
  
    
      
    
  


  I Believein Visions


  KennethE Hagin


  Preface


  This book does not contain all the visions I have received from the Lord; however, it does contain the major ones.


  


  


  Chapter 1

  How God Raised Me from a Deathbed


  "He is dead," stated the doctor who delivered me. I was born prematurely on August 20, 1917 in a house in the 900 block of East Standifer Street in McKinney, Texas.



  My Grandmother Drake, who was present at my birth, later told me there was no sign of life in me. Thinking I was dead, the doctor laid me on the foot of the bed, and he and my grandmother continued to work with my mother, who was in very serious condition. She had been ill for several weeks before I was born.


  After about 45 minutes had passed and my mother was doing better, the doctor told my grandmother he would run to his office to get some supplies he needed. While he was gone, my grandmother picked me up to carry me out.


  Suddenly she detected a sign of life. She washed me and put a little dress on me, but she had to use a makeshift diaper because the regular kind would have swallowed me.


  Then she weighed me, and with the little dress and diaper on I weighed slightly more than two pounds.


  Today, even with our advanced medical knowledge and skill and with the incubators we have for premature babies, the chances are practically nil of a baby surviving who weighs fewer than two pounds. I was born in a day when there were no incubators, and I was born in the home, so my chances of living were almost nonexistent.


  'The Baby Is Dead'


  After a while the doctor returned, and my grandmotherasked him what she should feed the baby.


  "The baby is dead," he said. "I examined him earlier."


  When she told him I was alive and she had washed and dressed me, he reached into his pocket for a sample package of baby formula. "Feed this to him," he said. "It will last longer than he will."


  Granny mixed the baby formula and fed it to me. After that was all gone, she gave me milk, feeding it to me a drop at a time with an eye dropper. She said she had never seen anyone so tiny — she had a large comb that was no longer than I was. She said sometimes even a single drop of milk in my mouth would choke me, causing me to strangle and turn blue.


  My childhood was not like other children's, for I had been born with a deformed heart and was not able to lead a normal, active life. I wasn't completely incapacitated, but my activities were limited. I wasn't able to run and play as other children did.


  In those days, children didn't start school until the age of 7. However, I learned to read when I was 6. My brother was already in school, so I read his books. Since I couldn't use my body, I used my mind.


  Soon after I started school, I learned that children are prone to take advantage of a weaker child. I guess that proves how big they are. I couldn't fight to defend myself because I would lose my breath, turn blue, and almost pass out, so I decided I would have to have an equalizer.


  There was one boy in our class who was the bully of the playground. He was three years older than the rest of us, because he had failed three grades. He would run up to someone and knock him or her down. Knowing I couldn't fight, he seemed to delight in picking on me. One How God Raised Me from a Deathbed


  day I found a two-by-four that was about 20 inches long.


  The next time he hit me, I got the two-by-four, slipped up on him, and knocked him in the head. He was out cold for 40 minutes. He soon learned to leave me alone. (When a person can't fight, he has to learn to take care of himself some way — and I had.) My older brother learned not to fight with me, either, for I knocked him in the head with a hammer once, and he was unconscious for 45 minutes!


  During the years when I was growing up, I was always very small for my age. My brother would tell me I would never be any bigger than a 56-year-old man we knew who weighed only 89 pounds and was the size of a 10-year-old boy. When my brother wanted me to do something for him, he would say that if I didn't do it I would turn into a girl when I was 12 years old. Of course, he was always about half a block away and running when he said that, because he knew I would hit him with anything I could get my hands on!


  My father left Momma and us children when I was still very young, leaving her with all the responsibility for pro-viding and caring for us. When I was 9 years old I went to live with Momma's parents, because Momma's health was very poor and she needed help in taking care of us.


  Bedfast at Age 15


  At the age of 15, just four months before my 16th birth-day, I became totally bedfast. Five doctors, including one who had practiced at the Mayo Clinic, were on my case.


  My Grandfather Drake, although not a wealthy man, was a man of some means. He had quite a bit of property, although this was during the days of the Great Depression when property wasn't worth too much. If the doctors at Mayo Clinic had been able to help me, he would have sent me there. However, our doctors said that the doctor who had been at Mayo was one of the best doctors in America, and if he said nothing could be done, it would be a waste of time and money to make the trip to the Mayo Clinic. They said there was absolutely no hope for me; I didn't have one chance in a million of living. As far as medical science was concerned, to their knowledge, no one in my condition had ever lived past 16 years of age.


  Day after day and week after week I lay on the bed of sickness, wondering what was wrong with me. I knew something was wrong with my heart, but I didn't know exactly what it was, because the doctors didn't tell me.


  Later I learned that I had two serious organic heart problems.


  My body became partially paralyzed. I can remember seeing a glass of water beside my bed, wanting to drink it, and not understanding why I couldn't get it. After strict concentration of all my mental powers on it for 45


  minutes, I would be able to reach my hand over to it, but I couldn't pick the glass up. One of the doctors said I was bordering on total paralysis and eventually would become completely paralyzed.


  Sometimes three weeks would pass when I didn't know anything. My mother and grandmother fed and cared for me, for I was as helpless as a baby. I reached the point where I could hardly hear them talking to me. They later told me that they would put their mouths down to my ear and shout at the top of their voices, but I could barely hear them. It seemed as if they were a block away. I was somewhere between reality and unreality.


  / Went to Hell



  I gave my heart to the Lord and was born again the very first night I became bedfast. That was Saturday, April 22, 1933 at 7:40 p.m. in the south bedroom of 405 North College Street in McKinney, Texas.


  Earlier that evening, my heart had stopped beating and the spiritual man who lives in my body had departed.


  When death seized my body, my grandmother, my younger brother, and my mother were sitting in the room.


  I had time only to tell them "goodbye." Then the inner man rushed out of my body and left my body lying dead, with eyes set and flesh cold.*


  I went down, down, down until the lights of the earth faded away. I don't mean I fainted — I don't mean I was unconscious — I have proof that I was actually dead. My eyes were set, my heart had stopped beating, and my pulse had ceased.


  The Scriptures tell us about the lost being cast into outer darkness where there is weeping and gnashing of teeth (Matt. 25:30). The farther down I went, the blacker it became, until it was all blackness — I could not have seen my hand if it had been one inch in front of my eyes.


  And the farther down I went, the hotter and more stifling it became.


  Finally, far below me, I could see lights flickering on the walls of the caverns of the damned. The lights were caused by the fires of hell. The giant, white-crested orb of flame pulled me, drawing me as a magnet draws metal to itself. I did not want to go, but just as metal jumps


  *For a complete account of this experience, see Rev. Hagin's minibook, I Went to Hell.


  to the magnet, my spirit was drawn to that place. I could not take my eyes off of it. The heat beat me in the face.



  Many years have gone by, yet I can see it just as clearly today as I saw it then. It is as fresh in my memory as if it just happened.


  I came to the entrance of hell. People ask, "What does the entrance of hell look like?" I cannot describe it, because if I tried, I would have to have something with which to compare it. (Similarly, if a person had never seen a tree in his life, it would be impossible to tell him what a tree looks like.)


  Coming to the entrance, I paused momentarily, because I did not want to go in. I sensed that one more foot, one more step, one more yard, and I would be gone forever and could not come out of that horrible place!


  Upon reaching the bottom of the pit, I became conscious of some kind of spirit being by my side. I had not looked at him, because I could not take my gaze off of the fires of hell. But when I paused, the creature laid his hand on my arm to escort me in.


  At that same moment, a voice spoke from far above the blackness, above the earth, and above the heavens. I don't know if it was the voice of God, Jesus, an angel, or who. I did not see him, and I do not know what he said, because he did not speak in English; he spoke in some other tongue.


  When he spoke, his words reverberated throughout the region of the damned, shaking it like a leaf in the wind, and causing the creature to take his hand off my arm.


  I did not turn around, but an unseen power, like a suction, pulled me up, away from the fire, away from the heat,and back into the shadows of the absorbing darkness.


  I began to ascend until I came to the top of the pit and saw the lights of the earth. I saw my grandparents' home, went through the wall back into my bedroom, and it was just as real to me as it was any time I had entered through the door (my spirit needed no door).


  I slipped back into my body as easily as a man slips into his trousers in the morning. It was the same way in which I had gone out — through my mouth.


  I began to talk to my grandmother. She said, "Son, I thought you were dead."


  My great-grandfather had been a medical doctor, and Granny had worked with him. She later told me, "I dressed many people for burial and laid them out in days gone by.


  I have had much experience with death, but I learned more about death in dealing with you and your experiences than I ever knew before. You were dead. You had no pulse or heartbeat, and your eyes were set."


  "Granny," I said, "I am going again. I am dying.



  Where is Momma?"


  "Your mother is out on the porch," she replied. And about that time I heard my mother praying at the top of her voice as she walked up and down the porch.


  "Where is my brother?" I asked.


  "He ran next door to call the doctor," Granny answered.


  If you're not ready to go, you want somebody with you.


  You're afraid! I said, "Granny, don't leave me! Don't leave me! I'm afraid I'll go while you're gone! I want somebodywith me! Don't leave me!" So she gathered me into her arms again.


  I said, "Tell Momma I said goodbye. Tell Momma I love her. Tell Momma I appreciate everything she has ever done for me and for all of us. And you tell Momma that I said if I've ever put a wrinkle in her face, or a gray hair in her head, I'm sorry, and I ask her to forgive me."


  I felt myself slipping. I said, "Granny, I'm going again.


  You were a second mother to me when Momma's health failed. I appreciate you. Now I'm going, and I won't be back this time." I knew I was dying, unprepared to meet God. I kissed her on the cheek and said goodbye.


  My heart stopped beating for the second time. It's almost as real to me today, nearly half a century later, as it was that day. I felt the blood cease to circulate. The tips of my toes went numb — then my feet, ankles, knees, hips, stomach, and heart. I leaped out of my body and began to descend: down, down, down. Oh, I know it was just a few seconds, but it seemed like an eternity.


  I began to descend again into the darkness until the lights of earth had faded. Down below, the same experience occurred. The voice spoke from heaven and again my spirit came up out of that place — back into my room and back into my body. The only difference this time was that I came up at the foot of the bed.


  I began to talk to Granny again. I said, "I will not be back this time, Granny." I asked, "Where is Grandpa? I want to tell Grandpa goodbye."


  She said, "Son, you know your Granddad went down to the east part of town to collect rent off of some of his rent houses."


  How God Raised Me from a Deathbed


  "Oh," I said, "I remember that now. I just forgot momentarily."


  I said, "Granny, tell Grandpa goodbye. I've never known what it means to have a daddy. He's been the nearest to a daddy I've known. He gave me a home when I had none. Tell him I appreciate him. Tell him I love him.


  Tell Grandpa that I said goodbye."


  Then I left a word for my sister and two brothers, and my heart stopped for the third time. I could feel the circulation as it cut off again — and I leaped out of my body and began to descend.


  Until this time, I had thought, This is not happening to me. This is just a hallucination. It can 't be real!


  But now I thought, This is the third time. I won 't come back this time! Darkness encompassed me 'round about, darker than any night man has ever seen.


  The Horrors of Hell


  I wish I had adequate words to describe the horrors of hell. People go through this life so complacently, so unconcerned, as if they will not have to face hell. But God's Word and my own personal experience tell me differently.


  I know what it is to be unconscious — it is black when you are unconscious — but there is no blackness to compare with outer darkness.


  As I began to descend in the darkness this third time, my spirit cried out, "God, I belong to the church! I've been baptized in water!" I waited for Him to answer, but no answer came — only the echo of my own voice as it came back to mock me.


  It will take more than church membership — it will takemore than being baptized in water — to miss hell and make heaven. Jesus said, ".. .Ye must be born again" (John 3:7).


  Certainly I believe in being baptized in water — but only after a person is born again. Certainly I believe in joining the church — but only after a person is born again.


  If you merely join the church and are baptized in water without being born again, you will go to hell!


  The second time I cried a little louder, "God! I belong to the church! I've been baptized in water!" Again I waited for an answer, but there was no answer, only the echo of my own voice through the darkness.


  It would frighten a congregation out of their wits if I ever imitated the way I screamed the third time, although, if I could scare them out of hell and into heaven, I'd do it! I literally screamed, "GOD! GOD! I BELONGTO THE CHURCH! I'VE BEEN BAPTIZED INWATER!" And all I heard was the echo of my own voice.


  I came again to the bottom of that pit. Again I could feel the heat as it beat me in the face. Again I approached the entrance, the gates into hell itself. That creature took me by the arm. I intended to put up a fight if I could to keep from going in. I only managed to slow down my descent just a little, and he took me by the arm.


  Thank God that voice spoke. I don't know who it was— I didn't see anybody — I just heard the voice. I don't know what he said, but whatever he said, that place shook; it just trembled. And that creature took his hand off my arm.


  It was just as if there was a suction to my back parts.


  It pulled me back, away from the entrance to hell, until I stood in the shadows. Then it pulled me up headfirst.


  As I was going up through the darkness, I began topray. My spirit, the man who lives inside this physical body, is an eternal being, a spirit man. I began to pray,


  "0 God! I come to You in the Name of the Lord Jesus Christ. I ask You to forgive me of my sins and to cleanse me from all sin."


  I came up beside the bed. The difference between the three experiences was that I came up on the porch the first time; I came up at the foot of the bed the second time; and I came up right beside the bed the third time.


  When I got inside my body, my physical voice picked up and continued my prayer right in the middle of the sentence. I was already praying out of my spirit.


  Now, we didn't have all the automobiles in 1933 that we have today — that was in the Depression. But they tell me that between me and Momma praying so loud, traffic was lined up for two blocks on either side of our house!


  They heard me praying from inside the house, and they heard my mother as she walked the porch praying at the top of her voice.


  I looked at the clock and saw it was 20 minutes before 8 o'clock. That was the very hour I was born again due to the mercy of God through the prayers of my mother.


  I felt wonderful — it was just like a two-ton weight had rolled off of my chest. Although I was rejoicing and was happy in my spirit — although I felt wonderful spiritually— I felt no better physically. The doctors had been called, and they told my family that I was going to die. I thought I would die that night, but it no longer bothered me. I knew I was ready to go.


  My experience of being brought back from the dead is not new. Jesus raised three people from the dead: Lazarus, Jairus' daughter, and the widow's son. The Apostle Peterraised Dorcas from the dead; the Apostle Paul raised a young man from the dead; and others throughout Church history have had similar experiences.


  The Best Thing in the World


  Through my experience, God brought me to a knowledge of salvation, which is the best thing in the world to know. I was so thankful to know that my heart was right with God, and to know that if I should die before morning I would go to be with Him.


  Every night when the lights were out and my family was in bed, I was left alone with my thoughts. I did a lot of thinking and praying. I remember thanking God that I was saved and was His child.


  I told the Lord I was going to go to sleep smiling and praising Him, and if I should die during the night, they would find me with a smile on my face and a praise in my heart. While praising the Lord, I would drift off to sleep.


