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The Author’s Introduction to the English version

Dear Reader, it is my desire to share with you on the
pages of this book that, which I had lived through while fol-
lowing a way of painfully long search for the living God and
the personal intimate relationship with Him, of which Jesus
was saying, “My sheep hear My voice, and I know them, and
they follow Me” (John 10:28). Decades of a traditional, for-
mal and ceremonial Christianity that I learned from my
early childhood didn 't bring any joy or satisfaction to my
soul, encouraging me to seek for something that was hidden
from me, but what my soul looked for in its longing for peace
and harmony with the Lord. I continually asked myself a
question, why, in fact, I came to existence and how I should
live in order to fulfill the purpose appointed to me from
above. Many years had passed before the profound meaning
of God's words which came out of the mouth of the prophet
Isaiah was revealed to me, “And a highway shall be there,
and a way, and it shall be called The way of holiness; the
unclean shall not pass over it; but is shall be for the re-
deemed: the wayfaring men, yea fools, shall not err therein”
(Isaiah 35:8, ASV).

As I began on a way of cleansing and sanctification, |
had to re-evaluate my priorities anew, look over my whole
life and my walk before the Lord. This led me to a deep in-
ward crisis and consequently, a complete spiritual over-
throw, which marked the beginning of my ministry and a new
life in Christ. Following God's calling I have encountered
many a time some things which we as people only think to
be the truth, affirming the truthfulness of the words by the
wise Solomon, “There is a way that seems right to a man,
but its end is the way to death” (Proverbs 14:12, ESV). All
that I experienced in the course of events gradually led me
to a conclusion that way too many things presented to us as
the absolute truth and “a work of God” aren t such at all in
reality. It is so easy while getting carried away in outward
“rightness” of something to start serving a man or a cause
instead of God; and begin building not on the Rock Who is
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Christ, but on a “sinking sand” using not the reliable “pre-
cious stones” but “hay” and “straw’!, which will all burn
away sooner or later. One can think that he has become a
part of something great or has achieved something signifi-
cant in God or received from Him something special even
without suspecting that it is all nothing in His sight. As |
look back I can only thank the Lord that while being very
gracious He revealed Himself to me, as I have not known
Him before although was considered a “good Christian.”

Unfortunately, it must be said that the enormous
amount of existing religious literature as well as the multi-
tude of views, opinions, interpretations and dogmatisms of
a whole host of Christian teachings, in which network of lab-
yrinths you can easily go astray, led to the fact that by losing
the sense of direction Christians began to crave a lot more
of the new knowledge about God rather than of the intimate
relationship with Him. But this is the only criterion which
determines the essence and value of our discipleship. As a
result of this approach there entered superficiality, a ten-
dency towards ritualism and formalism of the worship, a
readiness to compromise with the world and sin; and there-
fore, a consequential spiritual coldness of people of God in-
dependently of their denomination set in.

The many years of counseling experience reveal a sad
picture of the real spiritual state of Christians, practically
of all existing Christian congregations and churches. And
in spite of the fact that the majority of those who consider
themselves children of God are satisfied with their Christi-
anity, which usually amounts to a regular church-attending
practice; there is a small number of those who moan and
groan within in realization of missing or lacking something
important and valuable or may be, even something major.

This is why once finally decided to make known my own
experiences on the way of a personal spiritual quest, I am
doing it in hope that this reading may bring some sort of
help to those seeking souls. Perhaps, in the quiet hours of
solitude together with this book they, too, will experience

' 1 Corinthians 3:12
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the same illuminating light in their hearts and minds, which
the Lord sent to my restless soul during some difficult mo-
ments of my life, bringing comfort, peace and desired ser-
enity. My prayer to the Heavenly Father is that it won 't be
me speaking from the pages you have in front of you, dear
Reader, but God Himself, Who alone knows what you need
and how to help you.
By narrating my story, sharing my thoughts and things
I had lived through in closeness with the Living God;, re-
membering His mercies and firmness towards me, I in no
way want to emphasize my own exclusivity and uniqueness,
standing out of the mass of other believers. No, not at all.
1 know all too well that every individual is unique and excep-
tional, and there are many of those whose lives were a lot
brighter and much more amazing than that of my own, so
that if a book was to be written about them it would turn out
to be something marvelous. Besides, I am fully aware of the
fact that with personal testimony, when you must narrate
different events about yourself, it'’s quite impossible to avoid
using ever-present pronouns: “I”, “me”, “my”’, which may
in itself sound repulsive to some, but I didn t know how else
to circumvent them better. There is one hope that I have,
though. And it is that if the following lines would be written
under the guidance of the Lord and His Holy Spirit, then, in
spite of all, they could bring help and blessings. Therefore,
as I begin my story, my prayer to the Heavenly Father is that
He may glorify His great and holy Name through this ac-
count.
Ludmila Plett



