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STORIES THAT TELL: 
Revival 
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Trevor Faggotter 

 
O LORD, I have heard of your renown, and I stand in awe, O LORD, of your work. In 
our own time revive it; in our own time make it known; in wrath may you remember 

mercy (Habakkuk 3:2). 
  
The biblical promises of revival, of humanity awakening—amidst the judgments—to 
know God’s love, and plan, and to share it widely and gladly across the nations, are 
there for all to draw upon. Great are the stories of revival, throughout human history. 
Names such as John and Charles Wesley George Whitfield, Jonathan Edwards and 
their 18th century ministries readily come to mind. However, the story of God’s 
reviving power is known in our days as well. The revival that began on Elcho Island 
and spread down through the communities in central Australia among the Aboriginal 
people is a remarkable story.1 No less wonderful is the story of personal revival, 
which people have known through the ministry of Billy Graham visiting Australia in 
1959, and through the events which, have occurred in association with Geoffrey 
Bingham’s ministry. The biblical principles of vival—life, devival—sin, fall and 
death, and then of gloriously renewed life—revival are set forth in the book, by 
Geoffrey Bingham, Dry Bones Dancing! NCPI. The stories relate to (1) Pakistan (2) 
Country South Australia, and (3) Adelaide, as a base for wider ministry.  
 

TWICE CONQUERING LOVE 
 
The following excerpts detail some experiences of revival in Pakistan in the 1960’s: 
 
A MUSLIM said he had been seeking God for years but could not find him in Islam, in spite of constant 
reading of the Koran, and faithfulness in his prayer. Out in the desert he had had a vision of great water 
flowing, bringing life to the desert and to him, and a voice told him it was the water of life, and he 
would receive this in the city of Hyderabad. He had walked into the church—an unusual thing for a 
Muslim to do—and he had heard of Christ as being the water of life. The message of the Cross affected 
him deeply, and now he knew a fountain of life’s water was springing up within him. 
 
ON THE last night of the meetings the pastors walked to the door to shake hands with the people as they 
left the church. Only a few folk did that, and even they hung around the door, as though anticipating 
something. I, who for years had dreamed and prayed and longed to see revival, had sensed God would 
do something even more wonderful than the things we had witnessed. Each night there would be over 
one hundred people praying at midnight and no less than fifty when the day broke at dawn. I—with the 
other two pastors—was wondering what might happen. 
 Suddenly something happened. The whole congregation broke out in spontaneous singing. It 
was singing, yet singing like nothing I had ever heard. The songs were well known and were in both 
Urdu and Punjabi, and some even in Gujerati, but it was the beauty and the sweetness of the singing 
that was beyond description. Joy was flooding the whole congregation. Nothing was organised or led 
by the pastors or others.  
 After some of the songs, some members of the congregation would rise and embrace others 
with tears of joyful reconciliation. Occasionally someone would stand and read a passage of Scripture 
so that some promise or encouragement would come to all. As the passages were read they would seem 
to fit the occasion, and seem to be adding one to the other on the themes of love, forgiveness, 

                                                
1 Max Hart, A Story of Fire Continued, NCPI, Blackwood, 1988, 1997 
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cleansing, fellowship and unity. 
 The few folk who had gone out hurried back into the building and joined the others. The 
pastors had gone to the vestry and people came in and out of that room, being helped by their ministers, 
or bringing others with them to receive Christ as their Lord and Saviour. The meeting which was 
supposed to complete the teaching series went on and on, through midnight, and until the morning. The 
congregation never seemed to weary. Here and there a person rose and went home, but on the whole no 
one wanted to miss what might happen next. Many stood before the congregation and shared what God 
had done in their lives over the months, and in particular, during the series of meetings, and even on 
that night. 
 Certainly love had come to the church—the pastors and the people. Folk demanded that the 
meetings continue, but the pastors were firm. There would be a late-afternoon meeting each day, but 
folk were to have their evening meal at home. After that, if meetings happened spontaneously, then 
they would be in order. What happened was that folk decided to meet in this home or that, and the 
pastors and I were called to minister to them. 
             Each night when we returned to the compound we could hear folk singing in their own homes. 
We—my wife and I—would get out a hymn book and sing together, something we had not previously 
done. Music was in the air, singing kept wanting to express itself from the heart. Worship was as pure 
as I have ever known it anywhere. Teaching began to be the gift of some of the younger as well as the 
older men.2  
 
The most outstanding memory is of a lady missionary, well known to everyone as an acerbic, straight-
talking, no-nonsense and honest woman. I think most people—missionaries and nationals alike—
admired her, though many were also scared of her, afraid ever to cross words in conversation or 
discussion. She had been thirty-five years on the field and seemed immensely devoted to her work. 
 I can see her now in a state of horror as she cried out, ‘I have never loved the Pakistanis. Not 
in thirty-five years have I ever loved one of them. I have only been critical and suspicious and cynical. 
Now I see I have been wrong. I am their sister in Christ, and they are my brethren, and I have never 
loved them.’ 
 She was deeply shocked at herself. She did not doubt she was a Christian, but that made the 
whole matter just so much more terrible. She wondered how she could ever have gotten into the state of 
mind and the attitude that had become so fixed. She wept. 
 It was very beautiful to see her become a loving and tender woman, and also to see the 
affection the national brethren gave to her. Those hours were very holy ones.3 
 
