for our
sins and transgressions must precede receiving His life giving power. There is
absolutely no substitute for our approach to the eternal God or our hope of being o
of Heaven's branches.

As sons of the Adamic race we are dieing branches. God's word
common cries of the world demonstrate the fact that this is man s natural destiny. God
through Jesus Christ has prepared for all of us, if we believe, a be^enly des my. fir
by Christ's perfect atonement; second by His life-gmng power of regeneration. It is
not by what we do, but by that which God has done for us through Jesus Christ.

Turning again to the analogy, before a graft can be possible an incision must be made
in the vine. Into this incision a new branch is inserted. Then hfe-giving sap begins to
flow into the grafted branch and a complete union takes place. When Jesus died on
the cross the soldiers made an incision in His side with a spear and out flowed blood
and water. This was the life-giving steam that was to M^AN^^
the only hope of everlasting life. This is why Jesus said, ABIDE IN ME AND I IN
YOU " Our faith must be planted in Jesus for this definite work of grace. Grace to us
is unmerited favor from God. It is His free love gift to
course this is a spiritual mystery that staggers our minds. But, thank God, we can
experience it in our heart and soul.

Since the redeemed sons of God, as heaven's branches, are the visible branches of the
VINE who is now in heaven, there is a manifestation of Christ in the world. Too e
have Lily considered this. We have already considered the fruit of righteousness,
however, we can go further. In the earthly ministry of Jesus He shed many tears over
the lives of lost men and women and finally gave His life s blood for them.

As was true of the Master, down through the centuries heaven's 771 nrd
shed a flood of tears. Thousands have shed their life's blood m service for * "
and Saviour. This blood was not an atonement; that was made once and for a y
Christ However, it has manifested how much they were abiding in the life of Jesus
Christ as they carried with Him the great burden for lost men and women.
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faithful workers are greatly needed by the Lord, for they are the visible evidence of His
love and mercy. What they have experienced from the Lord they wish to see others
enjoy.

Right here is where we find the very definite differentiation between mere formality
and deep consecration of those who have entered into a spiritual experience with Jesus.
Those who live to the Lord are those who manifest the greatest burden for the lost of
mankind. It is out of these deeply consecrated branches that love and sacrifice flow to
those who have never heard about Jesus in far away lands. It has never failed in the
past, that a deep revival of heart experience salvation has always seen a revival of home
and foreign missionary effort. Heaven's branches manifest the heart and love of the
Master, Jesus.

When we turn to the book of Acts we read the thrilling story of the formation of the
church of the Lord Jesus Christ. We read of the great zeal manifested by the new-born
sons of God. In his bold and convincing message on the day of Pentecost Peter cried
out with dynamic zeal, "This Jesus that God raised up, whereof we all are witnesses."
(2) The result was that three thousand accepted Christ as their personal Saviour in one
day. This early church became a dynamic force from the very beginning, for we read:
"And they continued steadfastly in the apostles doctrine and fellowship, and in
breaking of bread, and in prayers. And fear came upon every soul and many signs and
wonders were done by the apostles." (3) It was a positive dynamic gospel that gripped
the hearts of all believers, as recorded: "And with great power gave the apostles
witness of the resurrection of the Lord Jesus; and great grace was upon them all." (4)

The church continued to move on with greater power and grace and all the followers of
Jesns were manifesting their spiritual destiny of real missionary activity and a burden
for the unsaved: "And the word of God increased; and the number of disciples
multiplied in Jerusalem greatly; and a great company of the priests were obedient to
the faith." (5)

Because of the great activity of the believers the gospel made great conquests by leaps
and bounds and all Palestine was stirred by the message of real salvation. After the
martyrdom of Stephen and the opposition of the gospel had grown stronger and the
early church was being oppressed by the unbelievers, we read: "Therefore they that
were scattered went everywhere preaching the word." (6) The opposition only tended
to send forth the believers with greater zeal and determination. The great burden of
Christ was upon them for the salvation of the lost men and women of the earth.

It was the great message of the resnrrection and the hope of immortality that sent forth
the early followers of Christ to carry the good news to a world that had been in deep
darkness, that Jesus Christ gave His life a ransom for all who would believe on Him
and be saved from their sins and everlasting destruction. This naturally leads on to the
next chapter, examples of heaven's branches.

(1) John 3:16 (2) Acts 2: 4-13 (2) Acts 5: 7 (3) Acts 8: 4
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Chapter V

EXAMPLES OF HEAVEN'S BRANCHES

Tn fhP Old Testament we read the stories of the former true saints of God They

be revealed. Later Jesus »iU have His part in
and shall show it unto you, (1) which is to say, ine n y v
bringing the reconciliation to an abiding spiritual experience.

m Wp h^vP considered the glorious manifestation of HEAVEN S VINL. i>ever

wonderful and fascinating story. v,5,pir tn Him and eive them an

r.ra.r rdt;r —
branches must grow.

Not until Jesus had died, been buried, been jt

and perceived that „ BEEN WITH JESUS." (2) lu other words, they

heaven's branches.

we can pass ou through the stories of the oThS's
ra„?ht":itMhf—
mrl:?u«XftteirTves iearVut gZe then, freely. It has been said, "the blood of
the martyrs was the seed of the church.

JoZlcht.::;'' 1) TheLt that .OS. of the
irrefutable evidence that they really were branches of the DTVINE

Not only did the diseiples die for

CTrrhrbH'-r°~
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many nations and carried the message. Jesus made plain that this very close
relationship with Him would bring...opposition. He said, "If the world hate you, ye
know that it hated me before it hated you." (4) And again He said, "If ye were of the
world, the world would love his own." (5) Being an examplary of heaven's branch is
but to bring opposition and persecution. This, in itself, is testimony that such a one is
abiding in Christ and Christ in him.

It would take an endless line of books to tell the stories of thousands of heaven's
branches that have been hated, persecuted and slain for the gospel's sake in all places
of the world. Modern Communism has brought to the world the most intensified
campaign of hate the world has yet known. Karl Marx set the pattern; hate the Bible;
hate Christ; hate the church; hate every true child of God. His followers were counted
by the millions. Never before in the history of the world has there been such organized
hate against the Holy, good and pure.

Few realize that the religious philosophy of Karl Marx began in the days of the
foundation of the American Republic. The formation of the Republic was cradled in
deeply held religious principles even though some of the leaders were themselves, not
overly religious. Today the two great systems stand facing each other in a great
"battle" array. The world trembles in fear, as it grows more evident that the two great
systems march on to mortal combat. May we go back to some words at the beginning,
more of these heaven's branches could yet bring to a halt this war hysteria. (Ed. Note:
What would Dad say at the collapse of the Soviet Union...the fall of the Berlin waU?)

