
Ten Year Anniversary of Flowing In the River, by Rex Burgher 

Let The River Flow Conference, May of 
1995, Kelowna, BC 
              Lois and I and our girls along 
with two other couples from Riverside 
Alliance Church decided to go to 
Kelowna, British Columbia to the ‘Let 
The River Flow” conference being held in 
May of 1995.  The drive from Kalispell, 
Montana was a ten-hour drive over the 
mountains to Spokane and then north 
crossing the Canadian border and up to 
Kelowna.  The day was beautiful and the 
drive especially after you crossed the 
border was breathtaking.  The Okanogan 
River stretched almost the entire dis-
tance from the U.S. border to Kelowna.  
We crossed the floating bridge and into 
the city itself and were excited about the 
conference that was to start that eve-
ning. 
              We knew very little neither 
about pastor Wesley Campbell nor of the 
church but we did know that with wor-
ship leaders like Brian Doerkson and 
David Ruis you couldn’t go wrong.  Our 
main focus was on John Wimber who 
was the lead pastor of the Vineyard 
movement of churches.  He had im-
pacted our lives so much since we had 
become Christians not only through his 
teaching but also on his influence in the 
area of worship.  To say that his influ-
ence changed the direction of worship in 
the church dramatically would be an 
understatement.  The sad part of our 
trip was the realization that this proba-
bly would be one of John’s last confer-
ences as he was diagnosed with cancer 
and though they felt he would overcome 
it the treatments had left him very weak. 
              The church in itself was very 
interesting; it formerly had been an in-
door produce warehouse with revival 
meetings held on the ground before the 
warehouse had come into existence.  It 
held around a thousand people with a 
10-foot balcony that encircled the top.  
Unusual but it felt good to all of us and 
we were ready for the night’s service 
with John Wimber speaking. 
              The hour of worship was amaz-
ing, the place was packed and all of us 
were caught up in an incredible experi-

ence of worship with over a thousand 
people who had come to worship the King 
of Kings. 
              John came forth to speak and 
settled on the stool they had brought out 
for him to rest on.  The cancer had left 
him very weak and he produced a bottle 
of ‘pig spit’ he called it which was artifi-
cial saliva that he sprayed into his mouth 
every now and then as the cancer had 
taken way his ability to produce his own 
saliva. 
              John was like he always was to 
us, Papa John and his style was as laid 
back as his Hawaiian shirt and khakis 
and that ready smile of knowing some 
secret that he was so excited to share 
with everyone, in due time of course.  For 
over three hours John shared story after 
story holding all of us on the edge of our 
seats.  As he came to a close he asked 
those who were ‘dry and thirsty for more 
of God’ if they would like to come forward 
and without delay we all headed for the 
front. 
              We didn’t make it far as Wesley 
came forward and asked us if we would 
help stack the chairs and help moved 
then off to the side.  For the next 15 min-
utes we stacked and carried or slid large 
stacks of chairs of to the sides and along 
the wall at the back of the room.  By the 
end of the conference we were getting fa-
miliar with a routine that would follow 
every meeting, getting the chairs out of 
the way for ministry. 

We stood there assuming the 
position, quieting our hearts extending 
our hands out in front of us and waiting 
on God.  My right hand began to quiver 
and shake mildly as the power of God 
began to come upon me and soon two 
men I had never seen before or since 
came up and began to pray for me. 
              I don’t know why I did what hap-
pened next, often now I tell people that 
the reason people fall is because they 
cannot stand and that is what happened 
to me, I fell.  I didn’t know why I fell and 
as the person behind me carefully low-
ered me to the floor I found myself lying 
there with more questions than answers.  
I remember thinking to myself these 

