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        “Your thunder roared from the whirlwind; the lightning lit up the world! The earth trembled and shook.”

        PSALM 77:18
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        “Lord, I have heard of Your fame; I stand in awe of Your deeds. Oh Lord, renew them in our day, in our time make them known” (Habakkuk 3:2 NIV).
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        * * *

      

      If you pick up an old volume on revival or read a historical article, you’ll probably find hundreds of quotations from intercessors and revivalists. Many authors have chronicled the fiery words of preachers who led great moves of God.

      I’ve always loved reading reflections from firebrands. Their insights inspire me to press deeper into the flames of revival.

      In my books, The Fire That Once Was: A Revival Classic and Rend The Heavens: Stories of Awakening, I included dozens of revival quotes. One of my editors thought I put in too many and said that I should take several of them out. I let him know that I disagreed with him. I want my readers to feel passion and fervor, and one of the best ways to spark the fire is through the heartfelt reflections of the revivalists. I informed him that if I could, I would like to squeeze in even more.

      Anointed words make a difference, and they can stir the hearts of men. I always thought that a soul-shaking collection of revival quotations should be made into a book. I thought about working on one, but my good friend, J. D. King, beat me to it. I’m pleased that he dug out so many powerful excerpts to include in this book—Thunder in the Whirlwind: A Collection of Revival Quotations.

      I can think of a few that really struck me, like some of the following:

      
        
        “Revival is the visitation of God, which brings to life Christians who have been sleeping and restores a deep sense of God’s nearness and holiness.” ~J. I. Packer

      

      

      
        
        “An appropriate response sets you up for a visitation.” ~Steve Gray

      

      

      
        
        "A revival means days of heaven on earth.” ~D. Martyn Lloyd-Jones

      

      

      But there are many more that get me thinking about what it means to walk in the deeper things of God. The passionate insights of these intercessors inspire me. What they preach makes me want to proclaim the gospel too. The intensity of their words compels me to share my own thoughts on spiritual awakening.

      I recently told a congregation in Arkansas that revival is when God, in His mercy and grace, comes to the aid of a sick, dying, impotent church—giving it purpose and life once again. Many fell on their faces in prayer as I spoke those heartfelt words.

      I had been reading from the histories of the great revivalists, and their words ignited something in me too. Because of them, my message carried sparks and was imparting spiritual hunger. Moments like that are overwhelming.

      The fires that others carry will often light a spark in us. When believers reflect on the older revivals, it opens the door for a fresh awakening in our generation. I like what J. Edwin Orr said:

      
        
        “There have been instances in the history of the Church when the telling and retelling of the wonderful works of God have been used to rekindle the expectations of the faithful intercessors and prepare the way for another Awakening.”

      

      

      So, I invite you to read the following remarks, prayerfully considering what they reveal. Let their stirrings stir you.

      
        
        ~Frank “J. J.” Di Pietro, the author of The Fire that Once Was and Rend The Heavens: Stories of Awakening

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Shouting With Our Fathers

      

      
        Defining Revival

      

      
        Characteristics of Revival

      

      
        Preparation for Revival

      

      
        Praying for Revival

      

      
        Encountering Revival

      

      
        Carrying Revival

      

      
        When Revival Wanes

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SHOUTING WITH OUR FATHERS

          

          AN INTRODUCTION TO REVIVAL

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

        Drawing of Evangelist John King (1746-1795) boldly preaching.

      

      
        
        “Oh, that we might know the Lord! Let us press on to know him. He will respond to us as surely as the arrival of dawn or the coming of rains in early spring” (Hosea 6:3 NLT).
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        * * *

      

      Someone recently asked me why the past mattered. He argued that it was nothing more than faded stories and forgotten people, with little relevance to our modern world. He said that he preferred to look forward rather than backward. I told him that his view was shortsighted. As the great American novelist William Faulkner once said, “There is no such thing as past . . . The past is never dead. It is not even past.”⁠1 History is not a distant memory but a living force that shapes who we are today. Your roots go much deeper than you imagine.

      I cannot comment on the experiences of others, but I have found this precept to be true in my own life. I have been colored by the values and experiences that shaped my ancestors.