Never loose sight of Jesus' promise to His church: "AND THE GATES OF HELL
SHALL NOT PREVAIL AGAINST IT." (6) These words are warning of final end even
of Communism: "He that sitteth in the heavens shall laugh: The Lord shall have them
in derision." (7) These are words of warning of judgment given long ago by the Spirit of
God through the Psalmist, a warning to all those who have had a part in the great
persecution. Those who have shed the blood of Heaven's Vine and heaven's branches
in evil deeds stand under the warning of these words.

The Apostle John, the last of the disciples living, was banished, at the age of ninety-six
to the isle of Patmos for the Word of God. He was living toward the end of the first
century at the time when the fires of Roman persecution were burning at white heat. It
seemed at that time that the church might be banished from the earth. But to John the
great revelation was given that Jesus was alive and at the right hand of God. To John
was given the great message of assurance for the persecuted bleeding church, "Behold
He cometh with clouds and every eye shall see Him even they that pierced Him." (8)
Every dieing saint in the Body of Christ, the church, was a new wound unto Jesus.

It was through John the blessed promises were given that he that overcometh should
receive eternal rewards for standing true against hatred and persecution. The book of
Revelation is assurance that Christ, the King, will overcome and destroy all His
enemies and the enemies of all those who have accepted Him as Lord and Saviour.

The people of this world are filled with fear because of the terrible possibilities of the
future. Jesus said, "Fear not he who can kill the body, but fear him who can cast both
body and soul into hell." (9)
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The fear of God is the beginning of wisdom. God, who created this world and all that is
in it can also judge and destroy all sin, iniquity, and all who give themselves ove
unrighteousness. The great desire of all intelligent people is to live on and on The only
nlace we can go to get assurance that we may have the desire of our hearts is in the
Bible. In His word God has spoken over and over again that it is His desire to give o
all mankind their desire for eternal life.

We must meet the Father's conditions; they are very simple and almost unbelievable;
repent of sin, accept Jesus Christ as one's personal Saviour, live righteously as the
Lord gives power to do so and that one will receive the gift of eternal life.

(This leads on to the final chapter and the destiny of Adam's branches.)

(1) John 16:15 (2) Acts 4:13 (3) John 12:14 (4) John 15:18 (5) John 15:19 a. (6) Matt.
16:18 c (7) Psalm 2:4 (8) Rev. 1:7 a (9) Matt. 10:28

Chapter VI

DESTINY OF ADAM'S BRANCHES

This discussion of heaven's branches would not be complete unless we bring into focusJie deXyTthe whole Adamic race. It will not be the purpose at this time to enter
into any discussion of what God will do with the multitudes of
heard about Jesus Christ. We will simply leave them to the ^ .
Let our question rather be: What will God do with those who could have helped to get
the message of salvation to the lost multitudes of earth and have never lifted a hand
bring it to pass?

One of the great philosophical questions that has faced the world since the very
Snning ofLe is^ WHERE DO WE GO FROM HERE? That is when we leave th^
world of sin sorrow and death. In the last analysis this is not a philosophical question,
for only the eternal God-maker of heaven and earth and all in it, including mankind-
can answer that question. God has answered the question as far as we human being
can understand it.

When we face the great question of final judgment of all mankind, God has given us the
Ih pkLres we can understand, human intellect being limited. God says the final
destinv of the unsaved is hell. But what is hell? Unquenchable fire, outer darkness,
eternal! separ-ation from God and all the glories of creation. Jesus states that this is to
nerish All the horrible things we can possibly comprehend have been given us as a
pL"^e ot wiat it means to be eternally cast out of God's presence. The worst sinner
of this earth are still enjoying much of God's great creation, but one day it will
snatched away and forever.

In contrast to this God has given us through His faithful servants His special revelation
that earth's redeemed branches will inherit the glories of the everlasting ̂ ngdom that
will never pass away. The glories of that kingdom will surpass anything this world hasTver klowroneThat goes Iven beyond the great imaginations of mem It is the wo d
that the holy angels now roam in at the pleasure of the everlasting God. Man, himself,
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is the one who decides in which one he will live eternally. If he chooses to dwell
eternally with God in heaven, he must meet God s conditions.

Jesus has declared, "My Father is the husbandman....Every branch in me that beareth
not fruit He taketh away." (1) Jesus plainly declares that the Father is the final judge as
to who are heaven's branches and who are not. In Romans we find Paul using the
analogy of the grafted branch as applied to Israel when they rejected Christ. Writing
to the Gentiles he said, "Thou, being a wild olive tree, wert grafted in among them, and
with them (the Jews) partakest of the root and fatness of the olive tree, (Heaven s
Vine). (2) "For if God spared not the natural branches, take heed lest He spare not
thee " (3) The Gentiles, the sons of Adam are who He meant. Any unbelieving Jew or
Gentile is in no way a heaven's branch. The fact is that they both stem from Adam.

Now let us see what Jesus further declares, "If a man abide not in me, he is cast forth as
a branch, and it withers, and men gather them and cast them into the fire and they are
burned." (3) This is the picture of the Father as the vine- dresser pruning His earthly
vineyard of all dead branches. We must face the fact; Jesns made this declaration to
Jews in the upper room, Jews who had come from the ancient background of Israel,
that was at that time the cradle of the Christian religion. If God could not spare Jews
in unbelief, what chance would there be for unbelieving Gentiles of then and now.
Unbelief has always cut off the flow of the "DIVINE SAP" and only eternal death, hus
pictured, can be the final state of the unbeliever. Jesus has declared it and the analogy
pictures it. All unbelievers face a hopeless eternity.

The unbelieving, hate inspiring Communistic movement has engulfed the minds of
millions of this earth, who are now moving down the slippery path that leads to an
everlasting hell. Whether we are Communists or not and are living m unbelief and
rejecting Christ as our personal Saviour, we are sliding along the same slippery path no
matter what our political opinions may be. Communism is not only a politica
philosophy; it is a religion, for it demands complete allegiance of body, mind, soul and
spirit. Every part of one's being must bow at the shrine of the state religion, an idea
that is as old as the Greeks who first conceived it in unbelief.

The only hope man has is the way of the CROSS. Let us bow our heads in humble
repentance before our eternal God for our sins and transgressions. Believe in Jesus
Christ, HEAVEN'S VINE, and live forever in the Father's eternal kingdom.