  I never had to take anything to help me sleep, and this is still true today.


  The Bible tells us that God "giveth his beloved sleep"(Ps. 127:2).


  I am His beloved, as is every Christian, so we can simply take that verse, thank Him for it, and go to sleep peacefully. We don't need any tranquilizers.


  The next morning I was awakened by the sun streaming across my bed. The first thing I did was to praise God.


  I thanked Him for the light of another day. I thanked Him for the sun, trees, flowers, grass, and leaves. I thanked Him for the songs the birds sang. I praised Him for all of these little things that are so wonderful, marvelous, and beautiful.


  I had never heard anyone praise God like this, but when one's heart is in tune with God and he knows he is ready for heaven, there is an automatic praise in his soul. I didn't know anything about divine healing. I didn't know that God answered that kind of prayer. But I thanked God that I didn't die and go to hell!



  At noon, when Granny would bring my lunch to me on a tray, I would pray and thank God for food. Then I would say, "Lord, I guess I won't be here by the time the evening shadows fall. I'll probably slip away this afternoon. But I'm so glad I am saved! I'm so glad You didn't let me die and go to hell! I 'm so glad I didn't have to stay down there! "


  After a while, evening would come, and soon I would be alone in the dark once more. Again I would praise the Lord for salvation. I would tell Him that I probably would pass away during the night, but I was thankful to be saved and ready to meet Him. I would go to sleep smiling and praising the . Day after day, week after week, month after month I did this.


  In the fall of that year, when the weather became cooler, I began to feel somewhat better. Granny would prop me up in bed. Then she would bring her Bible to me and prop it up in front of me. I often say that I was a Baptist boy reading my grandmother's "Methodist" Bible.


  When I first started reading the Bible I could read only 10 minutes at a time — I couldn't see after that. The next day I would read for another 10 or 15 minutes. After a few weeks of reading this way, I could read for an hour at a time. Finally I could read for as long as I liked.


  I had been brought up in Sunday School. I can't remember the first time I went to church, nor can Iremember the first time I ever read the Bible. It seems, too, that I have prayed all my life. But until that Satur -


  day night when God permitted me to have a glimpse of hell, I really had never been born again.


  You can be religious and not be a born-again child of God. When you are born again, however, the same Bible that you have been reading all your life suddenly looks different. As I read Granny's Bible, I found that Jesus Christ is the same yesterday, today, and forever.


  The doctors said that I could die at any time, so when I began reading the Bible I began with the New Testament. I reasoned, "I have to utilize this 10 minutes, or whatever time I have, so I will start with the New Testament."


  The Verse That Changed My Life


  I read through the Book of Matthew and began reading in the Book of Mark. There I read a verse which was to transform my life: "Therefore I say unto you, What things soever ye desire, when ye pray, believe that ye receive them, and ye shall have them" (Mark 11:24).


  Salvation is, of course, the most important thing that can happen to a person. But you cannot possibly understand the all-consuming desire a person can have for health, healing, and life when he never has had a normal childhood, has been sick all of his life, and then lies bedfast month after month, knowing that this will be his deathbed before long.


  The greatest desire of my heart was to be well and strong. And here in this verse of Scripture Jesus said,


  "What things soever ye desire, whenyepray, believe thatye receive them, and ye shall have them. " It seemed as if someone had turned on a bright light in a very dark room. And you cannot imagine how dark it can be, even in the daytime, when you are shut in between four walls and are staring at the ceiling all the time with a feeling of utter hopelessness.


  I didn't know that the Psalmist had said, "Thy word is a lamp unto my feet, and a light unto my path"


  (Ps. 119:105). But without knowing the Word, I had the experience. The whole room suddenly seemed engulfed in light, and there seemed to be light on the inside of me.


  I never have forgotten that experience or that Scripture.


  It is as if it were branded on my heart.


  Naturally, the devil was right there to plant doubt in my heart. The minute the light came, he came, too. I didn't know at the time, however, that it was the devil. I didn't have enough spiritual discernment or knowledge of the Word to know.


  Subtly the thought came that maybe the words


  " . . .what things soever ye desire" didn't apply to physical things, but just to spiritual things. Maybe it just meant


  " . . .what things soever ye desire" spiritually.


  The light went out. Doubt had blown out the candle of faith, and I was in the dark again. I had believed what the devil had told me, and again I thought there was no hope. I thought I had to die!


  I decided to send for my pastor and ask him exactly what Mark 11:24 meant. Looking back now, I see how foolish it was to send for someone to ask if Jesus really told the truth or not! But this was all so new to me, and I had great confidence in my pastor up until this time. I would have believed anything he told me. I was just likeso many other people who are following men and not really following God.


  Live by the Word


  I try to tell people whom I minister to not to believe something just because I say it. That doesn't make it so.


  If I cannot prove by the Bible that what I am saying is truth, then don't believe it. Don't accept it. I have no right to force any of my theories or pet doctrines on someone else. I would not want to impose any of my convictions on others. Let us live by the Word of God.


  Longing to talk to my pastor about this Scripture, I called Granny to my bedside and asked her to go get the pastor, who lived about four blocks from our house. She walked to the parsonage, asked to see the pastor, and told him that I wanted him to come to see me. He said he was very busy that day, but he would come two days later.


  She suggested that he come early in the morning, because I was more rested and alert then than later in the day.


  (After about 10 o'clock in the morning, I usually lay in a stupor for the rest of the day.) He said he would come about 8:30 in the morning.


  During the years before I became bedfast, I had been very faithful in attending Sunday School. I never had missed. Yet in all the time I had been sick, the pastor had not been to see me once.


  When Thursday morning came, the day appointed for his visit, I eagerly looked forward to seeing him and ask-ing him the questions that burned on my heart. Eight-thirty came and went. Nine o'clock came, and I looked anxiously for my pastor. Nine-thirty, then 10 o'clock, butstill no word from him. And even though I lay on that bed for another entire year, he never did come to see me.


  Although I was crushed with disappointment and disillusionment at the time, I could look back later and see that it was best that the pastor did not come, for he would have told me the wrong thing. Rather than inspiring my faith to believe God for my physical healing, he simply would have reinforced the doubts I already had.


  When my pastor didn't come to see me, my grandmother walked to another part of town to see yet another preacher in whom she had great confidence. She told him about my condition, and that I had asked to see a preacher.


  He told her that he would come, but he, too, failed to keep his promise. Again I cried with disappointment when he did not arrive, and again it really was a blessing that he didn't. (Many things we cry about are for our own good, but we don't realize it at the time. We wouldn't be crying if we could just see into the future.) My aunt, who was a member of another church, said her pastor would come to see me. However, by this time I was certain that he, too, would not come. My aunt was superintendent of the Junior Department in the Sunday School of her church. During the years I was eligible to go in her department, when I was 9 through 11 years of age, I went to Sunday School with her and never had missed a Sunday. I had met her pastor, of course.


  Job's Comforter Arrives


  One day I heard someone knocking on the front door.


  A member of my family answered the door, and the minute I heard the voice of the caller, I recognized it as the voiceof my aunt's pastor. Suddenly my heart leaped with joy because I thought I could ask him what this Scripture meant. Surely he would know and could clear up this con-fusion in my mind. I knew if this Scripture meant what I thought it meant, I was coming off of that bed!


  At that time only one person at a time was allowed in my room, so the pastor came in alone. Until he stooped over me, I couldn't see him too clearly. Then his face came into focus.


  Partially paralyzed in my throat and tongue, I could not speak distinctly, and I would say a lot of things backwards. Sometimes it would take me a long time to get my words out. Often I would have to stumble around for 10 minutes before I could ask a question. My brain didn't seem to work right.


  I moved my mouth and lips, trying to say something.


  I tried to call his name. I tried to tell him to get my Bible and turn to Mark 11:24 and tell me what it meant, but I couldn't get the words out. I was just stuttering; I couldn't frame the words.


  Before I could say anything, he thought that I was unable to talk. He patted my hand and drawled in his pro-fessionally pious voice, "Just be patient, my boy. In a few more days it will ALL be over." Then he laid my hand down and left the room.


  Although this pastor had prayed no prayer with me, he went into the living room and said a prayer with my family. For some reason, my hearing was very keen at this time, and I could distinctly hear every word he said, although he didn't pray very loudly. He said, "Heavenly Father, we ask You to bless this dear grandmother and grandfather who are about to be bereaved of their grandson. Prepare their hearts for the dark hour that is about to come upon them."


  As I listened to this prayer, I was like the naughty little boy who was being punished by his schoolteacher by having to stand in a corner. He might have been standing up outwardly, but he thought to himself that on the inside he was sitting down. I felt just as rebellious as that little boy. Although I couldn't speak the words audibly, on the inside of me I was shouting, "I' m not dead yet!"


  I listened as this pastor continued his prayer. "Bless this dear, brokenhearted mother who is about to lose her son." My mother had had some hope until then, but he robbed her of what she had, and she started crying.


  Planning My Funeral


  After the preacher left, my grandmother came into my room and asked me if it would be all right for this preacher to preach at my funeral, as he was the only one who had come to see me. I agreed that this would be all right.


  Granny then asked me what songs I wanted sung at my funeral. I told her I didn't have any favorites. They could sing whatever they wanted. She suggested two or three, and I said they would be all right. Then she asked me about pallbearers. She suggested some, and I told her they would be all right. My mother asked me if I wanted to be buried in a certain place that she mentioned, and I agreed. Then they left my room. Although the sun was still shining brightly outside, it seemed ever so dark in my room.


  All of this so stunned me that I lay motionless on my bed for 30 days. 1 gave up and wanted to die. After about30 days, I began to read the Bible again. I still couldn't seem to get away from Mark 11:24: "What things soever ye desire, when ye pray, believe that ye receive them, and ye shall have them."


  Later in the fall I became bolder. I told the Lord I had sent for two preachers who didn't come. The third came, but I realized that it would have been better if he hadn't.


  I told the Lord that when He was on earth He said,


  "What things soever ye desire, when ye pray, believe that ye receive them, and ye shall have them," and that I desired to be healed.


  I told Him I was going to take Him at His Word: I was going to believe He told the truth, and this verse meant what it said. If the New Testament was true, then I was going to come off this bed.


  I told Him I was going to live and not die. "If I don't get off this bed, then the Bible isn't so, and I am going to have them take it and throw it in the trash can." I meant business!


  I was determined to get up from that bed, but I still didn't know how to act my faith in that verse of Scripture. A person can cry, pray, and do everything he knows to do, but if he doesn't have faith, he will remain the same.


  Jesus didn't say just to pray. The key word in this Scripture is believe.


  Feelings vs. Faith


  At this time, I didn't fully understand faith. I prayed and prayed, but I didn't get any results. I was sure that God heard me, and I had a good feeling inside me. Yet my heart still wasn't beating normally.


  What I didn't know then is that we have to go by faith, not by our feelings. We have to stand on the promises in God's Word and not look at the circumstances surrounding us.



  I did improve to the extent that I was able to use my hands. Sometimes Granny would prop me up in bed for a short time. I would reach down and feel my legs. There was no muscle at all, just bone. I was extremely skinny.


  I seemed to be making no real headway, and I said,


  "Lord, I thought You would heal me." I was so sure that He had heard me, but I felt no better. I know now that just feeling better after you pray is no sign that God heard you; likewise, feeling no better after you pray is no sign that God didn't hear you.


  We cannot rely on how we feel. We have to come back to what God's Word says about the matter. For months I struggled this way.


  When New Year's Day 1934 rolled around, it was moving day. Grandpa owned several houses in town, and he decided to move into another one of them. He had told the people who were renting this certain house that he wanted it for his own use. When they moved, he had it redecorated, and then we were ready to move in.


  When the movers came, they moved the furniture from the other parts of the house first, saving the furniture in my bedroom until last. When they came to move my furniture, an ambulance came and moved me.


  While I was riding along in the ambulance, one of the attendants remarked that he had heard I had been in bed for about a year now.


  "Nine months, to be exact," I told him.


  He said that if I felt like it, they would take me for alittle ride through the residential areas so I could see the scenery. I was so happy for this chance to see things I had been missing for so many months. The smallest joys, which we so often take for granted, can bring immense pleasure to one who has been deprived of them for so long.


  I was able to move my head to look out the window as they drove slowly through the town. Then the ambulance attendant said, "Son, if you feel up to it, we'll drive down to the square. Since it is a holiday, there probably won't be much traffic, and you might enjoy it." How wonderful, I thought, to get to see that old courthouse again, the stores, and other buildings in this beloved little town of McKinney with its population of 8,000 or 9,000.


  I saw the familiar old drugstore on the corner. I saw the J. C. Penney's store. Next to that was the Mode O'Day dress shop and next to that was Woolworth's. On down was a shoe store and on the next corner a ladies' ready-to-wear shop. Then we turned to go down the south side of the square. I drank in all of these sights, not knowing when, if ever, I might see them again.


  Just as we turned the corner and started down the south side of the square, I turned and looked at the old courthouse that sat in the middle of the square. I shall never forget that moment as long as I live. In that instant something said to me, "Well, you never did think you would ever see these old buildings again. And you wouldn't have, if it hadn't been for the kindness of the man who is taking you."


  One Gleam of Light Then Iremembered the verse in Mark 11:24: "Whatthings soever ye desire, when ye pray, believe that ye receive them, and ye shall have them, " and I recalled the verse that went before it which said, ".. .he shall have whatsoever he saith."


  As I said it in that ambulance that day, tears rolled down my face. I didn't understand all that I know now.


  I had just one small gleam of light. It was like a little light that might peep through a crack in the door, but it was a beginning point for me this first day of January 1934


  about 2 o'clock in the afternoon.


  I said, "Yes, I will see these buildings and this courthouse again. I will come and stand in this courthouse square, because Jesus said that what you believe in your heart and say with your mouth shall come to pass." I had committed myself.


  January and February went by, and I was still bedfast. March, April, May, June, and July went by. The devil might have said it wasn't working, but I held onto my con-fession and refused to give up. I kept telling the Lord that I was going to hold on, that I was standing on His Word, and it had to work!


  Finally I saw what I had been doing wrong: I wasn 't really believing what God's Word said. I was saying it in my mind, but I wasn't believing it with my heart or acting upon it with my heart.


  I realized that for months I had been hoping I would grow better gradually. I was praying with hope, not faith, and that won't get the job done.


  I realized that my faith was not yet based on what God's Word said, but only on what I could see and feel.


  I could feel that my heart wasn't beating right yet. I often would look at my legs and arms and start crying becausethey were unchanged. I was believing only what I could see with my physical eyes.


  Thus I came to the second week of August 1934. That Tuesday, I prayed through the early morning hours. At the usual time my mother came in and helped me with my bath. It was about 8:30 when she left the room. I continued to pray.


