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The Story of Pentecost 

Chapter 5 

 

"THE All-Night of supplication and prayer, referred to in the last chapter, was duly 
held, and I find it difficult to describe the experiences of that night to you in such a 
way that you shall understand them," said my heavenly comrade. “To us they 
appeared only a few degrees less marvellous than those of the remarkable day that 
followed. Of course, by this time our feelings were a good deal stirred. The 
occurrences of the past forty days had greatly moved our souls, and now that we  
seemed  to  be  in  sight of another miraculous event, every nerve was wrought up to  
its  highest  tension. 
 
The solemn, anxious hours were spent largely in prayer. Occasionally we chanted the 
Psalms which prophesied the triumphant reign of God on the earth, or sang hymns 
which had been composed by different members of our little community in honour of 
our Lord, and in anticipation of the visitation for which we waited. Now and then there 
were pauses for silent prayer before God, while again and again there were 
testimonies and addresses, in which we told of our expectations, exhorted each other 
to courage, and stimulated each other's faith. 
 
As the early hours of the morning came along, expectation rose to a still higher 
degree, and the feeling was borne in upon every soul that the sacred moment was 
actually drawing near. 
 
It was just about that time that Stephen offered a most wonderful prayer. I call it a 
wonderful prayer, because it certainly was one of the most remarkable intercessions   
it was ever my privilege to hear. I had heard prayers before, and I heard prayers   
afterwards which appeared remarkable, but none so thrillingly wonderful as that 
offered by Stephen in the still watches of that early day has ever fallen on my ears. 
 
Stephen was young and enthusiastic and beautiful. His face was, you will know, 
described as that of an angel when he talked to the Sanhedrim and to the crowd who 
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afterwards stoned him to death. I was present on the former occasion, listened to his 
address, and gazed upon his countenance; but it did not shine with a purer light or 
with more heavenly radiance on that occasion than when he stood up in the upper 
room, and pleaded with God for the grace we all felt we so much needed to worthily 
magnify the new and important trust He was about to repose in us. 
 
Now, in accents broken and tremulous with emotion, and with big tears streaming 
down his cheeks, he confessed the sins, cowardices, and backslidings of the past. 
 
Now he deplored the miserable failure in our attempts at soul-saving and miracle 
working as the result of our unfaithfulness. 
 
Now he acknowledged our weakness and fearfulness in view of the difficulties that 
were likely to meet us at every turn of the future.  
 
Now he dwelt with joy and thankfulness on the Divine mission of love and suffering 
and sacrifice of the dear Lord, whom we had seen with our own eyes on the cross, in 
the tomb, and afterwards ascend from Mount Olivet to Heaven. 
 
Now he rose to heights of prophetic rapture, as he anticipated the floods of mercy 
and Salvation which were coming on the world through our instrumentality. 
 
Now he enlarged on the purity and faith and courage we all needed to make us 
warriors worthy of our Master. 
 
And then he pleaded that the Father should do all this, and whatever else we needed 
for our warfare in this world, for the sake of His dear Son, who had died for this object. 
 
As the voice of Stephen died away a solemn awe fell on the assembly. Every soul was 
occupied with the petition that had just ascended to the Father. It seemed as though 
the young disciple had carried us away to the great Throne of Grace, and that we were 
still waiting there for the answer to the cry which had, in such delightful unison, gone 
up from every heart present. 
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It was then that Peter, moved by the Blessed Spirit, amidst this solemn silence, named 
the terms on which God was willing to fulfil the promise of the Master, and asked 
those of us who were prepared to accept those conditions, and henceforth be 
absolutely governed and guided by the Holy Spirit, to rise to our feet. 
 
Our feelings at that moment cannot possibly be described in words. My own heart   
seemed to cease beating. Over and over and over again I examined myself to see   
whether I was prepared to leave all to follow, obey, suffer, and, if need be, to die for 
my Lord. A lifetime seemed to be crowded into a few minutes. My past history, my 
present motives and activities, and all I had, and all I hoped to have, passed before my 
scrutinising gaze; and then, satisfied as to the sincerity and whole-heartedness of my 
purpose, I rose to my feet. 
 
I had every reason to believe that the whole company were occupied with a similar 
review, and that they had arrived at a like decision; and when I rose I found the entire 
assembly standing with me. 
 
There was now no more hesitation, not one of us holding back or lagging behind. We 
were all of one heart, and of one mind. 
 
Immediately the floor under my feet began to tremble. The roof above me literally 
rose and fell. The walls rocked like reeds shaken with the wind; and before we had 
time to consider what this extraordinary manifestation signified or make any enquiry 
of one another on the matter, there came a roar louder than any tempest we had ever  
heard, while at the  same  moment  the  place was filled with a dazzling golden light, 
that played round every individual, and settled down on every head in a form like unto 
a cloven tongue of flame.  
 
While these signs were evident to our outward eyes and ears, a strange sensation 
came over me, as though a secret hand gripped my very heart and held it in its grasp, 
not with pain, but with a beautiful, warm, joyous feeling of satisfaction, purity, love, 
and power.  
 
All the way through this miraculous visitation no one in the upper room felt the 
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smallest sensation of fear. Under ordinary circumstances we should have been filled 
with apprehension as to some serious consequences following the tottering building 
and rumbling earthquakes, while some natural movement would have suggested itself   
as the cause of these mysterious manifestations. 
 
But no, there was no such feeling here. We knew that God was in the shaking 
building, in the rushing wind, in the tongues of burning flame; but, above all, in the 
glorious and enthusiastic fire which was burning in our souls. 
 
And so it was that, after the first feelings had subsided, a burst of 'Hallelujahs' arose, 
and every man and woman fell down before God, crying out in rapturous realisation, 
'This is the Baptism of Fire; the promise is fulfilled; the Lord whom we sought has 
suddenly come to His temple; He has made us His Soldiers indeed; now we are ready 
for the War — ready to live, to fight, to die.’" 


