
Awaken Our Souls To The Delights of Your Creation , by Lois Burgher  

            Weekend after 
weekend we would pack 
up the car with fishing 
poles, lunches, jackets, 
with the great anticipa-
tion of spending the day 
in the beautiful Black 
Hills. We did not have a 
lot of money to go out to 
eat or spend whatever 

we wanted at a department store and 
certainly we would not be viewed as 
wealthy in the material sense How-
ever my family was very rich in 
learning to appreciative and enjoy 
nature and my soul came alive and 
responded to God at a very early age 
sometimes I think because of con-
tinually being surrounded by the 
wonders of His creation. 
             A quote I read recently by 
Eleonora Duse has been affecting me 
lately. I am so in agreement with it 
as I have seen it to be so true in my 
own life.  
  
“If the sight of the blue skies fills 
you with joy, if the simple things 

of nature have a message that you 
understand, rejoice for your soul is 

alive.” 
 
             I have come to love every 
season of the year and the unique 
beauty they bring, but spring is my 
favorite time of the year and always 
awakens within me the gift of new 
life and the promise He gives that His 
mercies are new every morning.  
Spring for me is the season that 
illuminates the meaning of the 
word hope . Spring also brings the 
memories of special times spent with 
my family. The times of stopping the 
car to run out and pick the wild cro-
cuses peaking up through the newly 
thawed earth.  The times of smelling 

the earthworms as they come out of 
the ground after the rain, and running 
out to take pictures of the double rain-
bows aglow over the Rocky Mountains. 
The times of watching for the bluebirds 
return to the feeder and smelling the 
lilacs as they fill the bushes with their 
beauty and fragrance. The times of 
putting my hands in the warmed soil to 
plant the seed that will bring a bounty 
of fresh vegetables and flowers. Spring 
always brings and enhances the awak-
ening of my soul and stirs within me 
the wonderful gift of life itself.   

             All of my family have been 
apart of my learning the joy of the sim-
ple things of nature but I have a spe-
cial tribute to give to one member of 
my family for this gift of the memories 
he has given to me and to the contin-
ual appreciation he has contributed to 
in the awakening of my soul to His 

creation. That tribute is to my 
brother Steve. Steve is three and a 
half years older then I and has lived 
in northwest Montana for the past 30 
years. Steve is a true outdoorsman in 
every sense of the word and has 
helped me be alive and alert to the 
things of nature since we were small 
children.  I believe Steve was born 
with and was also taught by our fa-
ther to sensitize himself to see and 
appreciate all of the animals and 
wonders of creation in a unique and 
wonderful way that only few people 
experience.  There is not a time that I 
can remember of being with Steve 
that he has not pointed out the red 
tail hawk in the sky, picked a hand-
ful of wild flowers and given them to 
me, or commented on the number of 
deer he saw that day or the fish that 
he caught. Steve gets so much joy 
from the simple things of creation 
and for that I will always love him 
and be especially grateful. Steve is 
and has been a special gift to my life.  
I love you Steve and thank you so 
much for who you are and for being 
the best brother! 
             I was recently reading about 
the life of the well-known hymn 
writer Fanny Crosby. It is said that 
more of her hymns than any other 
writer of the nineteenth century have 
found an abiding place in the hearts 
of Christians in the world over.  So 
evident is this that there is a fra-
grance about her very name that no 
other has.  In her time Fanny Crosby 
was considered of equal stature with 
colleagues D.L. Moody and Ira 
Sankey. She was renowned as a 
preacher and lecturer and people 
would line up for blocks to hear her 
speak. She did not even begin writing 
until she was in her 40’s neverthe-
                           (Continued on page 4) 
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Lois’s mother and brother,  
Margaret & Steve 
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Going To The Streets  by Rex Burgher  

             The line of men, women and 
children outside the tent coming for 
burgers, hot dogs and chips blended 
into the line of those waiting for the 
sacks of groceries inside. I stood for 
close to three hours handing them 
plates, making sure they had all the 
chips they wanted and getting them 
bread for their burgers and hot dogs. 
Mostly I wanted to get to know these 
men and women and the only way I 
knew how was to begin to talk with 
them. Almost every one of them 
would respond by saying to us, 
“Praise God!” or “Thank the Lord for 
all you are doing.” It made me think I 