  My Struggle With Mark 11:24


  I had been struggling with Mark 11:24 for a long time, but I still wasn't any better. I told the Lord, "You said when You were on earth that 'what things soever ye desire, when ye pray, believe that ye receive them, and ye shall have them. ' I desire to be healed, and I believe. If You were to stand here in my room and I could see You with my physical eyes and take hold of your hand, and if You were to tell me my trouble is that I'm not believing, I would have to say this isn't true. I am believing."


  Then a voice on the inside of me spoke so clearly it seemed as if someone had spoken audibly: "Yes, you are believing as far as you know, but the last clause of that verse says, 'and ye shall have them. ' "


  I believed as much as I knew how to believe, but I didn't know enough. A person cannot pray and get faith.


  The Bible says that faith comes ".. .by hearing, and hearing by the Word of God" (Rom. 10:17). We need knowledge of the Word. When this light of knowledge from the Word comes, faith is automatically there.


  In this moment, I saw exactly what that verse in Mark 11:24 meant. Until then I was going to wait till I was actually healed. I was looking at my body and testing myheartbeat to see if I had been healed. But I saw that the verse says that you have to believe when you pray. The having comes after the believing. I had been reversing it.


  I was trying to have first and then believe second. That is what most people do.


  7 See It!'


  "I see it. I see it!" I said with joy. "I see what I've got to do, Lord. I've got to believe that my heart is well while I'm still lying here on this bed, and while my heart is not beating right. I've got to believe that my paralysis is gone while I'm still lying here helpless, flat on my back.


  "I believe in my heart that You have heard my prayer!


  I believe that my heart is healed and that my paralysis is gone! I believe in my heart that I have received healing for my body!"


  As I said this, the thought came to me, "You're a pretty thing. Just look at you, claiming to be a Christian and here you are lying. Don't you know the Bible says that all liars will have their part in the lake that burneth with fire and brimstone?"


  "I am not a liar," I declared.


  "Certainly you are, because you said you are healed and you're not."


  "I didn't say that I am healed because I feel like it,"


  I stated. "I'm healed because I believe it. And, devil, if you say I am not, then you are a liar. I am acting on the Word of God. If I am not healed, then Jesus is a liar. Go argue with God about it; don't fuss with me."


  With this, the devil left me alone. Then I said, "Thank God, I'm healed." I lifted my hands and praised God.


  Momentarily, I started to feel my heart to see if it was beating normally, but I caught myself and stated that I wasn't going by feelings but by faith. I kept saying that my heart was well. I praised the Lord in this manner for about 10 minutes.



  Up and Out of Bed


  Then the Holy Spirit spoke as an inner witness on the inside of me and said, "You believe that you are healed.


  If you are healed, then you should be up and out of that bed."


  I felt this was right, so I pushed myself up to a sitting position with my hands. Then I reached down, got hold of my feet, and swung them around to the side of the bed.


  I couldn't feel them, but I could see them. Then I said that I was going to stand and walk.


  The devil fought me every inch of the way. He kept telling me that I was a fool. Of course I couldn't walk, he would tell me. (As long as the devil can keep us in the sense realm, he will defeat us. But if we will stay in the faith realm, we will defeat him!


  I got hold of the bedpost and pulled myself up. The room started spinning, for I had been in this bed for 16months. I closed my eyes, wrapped my arms around the bedpost, and stood there for a few minutes. Finally I opened my eyes and everything had stopped spinning.


  I declared I was healed and I was going to walk. Feeling began to return to my legs! It seemed as if two million pins were pricking me. The nerves were being reactivated.


  I rejoiced because it was so wonderful to have feeling back in those lifeless legs, in spite of the painful prickling sensation. After a short time, the pain left and I felt normal.


  Determined now more than ever to walk, I held onto the bedpost and cautiously took a step. Then I took another. Holding onto pieces of furniture, I managed to walk around the room one time.


  I told no one of this, but the next morning I got up and did the same thing. That night I asked my mother to bring me some clothes because I was going to get up and go to the breakfast table the next morning. She was shocked, but she did as I asked. On the third morning I got out of bed, dressed myself, walked into the kitchen, and joined my family at the breakfast table. And I 've been doing it ever since.


  Return to the Courthouse Square


  On the second Saturday of August 1934, I walked to the courthouse square. It was crowded downtown, because people always came to town on Saturday to do their shop-ping. I had to elbow my way through the crowd to get to the outside curb of the square. As I stood there, tears coursed down my face and I thanked God for His good-ness.


  I took out my New Testament, which I had brought along with me. I don't know what people thought as they watched me standing on the corner with tears streaming down my face as I opened the New Testament to read, but I didn't care. I had read the Scripture which says, "Prove all things; hold fast that which is good" (1 Thess. 5:21).


  I had proved the verse in Mark 11:24, which I had come to love, and had found it true in my life. I knew that God's Word was true. It was possible to have "what thingssoever ye desire" by right believing in God's Word.


  Some time later, a doctor checked my heart and said that I no longer had any kind of heart trouble. He said that people with the type of heart condition I had almost never get well. This had to be a real miracle, because now he could find nothing wrong with me.


  My Ministry Begins


  I soon began my ministry as a young Baptist preacher, and pastored a community church just eight miles from that courthouse square. The first year I pastored, I wore out four pairs of shoes walking to preach. I walked down dusty old roads to preach the Gospel, to tell how Jesus had saved and healed me.


  I used to say, "I'll preach from the Red River to the Gulf of Mexico, telling everywhere I go that Jesus saves, heals, and is coming again. And I'll preach it from the Louisiana border to the New Mexico state line." I thought at the time that covering Texas would be covering quite a bit of territory!


  Because I believed in divine healing, I began associat-ing with Full Gospel people who also believed and preached divine healing. I liked to go to their services, because I enjoyed the fellowship, and hearing others who believed in divine healing made my faith grow stronger.


  They also preached about being filled with the Holy Spirit and speaking in other tongues, something I didn't quite understand or altogether agree with, but I tolerated it in order to have fellowship on the subject of divine healing.


  The thing that bothered me the most, however, waswhen everyone would pray at once. I wasn't accustomed to it and I started to say something a time or two to straighten these people out. Then I heard someone else tell them, "Don't you know God isn't hard of hearing?"


  "He's not nervous, either," they replied.


  When they invited believers to pray at the altar, I would go forward to pray with them, but I would stay as far away as I could, because their praying in unison bothered me. I would get off in a corner somewhere and pray quietly.


  After a while it occurred to me that these people knew about divine healing and my denomination apparently didn't; therefore, they might know more about the Holy Spirit than I did, too. I decided to read through the Acts of the Apostles to see how the Early Church prayed.


  As I read, I couldn't find one place where they called on Deacon Brown or Sister Jones to lead in prayer. I found to my utter amazement that in the Early Church everybody prayed at once. "And being let go, they went to their own company, and reported all that the chief priests and elders had said unto them. And when they heard that, they lifted up their voice to God WITH ONE ACCORD . . . . "


  (Acts 4:23,24).


  The thing that cinched it with me was the 16th chapter of Acts, where I read that Paul and Silas were in jail at midnight. Their backs were bleeding. Their feet were in stocks. Yet at midnight they prayed and sang praises to God, ".. .and the prisoners heard them" (Acts 16:25). Until then I had believed in praying to God, but I believed in being quiet about it. But here I saw that Paul and Silas weren't quiet, even in jail.


  The next time I went to the Full Gospel service andthey invited everyone to the altar to pray, I got right in the middle of them and lifted my voice just like they did.


  I felt wonderful release and freedom in prayer. Jesus said,


  "And ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free" (John 8:32). God's Word is truth, and it will set you free.


  'That Tongues Business'


  But the subject of the baptism of the Holy Spirit and speaking with other tongues which these Full Gospel people preached was quite another matter. That "tongues"


  business was a bitter pill to swallow. I had been warned against it. But as a fellow down in East Texas had said about going around with these Full Gospel people, "It is like a slippery creek bank. You keep fooling around and you'll slip in!"


  I meditated and thought on the Scriptures concerning the Holy Spirit and came to the conclusion that the Full Gospel people were wrong. Tongues weren't necessary; they weren't for us today. A believer could receive this enduement of power without speaking in tongues. That was my own judgment, of course. It certainly wasn't Scripture.


  I said to the Lord, "These are good people, I know. They are thoroughly saved and they knew about divine healing when my church didn't. I certainly believe in the Holy Spirit. And I believe in the infilling, the enduement of power, from on high. I sense a lack of power in my own life and I know I need the infilling of the Holy Spirit. And I expect to receive, all right, but I am of the opinion that the tongues don't go along with it and are not for us today."


  'What Does the Bible Say?'



  Immediately the Lord spoke to my heart. I knew it was the Holy Spirit speaking through the Word. That same still small voice that had brought me off a bed of sickness and into divine healing asked me, "What does the Bible say?"


  I quoted the Scripture, "For the promise is unto you, and to your children, and to all that are afar off, even as many as the Lord our God shall call" (Acts 2:39).


  Then the voice said, "What promise is that?"


  ". . .And ye shall receive the gift of the Holy Ghost"


  (Acts 2:38). "The reference here, Lord, is to the promise of the gift of the Holy Spirit." Then I hastened to add,


  "But Lord, I believe in the Holy Spirit. It is the tongues I am not so sure about."


  The Holy Spirit always leads us in line with the Word.


  The Word and the Spirit agree. I am not in favor of following voices, for a person can go wrong following voices. But we can never go wrong following any voice that leads us to walk in line with the Word of God.


  Jesus said, ". . .he shall receive of mine, and shall shew it unto you "(John 16:14). And, ". . .he shall not speak of himself "Thank God, He does speak. ".. .But whatsoever he shall hear, that shall he speak" (v. 13).


  The born-again Christian has the Holy Spirit in a measure. However, this is not the same as an enduement of power; he is not filled with the Holy Spirit. But there is the work of the Holy Spirit in the New Birth: "The Spirit itself beareth witness with our spirit, that we are the children of God" (Rom. 8:16).


  Then the Lord said to me, "What does Acts 2:4 say?"


  I could quote the Scripture, of course. But just because you have it in your mind does not mean that you really know what it says. You have to have the revelation of it in your spirit to really know what the Word of God means.



  I quoted, "And they were all filled with the Holy Ghost, and began to speak with other tongues, as the Spirit gave them utterance. " I got this far and said, " 'And they were all filled with the Holy Ghost, and began to sp .. .' Oh, I see it, I see it! 'They were all filled with the Holy Ghost, and began to speak.' When I get filled with the Holy Spirit, I will begin to speak in other tongues. Lord, that settles it. I am going down right now to the Full Gospel preacher's house and receive the Holy Spirit!"


  I walked over to the parsonage and knocked on the door. I said, "I've come to get the Holy Spirit."


  The preacher said, "Wait." From that day until this I have never been able to figure out why anyone would ever tell someone to wait to get the Holy Spirit.


  Why Tarrying Isn't Necessary


  Some will say, "Didn't you read where Jesus told His disciples to tarry, and 'to tarry' means 'to wait'?" Yes, but that is not a formula for receiving the Holy Spirit. If that were the formula for receiving the Holy Spirit, then why take out the word "Jerusalem"? Jesus said, " . . .tarry ye in the city of Jerusalem, until ye be endued with power


  from on high" (Luke 24:49). It was just as necessary for that group — the 120 — to be in Jerusalem as it was that they wait.


  Also, they weren't waiting — getting ready and preparing themselves — to be filled with the Holy Spirit. They How God Raised Me from a Deathbed
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  were waiting for the Day of Pentecost. The Holy Spirit could not be given until then. If they had been waiting and preparing themselves, the Bible would have read,


  "When they were ready .. .. " But it reads, "And when the day of Pentecost was fully come.... "( Acts 2 : 1 ) .


  Someone said, "Well, waiting gets you ready." No, it doesn't. Getting saved gets you ready. A fellow down in East Texas said, "I had to take back a pig I had stolen before I could get the Holy Spirit."


  That is trying to clean yourself up, but you can't clean yourself up: "...the blood of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth us from all sin" (1 John 1:7). If you are blood-washed, you are ready right now!


  Cornelius and his household were not only saved but also were filled with the Holy Spirit — in almost the same instant (Acts 11:14,15). They didn't have time to get ready.


  The Holy Spirit fell upon them, and they began to speak with tongues.


  If it hadn't been for speaking in tongues, we Gentiles never would have gotten in the Church. It was strictly Jewish until then. Even Peter himself didn't know that the Gentiles could be saved until he had the vision which is recorded in the tenth chapter of Acts. It astonished the Jews who came with Peter when the Holy Spirit was poured out on the Gentiles. "For they heard them speak wi t h to n g ue s , a nd m a g n i f y Go d . . . . " ( A c t s 1 0 : 4 6) .


  When I told the Full Gospel pastor, "I have come here to get the Holy Spirit," and he told me to wait, I blurted out, "But it won't take me long to receive."


  Because the church was having a revival service that night and it was already 6 o'clock, he wanted me to wait and seek for the baptism in the service. But I knew I wouldhave to wait until the preliminaries and the preaching were over. It would have been 9 o'clock before I could have gotten to the altar, and who wants to wait for a gift?


  I have been associated with Full Gospel people for many years now, and in all that time I have never told anyone to wait for the baptism in the Holy Spirit. If people say they want to get saved tonight, you don't say, "Wait and come to church on Sunday and seek for it." If someone wants you to pray for their healing, you don't say, "Wait." They want to get healed immediately, especially if they are in pain. Salvation is a gift, healing is a gift, and so is the baptism in the Holy Spirit.


  A pastor once said, "I know you can receive the Holy Spirit right away, because we read about it in the Acts of the Apostles. But when you have to wait a long time, the experience means so much more to you. Take me, for instance. It took me three years and six months to get the Holy Spirit. I waited and waited. Now the Holy Spirit really means something to me."


  I said, "Well, poor old Paul didn't know that. I wish you could have gotten to him and told him about it. He got the Holy Spirit immediately when Ananias laid hands on him. He didn't wait, tarry, or seek. But then, all he ever did was write half of the New Testament. Of course, he did more singlehandedly in his 38 years of ministry than any denomination has done in 500 years. But if you could have gotten to him and told him to wait for three years and six months, maybe the Holy Spirit would have meant something to him."


  Seeing my eagerness to receive, the Full Gospel pastor reluctantly said, "Well, come on in, then." I went into the living room and knelt down in front of a large chair. I How God Raised Me from aclosed out everything around me, shut my eyes, and lifted my hands. No one told me to do it; I just lifted my hands.


  How To Receive a Gift


  I said, "Dear Lord, I have come here to receive the Holy Spirit." I repeated in my prayer what I had just learned from Acts 2:39 and Acts 2:4. Then I said, "Your Word says that the Holy Spirit is a gift. Therefore, I realize that the Holy Spirit is received by faith. I received the gift of salvation by faith. I received healing for my body by faith.


  Now I receive the gift You offer."


  Let me point out here that the Holy Spirit was given on the Day of Pentecost, and He has been here ever since.