The Opening Prayer

Lord Jesus, You are the One Who knows each and every
heart in a way no one else does nor do we know ourselves.
You are the One for Whom our life, thoughts and hearts are
like an open book. Thank You, Heavenly Father, that You
have once made me stop and ponder about my personal re-
lationship with You. Dear Savior, You have once used a
mouth of an obtuse she-donkey. In a similar way I am now
before You fully aware that if You don 't put the right words
in my mouth so that they touch another soul, then anything
I say here will only be a meaningless sound without the
power of Your Holy Spirit. I am asking You to draw closer
to every person while he or she reads this book and speak
to them the words they especially need to hear. Thank you,
Jesus, that with You even the stones can speak. Now that
I am about to share my thoughts and experiences, breathe
Your Spirit into them and fill them with Your power. Lord,
talk to the heart of a reader in a manner You alone can do.
Use the written words in such a way that after reading this
book, a soul can walk through life enriched and empowered
by You. I ask it in Your Name and for the glory of Your Name.

Amen



My thoughts are not your
thoughts, neither My ways are
your ways, — says the Lord. But
as heaven is higher than earth,
so My ways are higher than
your ways and My thoughts
are higher than yours are.

(Isa.55: 8-9)

Prologue

“Ludmilka, dochen 'ka!’> You must get up now, once and
for all! You will be late for your lectures at the institute!”

My mother’s soft hand is affectionately petting my head
and my curly hair that lay spread around the table. Her voice
sounds very far off, from a great distance, hardly reaching
my sleepy consciousness. Nevertheless, the last words lit-
erally throw me off the chair. Rubbing my sleepy eyes,
I glance over at the alarm clock and am startled. That makes
me completely awake. I have only 15 minutes until the bus
I normally take to get to the institute leaves. Hastily I get
dressed, quickly brush my teeth, rinse my face, and barely
hear, as my mother, deliberately angry, is reprimanding me.

“How many times have I asked you not to stay up late
studying your textbooks? Can’t you see your table lamp
burned all night for nothing! Didn’t I tell you to set your
alarm before you start doing your homework in the even-
ing?”

I smile back at her knowing very well that she does not
really mean what she says, and deep down in her heart she
is in fact exceedingly happy for her daughter, who chose to
follow her footsteps into the field of medical studies. Giving
my mother a big kiss on her cheek as I leave, I rush out the
door into the hallway and seeing that the elevator is not
available (which has mostly been the case) rapidly run down
the stairs from the eighth floor. How wonderful that the bus

2 Name format shows mother’s affection and “dochen’ka” stands for “my little
daughter” in Russian.
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stop is actually less than a hundred feet from our apartment
building! The softhearted bus driver graciously steps on the
brakes and opens the bus door again. Almost out of breath,
I run inside the bus and on my way to the only empty seat
tell him,

“Thank you!” Real joy is filling my heart.

“Thank You, Lord.... I made it! Please abide with me
throughout this whole day, I pray. Bless me and keep me to
live through everything with You at my side. Amen.”

That is how short some of my morning prayers used to
be in those early college years.

Ah, how long ago that was! How much had transpired
over the years! How many stressful and difficult exams had
been left behind. Back then, I considered them my most
severe trials of life. Of course, I did not know at the time
how often life would have me face very different kinds of
problems and hardships, such that I would never have
guessed existed. Nevertheless, despite all that has hap-
pened, being now well over fifty years of age, having much
gray in my hair and having spent decades of my life search-
ing for God and life’s purpose, I can joyously say as in the
days of my youth,

“Thank You, Lord, that You have so far helped me!
Please, be with me further, so that I might reach the goal
You have assigned to me while being guided by Your
mighty hand.”
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Chapter 1
Childhood, Youth,
The Voice of God.