was at a church picnic with everyone 
saved, rather than in the center of 
Philly. It wasn't that they were disre-
spectful; they just knew church lingo 
really well. Besides all of that, it was-
n't long till we were joking and kid-
ding with each other, many of them 
coming back through the line several 
times, bringing friends with them. It 
paid off later that night when many 
of them felt safe to open up to us as 
we prayed for them. 
             Last fall, while Lois and I 
were both at the Global Awakening 
Conference here in Harrisburg, a 
friend of mine from Idaho, Michael 
Schwartz, introduced us to a friend 
of his who works on the streets of 
Philadelphia. Bill Wilson was born 
and raised in Philly just a few blocks 
from where our tent was, in a place 
the locals called the badlands .  He 
became a golden gloves boxing 
champion from there and also got 
into drugs along with everything else 
that comes with the territory. His 
journey to knowing the Lord, walking 
out his addictions, his marriage to 
Getty and their three daughters are 

testimonies to the redeeming power of 
Jesus. 
             Bill kept contacting me 
through the months since, and felt 
God was telling him that I was to 
come and minister on the streets 
alongside of him. For years, Lois and I 
have felt a strong pull to the streets 
but like many of you we just didn't 
know how to get there. We felt this 
was a 'God opportunity' and knew if 
we just said yes it would all come 
about in His timing. In February Bill 
called to let me know he wanted me to 
come to the streets with him real 
soon. Just before we headed to Ohio 
and Long Island during the first of 
March, Bill let me know that he was 
planning a meeting out in the park 
and planned to put a tent up. Where 
the park was I had no idea but he did 
tell me that Michael was coming into 
town to help. 
             Last week on Friday, I got a 
call from Bill telling me that the tent 
was up, Michael was in town and I 
was scheduled to speak the next 
night at 6:00 pm. We called Jason & 
Krista, our kids from State College, 
and they came down to help.   We met 
up with Bill, his wife Gethen or Getty 
as Bill calls her, along with Michael 
and a whole troupe of people that 
came from Salmon, Idaho with Mike 
to help out. We found that Roy Cy-
pher and his wife from San Diego had 
flown in as well. Roy is a leader of 
Point Man Ministries in California, an 
organization dedicated to helping Viet 
Nam Vets. Also Tom Meyer, who min-
isters in 8 prisons in Texas to death 
row inmates, was there as well. As 
you can tell this was not your average 
Sunday going-to-meeting kind of 
group here. 
             To  make  th ings  even 
stranger, if you could make it 
stranger, a number of the people that 
were helping Bill by setting up the 
chairs, tables and grill, had come di-
rectly from either Mennonite or Amish 
backgrounds, but strongly protested 
at being either of those so we never 
really found out where they fell. We 
did realize that a few of them were 
strong on legalism and probably were-
n't the best people to have go out onto 
the sidewalks, hand out tracts and 
talk to the people. For these few, 
grace was not part of their general 

vocabulary and they really needed to 
hear the Father heart message. I over-
heard one person telling people they 
were going to hell and a person re-
sponded by saying, "What you mean 
going to hell, we already live in hell!" 
Bill had to go over and calm down one 
of them with their antagonistic 
method of evangelism. They meant 
well, and with a heavy dose of the 
Holy Spirit and the love of Jesus they 
will do just fine. 
             The park where the tent was 
placed was the same park Bill played 
in as a kid; he was raised in one of 
the houses nearby. When you listen to 
the stories of his brother and sister, 
the sister by the way came to the 
meeting and was powerfully touched, 
you would be amazed that Bill was 
able to make it out of there and can 
do anything at all. Bill is interesting to 
know, he is pretty much a straightfor-
ward kind of guy and you really don't 
know if he is kidding with you unless 
you see the twinkle in his eye and a 
slight grin come to the comer of his 
mouth. Both he and Mike are straight 
shooters and will tell you if they like 
you or not. They have a lot of compas-

sion for those who are sick but if you 
have a religious spirit you may want 
to back up a little and give them some 
room as they will land on you pretty 
hard if you get in there face. 
             Bill also purchased 40 hams 
and handed them out making sure 
the women were served first, before 
the men. Well the hours went by, all 
the food had been handed out and all 
the burgers and hotdogs were cooked 
and served. The worship band was 
putting together their instruments, 
amps and  (continued on page 3)  

Michael Schwartz and Rex serving food 

Bill Wilson directing the unloading of food 
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such and getting ready to begin. Peo-
ple were milling around and on the 
outskirts of the crowd we heard some 
angry yelling at times. It was usually 
someone's response to the antagonis-
tic evangelism that was taking place. 
So after a time of worship Michael 
came to the front to introduce me. 

