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The Rap on the Table that Started the Revival - posted by followthelamb (), on: 2016/2/4 14:05
"In January of 1949, I came to what appeared to be the bitter end of my missionary career. With another missionary, Ro
bert T., we went to a town named Lavelle (the valley) that lay in the foothills of the great Andes Mountains. Our purpose
was to hold a Gospel crusade in a town where, to our knowledge, the Gospel had never been preached before. We fully
believed that in that totally churchless town, we would be privileged to see the mighty wonders and see the power of the
Holy Spirit manifested before out eyes and see a great spiritual impact on that town. We fully expected to see manifestat
ions such as had happened in the days of my childhood in the old Baptist Church in Ashland, Oregon.

With great anticipation we prepared a tent with what we considered to be proper evangelical accouterment. We labored
happily in the hot Andean sun. We dutifully filled the air with recorded music and faithfully visited every home in the com
munity, distributing tracts and Gospel portions. We prayed many hours daily and prepared fine messages for the great c
ongregation we expected to come. Night after night we held a find service, but . . . not one single person attended Â– no
t even a child came to see if the tent might be a circus. Then came the torrential rains and flooded us out, but we still ke
pt on. Yet in spite of all our efforts, witnessing, testifying and preaching, we still had a zero congregation. The strong ma
n of Argentina ruled contemptuously over every city, large and small.

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

A New Way

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

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

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

The ever faithful Spirit of God did not let complacency and excuses continue to hide the truth in my own soul, Â“Where i
s the Lord God of Elijah? Where was the God of glory, of power, of miracles? Where was the God of convicting power a
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nd of saving grace so often seen in my childhood and youth?Â” It was impossible to deny that ElijahÂ’s God accompanie
d the men and women of God that had ministered in power only a few years before.

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

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

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

Yet, God continued to challenge me, Â“Not by might, not by power, but by My Spirit . . .Â” He reminded me that it was n
ot by my efforts, but by His Spirit. But still the answer remained elusive. How was it possible to have His Spirit work for u
s? After all, we both had already received the baptism of the Holy Spirit and obviously that was not sufficient; there was
nothing more known for us to do. Still God kept challenging for me to surrender of both flesh and the works of the flesh.
Good as flesh works were, they were unacceptable. God was offering a new way Â– a way of power Â– an operation of t
he Holy Spirit Himself released in the ministry of deliverance, but ignorance and darkness still remained firmly entrenche
d.

Â“Then He answered and spake unto me saying, Â‘This is the Word of the Lord unto Zerubbabel, saying, Not by might,
nor by power, but by My Spirit, saith the Lord of HostsÂ” Zechariah 4:6
Â“Woe to them that go down to Egypt for help; and stay on horses (horses represent the works of the flesh), and trust in
chariots (chariots represent clever inventiveness of men), because they are many; and in horsemen, because they are v
ery strong; but they look not unto the Holy One of Israel, neither seek the Lord!Â” Isaiah 31:3

A Way Â– A Highway

Â“There is a path which no fowl knoweth, and which the vultureÂ’s eye hath not seen: the lionÂ’s whelps have not trodd
en it, nor the fierce lion passed by it.Â” Job 28:7-8

As my desperate thinking continued, a large circle revolved in my thoughts and would ever return to a place in that circle
where God would challenge me to lay every missionary activity down and give myself over entirely to prayer. This I did n
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ot want to do, so the circle of reasoning, excuses and blame would begin again only to return to the same place, Â“Try p
revailing prayer.Â”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Â“Seek Ye My FaceÂ”

In the Scriptures , God adjures man to seek His face; however, He never gives any directions as to how it is to be done.
Was seeking God the prerogative of a select few; a limited group of mystics who were equipped from birth to climb high
on prophetÂ’s mountain? Many unanswered questions led me to one main question, that somehow this time I had to sett
le or abandon the project.
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Could a most ordinary man Â– with but the most ordinary talent and preparation, without any special gifts of mysticism o
r genius Â– find the personal, intimate Presence of the God of Jesus and find Him in a satisfying reality? Was reality ava
ilable for such a cloddy, earthy, practical, unmystical individual? Could such a one have a vital, personal encounter with t
he Lord of Glory? A careful search of the Scriptures from Abraham to Nehemiah, from Elijah to Peter, encouraged me to
believe that it might truly be possible.

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

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

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

This terrifying realization became a strong motive to continue past seven days, for I could not, dared not stop until obtain
ing at least some kind of answer. Seven weeks went by, and still I dared not abandon my search, for every day defeat s
eemed more horrible to contemplate. If this search ended without victory, it would take my very God out of Heaven. Wee
ping, waiting, meditating, searching the Word, walking, kneeling, standing and again being prostrate on the floor . . . Sile
nce! No posture, no fasting, no tears, no cries could pierce the silent, invisible barrier which so oppressively closed in up
on my being. The days slowly passed, lengthening into weeks.