My parents believed in God and became Christians ap-
proximately a year before I was born. Therefore, I can only
thank the Lord for His wonderful provision, that being in my
mother's womb [ was already living under the influence of
God's grace. Much later, as I became a young girl who could
understand, my mother told me that she was clearly seeing
in me their own spiritual flame and searching for the living
God as well as their first passionate love toward Christ. Thus,
the blessings my parents experienced then, became later my
own blessing, something I didn't deserve. This experience
often causes me to think about all the mothers and fathers,
who by their walk with God and their daily lives determine
the fate and spiritual life for their children long before they
are born into this world. Along with mother's milk a baby
feeds on everything that the mother does and goes through.

In fact, I realized this truth more deeply some years
later, when my own quest in search of the Lord had begun.
Earlier, my Christianity just like the Christianity of many
other children of believing parents presented itself as noth-
ing else but «the faith of my forefathers». As much as I can
recall, from an early age, I had kneeled down together with
my older sister and four little brothers when my mother and
father would pray with us. When our parents were going to
a Sunday service they most certainly took all six of us along.
In this way, in my childhood and youth my understanding
of faith issues and serving God was formed and shaped
under the influence of my parents, possibly, without much
awareness on their part. Moreover, I must say, that they
never forced us to do anything in such matters. Usually, chil-
dren imitate their parents in the spiritual and physical realm
and don't even think about it. As a result, it is not surprising
that they become followers of the particular Christian faith
group in which they were brought up, because they ex-
perience the traditions and interpretations of their parents.
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So, children of Lutheran parents become Lutherans and chil-
dren of Baptist parents become Baptists, children of Pente-
costal parents become Pentecostals and so on. The same
thing happened to me. My parents were part of Christian
Evangelical Pentecostal Church, and so, my views and un-
derstanding were shaped under the influence of this Chris-
tian teaching until I turned eighteen. Unfortunately, as often
occurs in many Christian denominations, I was confident
that my faith was the only true faith and our church was the
only true church. As far as other believers were concerned,
I looked down on them in the same way other so-called
«spiritual» Christians did, since we considered them to be
the ones that hadn't reached our level of spirituality. Thus
they couldn't have much insight or might even have been
deceived. We, as spiritually “advanced,” were advised to
pray for such people so that God would open their eyes, but
were also warned to avoid any communication with them
lest we become a prey of their destructive influence. It was
astonishing, how Satan deluded Christian people to have dis-
trust, grudges, suspicions and even open animosity towards
one another. And all that existed in spite of the fact that we
all served the same God and longed to get into same heaven,
where only those who are one in God’s Spirit can enter. And
His Spirit doesn’t divide Itself.

And so, being brought up in this particular Christian
denomination, I experienced all that characterized that doc-
trine. One aspect was the so-called baptism of the Holy
Spirit with speaking in tongues. Actually, for me that par-
ticular gift of the Spirit revealed itself quite extraordinary
from the beginning, something I only understood many
years later. I experienced spiritual baptism, when I was only
7 or 8 years old. It happened as follows. I was visiting some
of my friends. At the house where they lived my girlfriend’s
father offered to pray for the baptism of the spirit over us.
I was absolutely fine with the idea since I had heard about
it very often in my own family as well as at our church. With
the faith of a simple child I knelt along with other children
and after a fairly short time my lips started saying strange
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words, which I had never known before. I can’t remember
if I felt anything special at the time. Nobody placed his
hands on me, either. I only recall that following the advice
of my friend’s father I repeated several times the word
“baptize.” After this prayer some other kids also started
speaking in tongues. Later, that man told us that he had a
vision concerning each of the children: either a dove was
descending on one, or tongues of fire on another. After that
we, all the children, continued to play and didn’t talk about
the event any more. That is how I experienced the so-called
baptism of the Holy Spirit, the way it is understood in Pen-
tecostal doctrine, though sometimes with slight variations.
In the evening of that same day two women believers asked
me to stay overnight at their place. They were Germans by
nationality. When I woke up next morning, I couldn’t fig-
ure out what was going on. Both sisters were sitting by my
bedside with faces wet from crying and quietly praying
with tears in their eyes. I asked them about the reason for
tears and they without any detailed explanation just said to
me: “Ah, dear! You will not be able to comprehend that.
The Lord kept talking to us all night long in German lan-
guage using you as His instrument.” I recall being dumb-
founded by those words. “What do you mean “in the
German language”? — I repeated inquisitively. — I don’t
know any German!” But they didn’t shed any light on that
to me and in the next few minutes as with most children
my mind became preoccupied with other things. I was still
but a little girl, and toys and dolls, and games were much
more important to me.