thoughts.  “I wonder how long your sup-
pose to lay here?” “I hope nobody kicks 
me in the head! Because if someone 
kicks me in the head I’m getting up.”  
“My hand is shaking, a least I got the 
hand shaky thing happening.” “I wonder 
if I should get up?” 
             Al l these quest ions went 
through my mind, no bells were heard 
nor any angelic visitations or tremen-
dous revelations happened. I didn’t 
really feel nor have any great inkling 
that something was about to happen or 
was happening to me.  But that was 
about to change and that change would 
affect not only me but also our families 
lives forever. 
             As I began to get to my feet a 
sudden transformation took place.  I felt 
something happening inside and around 
me as I pushed my self up and stood to 
my feet.  In the few seconds it took for 
me to get up off the floor I felt like I had 
entered into a different realm of reality.  
Almost like jumping into a pool of water 
going from one realm into another it was 
that dramatic.  As shocking as opening 
your eyes under water and moving in 
that slow motion awareness of the differ-
ence in your surroundings was what I 
was feeling.  I was heady with the glory 
of God resting on me but when I tried to 
speak from out of the depths of my belly 
would be a rushing, gurgling brook of 
power that would bubble out through 
my lips.  No words would come forth just 
a bubbling; gurgling brook of power 
would come through my mouth.  When I 
said anything to anyone they would go 
down in the spirit. I tried to get people’s 
attention but as soon as I touched them 
down they would go down.  Whether 
looking at me or with their backs turned 
as I tried to get people’s attention the 
power of God would lay everyone out 
onto the floor.  Within a few minutes the 
place was literally full of people laid out 
under the power of God.   
             The two men who had prayed 
for me came back and told me, “We don’t 
know what has happened to you but 
something significant has definitely 

                              (Continued on page 2) 
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Cont: Ten Year Anniversary of Flowing In the River,  

taken place, we release you to go and 
pray for others.” 
              Lois on the other side of me 
was also going through a transforma-
tion.  Her experience though different 
than mine was influenced by her past 
view of how God moves and touches peo-
ple. Mine was easier, I had no back-
ground to work through, I knew it was 
God strange though it was and went for 
it.  Lois on the other hand had to work 
through the whole issue of falling, 
tongues, etc.  Fortunately the Lord sent 
a woman who came and sat beside Lois 
and ministered to her for over an hour.  
She was definitely sent from God to min-
ister to Lois and help her through the 
transitional experience she was going 
through. 
              Krista at fifteen years old was 
going through her own experience as 
well.   Coming off the floor she would 
either be seen doing the jerks, I.e. bend-
ing over in-half and coming back up 
then doing it again and again or speak-
ing in a Chinese type of language.  It was 
either one or the other, speak in tongues 
to stop the jerks or jerk and not speak in 
tongues.  To say it was a little out of our 
realm of experience is to say the least.  
For over a week after our return to Mon-
tana she would go through this strange 
behavior.  She even became tired of it I 
think.  It did create quite a stir in the 
Baptist Christian School she attended 
but that is another story all together. 
              Right when we were wondering 
about it all, an Asian woman came run-
ning up to us and asked us in broken 
English. “Could your daughter pray for 
my daughter over there?” Pointing to a 
girl lying on the floor about 20 feet away. 
“My daughter not speak English but 
your daughter speak our language so 
well!”  So we nodded in agreement 
though our brains were doing a 360 de-
gree turn and watched as Krista went 
over and for over a half an hour had a 
discussion with the girl laying on the 
floor in her own language.  A language 
Krista never learned nor heard before 
but was given by the Holy Spirit. 
              Tonya was touched deeper than 
almost all of us.  At 12 years of age she 
was moved like a deep current under the 
sea.  For months afterwards she would 
be found weeping in her room.  When I 
would go in and ask her what was wrong 
she would look into my eyes and say, 
“Who is going to save them Dad, who is 
going to tell them.”  Still to this day I can 
see the current within her of God’s 
immeasurable love for lost humanity. 
              For the next three days we all 
were lost in God’s presence.  Under the 
influence was a way of life for us as we 
took in the goodness of God and the be-
wilderment of all that was happening 