  God hasn't "given" Him to anyone since the Day of Pentecost. It is a matter now of our receiving Him.


  I can't find in the Acts of the Apostles where the disciples ever asked anyone, "Has God given you the Holy Spirit?" I do read where they asked, "Have you received?"


  Paul didn't ask the Ephesians, "Has God given you the Holy Spirit?" He said, "Have ye RECEIVED the Holy Ghost since ye believed?" (Acts 19:2).


  The emphasis is not on God's giving, because He has already done that. The emphasis is on man's receiving.


  In the Scripture, the Word says, "Therefore being by the right hand of God exalted, and having received of the Father the promise of the Holy Ghost, he hath shed forth this, which ye now see and hear" (Acts 2:33).


  ACTS 8:14,15


  14 Now when the apostles which were at Jerusalem heard that Samaria had received the word of God, they sent unto them Peter and John:


  15 Who, when they were come down, prayed for them, that they might RECEIVE the Holy Ghost.



  Notice that it says "that they might receive." Peter and John didn't pray that God would give the people in Samaria the Holy Spirit. They didn't even pray that God would pour the Holy Spirit out on them; they prayed that they might receive the Holy Spirit: "Then laid they their hands on them, and they RECEIVED the Holy Ghost"(Acts 8:17).


  ACTS 9:17


  17 And Ananias went his way, and entered into the house; and putting his hands on him said, Brother Saul, the Lord, even Jesus, that appeared unto thee in the way as thou camest, hath sent me, that thou mightest receive thy sight, and be filled with the Holy Ghost.


  Ananias didn't say, "God has sent me to pray for you that He would give you the Holy Ghost." He didn't say,


  "God has sent me to pray for you that He would pour His Holy Ghost out upon you." Ananias said, "He sent me, that thou mightest. . . be filled."


  We don't pray that God would send salvation and save someone; all that person has to do is receive. We don't pray that God would send healing and heal someone; we pray that the person would receive healing. Neither do we pray that God would send His Spirit to fill a hungry heart; we need only to open our hearts and receive.


  There in that parsonage in April 1937, I said to the Lord, "The Holy Spirit is a gift. I received salvation by faith. I received healing in my body three years ago by faith. Now I receive the gift of the Holy Spirit by faith.


  And I want to thank You now because I have received."


  Notice that we don't speak in tongues and then know we have the Holy Spirit. We have the Holy Spirit first; then we speak in tongues. "And they were all filled with the Holy Ghost, and began to speak with other tongues, as the Spirit gave them utterance" (Acts 2:4).



  Speaking with other tongues is a result of having received the Holy Spirit. We receive the Holy Spirit first.


  I said to the Lord, "I have received the Holy Spirit.


  He is in me because Jesus promised, 'He shall be in you.'


  I say it with my mouth because I believe in my heart that I have received the Holy Spirit. Now I expect to speak with tongues because they did on the Day of Pentecost.


  And, thank God, I will. I have received the Holy Spirit.


  I believe that. And I will speak with tongues now as the Holy Spirit gives me utterance."


  I was grateful for the Holy Spirit whom I had received and for the speaking with tongues that He was going to give me, so I said, "hallelujah, hallelujah." But I had never felt so spiritually dry in my life as when I said it.


  Feelings and faith are far removed from each other, however, and sometimes when you feel you have the least faith, that is when you have the most! So I said,


  "hallelujah" seven or eight times, even though it seemed as if that word would choke me.


  Speaking in Tongues!


  About the time I had said "hallelujah" for the eighth time, not very fast, but very slowly — way down inside of me — there were these strange words. It seemed as if they were just going around inside me. It seemed that I would know what they would sound like if they were 38


  I Believe in Visions


  spoken, so I started speaking them out. And eight minutes after I first knocked on that pastor's door, I was speaking in tongues! He had said, "Wait, " but instead of waiting, I spent that hour and a half speaking in tongues.


  I believe in waiting on God, of course. We should have


  "tarrying meetings" for everyone who is Spirit filled. It is more wonderful to tarry and wait filled with the Holy Spirit than without.


  During the hour and a half that I was talking in tongues, I had a glorious time in the Lord. Talking in tongues edifies you. "He that speaketh in an unknown tongue edifieth himself.... " (1 Cor. 14:4). This is a spiritual edification, or building up.


  Language students tell us that we have a word in our modern vernacular that is closer to the meaning of the Greek word than "edify," and that is the word "charge."


  We charge a battery — we build it up. Paul said, "He that speaketh in an unknown tongue edifieth himself." He charges himself. He builds himself up like a battery.


  I continued to preach the same thing I had been preaching; I just added a little bit to it. The Holy Spirit will help a minister enlarge his vision.


  My Vision Expands


  I had said, "I'll preach that Jesus saves and heals. I'll preach that He fills with the Holy Spirit and that He is coming again. Now I'll preach from the Atlantic Coast to the Pacific Coast. (I even got bigger in my thinking than Texas. The Holy Spirit will make you even bigger than Texas!) I'll preach it from Los Angeles to New York. I'll preach it from the Gulf of Mexico to the Canadian border."


  And God has blessed my ministry so that I have been able to do it. During the years I was in the field ministry, I traveled more than a million miles throughout the United States and Canada in my automobile.



  For half a century now I have been proclaiming the glorious Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ, first as a local pastor, then as an evangelist throughout North America, and now internationally as a prophet and teacher.


  


  Chapter 2

  Come Up Hither


  As the Lord continued to deal with my life, He appeared to me in vision form on several occasions.


  To understand the scriptural background for visions, let us go back to the Day of Pentecost. Following the mighty outpouring of the Holy Spirit, Peter boldly preached a sermon to those who had gathered to see the marvel of the 120 speaking in other tongues.


  A portion of Peter's message to the crowd is found in the second chapter of the Book of Acts: ACTS 2:14-21


  14But Peter, standing up with the eleven, lifted up his voice, and said unto them, Ye men of Judaea, and all ye that dwell at Jerusalem, be this known unto you, and hearken to my words:


  15For these are not drunken, as ye suppose, seeing it is but the third hour of the day.


  16But this is that which was spoken by the prophet Joel; 17And it shall come to pass in the last days, saith God, I will pour out of my Spirit upon all flesh: and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, and your young men shall see visions, and your old men shall dream dreams: 18And on my servants and on my handmaidens I will pour out in those days of my Spirit; and they shall prophesy: 19And I will shew wonders in heaven above, and signs in the earth beneath; blood, and fire, and vapour of smoke: 20The sun shall be turned into darkness, and the moon into blood, before that great and notable day of the Lord come:


  21And it shall come to pass, that whosoever shall call on the name of the Lord shall be saved.


  As the astonished crowd heard the believers speaking in other tongues, ". . .they were all amazed, and were indoubt, saying one to another, What meaneth this? Others mocking said, These men are full of new wine" (Acts 2:12,13). But Peter boldly proclaimed, ".. .this is that which was spoken by the prophet Joel" (Acts 2:16), and he went on to repeat Joel's prophecy: JOEL 2:28-32


  28 And it shall come to pass afterward, that I will pour out my spirit upon all flesh; and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, your old men shall dream dreams, your young men shall see visions: 29And also upon the servants and upon the handmaids in those days will I pour out my spirit.


  30 And I will shew wonders in the heavens and in the earth, blood, and fire, and pillars of smoke.


  31 The sun shall be turned into darkness, and the moon into blood, before the great and the terrible day of the Lord come.


  32 And it shall come to pass, that whosoever shall call on the name of the Lord shall be delivered: for in mount Zion and in Jerusalem shall be deliverance, as the Lord hath said, and in the remnant whom the Lord shall call.


  In other words, Peter explained, this manifestation which the people were witnessing had been foretold by God's prophet centuries before. It heralded a new dispensation — a new day of God's grace — and the beginning of the "last days" which Joel referred to. Today we are living in the end of these "last days."


  A Young Man's Vision


  One of the fulfillments of Joel's prophecy and the outpouring of the Spirit was that " . . .your young men shall see visions" (Joel 2:28). The Amplified Bible says, "youryoung men shall see visions (that is, divinely granted appearances)" (Acts 2:17). In the next pages I want to tell about a divinely granted appearance I had when I was a young man 33 years old.


  At the time of this experience I was conducting a tent revival in Rockwall, Texas, during the latter part of August and the first part of September 1950. On Saturday, September 2, it rained all day — not a hard, driving rain, but a slow, gentle, soaking rain.


  It was still raining that evening at church time, and when we arrived at the tent there were only about 40people present.


  Rockwall is in the blackland of northcentral Texas, and there is a saying that if you stick with the blackland when it is dry, it will stick with you when it is wet. Many of the people who had been attending the meetings lived in the country, and they couldn't get out to the service that night because of the rain and mud. That is why the crowd was small.


  Because everyone present was a Christian, I gave a Bible lesson and then invited the people to come to the front to pray. It was about 9:30. (Let me say here that I no more expected what was to follow than I expected to be the first man to land on the moon. I hadn't been doing any unusual praying or fasting. I hadn't been praying that I would have such an experience. In fact, I hadn't even thought about such a thing.)


  Everyone was praying around the front, and I knelt on the platform beside a folding chair near the pulpit. I began to pray in other tongues, and I heard a voice say,


  "Come up hither." At first, I didn't realize that the voice was speaking to me. I thought everybody heard it.


  I See Jesus



  "Come up hither," the voice said again. Then I looked and saw Jesus standing about where the top of the tent would be. As I looked up again, the tent had disappeared, the folding chairs had disappeared, every tent pole had disappeared, the pulpit had disappeared, and God permitted me to see into the spirit realm.


  Jesus was standing there, and I stood in His presence.


  He was holding a crown in His hands. This crown was so extraordinarily beautiful that human language cannot begin to describe it.


  Jesus told me, "This is a soulwinner's crown. My people are so careless and indifferent. This crown is for every one of my children. I speak and say, 'Go speak to this one or pray for that one,' but my people are too busy. They put it off, and souls are lost because they will not obey Me."


  When Jesus said that, I wept before Him. I knelt down and repented of my failures. Then Jesus said to me again,


  "Come up hither." It seemed as if I went with Him through the air until we came to a beautiful city. We did not actually go into the city, but we beheld it at close range as one might go up on a mountain and look down on a city in the valley. Its beauty was beyond words!


  Jesus said that people selfishly say they are ready for heaven. They talk about their mansions and the glories of heaven while many around them live in darkness and hopelessness. Jesus said I should share my hope with them and invite them to come to heaven with me.


  Then Jesus turned to me and said, "Now let us go down to hell."


  We came back down out of heaven, and when we gotto earth we didn't stop, but kept going. Numerous Scriptures in the Bible refer to hell as being beneath us. For example, "Hell from beneath is moved for thee to meet thee at thy coming... thou shalt be brought down to hell.... " (Isa. 14:9,15). "Therefore hell hath enlarged herself. . . and he... shall descend into it" (Isa. 5:14).


  We went down to hell, and as we went into that place I saw what appeared to be human beings wrapped in flames. I said, "Lord, this looks just like it did when I died and came to this place on April 22, 1933. You spoke and I came back up out of here. I then repented and prayed, seeking your forgiveness, and You saved me. Only now I feel so different: I am neither afraid nor horrified, as I was then."


  Jesus told me, "Warn men and women about this place," and I cried out with tears that I would.


  He then brought me back to earth. I became aware that I was kneeling on the platform by the folding chair, and Jesus was standing by my side. As He stood there, He talked to me about my ministry. He told me some things in general that He later explained in more detail in another vision. Then Jesus disappeared and I realized I still was kneeling on the platform. I could hear people praying all around me.


  The Angelic Messenger


  About that time the Holy Spirit came upon me again.


  It seemed as if a wind were blowing on me, and I fell flat on my face on the platform. As I lay under the power of God, it seemed as if I were standing high on a plain somewhere in space and I could see for miles and milesaround me, just as one can stand on the great plains of the United States and gaze off into the distance for miles.


  I looked in every direction, but I couldn't see a sign of life anywhere. There were no trees or grass, no flowers or vegetation of any kind. There were no birds or animals.


  I felt so lonely. I was not conscious of my earthly surroundings.


  As I looked to the west, I saw what appeared to be a tiny dot on the horizon. It was the only moving thing I could see. As I watched, it grew larger and came toward me, taking on shape and form.


  Soon I could see it was a horse. As it came closer I could see a man upon the horse. He was riding toward me at full speed. As he approached, I could see he held the reins of the horse's bridle in his right hand, and in his left hand, high above his head, he held a scroll of paper.


  When the horseman came to me, he pulled on the reins and stopped. I stood on his right. He passed the scroll from his left hand to his right hand and handed it to me.


  As I unrolled the scroll, which was a roll of paper 12or 14 inches long, he said, "Take and read." At the top of the page in big, bold, black print were the words "WARAND DESTRUCTION." I was struck dumb. He laid his right hand on my head and said, "Read, in the Name of Jesus Christ!"


  I began to read what was written on the paper, and as the words instructed me, I looked and saw what I had just read about.


  First I read about thousands upon thousands of men in uniform. Then I looked and saw these men marching, wave after wave of soldiers marching as to war. I looked in the direction they were going, and as far as I could seethere were thousands of men marching.


  I turned to read the scroll again, and then looked and saw what I had just read about. I saw many women —old women with snowy white hair, middle-aged women, young women, and teenagers. Some of the younger ones held babies in their arms. All of the women were bowed together in sorrow and were weeping profusely. Those who did not carry babies held their hands on their stomachs as they bowed over and wept. Tears flowed from their eyes like water.


  I looked at the scroll again, and again I looked to see what I had read about. I saw the skyline of a large city.


  Looking closer, I saw the skyscrapers were burned-out hulls. Portions of the city lay in ruins. It was not written that just one city would be destroyed, burned, and in ruins, but that there would be many such cities.


  America's Last Call


  The scroll was written in the first person, and seemed as if Jesus Himself were speaking. I read, "America is receiving her last call. Some nations already have received their last call and never will receive another. "


  Then, in larger print it said, "THE TIME OF THEEND OF ALL THINGS IS AT HAND This statement was repeated four or five times. Jesus also said this was the last great revival.


  He went on to say, "All the gifts of the Spirit will be in operation in the Church in these last days, and the Church will do greater things than even the Early Church did. It will have greater power, signs, and wonders than were recorded in the Acts of the Apostles." He said thatwe have seen and experienced many healings, but we will now behold amazing miracles that have not been seen before.


  Jesus continued, "More and more miracles will be per-formed in the last days which are just ahead, for it is time for the gift of the working of miracles to be more in prom-inence. We now have entered into the era of the miraculous.


  "Many of my own people will not accept the moving of my Spirit, and will turn back and will not be ready to meet Me at my coming. Many will be deceived by false prophets and miracles of satanic origin. But follow the Word of God, the Spirit of God, and Me, and you will not be deceived. I am gathering my own together and am preparing them, for the time is short."


