
Round 4, Let Freedom Ring, By Rex Burgher 
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              I was dreaming, somewhere in my subconscious 
state I knew it was a dream or one of those dreams within 
a dream, but that seemingly didn’t stop me from hav ing to 
wrestle through the dream anyway.  In the dream I h ad 
been awakened by a noise and I could see myself stu m-
bling out of bed more asleep than awake and going i nto 
the bathroom to command the demons to leave that we re 
bothering Lois and I while we slept.  I don’t remem ber 
much more about the dream except thinking how in ju st a 
couple more hours we would be on the rode to Philad el-
phia to do the weekend tent meeting and that I was under 
attack.  In the back of my neck I could feel a twin ge of 
pain, which later would become the start of a sore stiff 
neck.  I remember shaking my head and thinking that  
once again the demons had somehow gotten in and put  
the boots to my neck.  It didn’t surprise me that w e were 
under a spiritual attack from the enemy who didn’t want 
the tent to go up in Kensington Park in Philly. 

             I was already 
up and getting ready 
when the phone began 
to ring at 7:00 a.m.  I 
knew it was Bill letting 
me know that Roy and 
Tom had just pulled 
out of his driveway and 
were on the road pull-
ing the trailer we had 
just filled up yesterday 
with the tent, genera-

tors, chairs and etc. Bill was on the road himself and 
heading over to get John at the Salvation Army head quar-
ters across town and Lois and I were to head out as  soon 
as we put a few more things together. 
             We all converged on the Harrow Gate Pa rk at Ken-
sington and Tioga St. around 10:00 a.m. to begin an other 
weekend of meetings.  The weatherman was not prophe sy-
ing blessings upon our weekend either; the temperat ure 
was to be about 10-15 degrees cooler than normal wi th off 
and on rain and a chance of the white stuff.  We we re 
praying that God would move the clouds out and warm  
things up for us. When we arrived it wasn’t so bad so we 
were optimistic that God would not allow His meetin g to 
be hindered by the weather.  So we began to unload the 
tent and chairs because we had to get over to the P hil 
Abundance Food bank by 11:00 to pick up three palle ts of 

dry goods for the grocery give-away we were doing. 
            Our friends, Stanley, Deborah and their  son Matt 
Beh from Williamson, NY, Randy and Lu Ann Whetstone  
and Scott Marriner from Claysburg, PA, George Sount as 
and Anna Tziomos from out on Long Island, NY all sh ow 
up within minutes of each other to help us set up e very-
thing.  Setting up a 40’ by 60’ tent is no easy job  and all 
of them coming along to help us do it was a very bi g 
blessing to us. 
            When Bill, 
Tom, Lois and I got 
back from picking up 
the three pallets of 
dry goods the tent 
was already up in the 
air and so we all went 
around tightening up 
stakes and making 
sure it was secure for 
whatever the weather 
threw at us.  I don’t’ 
think we ever had such a good time nor easy time of  put-
ting the tent up and getting everything situated.  Having 
friends that come alongside of and grab hold of the  vision 
is so awesome.  
            That afternoon Gary Shelton from Harris burg 

along with Peter and 
Josh from Richmond, 
Virginia showed up 
with all their sound 
equipment and in-
struments to play 
that night.  Gary 
came with three more 
on Saturday night 
and had the place 
rocking.  I have never 
seen such dancing 

and singing in all my life.  The street people that  had 
come into the tent were really into the worship and  Gary 
is so easy going that he had them singing into the micro-
phone about the goodness of God.  Then when we got to 
parts of the worship songs where we all were to cut  loose 
and dance before the Lord it was a sight to behold.   
Toothless and happy they all danced before the Lord  and 
what a sight it was to see.  (Continued on Page 2)             
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Cont: Round 4, Let Freedom Ring!  By Rex Burgher  

I just wish all of you could have been their to see  what we 
were so blessed to be apart of.  Even a couple of m en who 
were just sitting and watching with looks of disint erest 
were laughing and getting into it before the night was over. 