This brings us to a final word. When God through his great love and desire for our
eternal happiness saw fit to give us natural life. He did it without our mdividual choice^
Since sin became the natural tendency of we mortals, and since God did not want man
to perish in sin. He has given man the power of choice. Man can decide what his
eternal destiny will be. He can just drift along the broad way of sin or choose eternal
life throngh the conditions God has prepared through His only begotten Son.

God will not compel us to live with Him eternally. We must manifest a desire to do so.
God's great and wonderful invitation to all mankind has been given by Christ to both
Jew and Gentile alike. "Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I wdl
give you rest. Take my yoke upon you and learn of me; for I am meek and lowly in
heart, and ye shall find rest unto yonr souls. For my yoke is easy and my burden is
light." (5)
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This invitation requires a definite decision, a definite choice. No one can make the
choice for another. Sin has separated man from God and if he ignores this invitation as
a son of Adam he is already eternally lost. God has done His part fully and completely.
As sons of Adam, mankind is left to do his part...or perish.

(1) John 15: lb, 2a (2) Romans 11:17 b (3) v. 21 (4) John 15: 7, Mathew 11: 28-30
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WHEN CHRIST IS LIFTED UP, HE DRAWS MEN UNTO HIMSELF.

POWER
OF
CHRST
By WESLEY R. HURST SR

ID

A CLOSE STUDY OF THE FOUR GospELS Hiakes US aware
/# that during Christ's earthly life His teachings and
miracles failed to draw and hold men. "Though he had
done so many miracles before them, yet they believed not
on him" (John 12:37). It was not until the Crucifixion
and Resurrection that men were drawn to Him.
At the present time we are confronted with the denial

of Christ's miracles and the questioning of the soundness
and authenticity of His teachings. These miracles and
teachings could not be denied in the days of His ministry
because men were eye witnesses of these miracles.
This shows how weak is the position taken today by

some who say that Christ was simply a good man an
example to inspire us to a better life; because the mira
cles and teachings of Christ were insufficient to draw and
hold men in the days of His earthly ministry.
How significant, then,'is our Lord's declaration: "And

I, if I be lifted up from the earth, will draw all men unto
me" (John 12:32). The literal Greek translation of this
reads, "When I am lifted up from the earth, I will draw
all men unto me." If this fact applied when Christ was
on earth, it still applies in our day.
The full glory of Christ's divine Sonship burst upon

men a\ter He had been lifted up on the Cross. It is this
lifted-up position that has given Christ His magnetic
power, and the Cross is the pivot around which the full
glory of Christ revolves.
The first part of the verse, "When I am lifted up,"

states the absolute necessity for this lifted-up position.
This truth is found again in John 8:28: "When ye have
Ifted up the Son of Man, then shall ye know that I am
he, and that I do nothing of myself; hut as my Father
hath taught me, I speak these things." Note that in this
statement Jesus said, "When ye have lifted up the Son of
Man." This speaks of our human weakness that He took
upon Himself, carried to the Cross, and lifted up.
This statement continues, "Then shall ye know that

I am he." After He was lifted up. His divine Sonship
would he fully glorified and revealed. This declaration
makes clear His eternal relationship with God. Christ
must first he revealed as the Seed of Abraham so that
His eternal relationship to God might become known to
man. This relationship to God could not he made plain
to men until He had been lifted up on the Cross. The
ultimate goal of all Christ's earthly life and ministry was
to bring into focus His divinity as the Son of God and
the Saviour of all mankind.

His divine nature as the Son of God had to he revealed

men before the wonder and glory of His humility in
on human weakness could have an effect on a sin-
d.

The w^^^r of the personality of Christ is that He con-
His O«id-power under His humanity until men, in

their wtath, lifftd Him up on the Cross. His God-power
was then pqyealed ilvHis glorious resurrection, which was
the miracle all ninS^s. It is the magnetism of such
an unselfish gfvjng of HJs love that has continued to
draw men to Christ Jhroughtitt centuries.
The Jews wantedTtp make tjirist their earthly king,

hut His being lifted upN^n the Cross revealed more than
an earthly kingship could-eyer hav^done.

In the second part of the vfe'rse He states, "I will draw
all men unto me." This declares the results'-qf lifting up
Christ. After the resurrection, when Christ been

The Pentecostal Evan



lifted up in immortal glory before the eyes of the disciples
jnd others, then it was that men began to be drawn to
{-Jim; His magnetic power held them and they could not
let go. , . , . , ,
This drawing power of Christ continued in the early

church and captivated men and women in every walk of
life. Once they became fastened to Christ, they would go
to death rather than let go of Him. This magnetic power
has encircled the globe and continues to draw men. There
is no personality so challenging in the world today as the
magnetic Christ.
The magnetic power of Christ does not operate, how

ever, where the Son of God is not lifted up. The battle
ground of the centuries has not been around His human
ity, but around His deity.
Far too many churches today are giving priority to the

Son of Man—Jesus as a good teacher and example—-
rather than to the Son of God—Jesus as God descending
to man, as Redeemer and Saviour of the world. This is
why many are forsaking Christ. They are forgetting His
divine Sonship and relation to God, and limiting His
relevancy today to that of a great teacher and example.
In Daniel 3 we have a picture of what happens when

the Son of God is lifted up. This is the story of Shadrach,
Meshach, and Abednego who were cast into the fiery
furnace by Nebuchadnezzar because they would not bow
down and worship the golden image. After they were cast
into the furnace, verse 25 tells us what the king saw;
"Lo, I see four men loose, walking in the midst of the
fire, and they have no hurt; and the form of the fourth
is like the Son of God" (Daniel 3:25).
Note he said, So:i oj God. This pictures the lifting up

of the Son of God in circumstances beyond all compre

hension. The result is seen in the decree the king made:
"That every people, nation, and language which speak
anything amiss against the God of Shadrach, Meshach,
and Abednego shall be cut in pieces, and their houses
made a dunghill ; because there in no other God that
can deliver after this sort" (Daniel 3:29). It was this
manifestation of divine power which drew the king to
honor Jehovah.
The divine Sonship of Christ in His eternal relation

ship with God must be exalted before the world today.
Men and women are saved whenever the Son of God is
lifted up. Every time Christians show the grace of God in
their lives, Christ is again lifted up. Men and women
are drawn by His magnetic power to churches where
Christ is uplifted. And this power in them grips others.
This is like the huge magnet used in unloading scrap

iron. The scrap iron lies dormant until the magnet sets its
power upon it. When the magnet charges one piece of
scrap iron and it in turn touches another piece, then both
of them are lifted together.