  There were several other exhortations to watchfulness, to awaken and pray, and not to be deceived. Then I read,


  "As it was in the days of Noah, so also shall the coming of the Son of Man be. As I spoke to Noah and said, 'For yet seven days, and I will cause it to rain upon the earth forty days and forty nights; and every living substance that I have made will I destroy from off the face of the earth' [Gen. 7:4], so today Iam speaking and giving America her last warning and call to repentance, and the time that is left is comparable to the last seven days of Noah's time."


  'Judgment Is Coming'


  "Warn this generation, as did Noah his generation, for judgment is about to fall. And these sayings shall be fulfilled shortly, for I am coming soon." Jesus repeated, "This is the last revival. I am preparing my people for my coming. Judgment is coming, but I will call my people away,even unto Myself, before the worst shall come. But be thou faithful; watch and pray, for the time of the end of all things is at hand."


  At the time I had this vision, naturally I interpreted the scenes to mean that America would experience the devastation of war. However, when I saw television and newspaper photographs of destruction wrought by student rebellion and race riots in the 1960s, I realized that these scenes partially fulfilled this vision. (This is why it is so important not to place your own interpretation on things God shows you.)


  Those who were present that night under the tent said I read the scroll aloud for about 30 minutes. I cannot remember all of it. I handed the scroll back to the rider, and he rode away in the direction from which he had come.


  Then I was conscious of the fact that I still lay flat on my face on the floor, and for a few minutes I remained there, feeling the glory of this miraculous visitation.


  Again I heard a voice say, "Come up hither. Come up to the throne of God!"


  The Throne of God


  Again I saw Jesus standing about where the top of the tent should be, and I went to Him through the air. When I reached Him, together we continued on to heaven. We came to the throne of God, and I beheld it in all its splen -


  dor. I was not able to look upon the face of God; I only beheld His form.


  The first thing that attracted my attention was the rainbow about the throne. It was very beautiful. The second thing I noticed was the winged creatures on eitherside of the throne. They were peculiar-looking creatures, and as I walked up with Jesus, these creatures stood with wings outstretched. They were saying something but they ceased and folded their wings. They had eyes of fire set all around their heads, and they looked in all directions at once


  I stood with Jesus in the midst, about 18 to 24 feet from the throne. I looked at the rainbow first, at the winged creatures, and then I started to look at the One who sat upon the throne. Jesus told me not to look upon His face. I could only see a form of a Being seated upon the throne.


  Jesus talked with me for nearly an hour. I saw Him as plainly as I ever saw anyone in this life. I heard Him speak.


  Looking into Love


  And, for the first time, I actually looked into Jesus'eyes. Many times when relating this experience I am asked, "What did His eyes look like?" All I can say is that they looked like wells of living love. It seemed as if one could see half a mile deep into them, and the tender look of His love is indescribable. As I looked into His face and into His eyes, I fell at His feet.


  I noticed then that His feet were bare, and I laid the palms of my hands on the top of His feet and laid my forehead on the backs of my hands. Weeping, I said, "0Lord, no one as unworthy as I should look upon your face!"


  Jesus told me to stand upright on my feet. I stood up.


  He called me worthy to look upon His face, because He had called me and had cleansed me from all sin. He told me things concerning my ministry. He went on to say thatHe had called me before I was born. He said that although Satan had tried to destroy my life many times, His angels had watched over me and had cared for me.


  Jesus told me that even as He had appeared to my mother before I was born and had told her, "Fear not, the child will be born," I would minister in the power of the Spirit and would fulfill the ministry He has called me to.


  Then He talked to me about the last church I had pastored, saying that at that time, February 1949, I had entered into the first phase of my ministry. He said that some ministers He has called to the ministry live and die without getting into even the first phase He has for them.


  Jesus added that is one reason why many ministers die prematurely — they are living only in His permissive will!


  God's Permissive Will


  For 15 years I had been only in His permissive will.


  I had been a pastor for 12 years and had been in evangelistic work for three. During those years God permitted me to do it, but it wasn't His perfect will for my life. And He said I hadn't been waiting on Him; He had been waiting for me to obey Him.


  Then He talked about the time I entered into the first phase of my ministry in 1949. He said I had been unfaithful and hadn't done what He had told me to do; I hadn't told the people what He had told me to tell them. I answered, "Lord, I wasn't unfaithful. I did obey You. I left my church and went out in the evangelistic field."


  "Yes," He said, "you left the church and went out in evangelistic work. But you didn't do what I told you to do. The reason you didn't is because you doubted it wasmy Spirit who had spoken to you. You see, faith obeys my Word, whether it is the written Word of God or my Spirit who has spoken unto man."


  I fell down before Him, saying, "Yes, Lord, I have failed and I am sorry." I repented with many tears because I had missed His will and had doubted His dealings with me.


  "Stand up on your feet," He said. As I stood before Him again, He told me that I had entered into the second phase of my ministry in January 1950, and at that time He had spoken to me by prophecy and by the still small voice in my heart. In the next eight months, during this second phase of my ministry, I had believed, I had been faithful, and I had obeyed.


  Now I was to enter into the third phase, He said. If I would be faithful to what He told me — if I would believe and obey Him — He would appear to me again. At that time I would enter into the fourth and final stage of my ministry.


  Seeing Jesus' Wounds


  Then the Lord said to me, "Stretch forth thine hand!"


  He held His own hands out before Him and I looked into them. For some reason I expected to see a scar in each hand where the nails had pierced His flesh. I should have known better, but many times we get ideas that are not really scriptural, yet they are accepted beliefs.


  Instead of scars I saw in the palms of His hands the wounds of the crucifixion — three-cornered, jagged holes.


  Each hole was large enough for me to have put my finger in it. I could see light on the other side of the hole.


  After the vision, I got out my Bible and turned to the twentieth chapter in John's Gospel to read about the timeChrist appeared to His disciples following His resurrection.


  When He first appeared to them, Thomas was not with them. They told Thomas they had seen the Lord, but Thomas was unbelieving and said, ".. .Except I shall see in his hands the print of the nails, and put my finger into the print of the nails, and thrust my hand into his side, I will not believe" (John 20:25).


  Eight days later while the disciples, including Thomas, were together in a room, Jesus appeared again in their midst. He turned to Thomas and said, "Reach hither thy finger, and behold my hands; and reach hither thy hand, and thrust it into my side: and be not faithless, but believing. " Then Thomas, knowing it was Jesus, exclaimed, "My Lord and my God" (John 20:27,28).


  I had deeper insight then into what Thomas had seen.


  He could have put his finger into the wound in Jesus' hand and he could have thrust his hand into the Lord's side.


  As I looked upon the wounds in His hands outstretched before me, I did as He instructed and held my hands out in front of me. He laid the finger of His right hand in the palm of my right hand and then my left. The moment He did, my hands began to burn as if a coal of fire had been placed in them.


  Jesus Gives Me a Special Anointing Then Jesus told me to kneel down before Him. When I did, He laid His hand upon my head, saying that He had called me and had given me a special anointing to minister TO the sick.


  He went on to instruct me that when I would pray and lay hands on the sick, I was to lay one hand on each sideof the body. If I felt the fire jump from hand to hand, an evil spirit or demon was present in that body causing affliction. I should call him out in Jesus' Name, and the demon or demons would have to go.


  If the fire, or the anointing, in my hands did not jump from hand to hand, it was a case needing healing only. I should pray for the person in Jesus' Name, and if he would believe and accept it, the anointing would leave my hands and go into that person's body, driving out the disease and bringing healing. When the fire or anointing left my hands and went into the person's body, I would know he was healed.


  I fell at Jesus' feet and pleaded, "Lord, don't send me.


  Send somebody else, Lord. Please don't send me. Just give me a little church to pastor somewhere. I would rather not go, Lord. I have heard so much criticism of those who pray for the sick. I just want a commonplace ministry."


  Jesus rebuked me, saying, "I 11 go with you and stand by your side as you pray for the sick, and many times you will see Me. Occasionally I will open the eyes of someone in the audience and they will say, 'Why, I saw Jesus standing by that man as he prayed for the sick.' "


  Jesus went on to ask who had called me: He or the people?


  "Well, You did, Lord."


  'Don't Fear People'


  He explained that I should fear Him and not people, because even though people may criticize me, they are not my judge. I will stand before His judgment seat one day to give an account to Him for what I have done with thisministry, whether I have used it rightly or wrongly.


  "All right, Lord," I said. "I'll go if You'll go with me.


  I'll do my best and be as faithful as I know how to be."


  Then there swelled up within my heart a love such as I had never known for those who criticize this type of ministry. I said, "Lord, I'll pray for them, for they don't know, or they wouldn't say the things they do. Lord, I've said similar things, but I didn't realize or see as I do now, and neither do they. Forgive them, Lord."


  Then He said, "Go thy way, my son; fulfill thy ministry and be thou faithful, for the time is short."


  As I walked away from the throne of God, Jesus told me, "Be sure to give Me all the praise and glory for all that is done, and be careful about money. Many of my servants whom I have anointed for this type of ministry have become money-minded and have lost the anointing and ministry I gave them.


  "There are many who would pay much to be delivered.


  Many parents in the world have children whose little bodies are twisted, and they would give thousands of dollars for their healing. Many of them shall be delivered as you lay your hands on them, but you must not accept a charge for your ministry. Accept offerings as you have been doing. You must go your way. Be faithful, for the time is short


  Jesus then journeyed with me back to the earth, and I realized that I still lay on my face on the floor. He talked with me there a moment and then disappeared.


  My hands burned for three days just like I had a coal of fire in each of them. Now when I wait upon the Lord in prayer and fasting, the same anointing comes upon me again.


  I thank God I have seen polio-stricken children delivered and made well and straight, some of them walking immediately and others being healed gradually.



  I have thought about this vision many times. Now, more than three decades later, I am convinced we are nearer the end of time than ever before. We read in Second Peter 3:8 that " .. .one day is with the Lord as a thousand years, and a thousand years as one day. "Therefore, these years since the vision would be a very small fraction of time in God's sight.


  As I stated earlier, I am convinced that a partial fulfillment of the burned-out cities I saw in the vision were the American cities that suffered so much looting and burn-ing during the civil disobedience in the 1960s.


  Judgment came, and judgment is yet to come. The only thing that can save America from the judgment of God is genuine repentance — a turning to God.


  Modern Church To Do Exploits


  In the vision, Jesus said that all the gifts of the Spirit would be in operation in the Church in these last days. He said that the modern Church would do greater things than the Acts of the Apostles records. I have seen this fulfilled in the years since the vision. In my own ministry I have seen healings as miraculous as any we read about in the Bible.


  The third chapter of Acts tells of the man lame from birth who sat daily at the gate of the Temple begging alms of those who entered. Peter said, "Silver and gold have I none; bu t such as I have give I thee: In the name of Jesus Christ of Nazareth rise up and walk " (Acts 3:6). The manwas instantly healed. He leaped, walked, and praised God for his deliverance. We see in our ministry today cripples who are healed in the Name of Jesus.


  On the Day of Pentecost 120 people were baptized in the Holy Spirit. This was the largest number filled with the Holy Spirit at one time as recorded in the Bible. But in my own meetings I have seen several hundred filled in one service; and in other meetings in which I have par-ticipated, as many as 500 have been baptized in the Holy Spirit, speaking with other tongues, within 15 minutes'time.


  The Bible tells of instances in which as many as 2,000, 3,000, or 5,000 turned to Christ in one day. In these last days, however, we have reports of meetings in which tens of thousands of people are saved in one meeting.


  For example, my longtime friend Dr. T. L. Osborn once preached in Calabar, Nigeria, to a crowd that government officials estimated was 500,000 persons. And Dr. Billy Graham preached at the largest Christian gathering in history in June 1973 in Seoul, South Korea. It is estimated that 1,100,000 attended that one service. A total of 3,210,000 attended the five-day Graham crusade and 72,365 decisions were recorded for the entire crusade.


  So, in these last days as we await His coming, we are seeing as many great miracles around the world as we find recorded in the Acts of the Apostles!


  In the vision, when Jesus told me about the special anointing He was giving me, He said, "If the anointing leaves you, fast and pray until it comes back." Now whenever the anointing wanes, I wait upon the Lord in prayer and fasting, and the same anointing comes upon me again.


  However, I no longer lay one hand on each side of the person I am praying for to determine if an evil spirit is causing the affliction. Two years later the Lord gave me further instructions in a vision which I will discuss in another chapter.



  In the first vision, the Lord told me that He would appear to me again, and He has on several occasions. In the vision two years later He said, "From this moment on, the gift that is known in my Word as the gift of discerning of spirits will operate in your ministry." With the operation of this gift, I can know when a person's body is oppressed by an evil spirit; therefore, I use this greater ministry gift.


  Called from the Womb


  Jesus told me in the first vision, "I called you before you were born. I separated you from your mother's womb." This was contrary to my beliefs at that time.


  However, looking into God's Word, I read where the Lord had said the same thing to Jeremiah concerning his ministry — the Lord had called him before he was born, too (Jer. 1:5).


  A week after this first vision, my mother visited me and I related the vision to her. I told her that the Lord had said to me, "I called you before you were born. I separated you from your mother's womb. Satan tried to destroy your life before you were born and has tried many times since, but my angels have watched over you and have cared for you until this present hour.


  "I appeared to your mother before you were born and told her to fear not; the child would be born and wouldbear witness concerning my Second Coming."


  When Momma heard this, she almost jumped out of her chair. During the months before I was born she had experienced many difficulties. My father was away much of the time, and she didn't know where he was. She didn't have adequate food to eat. Her parents lived fewer than three blocks away, but because they had opposed her mar-rying my father, she was reluctant to go home and ask them for help.


  "I was just too proud to ask them for anything," she told me. "Not having enough food, I became ill, and for the baby's sake I decided to swallow my pride and go to my parents and ask for something to eat. This was just a few days before you were born prematurely.


  My Mother's Vision


  "I started down the street, and when I got as far as the front of Aunt Mary's house, I heard a sound like wind blowing through the trees. I could hear tree leaves stirring, yet there was not a single tree anywhere near. I became frightened, and I looked up to the sky. It was a bright, sunny August day. Not a cloud dotted the pure blue sky.


  "I walked on a few steps and heard the sound again like wind blowing through trees. I looked up again, and this time I saw one white cloud. At first it seemed to be hanging in the sky. Then it began to descend, and as it did, a form took shape upon it. Jesus came right down out of the sky and stood before me.


  "Jesus said, 'Fear not. The child shall be born, for he shall bear witness concerning my Second Coming.' He was trying to tell me that my child would take part in the revival that would usher in the coming of the Son of Man.


  He would not be the only one, of course, but he would have a part in the last great move of God's Spirit.


  "I became so frightened that I began to run, and I ran the rest of the way to my mother's house. When I arrived there, pale and out of breath, my mother asked, 'What is it? You look like you've just seen a ghost!' I immediately told her what I had just witnessed, but I never told anyone else. And she never would talk about it, either. We just weren't used to such things, and we were afraid people would think I had lost my mind."