Years passed by. I went to school and completed one
grade after another. It was easy for me to study. Besides,
I was very diligent and patient. And as long as I can re-
member, in my early childhood years I started dreaming of
becoming a medical doctor. My mother who had been edu-
cated as a medical assistant and who after the WWII worked
as a nurse for over 30 years was able to instill in me the same
love of medicine. She kept noticing with surprise how I was
sitting in the office where she did the work of a therapeutic
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nurse and held my breath while I watched a needle prick a
patient's vein, the blood appear in a syringe and the admin-
istration of carefully chosen medicine to the patient.
I watched how she placed cupping glasses on an ill person's
back, how the skin was partially sucked into them and its
color changed to red or blue. All my dolls had signs of
needles all over them because I was always giving them
shots. I never had any fear of seeing blood, something nor-
mally present in children. My mother used to say that [ was
born to become a medical doctor. Therefore, being an honor
student at school was the first and foremost condition to ful-
fill my cherished dream. All the teachers at school knew
about my strong desire to be a doctor and in every possible
way supported me.

Besides classes at school, the usual children's games
and books of fiction, which I literally «swallowed up»,
I had no other interests. Since I had never been an Oktyab-
rionok? or a Pioneer* or for that matter, a Komsomolka,® ev-
eryone at school knew I was a Christian and the other
children often called me «bogomolka»®. Any efforts on the
part of Pioneer leaders or teachers and class teachers’ to talk
to me about God and faith in Him didn't get them anywhere,
because I usually kept quiet. When they asked me if [ was
forced to believe in God, I always replied with a short «no»
without going into details. More than once I ran home from
school in terror and hid behind our tile stove, for some boys
from school scoffed at me and called me names because of
my faith and even threw stones at me. Such was the godless
time and political system in which we lived then. Many

3 Communist party based organization for small children between 7-10 years old.
4 Communist party based organization for early teenagers between 11-14 years old
5 Youth organization a person must become a member of if he/she wants to be

a Communist Party member later. Usually it consists of young people from 14
gears old and older and is promoted at high school.

Means — “the one who prays to God” but in belittling, mocking way.

7 A teacher was called “the class teacher” when he/she had a responsibility over
an entire class of students during a school year. The class teacher held special
meetings, organized cultural events and resolved issues in students lives. Such
teacher also taught one of the subjects of the curriculum.
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children of Christian families had similar experiences, not
to mention the parents themselves. Although, I must say,
the necessity of standing our ground for our faith and en-
during mocking, humiliation and persecutions made all
Christians including the children, much more serious and
responsible in matters concerned with serving God. That is
why I am extremely pleased that my Christianity took shape
and form in my childhood and youth during that difficult
time of atheism and, therefore, made an impact on my entire
future life.

Unfortunately, even though it was important to stand
and fight for my faith in God my spiritual life didn't reflect
much depth or a search for a closer walk with Him, at least,
not until [ was 17-18 years of age. At that time, I entered
Vladivostok Medical University and took the first step to-
ward achieving my precious goal. It seemed that all was
going really well, and I should have been to be extremely
thankful to God and rejoiced, while making sure to become
the best medical doctor possible, especially, since I thought
this kind of occupation was most suitable for a Christian girl.
But... There was one «but», that continued to bring distur-
bance to my soul and forced me to ask myself same question
over and over again, «Is this profession the right choice?
Does my desire to be a doctor coincide with God's will? Will
He back me up in it?».

The thoughts did not bother me in vain. The thing was
that when I was still at high school, I heard God's voice for
the first time in my life. During the services at the church,
in the sermons and the conversations with those who
preached I heard that even now God could speak to a person
through prophecies and visions. As most people know,
Christians from the Pentecostal movement get in contact
with God and learn to know His will mainly by means of a
variety of spiritual gifts. Though in later years, I have also
seen this same type of approach, during the years of my
youth it was quite different with me. God Himself suddenly
spoke to me in a way that made me stop in my tracks and
hold my breath listening to His voice.