God was in no hurry to uncover the secrets of His mysteries. He, who had so carefully hid the diamonds deeply in the E
arth for only the most persistent of seekers, did not hurry to reveal His hiding place to one who aspired to visit His treasu
ry. The seeking and digging was necessary. Two months passed Â– an eternity seemed to slide into time. Not a breeze
stirred in the spiritual world, not even a tiny cloud the size of a manÂ’s hand appeared.

However, though I did not find God during that time, certainly the devil was there. The enemy brought an almost continu
al barrage against my seeming ridiculous attempt. It was against all reason, rationality, good sense and sanity, the friend
ly enemy warned. And surely it was doomed to defeat as if an elephant tried to fly. By then I had gone too far and could
not turn back.
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It occurred to me to set God a date. Surely by now a mistake was made. There was no use going on definitely. Accordin
gly a date was set, Â“God, if by the end of the week, Saturday evening at five oÂ’clock, You do not manifest Yourself in
some tangible way, then it will be known that I am mistaken. I will go out with tracts and return to the conventional missio
nary routine.Â” Surely God, knowing my sincere decision, would be forced to move out from His hiding place Â– this was
my clever, hidden reasoning.

But still no breeze stirred. In infinite wisdom and patience, God held his peace and the end of the week drew near. The fi
ve oÂ’clock arrived and still God had done nothing. With unutterable bitterness of soul, with tears of frustration and defe
at welling up from depths within, I filled my pockets with tracts and slowly walked down the long hall which led to the stre
et. God had not answered.

At that moment, in GodÂ’s precise timing, a local pastor arrived with his unconverted teen age son. During the visit the p
astor poured out his troubles at great length. Minutes became hours. It became impossible to do the proposed house to
house visitation and tract distribution because of the lateness of the hour. As the two visitors prepared to leave, I asked t
he boy a searching question. One word led to another until the young boy was on his face sobbing his way through grac
e to mercy, and asking for forgiveness of his sins.

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

Suddenly a Voice . . .

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Come and Pray

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

Three people came that Monday night Â– a timid servant lass, a backslidden Christian worker and his shy young wife. N
ot one of the three had ever seen anyone filled with the Holy Spirit of had heard much about Him. The small church, and
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many like it in Argentina at that time, had never experienced any manifestations of the Holy Spirit. They did not know ho
w to receive the Holy Spirit, nor what it would be like when He came. We spent some time the first night instructing them
according to the Scriptures. Then al five of us knelt before the Lord in prayer. The total absolute silence reigned suprem
e. Whether they slept or prayed, I know not.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Wind of the Spirit

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

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

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

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

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

Re: The Rap on the Table that Started the Revival - posted by UntoBabes (), on: 2016/2/4 19:26
Wow, Very encouraging.
God indeed is in no hurry but is waiting patiently on us to obey in the smallest ways.
I have never read this story before.
Thank you
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Re: - posted by sermonindex (), on: 2016/2/5 9:29
Quote:
-------------------------A word as spoken; that word vibrated powerfully into the depths and out again into the heights. Accompanying that word came the d
ynamic overwhelming Presence of God that seemed to fill the whole world around me.

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

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

May God do so in all our hearts and we see the Great Revival come to North America. It is already in parts of China and
other countries where millions are coming to the LORD.
"OUR GREATEST PRIVILEGE IS TO ENJOY GOD'S PRESENCE"
Re: The Rap on the Table that Started the Revival, on: 2016/2/5 9:33
Double wow, Fifi and Brandy.
Tears running down my cheeks while reading. God will share His glory with no man or woman or method or good intenti
on. He wants us to get to the end of self and the more self and pride we have the longer it takes. As Greg said recently q
uoting: nothing else really matters except Jesus and abiding in the Vine. And not just hearing the still small Voice, but o
beying no matter how foolish it seems to our poor "rational minds".
Thank you for posting this man's testimony. I'm sure we will hear more like it in the days to come. L
Re: - posted by dolfan (), on: 2016/2/5 9:42
I read the OP while eating lunch yesterday. Woke up today and it is in my mind again. Ruminating on it.
Re: - posted by sermonindex (), on: 2016/2/9 19:34
We have found sermons by R. Edward Miller and added them to SermonIndex: https://www.sermonindex.net/modules/m
ydownloads/viewcat.php?op=&cid=1499
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