  As I listened to my mother tell of her experience before I was born, it fit right in with what the Lord had shown me in this vision.


  Chapter 3

  

  If —The Badge of Doubt


  My second vision of Jesus occurred about a month after the first. I was conducting a revival meeting in the state of Oklahoma. I had told the congregation what the Lord had shown me about ministering to the sick and also about the anointing in my hands.


  One night while I was ministering to the sick, a man in the healing line told me he had tuberculosis of the spine.


  He said he had been through three clinics and all the doctors had given him the same diagnosis: He was beyond medical help at that time. The man's spine was as stiff as a board.


  In praying for him, I laid one hand on his chest and one hand on his back. When I did, the fire, or anointing, jumped from hand to hand. I knew immediately that his body was oppressed by an evil spirit. I commanded the spirit, saying, "You foul spirit that oppresses this man's body, I command you to come out of his body in the Name of the Lord Jesus Christ!"


  And then I made a terrible mistake: I got into unbelief.


  It is easy to get into unbelief sometimes, no matter who we are, and not even realize it.


  I said to the man, "See if you can stoop over and bend your back. Try to touch your toes." The word "if" is the badge of doubt. When I said, "See if you can," that was doubt. (God will put up with a certain amount of doubt in a young Christian who doesn't know any better, but when one is enlightened in God's Word, the Lord won't let h i m get by with it.)


  The man tried to bend over, but he couldn't. His back was as stiff as ever. I laid my hands upon him again, onehand on his chest and one hand on his back, and I felt the fire jump from hand to hand. Again I commanded, "You foul spirit that oppresses this man's body, I command you to come out of him in the Name of the Lord Jesus Christ!"


  Again I said to the man, "See if you can stoop over. Bend your back and touch your toes." His back was as im-movable as before, because I was acting in unbelief and didn't realize it.


  Then I said, "Well, we will try (which is unbelief, too) the third time." I laid one hand on his chest and the other on his back. Again I had the manifestation of the anointing in my hands.


  For the third time I said, "You foul spirit that oppresses this man's body, I command you to come out of him in the Name of the Lord Jesus Christ!" To the man I said, "Now see if you can stoop over. See if you can bend down." He couldn't, of course.


  I gave up and went on to pray for the next person. The man walked back down the aisle.


  I was standing on the platform about three feet to the right of the pulpit. As the next person stepped up to be prayed for, I looked over to my left for some unknown reason, and I saw Jesus standing there as plainly as any man I had ever seen in my life! I thought everybody saw Him, but I learned later that no one in the congregation saw or heard Him except me. The congregation heard what I said, but they didn't see or hear anyone else.


  Jesus was standing beside the pulpit. I could have reached out and touched Him. He pointed His finger at me and said, "I said that in my Name the demon or demons will leave!"


  "Lord, I know You said that. It has been only a monthsince You appeared to me in Rockwall, Texas, and told me to command the demon or demons to come out in your Name. I told the demon to come out of that man, but he didn't."


  Again Jesus pointed His finger at me and said, "I said, in my Name call out the demons and they will leave the body!"


  "I know You said that, Lord, and I commanded the spirit to leave this man's body in the Name of the Lord Jesus Christ, but he didn't go."


  Jesus put His finger in my face and said for the third time, "I said in my Name the demons will go! Call themout in my Name, and they will leave the body in my Name!"


  Weakly, I replied again, "Lord, I know You said that.


  It happened just a month ago, and it is as fresh in my mind as if You said it last night. I know what You told me. And I did tell that demon to leave this man's body, but he didn't g o .I think I know how Jesus looked when He drove the money-changers out of the Temple, as recorded in the eleventh chapter of Mark's Gospel. Suddenly it seemed as if His eyes shot fire; I could see flashes of lightning in them.


  For the fourth time He jabbed His finger at me and said emphatically, "Yes, but I said the demons will go!"


  Then He disappeared.


  I realized then that I had acted in unbelief. We sometimes think that if we have a special gift or anointing to minister, it always will work — but that is not the case.


  No matter how much authority we might have, no matter how many special gifts we might have, or how much powerwe might possess, it works by faith and faith only.


  When I realized that I had exercised doubt instead of faith, I saw my mistake. I called the man to come back to the platform. He was standing at the rear of the auditorium and hadn't gone back to his seat yet.


  I pointed to him and said, "Come back up here, brother." He retraced his steps back up the aisle. I stood on the platform waiting for him to come around to the altar to where I was. The instant he stood before me, I slapped him on the back, and with my other hand on his chest I said, "Satan, I told you to leave this body! Out you go in the Name of the Lord Jesus Christ!" Then I said to the man, "Now, my brother (I didn't put an "if" in it this time), stoop over and touch your toes!"


  Instantly his back was limber. The tuberculosis of the spine was gone. The spine which had been as stiff as a board was healed. He could stoop over and touch his toes as well as any normal person. He was completely well!


  Because this man had come to our meeting from Arkan-sas, we didn't see him until two weeks later. He came back to be in the last Saturday night service.


  I asked him if he was still able to stoop over and touch his toes.


  "Yes, I am still free," he said with a big smile lighting his face. He stepped out into the aisle, stooped over, touched the floor, and went through several exercises to prove that he was still limber and free.


  This experience demonstrated to me once and for all the importance of following God's Word explicitly. And I learned that no matter who we are, if we move in unbelief, we will stop the flow of God's power.


  


  Chapter 4


  


  How SatanInfluences Lives Today


  My third vision of Jesus occurred in December 1952in Broken Bow, Oklahoma, where I was conducting a meeting in a Full Gospel church. During my two-week stay there, I stayed in the parsonage with the pastor and his wife and 11-year-old daughter.


  One night after the service, we had returned to the parsonage and were having a sandwich and a glass of milk in the kitchen. As we talked about the things of the Lord, time slipped away from us.


  The pastor's little girl was sitting there with us, and finally she became sleepy and said, "Daddy, it's getting late, and I have to get up early in the morning to go to school. Won't you come pray with me now?" It was their custom that he always prayed with her at night and then tucked her into bed.


  The pastor looked at his watch and exclaimed, "It's 11:30! Why, I never dreamed it was that late. We have been sitting here talking for two hours." Then he said to his daughter, "Come here, honey. We'll just kneel down here and Brother Hagin can have prayer with us. Then you can go to bed."


  As we knelt together in that kitchen, each of us beside a chair, I was in the Spirit before my knees ever touched the floor. To some who might wonder what it means to be "in the Spirit," let me refer to what the Bible says about it. When the Apostle John was on the isle of Patmos, the Bible says he " . . . was in the Spirit on t h e Lord's day, and heard behind me a great voice, as of a trumpet, Saying, I am Alpha and Omega, the first and the last: and, What thou seest, write in a book . . . . " (Rev. 1:10,11).


  The Lord Himself appeared to John, giving him a message to give to the seven churches in Asia Minor, and revealing to him things to come.



  In the tenth chapter of Acts the Bible tells of the time when Peter was in the Spirit. Peter fell into a trance and saw a vision.


  In this vision, the Lord told Peter to take the Gospel of salvation to the Gentiles. Until this time, the Gospel had been limited to the Jews.


  The tenth verse says that Peter "fell into a trance."


  When this happens, a person's physical senses are suspended. This doesn't mean that the person is unconscious or that he has fainted. It simply means that the physical senses are not operating at the moment the person is caught up into the Spirit. God permits him to see into the spirit realm or to see whatever He wants him to see.


  Kneeling in a White Cloud


  On this night in 1952 in the parsonage kitchen, my physical senses were suspended. At that moment I didn't know I was kneeling beside a kitchen chair. It seemed as if I was kneeling in a white cloud that enveloped me.


  Immediately I saw Jesus. He seemed to be standing above me, about as high as the ceiling is from the floor.


  He began to talk to me. "I am going to teach you concerning the devil, demons, and demon possession," He began.


  "From this night forward, what is known in my Word as the gift of discerning of spirits will operate in your life when you are in the Spirit."


  Before I go any further in relating this vision, let me explain something which I feel is very significant. Noticethat Jesus said, "This will operate when you are in the Spirit." Many times we seem to think that man operates these gifts of the Spirit. However, man doesn't. They are manifested through him by the Holy Spirit: "But the manifestation of the Spirit is given to every man to profit withal" (1 Cor. 12:7). We do not have a thing in the world to do with the operation of the gifts other than the fact that they are manifested through us.


  Jesus said to me, "When you are in the Spirit, this will operate." It won't operate at any particular time we might want it to operate. In other words, we cannot push a button and turn the gift on and off.


  To illustrate, let me tell of two incidents that have happened in my ministry. The first happened the month following this vision. In January 1953, I was conducting a meeting in Tyler, Texas. I had been invited to stay with the pastor during the meeting, and I arrived at the par -


  sonage the day before the meeting was to start.


  After helping me with my luggage and showing me to my room, the pastor sat down to talk with me while I unpacked my suitcases. In the course of our conversation he said, "I trust that my niece will receive her healing while you are here." He went on to explain that she had cancer of the lungs. Because his brother was not financially able to pay the girl's medical bills, the pastor had taken on the responsibility.


  "I put her through one clinic and wasn't satisfied with their diagnosis," he said, "so I put her through another clinic. Both of them confirmed that as far as they could determine from all the tests, she has cancer of the left lung.


  "The doctors insisted on operating immediately, saying, 'Even if we take out one lung, she could live. But shecannot live without any lungs.' When my niece said she would like to wait a week before undergoing surgery so she could fast and pray about it, the doctors said, 'It may be too late, for in a week's time it may spread too far.'


  "Nevertheless, she insisted on a week's time to fast and pray. At the end of the week she decided not to have the operation. She said, 'I knew two women who had cancer of the lung. One was operated on, and the other wasn't. Both of them died. One lived just a couple years longer. What is two years? I will trust God to heal me and if He doesn't, if I die, I'll die!' "


  Many weeks had now come and gone, and the girl was bedfast. The doctors said it was too late for an operation because the cancer had spread to both lungs. They were feeding her six times a day, but she was still losing weight.


  ' We are planning to bring her to your services for prayer,"the pastor said.


  It was my custom then to hold special healing services each Tuesday and Friday night. On the first Tuesday night of the meeting, they got the girl out of bed and brought her to the service. I ministered to her by laying on of hands, but nothing happened. On Friday night they brought her again. I also prayed for her the Tuesday and Friday nights of the following week.


  Four times I had laid hands on her and nothing had happened. I say this to point out that if I were exercising the gifts of the Spirit, I already would have healed her.


  But remember that Jesus said, "When you are in the Spirit, this discerning of spirits will operate."


  We continued the meeting into the third week, and on that Tuesday they brought her to church again. When she stood before me this time I was suddenly in the Spirit;suddenly the Spirit of God enveloped me like a cloud.


  This young girl and I were standing in the midst of the white cloud. As I looked at her I saw fastened to the outside of her body, over her left lung (for this is where the cancer started), an evil spirit, or imp. He looked very similar to a small monkey hanging onto her body, as a monkey would hang onto a tree limb.


  God permitted me to see into the realm of the spirit to see this evil spirit. I addressed the spirit and said, "You foul spirit that oppresses this girl's body, you will have to leave."' No one else in the congregation saw or heard anything but me. But they heard what I said.


  The evil spirit replied, "I know I will have to leave if you tell me to, but I don't want to."


  "In the Name of the Lord Jesus Christ, I command you to leave this body!" I said. I watched as the evil spirit turned loose of the girl and fell to the floor. Then I said,


  "Not only must you leave this body, but you also must leave this building!" He ran down the aisle of the church and out the door.


  The girl immediately lifted her hands and began praising God, saying, "I am free, I am free!" She had been a member of a Full Gospel church for 15 years — since she was a child of 8 — and had been seeking the baptism of the Holy Spirit, but had never received it. In this instant, she received the Holy Spirit and began to speak with other tongues as the Spirit of God gave her utterance.


  That same week she went back to her doctors and re-quested new X rays and tests of her lungs. She still looked no better outwardly. She was frail and run-down. The doctors told her that more tests were not necessary; they had done everything they could for her. She insisted, however,so they began to make new X rays and to run the usual tests.


  "Something has happened!" the doctors exclaimed.


  They ran another set of tests and took more X rays. Finally convinced, they said, "We cannot find any trace of cancer.


  It is all gone. Your lungs are clear. We wouldn't have believed it possible if we didn't have the X rays and tests to prove that you had had cancer. What happened to you?"


  She explained exactly what had happened, that it was God's power that had made her completely whole. They said, "Well, all we can say is that we know the condition you were in and that you are now completely well. And if you like, we will sign an affidavit stating that you had cancer of the lungs, but now it is gone."


  The point I am making is that if I had been the one doing the healing, I would have done so the first time I prayed for her rather than the fifth time. This is what Jesus meant when He said, "This will operate when you are in the Spirit."


  A similar incident took place when I was conducting a meeting in 1958 in Pueblo, Colorado. While we were having special prayer for the sick one night, a man from Colorado Springs came forward. He told me that he was nervous, couldn't sleep, and was on tranquilizers. His wife later told me that they were about to commit him to a mental institution.


  Seeing Demonic Oppression


  I laid hands on him and prayed that his nerves would be healed and his body would be healed from the top of his head to the soles of his feet. Then I went on to prayfor the next person in the healing line. I continued praying for others for about ten minutes more. This man had gone back to his seat, which was on my right. When I looked over at him, immediately I was in the Spirit. God permitted me to see into the spirit realm, and I saw an evil spirit sitting on this man's shoulder. The spirit's arms were around the man's head in an armlock. I could see this, but no one else in the congregation was aware of what was going on.


  I called the man to come to me, and when he stood in front of me I said, "You foul spirit that oppresses this man's mind, I command you to leave his body right now in the Name of Jesus!" When I said that, the spirit turned loose of him and fell to the floor.


  The evil spirit said to me, "I don't want to leave this man, but I know that if you tell me to, I have to."


  "Not only are you to leave this body, but you are to leave this building at once!"' I commanded, and he ran out the side door.


  A broad smile crossed the man's face. He threw his hands into the air and shouted, "I am free! I am free!"


  Although I hadn't mentioned what I had seen in the vision, the man said, "It seemed as if there was an iron band around my head and it was being screwed tighter and tighter. More and more pressure was being put on it. Suddenly it just popped off and was gone."


  Do such healings last? Ten years later we heard from this man when he called our office in Tulsa for prayer for one of his children. He was still rejoicing in his freedom from demon oppression.


  These are just two of many examples I could give to illustrate the operation of the Spirit in my life, and howit is not something which we can control but which operates as God wills. There are no magic buttons we can push to operate these things; it is only as the Lord leads.


  Many suppose that the apostles carried these spiritual gifts around with them and operated them at will. But this certainly was not the case when Paul and Silas were at Philippi. They were there because God had led them into Macedonia by a vision. Lydia, a seller of purple dye, was saved as a result of their ministry.