Now Michael is Michael and he just 
tells people how he feels, and he 
wasn't feeling too good about the 
style of evangelism that was taking 
place so he just plainly told the peo-
ple so and then added that Rex is 
going to come and speak. Without 
much more than that I came to the 
front of about a hundred people or so 
and began to share with them. 
             Knowing that most of the 
people in front of me were orphans, 
without a good grasp of the Father, I 
knew exactly where to start. I told 
them about the heart of the Father 
for his children and how much he 
loves them. They needed to know the 
potential they had and they really 
needed to know how the Father sees 
them and how much the Devil hates 
them and is trying to kill them. The 
illustration I used was from the Gar-
den of Eden when Eve and Adam ate 
the fruit from the tree of the knowl-
edge of good and evil. From that mo-
ment onward the worst street gang 
the world has ever seen came into 
being, spray-painting graffiti over all 
of God's house, his creation and tak-
ing his children and turning them 
into prostitutes, dope addicts, alco-
holics and orphans. This gang con-
tinued terrorizing the children’s 
minds and spirits telling them that 
their natural father doesn't love them 

Continued: Going To The Streets  by Rex Burgher ����

and wants nothing to do with them 
anymore. I told them that is a lie 
and that Satan is the father of lies 
and the truth is not in him. John 
8:44 
            When it came time to have 
them come forward to receive the 
Lord for the first time, or to rededi-
cate their lives to him they rushed 
to the front before we had a chance 
to get ready. By the time Bill got up 
to help, a fourth of the people were 
already crowding around us as the 
rest were moving the chairs off to 
the side. 
            Many were saved, healed 
and delivered that night, but there 
is much more to do. The stories of 
the plights of these people are 
heart wrenching. They have no-
where to go once they are saved 
except back into the streets where 
they come from. Some are so tor-
mented that even when the peace 
of God comes upon them, and we 
all-go back to our houses, they still 
go back to abusive circumstances 
and relationships. It is either that 
or freeze on the streets, and those 
streets are not safe. 
            Bill took one of the men 
with us back to Harrisburg that 
night. He said we either get him 
out of there right now or come and 
bury him later. Bill knew him from 
when he was a kid living in the 
area. The man had been drinking 
and you really didn't know if he 
was going to throw a punch at you 
or not, but he was hurting and 
that was the only way he knew 
how to express his hurt. 
            One woman that Lois 
prayed for just was released from 
prison and wanted to die. She was 
so despondent that she didn't care 
if God or Satan would kill her she 
just wanted it all over. She had no-
where to go except back to where 
she lived and she didn't want to 
because she was all a lone. She 
had no friends that knew Christ 
and had been greatly abused by 
men. Even though she wanted a 
man she didn't want to be used 
again. Lois led her through many 
prayers of repentance and by the 
time the Holy Spirit was done with 
her she was a different person. She 
stopped the policeman that had 

come over to the tent that was walk-
ing the beat that night and told him 
of all the Lord had done for her. This 
enabled us to come and witness to 
the cop as well.  It wasn’t long before 
the cop had tears streaming down 
his cheeks. 
             We finally made it out of 
there and back to Harrisburg by mid-
night and though we were tired we 
felt spiritually refreshed and clean in 
our hearts. To really make a differ-
ence, we know we will have to do so 
much more than the shock and awe 
that a one-night meeting can possi-
bly bring about. We will have to come 
back weekly and have people there in 
one-way or another every day. Get-
ting a drunk free from the spirit of 
drinking and then telling him we 
have no place for him, forcing him to 
go back to the bar to live, or getting a 
person healed from an abusive rela-
tionship only to slap them on the 
back and send them once again back 
into the abusive relationship is just 
as wrong. To get a prostitute saved 
and then send her back to her pimp 
because you have no place for her is 
cruel and unusual punishment. 

             There is a mission field here 
in America that is just as dirty and 
desolate as you would find in Mo-
zambique. It is just most Christians 
don't know how to get there from 
where they are. If you feel that you 
would like to be stretched we would 
like you to come with us on our next 
big meeting scheduled in July.  Bill 
goes out every week and we are going 
to go with him as much as we possi-
bly can. As Bill Johnson has said so 
many times, if we can just take a 
block we can take a neighborhood, if 
we can take  (continued on page 4)   