             S a t u r d a y 
was our busiest day 
as Stanley cleaned 
and fired up the 
barbeque and got 
everything prepared 
to begin feeding a 
few hundred with 
burgers and dogs.  
At the same time 
Lois started going 
through the three 
pallets of dry goods 

putting them into individual sacks.  Our group from  Mid-
dleburg showed up around 10:00 a.m. to help us so w e 
had plenty of help to get everything ready for the mass of 
people we expected to come.  Bill had picked up sev eral 
pallets of other dry food supplies and Bill’s wife Getty was 
organizing the sacking of all those supplies to sup plement 
the other food give-away.  So they were receiving t wo good 
size grocery bags full of groceries.  We gave away around 
200 bags of groceries at a cost of around $8.00 for  the two 
bags, not bad and they were so appreciative. 
             We made it through the food give-away and the 
barbeque with just a minor drizzle that lasted for an hour 
or so.  The people still came and the tent was hopp ing with 
a couple hundred people coming in and out of the te nt for 
almost all of the afternoon.   
             When we got to the evening meeting the  rain had 
subsided but it turned cold and our little heater w as 
pointed at the band to attempt to take the edge off  the cold 
and we began the evening meeting.  Last night Bill and I 
felt that Roy Cypher from Point Man ministries, a m inistry 
to the Viet Nam Vets, had the word for the evening and he 
didn’t disappoint us.  Roy got up there and preache d a 
message of ‘Freedom’ , straight from his heart.  This night 
Bill felt I should give the message and during wors hip God 
gave me the message.  Later Bill told me that he ha d never 
heard a message preached that ‘came out of a bottle .’  
When you are on the streets you have to learn to us e 
things that people 
can relate to. As 
an older man told 
me on Sunday 
morning after we 
had put the tent 
away and as we 
stood around talk-
ing he said this to 
me.  “Your mes-
sage last night was 
so good, you didn’t 
talk down to me 
like a lot of 
preachers do but you talked to me and I understood what 
you were saying”.  Then he said, “I got really touc hed last 

night, I couldn’t believe I fell down like that.  I t was the 
best day of my whole life, I am really looking forw ard to 
your coming back in May.” 
              The message was a simple one; a bottle of whiskey 
cannot get you drunk if it stays in the bottle.  It  has to be 
inside of you to get you drunk and if you want to s tay 
drunk you have to keep drinking all the time.  The Holy 
Spirit cannot change your life unless you have him inside 
of you and even if you have accepted Jesus as your savior 
and are born again with the evidence of the Holy Sp irit in 
your life you must drink of Him everyday.  Satan gi ves this 
world a wicked substitute of the Holy Spirit.  That  is why 
they call liquor, ‘spirits’ because it is Satan’s c ounterfeit to 
the Holy Spirit.  When you partake of the Holy Spir it you 
become filled with the fruit of the Spirit, which i s love, joy, 
peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentle-
ness and self-control. Gal 5:22-24 When you drink o f the 
Devil’s drink or as Bill calls it, “Satan’s Urine” you become 
filled with sexual immorality, impurity and debauch ery; 

idolatry and witchcraft; hatred, discord, jealousy,  fits of 
rage, selfish ambition, dissensions, factions and e nvy; 
drunkenness, orgies, and the like. Gal. 5:20-21 
             I told them it is easy to become a spe ctator and 
just sit and watch everything.  But tonight I wante d them 
to do a prophetic act that would take them from bei ng a 
spectator to being a participant.  I had them cup t heir 
hands in from of them and ask the Lord what it is t hat 
they needed.  If they have anger then ask Him to fi ll your 
cup with the fruit of peace.  If it is depression t hen fill your 
cup with joy and so on.  Then I had them lift their  hands 
to their mouths and drink long.  Not just a quick d rink but 
a good long drink the kind that takes in all there is that 
God has for you that day.   
             We need to drink in the good things of  God each 
and everyday.  There are times when I wake-up in th e 
morning that I don’t feel in the best of moods.  I get beat 
up like all of you do at times and I have to give m yself a 
pep talk while looking at myself in the mirror.  I have to 
remind myself of Romans 8:11, “That the Spirit of H im 
who raised Jesus from the dead is living in me.”  T hat I 
have a choice to either be depressed all day long a nd walk 
around with a long face or believe that only I have  the 
choice on whether .        (Continued on Page 4)  
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Left Out! by Andree Seu  