15



It happened when I was fifteen. At the time, I had com-
pleted the eighth grade and in conjunction with that event
there was a celebration for the students, along with the
handing out of diplomas for the accomplishments of eight
years of school.® Just a few days before the event I was asked
to recite a short story, since I loved literature and had good
articulation. The idea of the story was directed toward young
people and had to do with matters of abstinence and purity
of first love in the context of rude banalities which had
started to take hold in the community and which later devel-
oped into the notorious behavior of our generation's «hip-
pie» movement. I had really liked the suggested story
because it reflected my own understanding and personal
opinion. When I was reciting it during the celebration, some
of our super-modern girls fled from the auditorium scream-
ing, «No! I can't listen to it anymore!»

Next day after class two teachers came up to me. One
was a teacher of Russian and literature and the other a
teacher of biology. They asked me whether I would like to
sign up for drama class, since I had talents to perform.

“And by the way, Ludmila, who do you want to be?”
All of a sudden, the teacher of Russian Language and Lit-
erature asked me this strange question. Since she was our
class teacher, she knew very well that [ was practically crazy
about medicine.

I know not why, maybe because I was still under the
impact of the previous evening's event or because I just
wanted to fool around, but quite unexpectedly, even to my-
self, I replied:

“Who do I want to become? Oh, perhaps, I will be an
actress!” My words were still on my lips when from some-
where above me on my right side there was a calm (yet at
the same time unique in its power) man’s voice,

“An actress? No. You will write books.”

8g years of education was the minimal requirement in the Soviet educational
system then. Students would be able to continue their studies at technical school
or pursue high school education of 10 years, which was equivalent to 12-year
school education in United States of America.
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It resounded so distinctly and clearly in my ears that
I became quiet and stood there as under a spell. In spite of
my passion for literature and Russian language and an over-
whelming love of reading, it had never occurred to me to
write books. Who in the world could have said that? What
kind of voice was it? Next to me there were only two women
and this was the voice of a man. Utterly confused I looked
around trying to spot the One who just spoke to me.

“Ludmila, what happened? Who are you looking for?”

As if from a distance [ heard my biology teacher’s voice.

“Don’t you hear what I am asking you? What about
your doctor’s profession? Haven’t you always said you want
to be a medical doctor?”

“Yes, of course, I will be a doctor. This was just a joke,”
I mumbled in reply still under the impression of the voice
I heard. And then, there was that voice again,

“No. You will write books.”

“Books?!” I thought to myself in bewilderment.

“Books?.... What books?....” And then, mischievously
following my childish fantasy, notwithstanding what was
going on, | finished my reply,

“Oh, yes! I will write su-u-uch a novel about myself!!”
At that moment the same voice sounded the third time:

“A novel?... About yourself?.... No. You will write
about others.”

There was silence after that. The voice stopped and re-
peated nothing anymore. I was totally perplexed. Looking
at both teachers, I well understood I couldn’t tell them any
of that. And they stared at me with amazement having no
idea or explanation for my more than strange behavior.

That day as I was going home from school, one thought
thoroughly occupied my mind: who had spoken to me? For
some reason I didn’t think it was God. Being very reserved
and secretive during my puberty years I said nothing to my
parents. Yet for a long time that night I couldn’t fall asleep
while thinking:

“Who was it that talked to me? Why didn’t I see Him?
What books was He talking about?...”

17



This occurrence might have remained a mystery and
most likely been forgotten after a few years if that same
Voice had not spoken to me for the second time.

It was in 1966 when I turned 17 and, after high school
graduation, was preparing to pass the exams necessary to
enter Vladivostok’s Medical Institute. Our good neighbors
left for vacation and gave me the keys to their apartment so
that I could study questions for the exams in quietness. No
one bothered me there and I could spend whole days and
weeks alone. At times, I interrupted my studies and knelt be-
fore God asking Him to help me to pass the exams and enter
into this medical school. Once while I was praying in this
manner there was again a man’s voice which said, cutting
the silence in the room:

“It would have been better for you to remain just as you
are.” Startled by this unexpected interruption, I looked
around. There was nobody in the room but me.