Roy Cypher and his wife and Lois & Krista 
heading back to the tent 

Rex speaking inside the tent that night 
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less she wrote about 9,000 hymns. 
The passion of her love for God drew 
the lost into the kingdom of God. 
Fanny also composed more than 
1,000 poems and played the harp 
and organ in concert.  So many 
accomplishments seem incredible 
for any one person, but all the 
more when you realize that these 
talents were beautifully expressed 
through a woman who was blind 
from infancy. I think of Fanny be-
cause of learning about her back-
ground that so influenced her en-
tire life and how the Lord used her 
grandmother Eunice as a wonder-
ful mentor. Eunice taught her to 
believe in the goodness and the 
faithfulness of God. Eunice had a 
rare gift to see God in all of crea-
tion. Creation was a mirror to her 
that reflected spiritual truth.  In all 
their walks together in the woods 
and through the fields, Eunice 
brought understanding and illumina-
tion that she and Fanny were not 
alone but God was walking with 
them! She taught Fanny that every 
bird, tree, and flower was designed 
by God to serve His plans and pur-
poses. Eunice taught Fanny about 
the loving nature of a wonderful God! 
Believing in God is the antidote to 
bitterness, resentment, and fear. 
Fanny literally was led by the hand 
and walked through pastures, 
woods, and valleys as she was 

Going To The Streets by Rex Burgher 
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Cont: Awaken Our Souls To The Delights of Your Creation , by Lois Burgher  

taught of God’s faithfulness in 
creation . Grandmother Eunice 
taught young fanny to look for and 
find God in every place and in every 
situation. He is there, but we have to 

be taught to expect to find Him.  
             I myself have wonderful 
memories of walking with my own 
mother around lakes, and through 
the trees and meadows as she would 
point out the wonders of God’s crea-
tion to me and exclaim at the good-
ness of God! I remember the first 
time we all went up on the Going to 
the Sun Highway in Glacier Park in 
Montana when I was a small girl .I 
watched my mother weep and wor-
ship God at the incredible beauty 

and majesty that was before our eyes. 
What a privilege it is to be taught to 
see and know God in all of creation 
and to find peace in the secret place of 
His faithfulness.  

I am also reminded of a part 
of my training as a nurse.  I re-
member learning about the steps 
every person goes through in the 
process of grief. One thing I specifi-
cally remember is the importance 
of the effects of the things He has 
created to bring healing to our 
spirits in the grieving process. To 
allow ourselves to come alive to the 
beauty of life itself and to find heal-
ing in spending time in the secret 
place He has created for us to en-
joy.  I have found this to be true in 
my own life to bring healing and 
His perspective to the burdens and 
problems that life sometimes 

brings.  I have learned to put on my 
coat, take a walk, and ask Him to 
awaken my soul to the things He has 
created for me to delight in. I ask Him 
to awaken me to know that He is al-
ways faithful, that He is everlasting to 
everlasting, that He knows the begin-
ning to the end and that I am His cho-
sen one, dearly loved, and the apple of 
His eye. That is the place of the secret 
place, the place that no amount of 
money can buy, the place that no one 
can take from me. 

So today as you are reading 
this I pray that you too will find the 
place of your soul being awakened to 
the joy of His creation, that he will 
show you new and precious things 
that He has made for you to enjoy and 
that you will have His peace as He 
takes you to the secret place of His 
presence and the assurance of His 
faithfulness. May you know personally 
as Fanny Crosby did as she wrote and 
sung that wonderful song from her 
heart to ours: 

 
“Blessed assurance Jesus is mine, 
Oh, what a fore-taste of glory di-
vine, Heir of salvation, purchase of 
God, Born of His spirit washed in 
His blood. This is my story, this is 
my song, Praising my Saviour all 
the day long, This is my story this 
is my song, Praising my Saviour all 
the day long.”               
 
                                       THE END 

a neighborhood we can take a city, a 
state and then a country.  It seems 
that all my life something inside of me 
has desired to go into the streets and 
do the stuff.  I just didn’t know how or 
where, and teaming up with Bill 
seems like a good place to start.   
             Our hearts are to go back to 
the streets, taking those along with us 
who want to go and serve.  Also our 
desire is to go and minister alongside 
of Michael and Ann Schwartz in 
Idaho.  To do this we need additional 
partners, both in prayer and finances.  
We are asking you to seek the Lord 
and see if he would have you come 
alongside of us in ministering in these 

areas.  There is much to do and we 
will pour ourselves into it but we 
need the funds to do the job right.  If 
you feel like this is something in 
which you would like to partner 
alongside of us, then we together are 
all are saying to those on the streets, 
“Come!” Whoever is thirsty, let him 
come; and whoever wishes, let him 
take the free gift of the water of life. 
Rev. 22:17 
                           THE BEGINNING  
 

For more pictures go to our web site 
www.burgherministry.com and click 

onto Photo Gallery,  
Philadelphia        

Lois and Margaret 