             In a city as large as Philadelphia you  can see a lot 
of strange things that take place on the streets.  From 
sidewalk ministers yelling their ‘Hell and Damnatio n’ mes-
sages in the faces of people walking by to Mormons and 
Jehovah witnesses walking calmly down the streets g etting 
rejected by everyone they try to talk with.   You c an also 
see churches with large signs out front promising t o help 
you, ‘Manage Your Anger’ and ‘Control Your Addictio ns’.  
Or on one prosperity church’s sign it said at the b ottom, 
‘All major credit cards accepted!’   
             The author of this article, which you are about to 
read, is Andree Seu who has come to the 
park a couple of times to lend us a 
hand.  On her way to the park on Sun-
day she drove by a group of black men 
on the corner and stopped to hear their 
message. The men are from a group call-
ing themselves the ’The Twelve Tribes of 
Israel.”  They dress in long robes and 
walk around the corner where they set 
up, spouting off to whoever will come 
close to them.  One of them usually 
stands on a box and reads from their Bible while an other 
one shouts out the meaning of what the man is sayin g to 
those who pass by.  Their message is full of hatred  for 
whites in particular, as you will see as you read A ndree’s 
story.  I have heard them be referred to as ‘Farrak han’s 
Rejects!’  But no matter how you say it, they need Jesus!  
But we thought you might get a glimpse of what it i s like 
on the streets for those whose only hope is the rea l thing, 
Jesus.  If no one goes and tells them about a God t hat 
loves, who will.   
 

Satan keeps a low profile in the burbs where I live . 
Lets money, malls, and vague malaise do all the wor k. I 
don’t think he’s having any fun here, subsisting ra ther 
than fine dining on souls hardly conscious enough s piritu-
ally to be capable of interesting sins. (In Screwtape Letters , 
C.S. Lewis speaks of the devils’ disappointment ---  of Graft 
sauce that’s insipid; of  “the lukewarm Casserole o f Adul-
terers…who had blundered or trickled into the wrong  
beds, in automatic response to sexy advertisements,  or 
even because they had nothing else to do.”)    

In the city Satan is not so much a couch potato. I 
go there now and then to be reminded there’s a war --- as 
on Sunday, March 26 th , to Harrowgate Park a few blocks 
north of infamous Kensington and Allegheny, where t he 
last (one hopes) “Rocky” movie was partly shot, and  people 
more often are shot.  

It was the third of a three-day tent revival meetin g, 
and I was bound for worship when sidetracked by the  
sights and sounds of street preaching with heart. A  man 
on a box with an amp was bellowing the name of Jesu s, 
and I pulled over by a busted hydrant and got out o f the 
car (locking the door). 

While the spokesman continued to speak, I sidled 
up to one of his companions with the big idea that they 
could come to Harrowgate and join our love fest the re. 

He asked, “What are they preaching?” I said, 
“Jesus.” 

He asked, “What about Jesus?” I said, “Jesus 
saves.” 

He asked, “Saves who?” (I was starting to be un-
comfortable with the grilling). I said, “Anyone who  repents 
and believes in him.” 

He said, “Wrong. He only came to save the 12 
tribes of Israel.” He rattled them off:  African Am ericans, 
Caribbean’s, Haitians, Puerto Ricans, Cubans, Domin i-
cans, Guatemalans and Panamanians, Seminole Nations , 
Native Nations, Argentineans, Mexicans, Colombians,  Uru-
guayans, Chileans, Brazilians. 

I asked, “What about white people?” He 
countered, “Are you white?” (To be sure, 
I presume, of no diluted Hispanic blood). 
I said yes. 
He said, “You aren’t part of the 12 
tribes.” I asked point blank, “Are you 
saying I’m damned because I’m white?” 
He answered in the affirmative. 
I said, “That’s not what the Bible says.” 
He was holding a worn and color-coded 
KJV. “Want me to show you?” I said yes. 

He turned to Matthew 10:5,6: “These twelve Jesus se nt 
out and commanded them, saying, ‘Do not go into the  way 
of the Gentiles, and do not enter a city of the Sam aritans. 
But go rather to the lost sheep of the house of Isr ael.’”  