  Paul and Silas were in the city of Philippi for several days, and while there, " .. .it came to pass, as we went to prayer, a certain damsel possessed with a spirit of divination met us, which brought her masters much gain by soothsaying: The same followed Paul and us, and cried, saying, These men are the servants of the most high God, which shew unto us the way of salvation" (Acts 16:16,17).


  This girl had a spirit of divination, which is soothsaying or fortune-telling. She knew who Paul and Silas were by the evil spirit that was in her. In other words, that evil spirit knew them. The girl herself didn't know them because she had never seen them before, yet she said,


  "These men are the servants of the most high God. . .. "


  Then we read, "And this she did many days. But Paul, being grieved, turned and said to the spirit, I command thee in the name of Jesus Christ to come out of her. And he came out the same hour" (Acts 16:18).


  As the Spirit Wills


  It is evident that Paul had the gift of discerning of spirits in operation in his ministry. Yet the Scripture says that the girl followed them around for many days. Whydidn't Paul command the evil spirit to leave her on the first day? Why didn't he do it on the second day? The answer is simply that the gift didn't operate when Paul wanted it to operate, but when the Spirit willed. Until he had the operation of the Spirit, Paul was just as helpless as any other person to deal with the situation!


  We need to understand the Scriptures concerning this in order to be open to God and to look to Him in prayer for the manifestation of spiritual gifts.


  Getting back to the vision God gave me late that night in Broken Bow, Oklahoma, the Lord said to me, "From this night forward, what is known in my Word as the gift of discerning of spirits will operate in your life when you are in the Spirit. I will show you how these spirits get hold of people and dominate them — even Christians, if they allow them to."*


  *FOR more information on this subject, see Rev. Hagin'sfour-volume seriesentitledSatan, Demons, and Demon Possession.



  Jesus went on to say," There are four classes of demons or evil spirits." He said that they are divided into four groups as mentioned in Ephesians: "For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness [wicked spirits] in high places" (Eph. 6:12).


  The Lord said, "There are four divisions: (1) principalities, (2) powers, (3) rulers of the darkness of this world, (4) and wicked spirits in high places or in the heavenlies. The highest spirits with which you have to deal are the rulers of the darkness of this world."


  He went on talking to me about the fact that the Word of God says that the whole world lies in darkness, but wewho are believers are children of light and not of darkness.


  He referred to a number of Scriptures, including the following.


  "Be ye not unequally yoked together with unbelievers: for what fellowship hath righteousness with unrighteousness? and what communion hath light with darkness?" (2 Cor. 6:14). Believers are called light, and unbelievers are called darkness.


  The second chapter of Colossians tells of Christ's death on the cross and resurrection from the dead, "And having spoiled principalities and powers, he made a shew of themopenly, triumphing over them in it"(v. 15). In other words, Christ, in His death, burial, and resurrection, spoiled or defeated these same principalities and powers that we must deal with.


  Rulers of the Unsaved


  The Lord went on to say, "The highest types of demons with which you have to deal on earth, the rulers of the darkness of this world, rule all unsaved people, all who are in darkness. They rule over them and dominate them.


  "That is why people do and say things that they don't intend to. That is why some good people say, 'I would never do anything like that,' and before a year has passed they have done something worse. This is because they are dominated by the rulers of the darkness of this world.


  They are in the kingdom of darkness. And whether you want to admit it or not, even your close friends and relatives or whoever it may be, if they are unsaved, are dominated by these spirits who are rulers of the darkness of this world.


  "It is always one of these rulers of the darkness of this world that possesses a person. They rule not only those who are within the darkness of this world, but they also tell the principalities what to do. Then the principalities rule over the powers and tell them what to do. The lowest type of demons have very little to do. They do very little thinking of their own and are told what to do.



  "Now I will show you how these evil spirits get hold of people when they are allowed to," the Lord said to me.


  Suddenly in the vision I saw a woman. I immediately recognized her as being the former wife of a minister. I had been introduced to her and her husband on one occasion. Other than that, I didn't know either of them and I had no communication with either of them in any way.


  I only knew that she had since left her husband.


  "This woman was a child of mine," the Lord said. "She was in the ministry with her husband. She was filled with the Spirit, and the gifts of the Spirit were operating in her life. One day an evil spirit came to her and whispered in her ear, 'You are a beautiful woman. You could have had fame, popularity, and wealth, but you have been cheated in life by following in the Christian walk.' The woman realized that this was an evil spirit and she said, 'Get thee behind me, Satan.' The spirit left her for a period.


  "By and by the same spirit returned. He sat on her shoulder and whispered in her ear, 'You are a beautiful woman, but you have been robbed by taking this lowly walk of Christianity and living a separated life.' Again she recognized this as Satan and said, 'Satan, I resist you in the Name of Jesus,' and he left her for a while.


  "But he came back again and sat on her shoulder, whispering the same things in her ear. This time she beganto entertain these thoughts, for she liked to think she was beautiful. As she began to think along the lines the devil suggested to her, she became obsessed with that thinking."


  Then in the vision I saw the woman become as transparent as glass, and I saw a black dot in her mind.


  "That dot represents the fact that she is obsessed in her thinking with this spirit," the Lord said. "At first she was oppressed on the outside, but as she allowed the devil's suggestion to take hold of her thoughts, her mind became obsessed. She wanted to think, 'I am a beautiful woman.


  I could have wealth and popularity, but I have been robbed in life.' Still, it wasn't too late. She could have resisted; she could have refused to think those thoughts. Then the evil spirit would have fled from her and she would have remained free. But she chose otherwise.


  "Finally she left her husband and went out into the world, seeking the fame and wealth which the devil offered.


  She took up with one man after another. After a time that thing got down into her spirit." In the vision I saw the black dot move from her head to her heart, and then the woman said, "I don't want the Lord anymore. Just leave me alone."


  I said, "Lord, why are You showing this to me? Do You want me to pray for this woman? Do You want me to cast the devil out of her?"


  "No, I don't want you to pray and cast the devil out of her," the Lord answered, "because you couldn't anyway.


  She wants that spirit, and as long as she wants it, she can have it."


  "Then why did You show this to me, Lord?"


  "I have shown this to you for two reasons: first, so you could see how an evil spirit will get hold of a person, evena child of God, if they will let him; second, I want you to deal with that spirit who is operating through that woman and harassing and intimidating the ministry of her former husband."


  "How do I do that?" I asked. The minister was in the same state I was in, but the woman was in another state.


  "There is no distance in the realm of the spirit," the Lord said. "Simply speak to that spirit and command him, in my Name, saying, 'You foul spirit that is operating in the life of this woman [calling her name], that is harassing and embarrassing the ministry of the servant of the Lord [calling her husband's name], I command you to desist in your operations and stop in your maneuvers this moment."'


  In the Spirit I said those words, and immediately that spirit ceased to operate through her to intimidate that minister. From that day forward the minister never again was troubled by her or that spirit.


  "Lord, what will happen to her?" I asked.


  "She will spend eternity in the regions of the damned, where there is weeping and gnashing of teeth," He answered. And in the vision I saw her go down into the pit. I heard her awful screams.


  "This woman was your child, Lord. She was filled with your Spirit and had part in the ministry. Yet You said not to pray for her. I cannot understand this!"


  The Lord reminded me of the following Scripture: "If any man see his brother sin a sin which is not unto death, he shall ask, and he shall give him life for them that sin not unto death. There is a sin unto death: I do not say that he shall pray for it" (1 John 5:16).


  I said, "But Lord, I always have believed that the sinreferred to in this Scripture is physical death, and that the person is saved although he has sinned."


  "But that Scripture doesn't say physical death," the Lord pointed out. "You are adding something to it. If you will read the entire fifth chapter of First John, you will see that it is talking about life and death — spiritual life and spiritual death — and this is spiritual death. This refers to a believer who can sin a sin unto death, and therefore I say that you shall not pray for it. I told you not to pray for this woman because she sinned a sin unto death."


  "This really disrupts my theology, Lord. Would you explain some more?" I asked. (Sometimes we need our theology disrupted if it is not in line with the Word.) Jesus reminded me of the following Scripture:


  HEBREWS 6:4-6


  4 For it is impossible for those who were once enlightened, and have tasted of the heavenly gift, and were made par takers of the Holy Ghost,


  5 And have tasted the good word of God, and the powers of the world to come,


  6 If they shall fall away, to renew them again unto repen tance; seeing they crucify to themselves the Son of God afresh, and put him to an open shame.


  "Yes, I know that Scripture, but my denomination said that 'those who were once enlightened' does not refer to Christians — it means lost persons who get under conviction."


  The Lord said, "Remember, I told you this woman was my child. She was filled with the Holy Spirit, and she had part in the ministry. You will notice that the Scripture says, '/t is impossible for those who were once enlightened,and have tasted of the heavenly gift....' I am the heavenly gift. A man under conviction is enlightened, but he has not tasted of Me.


  "The Word of God says, 'For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life' (John 3:16). I am the heavenly gift, and the man under conviction has not tasted of the heavenly gift. He sees his lost condition and he sees that he can be saved. 'For the wages of sin is death; but the gift of God is eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord' (Rom. 6:23). No one has tasted the heavenly gift, the gift of God, until he has received eternal life by accepting Me as Lord and Savior.


  "Notice the words in this Scripture '.. .and were made partakers of the Holy Ghost [this woman had been baptized in the Holy Spirit], And have tasted the good word of God....' (Heb. 6:4,5); or as the Phillips translation reads, '. . .who have known the wholesome nourishment of the Word of God....'


  "In other words, baby Christians cannot commit the sin unto death. It is to be regretted that baby Christians live as they sometimes do, and they say and do some things they should not. But I do not hold these things against them any more than you would hold things a little child may do against him because he doesn't know any better.


  "The person referred to in this Scripture — and that includes the woman I am showing you — has tasted the good Word of God; that is, he or she has grown beyond the baby Christian stage. One Scripture says, 'As newborn babes, desire the sincere milk of the word, that ye may grow thereby' (1 Peter 2:2). This woman had grown beyondthe sincere milk of the Word. She had tasted the solid meat of the Word. She already had tasted of the 'powers of the world to come.' She had the gifts of the Spirit in operation in her life."


  Jesus continued, "For one to commit 'a sin unto death,'he would have had all five of these experiences:


  "1. Be enlightened (or convicted) to see his lost state, and to know that there is no way for him to be saved except through Jesus Christ.


  "2. Taste of the heavenly gift, which is Jesus.


  "3. Become a partaker of the Holy Spirit, or be filled with the Holy Spirit.


  "4. Grow enough out of the babyhood stage to have tasted the good Word of God.


  "5. Have the powers of the world to come — the gifts of the Spirit — operating in his life.


  "This woman had all these qualifications. And my Word says it is impossible '.. .If they shall fall away, to renew them again unto repentance; seeing they crucify to themselves the Son of God afresh, and put him to an open shame' " (Heb. 6:6).


  I asked the Lord, "What sin is this, then?"


  The Lord referred me to the following Scripture:


  HEBREWS 10:26-29


  26 For if we sin wilfully after that we have received the knowledge of the truth, there remaineth no more sacrifice for sins,


  27 But a certain fearful looking for of judgment and fiery indignation, which shall devour the adversaries.


  28 He that despised Moses' law died without mercy under two or three witnesses:


  29 Of how much sorer punishment, suppose ye, shall he be thought worthy, who hath trodden under foot the Sonof God, and hath counted the blood of the covenant, wherewith he was sanctified, an unholy thing, and hath done despite unto the Spirit of grace?


  The Lord said to me, "The sin that this Scripture speaks about is that of the believer who turns his back upon Me. Notice the words in this Scripture, 'He that despised Moses' law died without mercy . . . Of how much sorer punishment, suppose ye, shall he be thought worthy, who hath trodden under foot the Son of God . . . . '


  "Because of great persecution, the Hebrew Christians referred to in this passage were tempted to go back to Judaism, but if they went back, they would have trodden under foot the Son of God. They would have counted the blood of the covenant an unholy thing, for they were saying that Jesus is not the Messiah; He is not the Son of God. They turned their backs on Me. This is why Paul warned them that if they did that, it would be impossible to renew them unto repentance.


  Forgiveness for Adultery


  "It is sad that this woman left her husband for another man, but adultery is not the unpardonable sin. If she had turned back to Me in repentance, even though she might have had a hundred men, I would have forgiven her.


  Whatever she might have done, if she had asked Me to forgive her, I would have.


  "Even if she had been a baby Christian when she said,


  'I don't want Jesus anymore; leave me alone,' and didn't actually realize what she was doing, I would have forgiven her. If she had done that because she was tempted and pressed into it beyond measure, I would have forgiven her.


  But she knew exactly what she was doing, and she acted willfully when she said, 'I don't want Him anymore.'



  Therefore I tell you not to pray for her. I merely showed you this so you might see how the devil can get hold of Christians if they will permit him to."


  Then in the vision I saw a man. I didn't recognize him.


  Jesus said, "I will show you another example of how demons get hold of a person and how to deal with them and cast them out."


  I saw a spirit come and sit on the man's shoulder and whisper in his ear. The man entertained the thoughts that Satan gave him. Then I saw this spirit go into the man's mind.


  Jesus said, "This spirit is one of the higher rulers of their world. They are the ones that get hold of a man and eventually possess him. There are degrees of possession, and these spirits will bring other evil spirits with them."


  Then the Lord reminded me of the passage in the fifth chapter of Mark's Gospel which tells the story of the maniac of Gadara.


  MARK 5:2-7


  2 And when he was come out of the ship, immediately there met him out of the tombs a man with an unclean spirit[notice here that the man had just one unclean spirit], 3Who had his dwelling among the tombs; and no man could bind him, no, not with chains:


  4 Because that he had been often bound with fetters and chains, and the chains had been plucked asunder by him, and the fetters broken in pieces: neither could any man tame him.


  5 And always, night and day, he was in the mountains, and in the tombs, crying, and cutting himself with stones.


  6 But when he saw Jesus afar off, he ran and worshipped him,


  7 And cried with a loud voice, and said, What have I to do with thee, Jesus, thou Son of the most high God? I ad-jure thee by God, that thou torment me not.



  Notice that the evil spirit knew Jesus. When Jesus asked him his name, he replied, ". . .My name is Legion: for we are many " (v. 9). When Jesus cast the demons out, they entered a herd of swine nearby, ".. .and the herd ran violently down a steep place into the sea, (they were about two thousand) and were choked in the sea" (v. 13).


  Although only one evil spirit possessed this man from Gadara, as many as 2,000 were cast out and plunged headlong into the sea after entering the herd of swine!


  In the vision, the spirit got hold of the man and seemed to open his head like a trap door. Then I saw other spirits come and enter the man. Jesus said to me, "From now on when you come into the presence of anyone who is fully possessed with the devil, he will recognize you, just as the man you read about in the fifth chapter of Mark recognized Me when he came into my presence. Now walk up to this man, and when you do, the evil spirit will recognize you."