      Obviously, not every part of my family’s legacy is noble. Some of it is in conflict with the goodness and grace of the Lord. Yet, there are fragments in my bloodline that I am quite proud of. That is what I would like to discuss in this opening chapter.

      I was fortunate to be raised in the shadow of revival, surrounded by stories that captivated and inspired me. Even as a child, I sensed my family had a deep connection with God, though I couldn't fully grasp its significance. It was only in my later years that I unearthed the rich heritage that coursed through my veins.

      One of my ancestors, Dr. John King (1746-1795), had a radical conversion under the ministry of John Wesley (1703-1791) in London. While finishing up studies at Oxford University, he heard the impassioned Methodist in an outdoor revival meeting. In a singular moment, my forefather gave it all to the Lord. One glorious encounter changed the trajectory of his life.
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        Dr. John King (1746-1795)

      

      Unsurprisingly, Dr. King chose to align with the Methodists. This was, however, a decision that horrified his class-conscious parents. They insisted that he abandon what they perceived as "foolishness" and return to his upstanding position in medical field. King, however, remained resolute in his determination to stand with the revivalists. His encounter with the glory of the Lord transformed him, and there was no turning back. He was even willing to face the prospect of being disinherited.

      Before long, Dr. King sensed an undeniable calling to become a preacher. In 1770, he embarked on a perilous voyage across the Atlantic to serve as a missionary in the American colonies. In the years leading up to the American Revolution, he covered vast distances on horseback, passionately spreading the message of the gospel.

      King was not only a fervent intercessor but also a man of profound devotion. His prayer life opened the door to many remarkable encounters. On one occasion, while ministering in Baltimore, Henry Bowman was struck just watching him pray:

      
        
        On his first visit to Harford County this year, Henry Bowman came to hear him, full of prejudice against the Methodists. King appeared in the midst of a large congregation. Before he began the service, he put his hands over his face while he engaged in silent prayer. This apparently small circumstance was the cause of bringing conviction to Bowman's mind before the preaching began; he was thus prepared to receive the truth in the love.⁠2

      

      

      It is inspiring to read about the prayerful posture of John King. Out of the overflow of his deep devotion to God, he was able to stir the heart of Henry Bowman, and many others.
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        John King preaching the first Methodist sermon in Baltimore.

      

      King was known as a passionate and compelling orator, a quality that drew audiences to his fiery sermons. William Glendenning (1747–1816), a Methodist itinerate from Scotland who eventually settled in North Carolina, became acquainted with King. On one occasion the Scot introduced him to a southern congregation, describing him as "Brother Johnny King, a little red faced English man, full of faith and the Holy Ghost.”⁠3

      Although most Americans along the frontier were drawn to King’s impassioned preaching, his intensity occasionally clashed with the well-heeled Methodist officials. At one point, John Wesley himself wrote to firebrand from across the Atlantic, cautioning him:

      
        
        Scream no more, at the peril of your soul. God now warns you, by me, whom he has set over you. Speak as earnestly as you can; but do not scream. Speak with all your heart; but with a moderate voice.⁠4

      

      

      Throughout the annals of history, many revivalists have lacked refinement. However, their rough edges often seemed to enhance their effectiveness. These impassioned men were able draw in many. Historian Edward Drinkhouse recognized that despite Dr. King's “uncultivated style and peculiar manners as a preacher, he had notable converts.”⁠5 His passion was compelling.

      Along the paths he traveled, flourishing congregations took root. At old, splintered altars where he knelt in prayer, countless souls were led to the Lord. The undeniable fruit of his ministry serves as a testament to his calling. Knowing that such a remarkable figure is part of my family heritage has been a continual source of inspiration.

      BRUSH ARBORS AND BOILING HOT RELIGION
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        A brush arbor meeting.

      

      Following the tragic passing of Dr. John King, the torch of revival continued to illuminate my family's path. In western North Carolina, where my ancestors first laid down roots, a wave of fervent outdoor revival gatherings were instituted around 1800. They became known as "camp meetings.”