“Are you a Gentile?” he asked. “Yeah, so are you,” 
I said (not quick enough for a better answer from R omans 
15:10-12, and not believing at this point that it w ould 
make any difference). 

“What color was Jesus?” he unsheathed the next 
sword. “Not black,” I said (and now I knew we were going 
to quibble about shades). He flipped to Revelation 1:15: 
“His feet were like fine brass, as if refined in a furnace.” 
“What color is brass?” he pressed his case, “especi ally if 
it’s been put in a furnace?” I admitted it would be  dark. He 
clinched the deal with something about Esau and Jac ob 
and Song of Solomon 1:5: “I am dark, but lovely.” 

I said, “Let me show you something.” (I made a 
move for his Bible but he wouldn’t let me touch it. ) I said, 
“The Great Commission,” and he was ready for me. “A ll the 
nations” means all places the 12 tribes were scatte red and 
must be ferreted out. 
 

“John 3:16,” I said. Blank response from across 
the chasm. So I summarized, “The world. Anyone who be-
lieves.” He countered, “Doesn’t mean every last one  in the 
world.” 

I said, “Tell me, what did God make white people 
for?” He said, “For destruction.” I said (feeling a  little 
frightened), “How do you think that makes me feel? Are 
you okay with that?” “I’m okay with what the Bible says,” 
he said. 

I said, “I don’t know whether to pray for you or 
curse you.” He said, “We can’t be cursed.”  

I said, “That’s not the Jesus I know.” He said, 
“You have no Jesus.” 

 
Even Satan knows that’s a lie. And trembles, in the  great 
city of Philadelphia. 
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Confessing Him Before Man! by Lois Burgher  

 to have a good day or not.  No matter what the cir cum-
stances that I have to face during any given day I have the 
right to not let it get me down and out.  I like ho w Paul 
says it is Philippians 4:12, “I have learned the se cret of be-
ing content in any and every situation.”  That’s wh at is 
available to each and every one of us each and ever y day.  
We need to drink from the Spirit of Righteousness a nd Ho-
liness and drink and become like the men Peter spok e of 
in Acts 2:15. 
             That was the text for the message on S aturday 
night and as I finished Bill came and asked that al l those 
who live in the city come forward for prayer.  I th en asked 
that all those who came from out of town that we kn ew to 
come and surround these men and women and individu-
ally pray over them        It was so cool to see th ese tired 
people get individual attention and prayer.  It did n’t take 
long till they were weeping and some were even fall ing to 
the ground under God’s anointing as they heard and re-
ceived the blessing from Father God.  It was a gran d night 
and a fitting ending to the day.  Tomorrow was to b e an-
other day. 

             S un -
day came and 
as I looked 
out the win-
dow I could 
see a hard 
rain had 
fallen during 
the night.  We 
were in no 
hurry down-
stairs in the 
lobby of our 
hotel as we 
a s s e m b l e d 
and ate , 
laughing as 

we shared about last night’s events.  Finally the c louds 
began to lighten up and around 10:15 we headed down  to 
the tent where Roy, Tom and Tony had spent the nigh t 
making sure everything was protected.  We got there  and 
assembled everyone and Bill and I shared and prayed  a 
blessing over everyone.   
             We saw the clouds were thinning and th e tent was 
dry so we began breaking down the tent so it could be 
stored dry so as not to get mildew on it.  At one p oint it 
began to drizzle and I remember saying to God, “It’ s your 
tent so if you don’t want it to mildew then stop th e rain”.  
And the drizzle stopped and we were able to get it down 
and packed away. 
             Around 1:30 we all pulled out of Harro w Gate Park 
with a band of brothers from last night waving good  by.   
             The next outreach is scheduled for May  26-29 th , 
Memorial Day Weekend.  We need your prayers, person al 
help and financial help as well if God leads you to  do so.  
This time the Lord supplied it all.  I mean almost right 
down to the dollar.  If you feel led to help us in anyway 
please contact us and come and be apart of Taking It To 
The Streets  as we let ‘Freedom Ring In Philadelphia, Round 
5”.           

Cont: Round 4, Let Freedom Ring!   