around us.  We never had seen anything 
like what was taking place in that meet-
ing.  Often the sound of the people 
would be deafening and would drown 
out the speakers. 
              We saw manifestations of the 
power of God like we never imagined we 
would ever see or believed possible.  One 
man sitting in a chair was rocking back 
and forth so violently that his forehead 
would almost touch the floor in front 
and his hair almost touch the floor in 
back as he was rocked back and forth.  
Never once did he ever loose his balance 
nor did it appear as if anything was out 
of control or for that matter that it was 
impossible for that to happen in the 
natural. 
              Lois and I would walk around 
the sanctuary from time to time and just 
watch what God was doing.  During one 
of the meetings as we were all standing 
at the end of worship just soaking in the 
glory of the Lord in silence after having 
worshiped for over an hour a man began 
to demonically manifest.  Suddenly he 
began to scream our in a snarled de-
monic voice that was not his, “I hate 
you, I hate you all!”  His arms were 
raised above his head and bent and 
gnarled in a grotesque manner.  He truly 
looked like a demoniac.  Gary Best a 
vineyard pastor and speaker jumped off 
the platform and went through the 
crowd while others trained in this minis-
try came quickly to his aid.  John Wim-
ber however came to the microphone 
and smiling in his usual way just said 
“Isn’t this great, this man is going to be 
set free.”  John always seem to know 
how to set people at ease in difficult 
situations.  He was set free and was 
quite a different person during the rest 
of the conference. 
              The meetings ended on Satur-
day evening and we headed home on 
Sunday not knowing what was about to 
happen once we returned nor of the 
events that were about to take place that 
would catapult us all around the world.   
                           THE END 

              The Lord is continuing to move 
in revival. Just this past weekend in 
Middleburg, PA God came in power and 
touched many who were present in the 
meetings.  We were asked to come and 
do a series of teachings on healing which 
ended on Saturday afternoon.  That eve-
ning we were to do an open meeting for 
the public so those who needed healing 
could come in and those who had been 
trained could practice the things they 

had learned. 
              As I was ministering at the end 
of the message I had several people com-
ing up to me letting me know that a 
woman across the room wanted me to 
pray for her.  You need to understand 
that the placed was packed and you could 
hardly see from one side to the other be-
cause of the people. 
              There was also what I call Holy 
Bedlam going on as the power of God was 
present to heal, save and deliver.  We 
would get done praying for one person 
only to have three more take their place 
wanting prayer.  Finally after the third 
person came to me telling me about this 
persistent woman on the other side of the 
room I decided to go and see her right 
now.        
              The woman’s cancer had started 
in her breast and had gone throughout 
her body confining her to a wheelchair, 
and though she could walk it was for a 
very short distance.  She also had prob-
lems digesting her food, which we didn’t 
know till the next day.  Lois came over 
and we both began to pray for her.  We 
came against any afflicting spirits, cancel-
ing their assignments and commanding 
them to leave as well as cursing the can-
cer within her.  As we prayed she was 
litterly flushed with the heat of God’s 
presence all over her.  We asked her to 
stand and as she began to walk her bal-
ance came back and she walked across 
the floor.  We later saw her pushing her 
wheelchair out of the building laughing 
and waving at us.  On the way home she 
became hungry and asked for a 12 inch 
hogie sandwich, which she devoured and 
had no digestive problems. 
              Another man asked for prayer 
for his back.  He had two discs in his 
lower back that were fused together and 
was close to 6 feet 5 inches tall and 
weighted close to 250 lbs. We asked him 
to stand so I could put my hand on the 
small of his back.  We had to help him get 
to his feet so I could begin to pray.  I did-
n’t pray for more than a couple of min-
utes when he just twirled and fell.  The 
catcher working with me, who was big as 
well was caught off guard and he  landed 
on a couple of chairs on the way to the 
floor.  We didn’t really catch him as we 
slowed his descent down a little.  He laid 
in a very uncomfortable position for about 
five minutes got up and said he felt a lot 
better.  We prayed again and once again 
he fell down but this time when he got up 
he was totally healed and could twist and 
bend his body feeling no pain. 
              We give Him all the glory as we 
press on to be a part of His great harvest 
not only in the United States and Canada 
but on every continent, especially this 
month in South East Asia!                    
                                         Yea God! 

Middleburg, PA 

Cont: Middleburg, 
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Men’s Retreat at Spotted Bear, by Rex Burgher ����

At the end of the first week of 
the outpouring I was asked to go to a 
men’s retreat up at Spotted Bear Ranch 
located 60 miles down a gravel road nes-
tled next to Glacier Park on one side and 
the Bob Marshall wilderness on the other.  
A man’s paradise of fishing, hiking and 
everything men like to do when men get 
together.  Like most men’s retreat the fo-
cus of the men  was not so much on God 
as it was on getting out and enjoying all 
the area had to offer.  But God had other 
plans. 