The final chapter, ‘Lovefest Three’ warrants a full reading. This is a taste: 
 
From then onwards was a stream of happenings, phenomena which often attend revivals. Given in what 
we would call supernatural happenings, and accepting these phenomena, the greatest of them all was 
the love which came upon the whole group. It was indescribable; it was the most notable thing of all.4 
 
… At the end of that service a very beautiful Urdu song began to well up within me, and I sang it. I did 
not know what words were coming next—but they came! When it was finished there was scarcely a 
dry eye. ….Where did you get it? It is the sort of song that is like our old folk-songs—from a thousand 
years ago!’ Certainly it was a strange and beautiful song. 
 
The old sense of inferiority which had dogged many Pakistani Christians for generations was gone. 
 
The last meeting was so memorable … I was about to give the blessing when suddenly the song I had 
sung at Hyderabad, and whose words and lines I had forgotten, began afresh, of itself, so to speak…. I 
know I will never see love in quite the same light as  …that night. {I will read this to you} 
 

GOD AND THE GHOSTOWN 
 
The following 3 summaries are of a semi-fictional setting, but places on both York 
Peninsula and Eyre Peninsula in South Australia come readily to mind.  

                                                
2 Geoffrey Bingham, ‘Lovefest One’, in Twice Conquering Love, NCPI, Blackwood, 1993, p. 135-137 
3 Geoffrey Bingham, ‘Lovefest Two’, in Twice Conquering Love, p. 142-143 
4 Geoffrey Bingham, ‘Lovefest Three’, in Twice Conquering Love, p. 155, through to p.158 
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God and the Ghostown 1 
An intriguing unusual story – a dream, a vision - of a visiting preacher, who’s Sunday sermon, is so 
filled with dynamic, love and personal application, that it proves to be the undoing of the local 
congregation, in an old Peninsula town. The message exposed the lack of true affection for the God 
they had supposedly come to worship. The sermon so enraged the locals, that the preacher was virtually 
driven out of the township. He escaped in a little cockle-shell row boat. Reflecting upon the event, the 
preacher grasps the relevance of the story, to the whole human race:  
‘I could see suddenly that mankind is involved in much cosmetic action – ‘make-up’ and ‘cover-up’ – 
and that is time spent on camouflage is almost endless. The hatred for the Creator is no small thing, 
and the anger at grace is the protest by man that he, of himself, can do what is needed.’5  
 
Ghostown Revisited 
This is a continuation of the first story – a strange continuation. The author returns to ‘Ghostown’ and 
finds that much has changed. According to the locals, a visit by a young preacher - many years 
previously – had instigated a renewal of faith within the township. Even though the church building - in 
which the life-changing confrontational message was spoken – was no longer used, the community had 
experienced an awakening – which had followed urgently upon something of a severe judgment upon 
the town. The story commences considering of the vision, given to the world in the Acts 2. 
 
Ghostown and the New Birth 
Magnificent possibilities come to mind, when fresh thoughts of community revival or a renewal of faith 
are awakened.  This story describes such a happening, set in a typical local South Australian country 
township – on York or Eyre Peninsula. The powerful action of community rehabilitation is 
accompanied by warmth in genuine human relationships, as a once hostile church congregation is 
renewed by the authentic and very beautiful message of God’s redeeming grace.  
 
The Ghost Town  
A poem to inspire those who worship God, on Sunday mornings in small towns across Australia - to 
seek for renewal and revival; it encapsulates and enhances the previous three stories in the book.   
 

THREE SPECIAL STORIES 
 
In Three Special Stories Geoff writes of Vicki Randall—my wife Lynne’s older sister, 
who died at quite a young age, while serving Christ, as a keen Bible College student: 
 
     Amongst the minor prophets Habakkuk has been well studied, a fact to which we shall later return, 
for Vicki's heart was undoubtedly set on the gift of revival from God. 
     In the New Testament she closely studied Matthew's Gospel, the book of the Acts of the Apostles, 
the first few chapters of Romans, and the letters to the Galatians, the Philippians, and the Colossians. 
Part of the Hebrews epistle, along with James, and Peter's first epistle also received detailed attention. 
There are passages scattered throughout the whole Bible, which, she studied and noted. Doubtless, 
much of what was dear and helpful to her was left unannotated. It does not matter. If she retained only 
a few degrees of what she studied, then she must have had an excellent grasp of Scripture, in which her 
concentration was primarily on the nature of God and the nature of man. This is why her life and 
ministry was so practical, so little gripped by mere abstractions. 
 