Sinful humanity is like dead, useless scrap iron, and
only the magnetic power of Christ can lift it upward. If
the magnetic drawing power of Christ is not applied, it
continues to be dead.

When the church fails to lift up Christ as the Son of
God and the crucified Redeemer who saves lost and dying
men, the natural result is a lifeless church and a fruitless

church and a fruitless ministry. What a tragedy it is
to ignore the words of Jesus, "When I am lifted up,
I will draw all men unto me."

If the Church fails in this generation, it will be
because Christ has not been lifted up as the Son of God
in its meetings and in the lives of Christian people.

THERE ARE MANY WAYS TO OELIVER LIGHT...

OCTOBEH 20,1968

Sometimes the gospel light is beamed round the
world on powerful radio stations. Sometimes

it is delivered personally, o spoken word at the
door of a heathen home. Speed-the-Light is a

delivery service: it helps penetrate the gloom
of sin by transporting missionaries to the spot

•for p>ersonal witness. It provides printing
presses and radio equipment. Whatever the

means, it helps get the gospel there. You con
help Speed-the-Light by giving on Dollar Day.

[MiMJllMJW
SPEED LIGHT DOLLAR DAY
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Mrs. Clara Shannon was given six monrhs to live
when the Lord healed her over 40 years ago.

I  i,/ I,.., .

^

Mi'

jiiK*

By Evangelist WESLEY R. HURST Sr

Through the years I have seen a great number
of cases of divine healing that have proved to be

|)ermanent. In most of these the healing has come in con
nection with the corporate prayer of the church.
James said, "Is any sick among you? let him call for

the elders of the church; and let them pray over him,
anointing him with oil in the name of the Lord: and the
prayer of faith shall save the sick, and the Lord shall
raise him up" (James 5:14, 15). This suggests corporate
faith. When the body of Christ, the Church, will take
time with love and united compassion to pray the prayer
of faith, Jesus stands ready to heal in our day.
A great healing by Jesus Christ took place in the fall

of 1926 at Annandale, Minnesota. A young country
schoolteacher named Betty Davis—who some years later
went to India—as an Assemblies of God missionary—
went to the home of Mrs. Clara Shannon and told her
about the love and compassion of Jesus to save and
heal. Mrs. Shannon was in a wheelchair with multiple
sclerosis, and the doctors had said that she might not live
more than six months longer.
The visit of Betty Davis planted the seed of faith in

the woman's heart, and eventually she asked to be
anointed with oil and prayed for. It was at a time when a
group of young people and other folk had been engaged
m protracted prayer meetings at the parsonage.
It was Saturday night when we went to this home,

while the people in the prayer group were on their knees
It the parsonage. We anointed and laid hands on Clara
Shannon, prayed the prayer of faith, and she immediately
got up out of the wheelchair and walked across the room!

On seeing this, her husband, an unsaved man, said,
Pray for me!" His right forearm had been broken while

i^ranking a Model T Ford and it was in a cast. So we
proceeded to anoint him with oil and to lay hands on him.

wife put her hands on his forearm as we prayed and
^he felt the bones in his arm move as together we sensed
'he power of Jesus.
He immediately said, "My arm is healed!" and he

proceeded to unwrap the cast (as we looked on with
'"ixiety). To prove that he was healed he went and got
i* lull bucket of coal, lifted it up, and dumped the coal
into the stove.

Early the next morning they both walked three blocks
the parsonage. The husband was not yet saved but did

get saved later. As this was noised about the small town
there was a real stir as we had hoped there would be.
The two local doctors were very much excited. Our
praying church had by then become a topic of conversa
tion.

Some time later Clara Shannon's doctor requested that
she come to his office. He asked her to walk across his
office because he wanted to see her walk. Then, a little
agitated, he said, "Well, it won't last." How much this
affected her faith is hard to say, for there were other
doubting friends that pestered her, but in a few weeks
she was back in her wheelchair. Her poor husband had
become fearful and wrapped up his arm again; so Satan
blew our testimony to the winds. It was a very hard
blow to a new Holy Ghost church !
But his cast was soon off again: and after he was

saved, he testified that the Lord really had healed his arm.
Some months later Dr. Lillian Yeomans and her sister

were in Minneapiolis for services. They were asked to
come to Annandale for a day of meetings. In the after
noon Clara Shannon and her husband were there, and we
all engaged in a prolonged time of prayer that her heal
ing might be renewed. This time the healing came a little
at a time as we kept believing and trusting the Lord for a
full deliverance. Soon she was out of the wheelchair
again.

Clara Shannon has lived for more than 40 years to
proved Jesus healings do last. Her husband passed away
some years ago, and she continues to live in Minneapolis.
These healings took place in answer to the prayers of a

number of God s children. We call this corporate prayer.
We have an example of this in Luke 5:20: "When he
saw their faith, he said unto him, Man, thy sins are for
given thee."

After His resurrection Jesus gave the commandment
to His disciples to go into all the world and preach the
gospel. Then He said, "These signs should follow them
that believe;. . . they shall lay hands on the sick, and they
shall recover." This is very definitely corporate action.

I could relate a good number of cases in my experience
back through the years where persons were wonderfully
healed. For many of these there was no human help.
And these healings have lasted.
This responsibility of corporate prayer for the sick

has not been withdrawn from the body of believers. Let
us believe God to perform more miracles today. ^0^

May 19, 1968
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DESTROYED VOICE RESTORED
I had an affliction in my throat that the doctors

diagnosed as an infected gland and goiter. From
March 17 to May 14 I could speak only in a
whisper and the doctors said I would never be
able to speak aloud again. On May 13, 1941, at a
cottage prayer meeting Pastor J. R. Vest prayed
over and anointed a handkerchief for me. Mrs.
Moore brought it to me that night and I put
it on my body. The next morning I awoke speak
ing in my natural voice.—Mrs. Ollic Recce,
Hcrculancum, Mo.

Ed. note—We held this testimony received in
May until July when we wrote Mrs. Recce. She
replied that she is talking in her natural voice
and expects to continue doing so. Her pastor,
J. R. Vest, of Hcrculancum, Missouri sent us word
that the healing took place as staled and that
in July she is still talking naturally.

HEALED OF MILK LEG AND OTHER
ailments

I had had kidney trouble all of my life, had
suffered with change of life for ten years, had
suffered with milk leg for twenty-four years, and
with stomach trouble for two years. I was saved
in the Assembly of God and fiJlcd with the Spirit.
Then on June 2. 1938 I was anointed and prayed
for and was instantly healed of my four diseases.
That night I slept soundly for the first thnc in a
long time, and awoke the next morning feeling
fir>c. I am now doing my own washing for a
family of six, for the first time in eleven years.—
Mrs. Virgic Maxcy, Yellviile, Arkansas.
Ed- note—Her pastor George L. McKinncy,

Box 318, Yellviile, Arkansas has written us a
letter vouching for the truth of the above testi
mony. He speaks from his own personal knowl
edge.