Pastors Mike and Tim along with 
Brad, the local manager of the Christian 
radio station rode up to the Ranch in my 
crew cab pickup.  I don’t think anyone 
else outside of those in the pickup even 
knew what had just happened to our fam-
ily nor of the Tuesday night cell group at 
our home.  It was so early in the days of 
the outpouring, in fact we had just re-
turned the Sunday before and it was only 
Friday now.  But what a Friday it was to 
become! 

We were assigned our cabins 
and had our evening meal as the men 
staggered into the camp at different 
times.  Finally the man who was head of 
the men’s retreat started the evening off 
with the usual dos and don’ts and a list of 
activities available followed by the evening 
Bible study.  It was a good study and the 
men went through it like a bunch of grade 
school boys with the thought that this 
was the last day of school and a summer 
of fun awaited them. 

At the close of the time Pastor 
Mike looked over at me and said, let’s 
pray for people.  Almost immediately a 
young man that I did not recognize raised 
his hand and sprang to his feet.  Mike 
and I began to pray and nothing hap-
pened, in fact we prayed for almost 5 
minutes without so much as a twitch of 
his eye.  Finally Mike, who knew the man 
told him to set down telling me later that 
God had revealed to him that the enemy 
had sent him to stop what was about to 
happen.  Then as another man stood the 
power of God hit him sending him flying 
across the room.  The floodgates of 
heaven were now opened and men all over 
the room were experiencing the sovereign 
outpouring of God’s favor.  We prayed as 
fast as any two men could pray but God 
often met the men before we had even 
gotten a chance to pray for them.  So 
powerful was God’s hand upon the meet-
ing. 

One man was crying out in such 
anguish we thought for sure he must 
have been in incredible pain.  Almost as 
quickly as it would come upon him it 
would leave and he would be in a place of 
quiet solitude.  Then without warning he 
would grab his stomach doubling up and 
rolling over on the floor and let out an-
other cry of anguish, which would sub-

side almost before we could react and 
then again go back to lying there so 
peacefully.  All the while the noise level 
increased with men falling, drunk in 
the spirit, laughing uncontrollably all 
around us.  Not knowing what to do we 
lifted the man off of the floor and car-
ried him over to a padded bench in an 
adjoining room and laid him on the 
bench where he could do what ever he 
was doing.   

Later I noticed another man, 
Steve had come over and was sitting on 
the floor next to him and was laughing 
uncontrollably, and the waves of laugh-
ter would come out from seemingly 
deep within him.  You could practically 
see it start in his stomach and roll up 
and out of him.   

Not everyone however was 
comfortable with all that was happen-
ing.  One man came up to me and 
asked me if I was going to continue to 
let this go on.  I knew this was wild, 
and if I hadn’t just come from a week of 
it myself I would have thought it mighty 
strange and though I still did it wasn’t 
a total shock to me.  I asked him if 
there was anything in particular he was 
talking about and even as I said it I 
realized how foolish that sounded as it 
all looked maddening.  He then pointed 
to the man we had carried over to the 
bench and Steve who was sitting on the 
floor beside him.  “How long are you 
going to allow that man sitting on the 
floor to laugh at that other man who is 
in such obvious pain?”  I realized that 
his question was as ludicrous as my 
wondering which wild scene that was 
going on throughout the lodge was 
strange to him.  He really thought that 
Steve was over there laughing at some-
one who was withering around in pain.  
I thought that the only way to find out 
was to go and ask the guy crying out in 
what seemed a painful way if he was all 
right.  As I approached him he let out 
another of his painful cries holding 
onto his stomach.  As it subsided I 
asked him if he was all right, and al-
most immediately he cried out again 
and opening his eyes and looking 
straight into mine he said, “I am experi-
encing the most incredible peace of the 
Lord that I have ever felt.”  With that I 
turned and left somehow satisfied that 
I really knew nothing of what God was 
doing in our midst. 