In October of that year, Vicki noticed a change in the look of a mole on the right side of her face. 
Slightly disturbed, but perhaps more curious, she visited the local general practitioner, who referred her 
to a specialist. He took a test and said he would notify her of his findings within the week. She and the 
family, together, set themselves to wait for his report. 
     That week was significant in more ways than one. The Saturday saw the whole family at the annual 
church picnic, and in the evening, at the Randall home, there was a gathering of those who were deeply 
interested in God's renewal of the church. Those who attended were aware of something special 
happening, and the meeting, in itself, was a deep and intimate expression of the hunger many had 
towards the end of the 1960s. On the one hand there was a sense of the utter dryness of the land, not 
only the Australian community at large, but also the churches. The new affluence was making its 
inroads. The restlessness of young people, the increase in the use of drugs, the new permissiveness in 

                                                
5 Geoffrey Bingham, God and the Ghostown, NCPI, Blackwood, 1984, p. 15 
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morals and ethics, and the breakdown of marital and family relationships were the strong signs of 
social and moral decline. Families were breaking up, and even within the churches, folk were shocked 
by the inability of respected couples to keep their marriages together. 
     At the same time there was the warm expectancy of which we have spoken. Somehow God would 
visit His people, and urge them on to a new understanding of His grace and His 'love. I can well 
remember, personally, the growing response of folk within the churches. Attendances at the Monday 
Night lectures were remarkable. From 1967 there had been a steady climb from about one hundred 
people to well over two hundred, and then by 1973 well over three hundred commenced the year's 
studies. What was even more remarkable was that about ninety per cent of those attending were 
engaged in some form or other of Christian work. They were not like spiritual blotting paper, absorbing 
everything and remaining dry. In fact, as the years have gone by, the results of those study nights have 
often been seen in remarkable ways. Many look back to them as a time of the setting of the truth within 
them. 
     The meeting that Saturday night was a significant one, even if it was humble enough in its form. 
The group thumbed through a number of Scriptures, some of them relating to God's promises of 
refreshment and renewal for His people. Vicki was at the heart of the study that night, and one of the 
Scriptures that made itself memorable was the passage of Habakkuk 2:1 
 

'I will take my stand to watch, and station myself on the tower. and look forth to see what he 
will say to me, and what I will answer concerning my complaint. And the Lord answered me: 
"Write the vision; make it plain upon tablets, so he may run who reads it. For still the vision 
awaits its time: it hastens to the end—it will not lie. If it seem slow. wait for it; it will surely 
come, it will not delay. Behold, he whose soul is not upright in him shall fail, but the righteous. 
shall live by his faith..." ' 

 
     NO less powerful to them was the cry of the prophet in 3:2, 
 

'O Lord. I have heard the report of thee, and thy work, O Lord, do I tear. in the midst of the 
years renew it: in the midst of the years make it known: in wrath remember mercy.' 

 
      Lorrie, when she reflects about that night, smiles gently. 'We knew God had given us a promise of 
revival, but in one way we scarcely knew what it meant.' Looking at me she said, 'It was years later that 
you gave us teaching on revival, and we came to know what it meant, but even so we were gripped that 
night. God told me very clearly that we were to wait, even if it seemed slow in coming. In fact it was 
coming swiftly from God's point of view.' 
 
I too can look back to the very first year in South Australia when we studied the epistle to the 
Galatians. I have been reminded by others of words 1 said in those days: 'The church in our land is 
caught up in the malaise of the Galatian heresy. We do not really understand justification by faith. We 
have some kind of notion concerning it, but if we really knew it, how our hearts would blaze! We 
would give up our self-justifying activities in the churches. We would be living by faith.' 
 
This, of course, is the thought in Habakkuk 2:4, 'The just shall live by faith', or, 'The righteous shall 
live by his faith', or, 'The righteous man shall live by being faithful' (NEB.), or, 'The upright man will 
live by his faithfulness' (Jerusalem Bible). Paul and the writer of Hebrews have both used this verse in 
different ways. Paul built his great doctrine of justification by faith on it, and the writer of Hebrews 
urged his wavering readers to go on in the life of faith by unwavering faithfulness (Romans 1:17, 
Galatians 3:11). 
     What then were they thinking in that joyful and living group on that Saturday night in October 
1970? The great movements of God do not always begin in vast rallies, in the excitement of big 
campaigns, but often in one heart gripped with sorrow for the evil of the world, and filled with yearning 
for the churches. It is true that Christ walks amongst the churches. Vicki has a comment beside the 
verse which tells us this (Revelation 1:12):                  
 

'"Lampstand"—separate to show responsibility of each church. the risen Christ is still the Son of 
man, wearing gown and apparel of priesthood; the same vision that Daniel received.' 

 
Christ stirs some spirit in a church, and the yearning for revival commences. I have no doubt that the 
group—consciously with some, unconsciously with others—received the promise of revival that 
night.’6   

                                                
6 Geoffrey C. Bingham, Three Special Stories, NCPI, Blackwood, 1983, p. 86-89 