             As I was reading an article about Abdu l Rahman 
my heart was struck as to the complacency many of u s 
born again Christians have come to and how much we 
take our freedoms for granted. Would we be willing to be 
imprisoned or die for our faith as Abdul is? 
             As we celebrate Resurrection Day I am again re-
minded of what He did for us and who we are called to be. 
Radical– On-Fire -Christians, as recorded in the book of 
Acts, going out with His love and compassion with b old-
ness to a dying world with the good news!  
             In fact this is the very best news the re is that 
brings True freedom in this life and Life eternally  with the 
Lover of our Souls.  How wonderful He is beyond all  words 
or description! We are never alone, never forsaken,  and 
always loved by our faithful Father. 
             In Mathew it states, therefore everyon e who con-
fesses me before men, I will also confess him befor e My 
Father who is in heaven” (Matt 10:42). 
  
             This is the recent story of Abdul Rahm an whom 
will be confessed before the Father in heaven. 
             Abdul Rahman, an Afghani, was recently  impris-
oned for converting to Christianity. The trial has brought 
worldwide attention to his situation because, accor ding to 
strict Islamic Law, “apostates” such as Rahman shou ld be 
executed. Rahman’s family, which is still Muslim, h as ap-
pealed for his release, saying he is mentally slow and 
should be pardoned. 
             Yet, listen to this excerpt from Assoc iated Press as 
it reported Rahman’s story: 
 
              “Rahman . . . said he was fully aware  of his choice 
and was ready to die for it, according to an interv iew pub-
lished Sunday in an Italian newspaper La Repubblica . 
"             I am serene. I have full awareness of  what I have 
chosen. If I must die, I will die," Abdul Rahman to ld the 
Rome daily, responding to questions sent to him via  a hu-
man rights worker who visited him in prison.  
              "Somebody, a long time ago, did it fo r all of us," he 
added in a clear reference to Jesus.  
              Rahman also told the Italian newspape r that his 
family - including his ex-wife and teenage daughter s - re-
ported him to the authorities three weeks ago.  
              He said he made his choice to become a Christian 
"in small steps," after he left Afghanistan 16 year s ago. He 
moved to Pakistan, then Germany. He tried to get a visa in 
Belgium.  
"             In Peshawar I worked for a humanitari an organiza-
tion. They were Catholics," Rahman said. "I started  talking 
to them about religion, I read the Bible, it opened  my heart 
and my mind  
 
             May we be awakened and renewed in this  hour 
Lord to the fresh meaning of the freedom and life y ou have 
truly given us because of your ultimate sacrifice a nd Res-
urrection. 
             And now we proclaim to all that we Pra ise you 
above all else.  We place You on the highest place,  for you 
are the great High Priest.  We place you high above  all 
else.  And we come to you and worship at your feet!   Much 
Love to all And Happy Resurrection Day. 



 
Please Pray About Supporting One or More  

 
        Monthly                One-Time         We are  501-C3 Tax Exempt Organization, all donations are tax deductible 
 
        _________     ________     Outreach into the inner city to bring REVIVAL TO AM ERICA 
                                 
           ___________       _________      International Trip to th e UKRAINE in June, 2006 
 
           ___________       _________      Our continual mission int o the smaller churches in AMERICA 
 
Lois and I have a desire to see revival in this cou ntry.  To do that we need your help.  We have three  more 
outreaches into the inner-city of Philadelphia alon e scheduled for this year.  These outreaches are on ly 
possible if there are finances to make it possible.   We are not looking to start a church nor are we d esiring 
to begin a soup kitchen.  We are going there becaus e we believe that the next wave of God is coming to the 
nameless and faceless generation found on the street s of the inner-cities.  The only way we know how WE  
can be there and help to spark that revival is to b e where the heartbeat of the FATHER’s heart is.   
 
Come Personally, Support us Financially & Pray witho ut ceasing for the harvest that is to come. 

If your desire is to come alongside of us please print out this form, 
check the appropriate box and either mail a check to us at the ad-
dress below or go to our credit card button on the home page and 

click on ‘Make a DONATION Today! 
 
 
 

If you would like to come and minister alongside of us please con-
tact us at: 

Rex & Lois Burgher Ministry 
6010 Westbury Drive 

Enola, PA 17025 
Rex@burgherministry.com 

717-728-3591 