As we started to pray for an-
other man I felt the most incredible 
unction from God to get back, and 
quickly I told all three men who were 
around me to get back and get back 
now that God was coming and sud-
denly without any warning the power of 
God came in such power that all of us 
were thrown backward and the man 
came crashing down upon the ground.  

It was like he was thrown downward as 
we all witnessed the most incredible feel-
ing of holiness.  Silence gripped us, as we 
knew we were on holy ground.  We left 
him there in that place of silence for even 
the sounds in the room dimmed noticea-
bly when one came into the zone that sur-
rounded the young man. 

Around three in the morning 
Tim, Mike and I staggered back to our 
cabin.  Tim was acting as one drunk in 
the spirit and was trying to show us the 
path by the light that came from his 
watch.  We finally got into the bunks and 
closed our eyes for what turned out to be 
a very short night of sleep. 
It felt like I had just closed my eyes when 
Tim, falling out of the top bunk onto the 
floor laughing uncontrollably awakened 
me.  He obviously wasn’t hurt and if he 
was he wasn’t showing the signs of feeling 
any pain, at least at the moment.  It 
seemed early and it was as we had only 
been to sleep for four hours.  It was use-
less to try and get Tim back up to his 
bunk so he and I went out in the early 
morning and got in my pickup and lis-
t e n e d  t o  B r i a n  D o e r k s o n ’ s                    
‘Light the Fire Again’ cassette.  For over an 
hour the presence of God just filled the 
pickup as we soared in the spirit.  Time 
stood still as the glory of God rolled over 
us again and again. 

Finally we decided to make it 
over to the main cabin where the meeting 
was taking place.  We could barely walk 
as we were under the influence of the 
Holy Spirit.  Going through the main door 
we could hear the Bible Study going on 
with the men in the next room.  Taking 
advantage of the walls for support Tim 
and I slid down to where we could peak 
around the corner and into the room.  
Laughter erupted from us both and we 
quickly ducked back out of sight trying to 
keep our composure. 

We finally made it around the 
corner and were able to contain ourselves 
for the 15 minutes that remained during 
the meeting.  As I lean against the wall 
God pointed out four men that he wanted 
us to pray for.  And as they all left we 
spoke to the four men and asked them if 
they would stay behind for a second.  We 
asked them if we could pray for them and 
they agreed.  I don’t think any of them got 
prayer the night before but they certainly 
received this time.   

Lance was on the floor first lying 
on his back.  As we prayed for the next 
man we heard him yelling for help.  It 
wasn’t like a panic yell he was laughing 
telling us his butt was stuck to the floor 
and he couldn’t get up.  He tried turning 
and twisting doing everything he could to 
get up but he couldn’t seem to get un-
stuck.  His face was the funniest thing, as 
he literally looked intoxicated in God’s 
presence, his hair (Continued on page 4)   
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Margaret Update, by Lois Burgher 

Continued:  Men’s Retreat at Spotted Bear  

was messed up, face red from laughter 
and the exertion of him trying to get un-
stuck made it all the more hilarious.  
Each person was uniquely experiencing a 
divine visitation from God that changed 
them from that day onward.  But they 
and we found out later that experience is 
not enough to change a person you have 
to walk out your time of visitation as well. 

Mike, Tim and I headed out the 
door to enjoy the remainder of our time 
together before the lunch bell would ring.  
Heady with new wine in our spirits we 
headed down the trail and across the sus-
pension bridge that was at least a hun-
dred feet long and 30 feet above the rush-
ing stream below us.  We made it across 
only to run down the trail for nearly an 
eighth of a mile further before the humid-
ity along the stream made the mosquitoes 
come out in droves and we decided it best 
to make it back to the suspension bridge. 

God had another surprise for us 
as he met us all in the middle of the 
bridge and we all collapsed in the middle 
of the bridge laughing hysterically. 

For over an hour we swayed 

back and forth as we listened to pastor 
Mike try and explain things to another 
man who had finally made it out to 
where we were.  His questions however 
seemed so absurd to us that none of us 
could hold back our laughter and our 
sides litterly were hurting from all the 
laughter. 