  In the vision I walked up to the man, and immediately the demon that possessed him called out, "I know you."


  I said, "Yes, I realize you know who I am, and I command you to be quiet right now in the Name of Jesus!"


  The Lord went on to say, "These spirits will know you.


  Through the gift of discerning of spirits you will know what kind of spirit it is. You remember that in dealing with the man from Gadara I said, 'Come out of the man, thou unclean spirit.' I discerned it was an unclean spirit, and I commanded him to come out."


  In the case of the man in the vision who had the evil spirit, I knew immediately what kind of spirit possessedhim, and I commanded that spirit to come out of him, but he didn't.


  Jesus said, "To cast them out you sometimes have to know not only the kind of spirit they are but also their name or number. Notice in dealing with the man from Gadara, I said, 'Come out of the man, thou unclean spirit,'


  but he didn't come out."


  This was something I had completely overlooked, but on rereading the fifth chapter of Mark I noticed it was true.


  "And he [Jesus] asked him, What is thy name? And he answered, saying, My name is Legion: for we are many"(v. 9).


  Jesus brought something else to my attention concerning this passage. "If you had been present," Jesus said,


  "you would have heard what the evil spirit said, because he used the man's voice — he talked through him. When I asked what his name was, he replied, 'My name is Legion, for we are many.' Then he begged, 'Don't send us away out of the country.' That was the first unclean spirit that possessed the man's body speaking — he used the man's voice.


  "Then you will see in the 12th verse, 'And all the devils besought him, saying, Send us into the swine, that we may enter into them.' All of the demons cried out at once. Had you been present at this time, you wouldn't have known what they were saying, unless you had the gift of discerning of spirits to see and hear in the spirit realm.


  "I knew because this gift was operating in my ministry.


  All of the demons besought Me — all of them spoke at once. They weren't talking out loud; that is, they weren't talking as a man would speak. They were speaking in the spirit realm."


  I then walked up to the man in the vision. I discerned the kind of spirit that possessed him and commanded him to come out. Nothing happened. Jesus said to ask his number, so I said, "How many of you are in this man?"



  He said, "Nineteen more besides me."


  I spoke to them, saying, "I command you and all 19others to come out," ' and they came out. Then I asked the Lord, "Where do demons go when they come out?"


  "They walk the dry places seeking rest, and they find none," He replied. Then I remembered the following Scripture:


  MATTHEW 12:43-45


  43 When the unclean spirit is gone out of a man, he walketh through dr places, seeking rest, and findeth none.


  44 Then he saith, I will return into my house from whence I came out; and when he is come, he findeth it empty, swept, and garnished.


  45 Then goeth he, and taketh with himself seven other spirits more wicked than himself, and they enter in and dwell there: and the last state of that man is worse than the first. . . .


  I asked the Lord, "Why can't we cast them into the pit and banish them from the earth forever?"


  He said, "The time for this hasn't come yet. If it would have been possible when I was on earth, I would have cast them all into the pit. But you will remember on one occasion the demons cried out to Me, saying, '. .. What have we to do with thee, Jesus, thou Son of God? art thou come hither to torment us before the time?' (Matt. 8:29). You see, their time hasn't come yet. The time is coming when Satan and all his demons will be cast in the lake of fire where they will be forever."


  While Jesus was talking to me, an evil spirit that looked like a monkey ran between Jesus and me and spread out something that looked like a black cloud or a smoke screen. I couldn't see Jesus anymore.



  Then the demon began jumping up and down, waving his arms and legs, and yelling in a shrill voice, "Yakety-yak, yakety-yak, yakety-yak."


  I paused for a moment. I could hear the voice of Jesus as He continued to talk to me, but I could not understand the words.


  I thought to myself, Doesn 't the Lord know I am missing what He is saying? I need to get that - it is important— but I am missing it. I wondered why Jesus didn't command the evil spirit to stop. I waited for a few more moments. Jesus continued talking as if He didn't even know the evil spirit was present. I wondered why the Lord didn't cast him out, but He didn't.


  Finally, in desperation, I pointed my finger at the evil spirit and said, "I command you to be quiet in the Name of Jesus Christ!" He stopped immediately and fell to the floor. The black smoke screen disappeared and I could see Jesus once again. The spirit lay on the floor whimpering and whining like a whipped pup. I said, "Not only must you be quiet, but get up and get out of here!" He got up and ran away.


  I was still wondering why Jesus had not stopped this evil spirit from interfering, and of course Jesus knew what I was thinking. He said, "If you hadn't done something about that, I couldn't have."


  "Lord, I know I misunderstood You! You said You couldn't do anything about it, but You really meant that You wouldn't."


  "No," He said, "if you hadn't done something about that spirit, I couldn't have."



  "But Lord, You can do anything. To say You couldn't is different from anything I've ever heard preached or preached myself. That really upends my theology."


  "Sometimes your theology needs upending," the Lord answered.


  I said, "Lord, even though I am seeing You with my own eyes, even though I hear your voice speaking to me as plainly as any voice I have ever heard, I cannot accept that unless You prove it to me by the Word of God. For the Word says, '.. .In the mouth of two or three witnesses shall every word be established' (2 Cor. 13:1). I will not accept any vision, I will not accept any revelation, if it cannot be proved by the Bible."


  Instead of becoming angry with me for saying this, Jesus smiled sweetly and said, "I will give you not just two or three witnesses; I will give you four witnesses."


  I said, "I have read through the New Testament 150times and many portions of it more than that. If that is in there, I don't know about it."


  "Son, there is a lot in there you don't know," the Lord pointed out. "There is not a single place in the New Testament where believers are ever told to pray against the devil and I will do anything about him. There is not one instance in any of the epistles written to the churches that said to tell God to rebuke the devil or do something about the devil. If they do, they 're wasting their time. God has done all He is going to do about the devil for the time being until the angel comes down from heaven, takes the chain and binds him, and puts him into the bottomless pit.


  "Every writer of the New Testament in writing to theChurch always told the believer to do something about the devil. The believer has to have authority over the devil, or the Bible wouldn't tell him to do something about the devil:


  MATTHEW 28:18-20


  18.. .All power [or authority] is given unto me in heaven and in earth.


  19 Go ye therefore, and teach all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost:


  20 Teaching them to observe all things whatsoever I have commanded you: and, lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end of the world.


  "You might say, 'But you could have done something about that spirit because this Scripture says you have all power and authority in heaven and in earth.' However, I have delegated my authority on the earth to the Church:


  MARK 16:15-18


  15.. .Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature.


  16 He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved; but he that believeth not shall be damned.


  17 And these signs shall follow them that believe; In my name shall they cast out devils; they shall speak with new tongues;


  18 They shall take up serpents; and if they drink any dead ly thing, it shall not hurt them; they shall lay hands on the sick, and they shall recover.


  "One of the first signs mentioned as following believers is that they should cast out devils. That means that in my Name they will exercise authority over the devil. I delegated my authority over the devil to the Church, andI can work only through the Church, for I am the Head of the Church.


  "In writing to believers, James said, '. . .Resist the devil, and he will flee from you' (James 4:7). James didn't say to get God to resist the devil for you. He said, 'You resist the devil and he will flee from you.' "


  I looked up the word "flee" in the dictionary later and saw that one definition is "to run from as in terror. " As I read that, I remembered how the evil spirits in the vision had fled when I had rebuked them. And since then I have seen them quake and quiver in fear as I exercised my God-given authority over them. They were not afraid of me, but rather of Jesus, whom I represent.


  Jesus continued, "Peter said, 'Be sober, be vigilant; because your adversary the devil, as a roaring lion, walketh about, seeking whom he may devour' (1 Peter 5:8). What are you going to do: Throw up your hands and say, 'I am whipped'? No, a thousand times no! We read in verse nine,


  'Whom resist stedfast in the faith... . ' You couldn't resist the devil if you didn't have authority over him. But you do have authority over him, and that is why you can resist him.


  "Paul said in his writings to the Church at Ephesus,


  'Neither give place to the devil' (Eph. 4:27). This means you are not to give the devil any place in you. He cannot take any place unless you give him permission to do so.


  And you would have to have authority over him or this wouldn't be true!"


  Then Jesus said to me, "Here are your four witnesses-I am the first, James is the second, Peter is the third, and Paul is the fourth. These are the four witnesses I told you I would give instead of just two or three. This establishesthe fact that the believer has authority on earth, for I have delegated my authority over the devil to you on the earth.


  If you don't do anything about it, then nothing will be done, and that is why many times nothing is done."


  Then I said, "Lord, You have told me about only three categories of evil spirits: the rulers of the darkness of this world, the powers, and the principalities. What about the wicked spirits in the heavenlies?"


  He said, "You take care of the ones on earth. I will take care of those in the heavenlies."


  Jesus exhorted me to be faithful, saying, "Fulfill your ministry. Be faithful, for the time is short." Then He disappeared.


  I realized that I was still on my knees in the kitchen of that parsonage, and about an hour and a half had passed while I was caught up in this vision.


  


  Chapter 5


  


  I Have Come To AnswerYour Prayer


  It was nearly five years later, 1957, when the Lord appeared to me again in my fourth vision of Him.


  My wife and I had just returned to our home in Garland, Texas, after spending 15 months in meetings in California. We then held a meeting for our home Full Gospel church in Garland. It was during the third week of this meeting that I had another supernatural visitation from the Lord.


  At the close of my message one night, a spirit of intercession descended upon the congregation and we all gathered around the altar to pray. We prayed for quite some time.


  After a while I got off my knees and sat on the steps to the platform. I was sitting there with my eyes open, singing in other tongues as the Spirit gave utterance, when suddenly I saw Jesus standing about three feet in front of me. He said, "I have come to answer your prayer."


  I knew exactly what He was talking about. I had been praying for some time for my wife, who had a goiter. It was growing larger and larger until now she was having choking spells.


  From the time we were first married I had sensed in my spirit that Oretha would die at an early age, and I thought that perhaps this time was approaching. I prayed the rest of the night about this and said to the Lord, "I have obeyed You and have done your will. I have left my church and my family and have been in the evangelistic field for many years. My wife has stayed at home and hasbeen faithful to raise our children. I am still a young man (at that time I was in my 30s), and we have been married for many years. Please let me keep my wife."


  In the vision the Lord said to me, "I have come to answer that prayer. Tell your wife to be operated on, for she will live and not die.


  Although I didn't mention it to my wife, I had felt all along that if she were operated on she would die. She later told me that she had known for several years that she would die when she was operated on for this goiter.


  But the Lord said to me, "She will live and not die. It was divine destiny that she should die, but I have heard your prayers and have come to answer them. She shall live.


  Then Jesus said something that absolutely melted me, and I have never been able to forget it. It blessed and helped me then, and it still blesses me.


  He said, "I did this, son, just because you asked Me to. You don't know how I long to do for my children if they would only ask Me and believe Me. Many times they beg and cry and pray, but they don't believe. And I cannot answer their prayers unless they have faith, because I cannot violate my Word. But how often I long to help them if only they would let Me by taking Me at my Word and bringing Me their problems, trusting Me to undertake for them."


  Again He said, "Tell your wife to be operated on, for she will live and not die." With those words He disappeared.


  Even though the doctors were greatly concerned about my wife's condition, Oretha and I had great joy through it all because we knew the outcome in advance.


  


  Chapter 6


  


  TheAngel's Visit


  My fifth vision occurred in 1958 in Port Neches, Texas, while I was holding a revival meeting. One night as we were praying around the altar, a great spirit of prayer and intercession seemed to come upon the whole church. We prayed together for quite some time, and then I got up and sat in a chair on the platform.


  I was sitting there with my eyes open, singing in other tongues, when the Lord Jesus suddenly appeared on the platform — and about three feet behind him stood an angel!


  Jesus said to me, "I sent my angel to speak to you nearly a year ago out in California." I remembered the occasion, and I remembered that I had not responded to him.That afternoon I had been lying across the bed in my house trailer meditating and reading my Bible, getting ready for the evening service. Suddenly I had the feeling that someone had come into the trailer. I looked, but I couldn't see anybody. But I was positive that someone had come through the door. It even seemed as if I had heard the door open and close. I sensed that someone was standing beside the bed. I reached out my hand to feel whatever might be there and said, "I know you are there.


  Who are you?"


  There was no response. Although I never saw anyone, I sensed that someone stood there for a few moments, turned around, retraced his steps around the foot of the bed, and went back through the trailer and out the door.


  Then I seemed to be led of the Spirit to open my Bible and read about the ministry of angels. I felt that an angelhad come to me, but I had not opened my heart to the visitation.


  We continued our ministry in the state of California.


  The children were traveling with us at that time, doing their schoolwork through correspondence courses which we helped them with. They had been with us for about a year, and we decided that it was just too hard on them.


  They were doing a great deal of traveling, were in two services a day, and were trying to keep up with their studies.


  Therefore, we decided to return to our home in Garland so they could attend the public schools.


  The people who had been renting our house moved out so we could move back, but we had sold all our furniture when we bought the house trailer, so we had to buy a whole houseful of new furniture. Of course, we had to go in debt to do so. This made our monthly payments extremely high, because we still were making payments on the trailer house, and car — not to mention our living expenses.


  For more than a year we lacked about $100 every month in getting enough money to meet our budget.


  Therefore, we had to go in debt that much: I had to bor-row $100 each month just to pay expenses and keep operating.


  Back in 1956 the Lord had spoken to me, warning me that a recession was coming — not a depression, but a recession — and that I should prepare for it. The recession did come in 1957. Fifteen months later, when the Lord appeared to me in the vision in Port Neches, I still was bearing the consequences of not having gotten ready for the recession.


  The Lord said to me, "I sent my angel to warn you again when you were out in California, because I saw thatyou hadn't listened to the leading of my Spirit and hadn't responded to the warning. If you had yielded to the Holy Spirit (we can't see angels with the natural eye unless God so wills, for they are spirits), you would have been able to see into the realm of the spirit. By the discerning of spirits you would have seen the angel, and he would have delivered his message to you. If you had received it, you would have been spared all this financial trouble."


  As 15 months had passed since this time, and I was going into debt each month for $100, my debt now totaled $1,500.


  The Lord continued, "I am going to help you, however, with your finances." And He did help me. We had been trying to sell the house trailer, but because the new ten-foot-wide models had just come on the market, it seemed no one wanted to buy our eight-foot-wide trailer. But with the Lord's help, it was sold within a month.


  He also said, "I am going to help you in your ministry as well," and He talked to me further about my ministry, admonishing me to be faithful. Then, pointing to the angel standing beside Him, He said, "This is your angel."


  "My angel?" I asked.


  "Yes, your angel, and if you will respond to him, he will appear to you as I will at times; and he will give you guidance and direction concerning the things of life, for angels are ministering spirits who are sent to minister for those who are the heirs of salvation" (Heb. 1:14).


  Everything that the Lord showed me in this vision concerning my finances and my ministry came to pass within 90 days.
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