“What’s this? Who has just talked to me?” I thought
in amazement and then remembered that I had already
heard that same Voice two years ago. Yes, but what meaning
did those words have for me? Why is it better for me to
remain just as I am? How am I supposed to understand
this? Is it really that God doesn’t want me to become a
doctor? Then, why didn’t He tell me about it straight?
Couldn’t He just say that it wasn’t His will for me? But,
what if it wasn’t the Lord? Then, who was it? I had heard
the Voice so clearly...

Pondering over this whole thing, I started praying even
more fervently, pouring out my soul again and again ex-
pressing my deepest desire to be a doctor.

“Lord,” I was saying, “Where else would I be able to
serve You and all the people better, helping them in their suf-
ferings and showing them my love?”

So I continued praying with tears, when suddenly above
me there was that same voice repeating those same words,
“It would have been better for you to remain just as you
are.” Not another word. There was no “yes” or “no”, but “/¢
would have been better for you...”
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I cried bitterly with all my being, for I had no desire
whatsoever to reconcile with the thought of not being destined
to become a doctor. The following days were filled with
utter anxiety and confusion. I didn’t know what to do: con-
tinue my preparation studies for examinations or take my
papers from the institute. But what would I say to my
mother who only lived with the hope of seeing her daughter
as a medical doctor one day? I repeatedly called upon the
Lord, asking Him for some clarity, but no answer came.
God was silent. And then I decided to do the following.
Since I finished high school with an award for being the
best student and had received a medal of honor, I had an
opportunity to enter any university or school with only one
major exam to pass but only if it would be passed with an
“A.” If my grade fell lower than “A” I had to continue pass-
ing more examinations with all the other students. Since
I had received no revelation from the Lord (though much
desired), I was determined to get ready just for that one
major exam in chemistry. In case I failed or received a low
grade I would accept this as a sign of God’s will and quit
any further attempts to enter this institute.

Passing the major exam was a true miracle for me.
I will not go into details about it but can only say that the
examiner wrote down “5”” and congratulated me for getting
to the medical institute. Therefore, I became a student but
without realizing the meaning of the words I had heard. Nev-
ertheless, they kept disturbing my soul time and again:

“What could it all mean? And why?”

Just as had happened the first time, I didn’t utter a word
about it to anyone.

The next 6 years as a student were filled with many
difficult and strenuous studies. Much of my time was spent
with textbooks and accordingly, many trials and temptations
of youth simply went over my head. Students at the institute
and Christian boys and girls at my church enjoyed their
youth: they spent time together, dated, loved, and got

%ltisa highest score a student can get at any educational system in former USSR
for his or her achievements.
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married. But I was like a white crow among them all. All
attempts made by Christian or worldly young men to start
dating me always failed. I had no feelings towards them ex-
cept pity. Dating wasn’t for me and I had no time for it, but
studied and studied and studied. That’s how the best years
of my youth were spent.

Yet, not only the studies at the institute had occupied
my heart and thoughts. My student years had also become
the years of my first very conscientious pursuit of God. After
my entry into the medical institute, a dear Christian woman
of about eighty years of age had become my best and closest
friend. This old lady had the richest experiences in her spir-
itual life, derived from many years of suffering and perse-
cutions for Christ’s name’s sake. But for me her personal
relationship with the Lord held something really precious.
For hours I could listen to her stories about God’s doing in
her life and the way He led her through hardships, impris-
onment, sorrows and arduous trials to reveal His great power
during most difficult times and show other people His grace,
holiness and justice. It was unbelievable that in spite of her
rather full years this grandmother remembered very well
what she told me and practically never repeated herself. My
soul was like a sponge absorbing those stories and in re-
sponse a deep desire to get closer to God grew more and
more inside my heart. In fact, that was the time when my
quest for God had begun. I had turned eighteen, been bap-
tized with water, and became a church member. It seemed
God was observing me very closely and so was Satan.

During my second year at the institute unexpectedly the
head of anatomy studies summoned me. When I nervously
sat in front of him he said to me without any preamble,

“We have become aware that you are a Christian. Is
this true?”

And hearing my affirmative reply he anxiously continued,

“But how are you going to combine faith in God with
the work of a Soviet medical doctor?”