Finally we somehow made it to 
our feet and helping each other we 
crossed the bridge back to the safety of 
land.  Scott Johnson who had missed 
out on the previous nights meeting and 
morning came looking into view coming 
down the trail looking for us.  As soon as 
he came up to us the power of God came 
upon him and he was became seemingly 
as drunk in the spirit as all of us com-
bined.  We didn’t think he would be able 
to make it back up the trail.  Every tree 
and post he came to he would hold onto 
as the world twirled around him.  

As the men came back to the 
meeting that afternoon we sat down and 
ate with them.  Knowing Pastor Mike 
and Tim had to be back and the drive 
was a long one, 60 miles of gravel till we 

It has been an incredible 
time of seeing the Lord at work in my 
family the past few weeks.  Thank 
you so very much for your love and 
prayers.  You all are a wonderful 
blessing and appreciated  so much .  

 
When I was called to go to 

Spearfish, South Dakota from Saska-
toon a few weeks ago I did not know 
if I would be there in time to see my 
precious little mom alive by the time 
I got there.  The Lord worked on my 
emotions and was so present with 
me as I traveled there alone that day, 
and in the next week. I know how 
much my mom longs for heaven at 
times, but I wanted to be there with 
her and see her again before and if 
this was the time  that she went to 
be with Him. That night Saturday 
night was a battle between life and 
death for her and she told me that 
she almost went to be with Him but 
she sensed that her kids and friends 
still needed her here for a while.  
              
I arrived at around 2:00 P.M. on Sat-
urday in to Rapid City where my 
cousin Lila came to take me up to 

the hospital. My mother was in very 
bad shape, the tests they took re-
vealed that only half of her heart 
was pumping, they told her that she 
had a sick heart, and her lungs 
were filled with fluid. Even through 
her worst physical condition her 
mind was very alert and she was 
concerned about other people and 
their lives. We had to limit the many 
visitors coming to see her to only 
family because she was getting 
worn out.   
              
Anyway I believe we saw a miracle 
happen because after the testing 
they did in the hospital, they were 
talking of angiograms and possibly 
open heart surgery {which my 
mother did not want to consent to 
have} on Monday and then-. 
              
By Wednesday evening we took 
her home, and Thursday they had 
her go into the doctor’s office for 
a nuclear stress test.  The stress 
test came out perfectly normal 
and the doctor is still perplexed 
at the difference of what they saw 
in the hospital to her present 

got to the place where it was just an hour 
drive, we knew we couldn’t stay the 
through the evening. 

The men were excited with ex-
pectation about the meeting tonight and 
we could see the disappointment on their 
faces when we told them we had to leave.  
Without hesitation I explained to them 
that it wasn’t us anyway but God who 
was using us and how he used us he 
would use them in the same way.  Actu-
ally our leaving was also from God as he 
used this time to allow others to move in 
an anointing they previously didn’t know 
was available to them.   

Later one of the men told us that 
it was one of the most powerful times of 
his life and that night was as wild as the 
previous night had been. Yea God! 
              We didn’t realize what the next 
morning would hold for Pastor’s Mike and 
Tim, Lois and myself as the power of God 
came to Riverside Alliance Church in un-
precedented power.  It wasn’t till weeks 
later did we come to understand that to-
morrow was “Pentecost Sunday!”   

condition. Yeah God!   
 
They have started her on NPH 

insulin and I taught her how to admin-
ister her own injections, and we have a 
24-hour monitor devise with her if she 
needs help.  We have set up a system 
with her Pastor and friends, my cousin 
will see her weekly and keep in close 
contact with my sister and myself, and 
we have hired someone to come in 
twice a month to clean etc. Not that 
her house is ever in need of it as she is 
still a very good housekeeper.  Both my 
sister or myself would bring her home 
with us but she loves her life so much 
there in Spearfish, has her 3 sisters 
and 1 brother in the area, many 
friends and people she ministers to in 
the community and she loves her 
church. She has told us she is not 
ready to give that up and she also is 
determined to still be able to drive her 
car around the little town of Spearfish. 
              
             Thank you again for your 
prayers and please continue to pray for 
her, and for all of our family especially 
this month as we are ministering in 
Asia.   