HEALED OF APPENDICITIS

I had been bothered off and on with my side
all summer, and on October 18 I began vomiting
and vomited all day. and was in great and constant
pain. We called the doctor in the evening and he
said it was appendicitis. He left me some medi
cine but I didn't want to lake it so my father went
to Hiawatha, Kansas for the elders. About mid
night, after they closed a revival service, Pastor
John D. Moore, 706 Iowa Street, Hiawatha,
Kansas, and Evangelist R. W. Shackelford came
and prayed for me. I was instantly healed and
rode fourteen miles to Hiawatha the next day
to service. The ride did not bother me at all.
I am healed.—Lcona Dc Busk, Xlorrill, Kansas.
Ed. note—This testimony came in early in 1941,

and was accompanied by a word of verification
by Pastor John D. Moore. We held it as our
custom is for some lime and then wrote Miss

Dc Busk. May 29, 1941 we received word from
her that she had never had another pain.

HEALED OF INSANITY

The reader will understand that as to part of
what 1 say I have to depend on what others icl!
me about my condition. For three weeks I was
insane. Someone called Sister Pearl Jordan of
Brundidgc, Alabama to pray for tne. After
about thirty minutes of praying I began to laugh
iasaoeiy. A large crowd were there and they were
very much upset. They thought my being prayed
for was making me much worse. They even
talked of whipping Sister Brundidgc. After I
had laughed insar>c)y for a while I came to ray
senses and said, "Folks I am healed." Then the
doctor came and I told him I had been healed. He

had been treating me, and he was surprised. After
the doctor left I asked for my dress, and got up
shouting and praising God. That has been several
years ago and I have been sane ever since.—Mrs.
J. T. Danster, Route 1, Tconville, Alabama.
Ed. note—Accompanying the above testimony is

a  letter from Mrs. Pearl Jordan of Brundidgc,

Alabama, verifying the account Sister Danster
gives of her insanity and her healing. Sister
Jordan says Sister Danster is still in her right
mind.

HEALED OF ULCERS

/  In 1925 I had been miraculously healed
paralysis which had been pronounced incurable i knocking at the door is full of meaning for this

A LIGHT TO LIGHTEN THE BLACK-OUT

of [ Holman's Hunt's famous picture of Christ

by the specialists at Rochester, and so when in
1939 I became seriously afflicted and was sui-

. fcring great pain in my bladder and bowels I did
go for a diagnosis until January 1930. At

that time my condition became so serious that
my husband became alarmed and insisted that I
go to the doctor. He said I had an ulcer. He
advised treatments to cure th* ulcer and an opera
tion to remove the cause of it, which he said
was lascerations. I did not take the treatments

but tried to trust the Lord. Prayer was offered
for me from time to time but the condemnation
in our hearts because we were not faithful in

paying our tithes kept me from getting relief.
I grew worse and worse, and was greatly tempted
to go to the hospital. Appointments were made
and then we would pray for God to hinder if it
be not His will. Then it would become impossible
for me to go. By November I had become so

Diu something had to be done. November

25 was set for another trip to the clinic. I was
just ready to start when our pastor appeared at
the door. He prayed (or me and anointed me and
God healed me.—Mrs. William J. Shannon,
Annandalc, Minnesota.

Eid. note—This testimony was received in
March, 1941. We held it for some time and then
wrote Sister Shannon. In August she replied
that the healing was complete, having had no
return of the malady after the pastor prayed for
her in November. She also enclosed the testi
monies of two of her neighbors, Mcsdames J. W.
Barker and Inez L. Dawrs Carlson, verifying her

r<i^ reading for the forces
The American Library .Association s

campaign January 12 for books for soldiers/and
sailors. According to The Cospcl Minister, aooks
and bound magazines can be taken to any Public
library, where they will be sorted and sem out.
Here is an opportunity for Christians io get
many spiritual books such as missionary biography,
Bible studies, and Christian fiction into tl/e hands
of our soldiers and sailors.

on.

MM

J

present time.

The Saviour is pictured standing at the closed
door of a cottage. It represents the heart of
every man. Night has fallen, and the full moon
sheds its mild light on the scene. Weeds overrun
the neglected path: this way has not been trod
for a long time. Fruit lies ungathcred in the gar
den, the fruit of lost opportunity.
And the Saviour stands with a lantern in His

hand—the cheering light of the Gospel. On His
head is a crown of gold, for He is the King
of Glory. Over this is another crown, one of
sharp, cruel thorns. These are the sufferings
He still endures from unrequited love and spurned
mercy.

His hand is raised to knock again, a hand that
bears a deep scar, the print of the nails that
held Him to the cross. A look of infinite love

is on His face.

Someone pointed out to the artist that there
was no handle on the door. "That door opens
from the inside," he replied.

And, friend, your heart's door can only be
opened by you from within. Are you suffering
from spiritual black-out? Let the Light of the
World come in, and all your gloom will dis
appear.

"Behold, I stand at the door, and knock; if
any man hear My voice, and open the door, I will
come in to him, and will sup with him, and he
with Me." Rev. 3 ;20.—.A. L.

ATTENTION: A1

Sunday School

Teachers
Do you find it difiicult to interest child

ren of Beginner age r Do you really know
your Primary pupil? Are you aware
of the value of economy in your Junior
Department? Is ic a problem to win
the Intermediates and hold their interest
in the Sunday School class?

The February issue of Our Sund&y
School CounaeUor will carry articles
dealing with each of the above as well
as many other phases of Sunday School
work. No worker in the Sunday School
should be witliout this valuable monthly
magazine.

Send your subscription TODAY and
resolve to be a better teacher and soul

winner for Christ in 1942. The price?
Just 60c per year; or if your coworkers
also wish this paper, it may be had in
bundles of six or more copies to one
address, only 50c each per year.

GOSPEL PUBLISHING HOUSE
Springfield, Missouri

THRICE BOMBED—THRICE SAVED!