      These assemblies stirred the souls of many, leading them into profound encounters with the Lord. Methodist Bishop Francis Asbury recognized their significance, urging preachers to prioritize them, saying, “We must attend to camp-meetings; they make our harvest time.”⁠6

      These gatherings became renowned for their transformative impact, drawing thousands to experience God's saving power in the open air. According to one Carolina historian, the 1820s and 1830s were “years of great popularity of camp meetings.”⁠7

      In addition to the raucous camp meetings, the Methodist itinerants organized brush arbor meetings, where worshippers congregated beneath rustic shelters crafted from poles overlaid with brush and branches.⁠8 These impassioned services produced quite a scene in the backwoods of the South.

      These kinds of revivals often produced a sound. One circuit rider described the approach to preaching that was commonly expressed in these meetings. He said,

      
        
        Begin low, go slow. When most oppressed, be self-possessed. Rise higher, catch fire. Wax warm, close out in a storm.⁠9

      

      

      However, it wasn't just the traveling preachers who burned with fire; the congregants also raised their voices. One observer recounted how “the people screamed until you could hear them for three miles on a clear night, and until the blood vessels stood out like whip cords.”⁠10 That provides such a vivid picture of what my family experienced.

      Some of my ancestors and the other worshippers were so moved that they wept and collapsed in the dirt, describing the experience as a manifestation of the “holy ‘knock’em-down’ power.”⁠11 One man said the following about his experience:

      
        
        The brothers and sister prayed around me. Then like a flash, the power of God struck me. It seemed like something struck me in the top of my head and went on out through the toes of my feet. I jumped, or rather fell back against the back of the seat. I lay on the floor.⁠12

      

      

      In the brush arbors, people shook, fell, and experienced intense contortions, a phenomenon known as the "jerks.” Lorenzo Dow, a Methodist itinerant, described how saplings were left intentionally on the revival grounds for those who were overtaken by the Holy Spirit to hold on to. He said:

      
        
        I observed the undergrowth had been cut for a camp meeting, and from fifty to a hundred saplings were left breast high, on purpose for the people who were jerked to hold on by. I observed, where they had held on, they had kicked up the earth as a horse stamping flies.⁠13

      

      

      Other seekers shared similar experiences during the raucous gatherings. Some reported encounters that were especially dramatic, with a few even exhibiting what appeared to be violent convulsions. John Johnson vividly recalled one such moment:

      
        
        I saw women, who were held by two or more strong men, throw themselves back and forward with such violence, that they threw combs out of their hair, and then their loosened locks would crack nearly as loudly as a common carriage whip.⁠14

      

      

      Undoubtedly, in the revivals that my family attended in the nineteenth century, hearts were quickened and passions were unleashed. Alongside countless others, they were swept up in what can only be described as “a boiling hot religion.”⁠15

      During this pivotal era, American Methodism had a close “identification with the revivalist viewpoint.”⁠16 It experienced explosive growth during this time, growing from 15,000 members in 1785 to over 850,000 by 1840. The followers of John Wesley “won the majority of adherents to Christianity in America.” and did so “with more or less continuous efforts at revivalism.”⁠17

      America’s roots were watered with these powerful spiritual awakenings. Our nation was, as President Calvin Coolidge once acknowledged, “born in a Revival of Religion.”⁠18 Myriads of men and women were overwhelmed in the glory.

      Nevertheless, as time progressed, the fervor of American revivalism shifted. Some members of my family chose to leave Methodism, drawn instead to the beliefs of the Southern Baptists or the independent Christian church. Yet, the spirit of revivalism was far from extinguished in the King family; some continued to carry its torch.
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        As my family moved further West, they still carried a passion for the gospel.

      

      Over time, my family's spiritual odyssey led them from the Carolinas to Tennessee and eventually to Arkansas. All the while, they steadfastly upheld the influence of the Holy Spirit. The Kings, in their own way, remained revivalists.

      However, as the years passed, the once-prominent awakenings began to fade into obscurity. The inexplicable stories that had shaped the lives of my forebears gradually slipped into the recesses of forgotten history. Historian Richard Bushman points out that beginning in the mid-nineteenth century, revivals

      
        
        moved from the center to the periphery of American culture. The common disdain in this secular age for impassioned religious emotion and language is merely symptomatic of the shift in values that has shunted revivals to the sidelines. What was once of critical importance to the majority of people is now of marginal interest.⁠19

      

      

      However, my family still valued the beauty and wonder of the gospel. They shouted and cried out until they felt the assurance of grace in their hearts.

      THOSE THAT PRAYED AND THOSE THAT RAN
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        J.D. King and Otha Leon King.

      

      The Lord had His hand on my family, but not everyone responded to heaven's mercy. According to family lore, my great-grandfather, Martin Hughes King (1876-1931), ran from a ministry calling and died prematurely. His unrealized destiny put a black mark on the King name. Where would my family be today if Martin had submitted to the leadings of the Lord?

      Fortunately, the grace of God runs deep, and Martin’s sons embraced the wonder of the gospel. Both my grandfather, Otha Leon (1908-1980), and his brother Eldon (1917-2009), became first-generation Pentecostal preachers. The two ministered in boisterous tent meetings during hot Arkansas summers, zealously contending for the gospel.

      In the 1940s and '50s, my grandfather became an active participant in the Salvation-Healing Revival. Meetings under big tents were led by evangelists like Oral Roberts (1918-2009), Jack Coe (1918-1956), and A. A. Allen (1911-1970). Many were transfixed by what transpired under the flaps of those old, musty tents. David Edwin Harrell, Jr. says that

      
        
        a generation grew up that would never forget the ecstatic years from 1947 to 1952, years filled with long nights of tense anticipation, a hypnotic yearning for the Holy Spirit and stunning miracles for the believers performed by God’s anointed revivalists.⁠20

      

      

      My grandfather was engrossed with the revival and grew frustrated when his denomination—the Assemblies of God—dismissed what was transpiring. Officials saw the gatherings as little more than sensationalism and noise, but Leon King knew better. He took his family to the rollicking meetings. They heard the roar of the people as the Spirit of God moved across the canvas cathedral. The astounding things that they witnessed under the dangling lights could not be easily dismissed.

      Decades later, I heard marvelous stories recounted around the dinner table. I knew my grandfather had witnessed the inexplicable power of the gospel. Every time I stared into his gentle eyes, I was witnessing the wondrous love of Jesus.

      Leon and my grandmother, Rudean, often talked about the remarkable moves of God they had witnessed, but at the time, I hardly knew what they were describing. Revival was something beyond my grasp. I didn’t understand what it meant to be in a glorious outpouring of the Holy Spirit.

      Even though I didn’t comprehend what it was, it still sparked a hunger in me. My soul thirsted for the Lord!

      NO MORE MARVELS?
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        In Arkansas, tent meetings were held in the late spring and early summer.

      

      As a child, I was captivated by the tales of my grandfather's adventures and the raucous stories that filled the religious landscape of the past. It was a world brimming with awe and wonder, and Jesus seemed to be actively at work in so many lives.

      The older generation spoke of miracles, but as I sat in my church on Sunday mornings, everything seemed so routine and uninspiring. While we sang songs about heaven and the hope of a better age, I found myself idly flipping through the hymnal and counting ceiling tiles. Despite my lethargic appearance, there was a deep yearning for something more.

      Occasionally, my father would take me to lively tent meetings, reminiscent of the fervent gatherings that took place in my grandfather's era. These outdoor extravaganzas both fascinated and horrified me. There were endless sights, sounds, and commotion.

      Under the canvas cathedral, I'd watch preachers rhythmically sweat and sway to the cadence of their sermon. They would bring the crowd to a place where emotions were raging, voices were shouting, and feverish anticipation pulled everyone to the edge of their seat.

      As the service reached a crescendo, the preacher paused, and an inexplicable stillness settled over the assembly. Then, with a booming voice, the preacher would recount tales of old-time revival meetings. He described nights where God moved, and hundreds were radically saved. The evangelist spun tales of miracles and God's mighty works.

      Through these captivating stories, we felt a connection to the saints who had gone before. As we joined in a spirited rendition of "Revive us Again.” those around me believed that a move of God was within reach.