A Pentecostal pastor in Southhampton, Eng
land, has been bombed three times, but God mar-
velously delivered him in each instance.
One Sunday night his church building had a

direct hit. However, the Lord had placed a real
urge upon him in the morning not to have a
meeting that night! Under ordinary circum
stances they would have had community sing
ing around their pipe organ that night, in order
to drown the noise of falling bombs and keep up
morale. Had they done so, a hundred people
probably would have been killed, for the bomb
came through at the organ end and blew it into
a million pieces. "But God—1" They were not
there in the church when the bomb tell, and so

were providentially delivered!
^ The second bombing was at his home. At about
^ a. m. a land mine fell. The house was badly
smashed—gaping holes in the roof and walls,
mirrors shattered into a thousand pieces, and
splinters of glass forced into walls and wood
work like darts. Yet, despite the flying glass,
splintered wood, and falling masonry, the four
who were in the house were unhurt!
The third instance was most remarkable, pcr-

tiaps, of all. After being bombed out of this
home, he began to look for another, and one
was offered to him at a ridiculously low rental.
It was an ideal home. No expense had been
avoided in perfecting it. In addition, there was
a marvelous air-raid shelter attached—25 feel
deep, with two rooms, electric light, heating,
pumps, beds, and even a reserve combustion stove
if the electricity failed. This shelter was the
talk of the neighborhood. The pastor's wife
looked at it, and agreed it was Icvcly, but some
thing seemed to tell her not to take it. She
fought against the feeling. Twice—three times-
four times, she went to sec it, but finally she said.
"Kg, I feel we must not take it." Just one week
later another blitz developed. That wonderful
shelter received a direct hit from a big bomb.
Eight or nine neighbors were sheltering in that
wonderful shelter, and they were all killed! The
house also was destroyed. But they had (ollowcd
God's guidance, and God had protected them
and He has given them a house as lovely as
the one they refused!
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The German States before 1871

Schleswig-
Holstein

L

Mecklenburg
SchwerinOlden-V >t^bufg East Prussia

Pomerania
West Prussia

.'tt^Rpver

Brandenburg
Abbreviations;

A  = Anhall
Westphalia Rosen

^Schw
Rhineiand

Hesse

Nassau Saxony

Thuringia Silesia

Bavaria

Wuerltemberg

=  Brunswick

=  Hohenzollern

=  Hesse-Darmsladt

=  Lubeck

=  Lippe
M.S. = Mecklenburg-

Strelitz

=  Oldenburg
Schw = Schwarzburg
W  = Waldeck
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Church at Dukinfleld, England
Probably the Church Great, Great Grandfather Hurst attended,
The one about which he commented when they refurbished it.

A-l.



Old Stone House in Staieybridge
Ruth and Bud visited with the Current

resident. Christian. Great, Great

Grandfather lived here.

CJreat, Great Grandfather Hurst, the one who said
they had changed from wooden candelsticks to golden
and golden preachers to wooden. Grandmother,
Alice, wrote that his prayers reached Wesley.

m

A long view of the Old Stone House. Great, Great Grandfather lived in the house at the
left end. Great Grandfather. Joseph lived next door. Our grandfather, Joseph was born there.
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Grandfather, Joseph and Dewey
Dad Hurst's Father Grandfather, Joseph Hurst

m

The Joseph Hurst Family: Lila. Grandfather Joseph. Wesley,
Neva. Archie. Grandmother Alice and Rubv
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Wesley R. Hurst
&

Neva Gilbertson

Marriage certitlcate

Tulare, Ctilifornia, // 191/

4, 4* «fMMM

Dad Hurst borrowed

money to pay for
the funeral bill

for his beloved

wife, Neva.

/Z,
FRANK W. aOBLE

?J. (r. (^ffitif/AeU
m

~  l/l\uu<tAKEH : AM) . E.MBALMEH

'PAerw, Mwn 53 f^orth AT Street

/o /€>0 cro

S- cro

^  / S' O O

Z3 0
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The Joseph and Alice Hurst Family
Neva Hursl, Wesley, Neva Gilbertson Hursl, Joseph, Archie, Alice, Phyllis, Lila, Ruby

Phyllis "dresses Up"
About Five

Phyllis Mature!!!

Phyllis with her Mother, Neva Gilbertson Hurst
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The Advent Christian Church in Annandale, Minnesota
A recent photo

■' ' >"■' 4?

The Parsonage
With the Church in the background.

Dewey and Ruth were born in this house.
Wes and Dewey were tied to the tree in the front yard.
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IITM.N KKYKAI.EU TO MISS III RST

On Sunday afternoon, January twenty-

fourth the regular Sunday afternoon

Bible study and prayer meeting wm held
at the Advent Christian parsonage, and
a number were in attendance. While In

prayer Miss Phyllis Hurst, daughter
the pastor, Wesley R. Hurst, had a gospel

song revealed to her through the medium
of the Holy Spirit, both in words and

music. Miss Hurst had never attempted

before to write a song or any music.
Those who were present can testify that
she first received the chorus and immedi

ately sang it, after which she received

the four verses. She sang the song at

the close of the Sunday morning service
which Is the first time it had lieen sung

In public. This should lead us to see that

the days of God's direct leading is not
past. Many of the go-spel songs that are

sung today came by this same way of

direct leading from God. The following
are the words of the song;

WONT YOU COME?

Oh! awake thou sinner plunged in sin.

Awake! and let God's love come In.

When the waves around your boat do

roar.

He will make thy spirits up to soar.

What if you should awake some day,
And find no matter what you could do

or say;

Tlie blessed door would be closed forever.

And thou poor sinner to enter never?

He is knocking, knocking gently at your

heart:

Wont you hear him and Just now your

journey start?

Wont you come Just now without delay.
Come at his feet all your burdens lay?

Oh! such wondrous peace will flood your

soul,

When at last you've passed the dangerous
shoal;

Oh! you will never once regret.
If you Just once will take this step.

Chorus;

Wont you come? Wont you come?
Wont you come for he is waiting?
Wont .vou come he is calling —

H« will keep you from falling.
Wont you come sinner kneel at His feet?

Note: The above is taken from the

local paper published at Annandale,
jainn. Bro. Hurst writes that the music
for the above song Is ready for the

printers. He hopes to have the song
printed with mnsic soon. Editor.

Phyllis's Song
"Won't you Come?"

The news article e.xplains how the song came to
Phyllis. The article was published in the paper
before the song, itself, was published. Dad Hurst
used the song in his revival metings for years.

Won't You Come?
PHYLU.S MaBQABITE HuBST. P. H. B.

1. Ob, a-waks, thou sin - net plunged in iin, A - wake! and let (iiid'i
2. Oh, what if yon should 'wake some day. And find, nn mat-ter what
3. He ia kiuick-ing, knock-ing grn■ tlyatyuurheart;Wss'tjoohear Him and just
4. Oh! such wiindrous peace niii tiood your soul, When at last you've pa.s9ed the

—m p m ^— iClm-is—* r* P—

—i;

Ei7 ft .4y-—

1 r

N s-

love come in; When the waves a - round your boat do roar, He will
you ciuilti il'i or say, The bless - ed door would he closed lor - e'er. And
now jser joiimeystsrtl Won'tyoucotiie just now with - out de - lay? Come, at
dan - genius shoal; Ob! you will nev - er once re - gret, II

— - -r 1 r

Chorus.

m
make thj spir • ita up to Boar.
thoUy poor soul, to en- terne'er? Won'tyoucome? Won'tyoncome? WoD*t yoa
His fpHt all ynur bnr-dena lay.
Vou just once will take this step. Wnnt you come? Won't you come?

4 J J . : . . # r * *—
g *.l mZ

.D._. -V- K—tV N_ —

€^3

come while He ia wait-inp? Won't you come? He ia caH-ing—He will
while He's wait-ing? »

V—P—y—P——y S 1*— » - •

a
keep you from lall-ing; Won't you come, - ner, kneel at His lect?

^  U 1

E»7r_-*z;r.:
-p—tt

I
at His feet?

h  b ,

1
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The Advent Christian Church & Parsonage
(Original Photo)

In Annandale, Minnesota
Dewey and Rulh were bom in this house.

Wes and Dewey were sometimes tied to the tree in the front yard.
(This picture was from a postcard sent to the folks at 1300 Garileld,
Lincoln, Nebraska, the location of the Evangelistic Tabernacle there.
Mrs. Clara Shannon, the lady miraculously healed, sent the card.)

REV. HURST COMPLETES HIS |
DUTIES AS PASTOR HERE

Last Sunday marked the close of
Rev. W. R. Hurst's work as pastor of
the Advent Christian Church in Ann
andale. Rev. Hurst completed four
years and two months pastorial duties
here. Duriiig that time the debt of the
Church has been wiped away, quite
extensive improvements made and a
balance in the treasury. What is bet
ter, the CO igregation has grown in
numbers of loyal and faithful workers
and the mjmbership increased. The
last Sunday of Rev. Hurst's work here
he received eight members into the
church.

Rev. Hurst was a successful and
beloved paStor and leader of his con
gregation; a good citizen and neigh
bor. He w^ ever willing to assist with
public work whether it was religious
or otherwise, providing it was for a

1 worthy cause. Annandale has lost a
1 good man, and his family. The family
left by automobile Wednesday mom
ing for Chetek, Eau Claire and Water
town, Wisronsin where they will visit j
relatives, and then continue their j
journey to Lincoln, Neb., where Rev.j
Hurst will take up a new field and will,
need all the energy at his command,
and prayers of his friends to carry on
successfully. ?

A-9.



Wesley Sr., Wesley Jr., Ruth,
Frieda, Dewey, Polly

Mary, Marco & Polly, Phyllis, Dewey,
Mother, Dad, Ruth, June & Wes

The family together in Superior, Wis.
When Marco and Polly came home.

Polly, Wes, Dewey, & Phyllis
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Thomas Beebe & Phyllis Hurst
Wedding Party

Ruth. Sally, La Verne Paige, Tom.
Phylli-s, Polly

Phyllis with John and George
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Neva, Lila, Archie, Wesley, Ruby Hurst

Family photo taken for the Lincoln. Neb. Star.

Wlien Dad became pastor of the Evangelistic Tabernacle Wes, Polly, Ruth & Dewey
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Wesley R. Hurst and Frieda Wendtland
Engagement Photos

1916

The Couple

Later years "Kids" are gone
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Dad

With

His "Boys"

Lundeen boy, Wes & Dewey

k.*

Wes &Dewey
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The "Kids"

Dewey, Polly, Ruth. Phyllis. Wes

Dad - A Rare Moment - at Hazel's Nebraska Ranch

He was no Cowboy
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Dad Hurst Married Thrice

Neva Gilbertson Mother of Phyllis

1

Hazel Graff Hurst Frieda Wendtland Hurst
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Dad Miirst

Always the Same
Always handsome and dignified

V GOOD Man
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Hurst Family
Hold Reunion

The Reverend Wesley R. Hurst
f&mlly congregated at the Old
Hickory Lodge, on Lake of the
Ozarks, in northeast Missouri
August 15 - 18 in honor of Rev
erend Hurst's eighty-fifth birth
day anniversary. He was born •
to Joseph and Alice Hurst at
Chetek, Wis.. July 9, 1884, in
the upstairs of a hardware store
which Joseph Hurst and Charlie
Horel ran in partnership. (The
building in Chetek is still being
used.)
The family has grown from

one in 1884, to five married
children, 16 grandchildren, and
11 great-grandchildren. Twenti'-
fiiree of this number gathered
tt^ether for the great event.

Mrs. Harry Johnson Istheoniy
living member ofthe Hurst family
besides Rev. Hurst, She, with
her husband, Harry Johnson, live
at Santa Barbara, Calif. Mr.
Jc^nson will be remembered as
a partner at the Johnson Bro
thers machine shop. He was flie
oldest brother of Neva Pnsgmt
and Ruby Hurst.

Many members of the follow-
ij® related families, and their
children, spent their pioneer
lives in Chetek; and have their
last restiiw places in Uie ceme
tery there. They are ttie Scho-
fields. Hursts, Horels and Van
Valkenbergs.

Rev. Hurst was back in Che
tek preachl!« many times in
later years. He preached his
first sermon January 1916 at the
Advent Christian Church.Shortly
after, he left for Aurora Col
lege, Aurora, fil., where he spent
four years. Durii« thepastyears
he has continued his ministry
by pasturing and holding special
meetings in a large number of
States.
He now lives in Lincon, Nebr'.,

with his wife, Hazel Graff Hurst, ̂
who has retired after teaching!
35 years in the Lincon school j
system.

m

FAIR HILI.

A. C. Church Tent Meetings
880 South 34th Street

Near F Street
rwiAv

BEGINNING JULY 5
SERVICES EACH EVENING AT 8:00

CONTINUING THROUGH JULY

SUNDAY SERVICES 11 A. M. & 8 P. M.

PREACHING ON SALVATION-
FULLNESS OF THE HOLY GHOST
HEALING OF THE BODY,
RESURRECTION,
THE COMING OF CHRIST

EVERYONE WELCOME

REV. WESLEY R. HURST, PASTOR

We pray foi- the sick, accoi-dine to
James .'5:14

Top Left:

Dad Hurst's 85th birthday reunion.
(Article from Chetek newspaper.)