      We longed for more, but beneath the canvas flaps, only a handful were truly ready for an outpouring. If the glory of the Lord had descended, it would have upended everything. We weren’t ready for revival.

      HAUNTED BY THE HOLY GHOST
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        Central Bible College in Springfield, Missouri.

      

      Although I struggled to maintain my Christian commitment when I was a teenager, the Holy Ghost continued to haunt me. Sin wanted to remain, but I could never shake the fervor I saw in my grandfather's eyes or the sounds of travail from the intercessors.

      After years of faltering, I finally made a commitment to the Lord and enrolled in Central Bible College in Springfield, Missouri. Leaving for school felt like I was leaving everything I knew, but I was comforted knowing that I would be able to dig up the ancient wells of revival.

      However, things weren't as I had imagined. Waking up at the crack of dawn, I'd sit on cold metal chairs and listen to professors pontificate on history, scripture, and ethics. I was expecting an explosion of glory, but there wasn't anything on campus that resembled that.

      In a class where we delved into revival history, my hope surged. The professor highlighted the incidents that helped inaugurate Pentecostalism. He told us about the camp meetings and Wesleyan Holiness preachers. He described the prayers and the fervor. All of this set the stage for the 1901 revival in Topeka, Kansas, under Charles F. Parham (1873-1929), and the Azusa Street Revival in Los Angeles, California (1906-1909). As this class concluded, I realized that his accounts mirrored the stories that I heard as a child.

      I was waiting to be overwhelmed but was merely taught decorum and pulpit etiquette. My homiletics professor insisted that we never scream in the pulpit. He told us that we needed to make sure that we didn't offend the elders and those who managed the church affairs. The dynamics of religion seldom change generation after generation.

      I went off to Bible school to encounter God, but they only handed me dusty old stories and church management strategies. We talked about men and women who relinquished everything to follow Jesus, but my classmates and I weren't in the same league. My friends and I never entered into the deeper realms of intercession. We knew nothing of sacrifice.

      We said that we wanted revival, but what would we have done if God actually showed up? It's one thing to read about it on a page, but something else to directly encounter the overwhelming glory of the Lord. My peers and I weren't ready to be confronted with the piercing reality of a move of God. In many ways, we had allowed a religious spirit to tame us and take us away from the raw fervor that had first stirred us. We were blind to our own blindness.

      RELIGION GRIPPED ME
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        Repentance at the Brownsville Revival.

      

      Upon completing my second year at Bible College, I found myself veering off course. My attention had shifted more towards doctrinal studies than spiritual growth. On the wrong trajectory, I placed a greater importance on the acquisition of knowledge than prayer. Empty religion was tightening its grip around me, and I willingly looked away as its claws were digging into my flesh.

      A sense of unease took hold as reports of revivals in various locations surfaced. The fervor of those experiencing these moves of God challenged many of my ecclesiastical ambitions. I was anxious about what these men and women represented.

      During the mid-1990s, the flames of revival burned brightly. People were drawn from around the world to a handful of hotspots. Masses were overcome and trembled as the Holy Spirit moved upon them. Powerful testimonies kept emanating from Latin America, Canada, and the southeastern United States.

      It was during this time that I attended an overflow service led by Steve Hill and John Kilpatrick—leaders from the Brownsville Revival. These firebrands spoke passionately about the move of God that was sweeping across the Florida panhandle. Hill said something that evening that sounded similar to what he told Steve Beard around this time,

      
        
        When I look upon the people, I see all the hunger. They come from the corners of the globe . . . That blows me away. I'm beginning to see how this could affect the nation. People are attracted to the fire. John Wesley said, “I set myself on fire and the people come to watch me burn."⁠21

      

      

      The atmosphere of the room was charged with weightiness and glory. Testimonies echoed through the room and hundreds rushed to the altars. Myriads were overcome by the presence of God. While most believed they were encountering an outpouring of the Holy Spirit, I didn’t know what to think

      
      
      
      THE SMITHTON OUTPOURING
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      CATCHING LIGHTNING IN A BOTTLE
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