Top right:

The Iron river Cabin

Above:

The Tent meeting advertisement.
Lincoln, Nebraska
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The story ends and continues.

Rev. Wesley R. Hurst
Dies; Service Tuesday

Services wili be held at 10.30

a.m. Tuesday for Rev. Wesley R.
Hurst, retired pastor of
Havelock Assembly of God
church.

A native of Chetek. Wis.. Rev.
Hurst. 88. was a Lincoln resident
for 10 years. He was first or
dained as a minister to the Ad
vent Christian Ctiurches in 1921.

He served as the Advent Chris
tian Churches' home missions
and youth dirertors. as well as
minister to churches in Mineral,
ni., Annandale. Minn, and Lin
coln

After serving as pastor for a
former independent church at
22nd and Garfield in Lincoln.
Rev. Hurst was ordained a

minister to the Assemblv of God

Churches in 1934. He served
As.serably of God Churches in
Cambridge. Paynesville and
Moorhead. .Mmn. as well as
Havelock Assembly of God
Church in Lincoln. His last

church was in Superior. Wis. He
also devoted many years to
evangelistic work.
Rev. Hurst Is surviw^ by his

wife. Hazel; two sons. Rev.
Wesley Jr. of Springfield, Mo.,
Rev. D. V. of Kirkland, Wash.:
three daughters, Mrs. Tom
(Phylisi B«be of KauC'laire,
Wis.. Mrs. M. J. <Pauline> Gotta,
.Mrs. Warren (Ruthi Abbott,

both of Moorhead, Minn.; one
.sister, Mrs. Harry (Lilai Johnson
of Santa Barbara. Calif.: 17
grandchildren and four^great-
grandchildren. ^
Services will be at Havelodt

Assembly of God Church. 7(Hh
and Kearney, with burial in
Greenlawn Gardens. Springfield,
Mo.

.VIUS. \VE.SLEV K. (Frieda) IlUIlST

Dilworth, Minnesota

Born: Watertown, Wisconsin

March 3, 1886
Died: Fargo, North Dakota

April 11, 1960

SERVICES

Assembly of God (Thurch

Thursday, April 14, 1960, 2:00 p.m.

Rev. Ale.x Karmarkovic

Soloist: Rev. Robert Abbott

Organist: Miss Gladys Holm

Interment: Riverside Cemetery
Moorhead, Minnesota

HONORARY PALLBEARERS

Henry Olson Ii-ving Stothers
Sam Iljornevik Walter Gullan

ACTTIVE PALLBEARERS

James McCann B. M. lx?ster
Ilenning Ilolgren Edward Grosz
Donald Helgren Robert Abbott

APPRECIATION

On behalf of the family, we wish to ex
press their gratitude for your kindness
evidenced in thought and deed and lor
your attendence at ilus service.

Services by Wright Funeral Home

122a L.

HIIRST Rev Wesley it., bo.
2535 No. 49th St died .Saturday
Retired Assembly of God
minister Native of Chetek. Wis

Lincoln resident 10 years First
ordained Advent Christian
Churche.s In 1921 Served as
national home missions and

youth directors. Served churches
in .Mineral. III. Annandale.

Minn.. Lincoln '1928). Formerly
pastored an independent church
at 22nd and Garfield. Ordained
■Assembly of God 1934 Served
Cambridge, Paynesville, Minn
Pioneer^ .Assembly of God in
Moorhead. Minn. Last church
Superior. Wis. Evangelistic work
many years. Member Havelock
Assembly of God. Survivors:
wife. Hazel; sons. Rev. Wesley
Jr.. Springfield, Mo., field
secretary for Far East
Assembly of God foreign mis
sions. Rev. D. V . Kirkland.
Wash, president Northwe.st
College Assembly of God
daughters. Mrs. Tom (Phvlist
Beebe. haiuClaire. Wis.. Mrs. M
.J iPaulinei Gotta. Mrs. Warren
(Ruth) Abbott, both .Moorhead,
Wis.; sister. Mrs. Hariy (Lilai
Johnson. Santa Barbara, Calif..
17 grandchildren; /4 great
grandchildren.

Services: 10;30 am Tuesday
Havelock Assembly of God. 70th
and Kearney. Rev, J Robert
Birdwell and Rev Lester W
Diskenson. Burial. Greenlawn
Gardens. Springfield. Mo. Roper
& Sons Mortuary. 4300 0
•Memorials to church.

Mrs. Hurst Rites
To Be Thursday

The funeral of Mrs. Freda M.
Hurst, 74, of Dilworth will be at
2 Thursday in Moorhead Assem-
b1y of God
iCh u r c h , the
I Rev. Alex Kar
markovic offi
ciating.

Soloist will
be Robert Ab-
bott, with
Gladys Holm
organist. Pall
bearers will be
James M c -
Cann, Henning
Helgren, B. M. . ,
Grosz, Robert Abbott and Donald
Helgren.

Burial will be in Riverside
Cemetery, Moorhead. Mrs. Hurst
died Monday.

I
Mrs. Hurst

Lester, Edward

Mrs. Hurst
Dies At 74

Mrs. Wesley R. (Frieda) Huret|
74. of Dilworth, Minn., whose!
husband founded the Moorhead

I Assembly of God Church, die^
jthis morning in a Fargo hospital!
I Mr. and Mrs. Hurst had como
.'here six months ago from Wis!
jconsin when Mrs. Hurst's healtll
began to fail. \

i^m at Watertown, Wis., Marclil
,3, 1886, Mrs. Hurst was educatedj
j there and taught school until her
imarriage at Aurora, 111., July 24,i
1917.

They resided at Aurora three-
years and then Mr. Hurst had
pastorates in Illinois. Wisconsin,
Nebraska and Minnesota.

Ho ca8v»-4o'Mooriiead in 1^
and established the Moorhead
ctorch, remaining as pastor three
years. In 1941 he and Mrs.
Hurst began traveling on evan
gelical tours. They had resided
in Wiscon.sin since 1946, until
coming to Dilworth.

Besides her husband Mrs.
Hurst leaves two sons and three
daughters, The Rev. Wesley R.
Jr., and the Rev. Duane Hurst,
both Springfield, Mo.; Mrs,
Marco (Pauline) Gotta, 1221 16th
St. S., Moorhead: Mrs. Warren
(Ruth) Abbott, 1101 2nd St. S.,
Moorhead, and Mm. Thomas J.
(Phyllis) Beebe, Eau Claire, Wis.

She also leaves a sister in Wis
consin and 15 grandchildren. Ar
rangements will be through
Wright Funeral Home.
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