“Here you are,” I mentally told myself. “This is your
hour, Ludmila. Now your faith and your Christianity are on
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trial.” His words mean exactly: “either God or institute.”

“Why don’t you answer me?”” The professor interrupted
my thoughts. “Don’t you understand what I am talking
about?”

“No!” I quietly replied. “I understand you very well.
You can expel me from the institute if you have a right to
do that, but I will not reject God.”

There was silence. I lowered my eyes, but with all my
being was feeling his intent, searching gaze directed at me.
Minutes seemed like eternity.

“Very well!” The gray-haired man got up interrupting
silence. “I know that you are doing excellent work as far as
the school program is concerned. You may go now. If nec-
essary, we will call you again.”

I left his office walking on air. Fear was gone. My heart
rejoiced,

“Thank You, Lord, that You helped me to withstand and
remain faithful! This truly was Your grace! Without Your
help from above I couldn’t have done it!”

Another day went by.... then, another one... the whole
week passed.... and then, so did another week... Nobody
requested my presence again, and I concluded that the most
difficult test of faithfulness would come to me later. When
at the end of my sixth year of study all difficulties of learning
process had been overcome they could easily tell me:

“God or diploma.” Then what?! Would I be able to
stand up? Ah, it would have been so much better now, at the
beginning of my studies...

Years followed one after another. My soul searched for
the Lord and He responded to her quiet callings. By God’s
grace during those young years of my life I could experience
first hand the words of the Epistle of James 4:8, “Draw near
to God and He will draw near to you” (NKJV). From time
to time some wonderful things happened to me. Our family
then lived on the 8" floor of a 9-story apartment building
located about 200 meters from the shore of Amur Bay. The
windows of our apartment faced the sea and I loved stand-
ing by the window late in the evening and looking at the
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moonlight path on water to think on and on.... What is
awaiting me in the future? How will my life go? What had
the Lord predestined for me? What is His plan for my life?...
Once as | was thinking in that direction, I stood by the win-
dow. Suddenly, the sky was lit with a soft indescribable glow
and right before my eyes a garland of large beautiful flowers
was waving. It started moving towards me, then wrapped it-
self into a ravishing wreath and after a few minutes dis-
appeared. All was dark around once more. Completely
amazed I couldn’t move from my place. This wasn’t a
dream. I also didn’t possess a visionary gift. [ asked myself
over and over: what could it be? — But [ had no answer. What
I had seen remained a mystery to me. I only remember that
while I watched that glorious scene my heart filled such a
joy that I have never been able to describe. There was some-
thing heavenly about it. It was more like a short-lived
glimpse into unbelievably wonderful eternity. I knelt and
quietly started to pray.

At another time I was soundly sleeping when, in a
dream, I saw that an unusual light illuminated my room. In
the doorway there was a light figure with His hands
stretched out towards my bed and a tender Voice called my
name and said: “Ludmila, get up! Pray.” I opened my eyes.
The image was slowly disappearing, but His words still rang
in my ears: “Get up, pray.” I jumped off my bed and glanced
over at the clock: half past three in the morning. There was
no fear but only indescribable joy. I fell on my knees to pray
and had a strange feeling that Christ Himself was bending
over me behind my back. After that for many months
I would wake up at half past three sharp. Usually, I either
heard a softly spoken voice calling my name or there was a
light illuminating the whole room or I felt a gentle touch on
my shoulder by Someone’s loving hand. Those night vigils
became something really special for me and so valuable that
I can’t compare them with anything on this earth. The words
of prayer hardly left my lips as they went straight up to
heaven. Such rest, peace, joy and unusual sweetness of
God’s presence I have never experienced afterwards. After
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I prayed I would normally fell back asleep and in the morn-
ing woke up refreshed and rested as if I had slept undis-
turbed for an entire twenty four hours.

During that wonderful period of closeness to God
I begged Him to reveal His will to me and His plan for my
life. Soon after, I had an amazing dream. Surrounded by the
total darkness of night I was climbing up a mountain along a
stony path. Grabbing the tips of the rocks and seldom seen
mountain bushes, with much effort I slowly moved on.
Sometimes, a groan was heard from my lips because of fa-
tigue and tiredness. My feet slipped on stones that in turn
from time to time began to roll and with resounding echo
hurled themselves into abyss below. My heart shrank with
terror at thought of the possibility of falling down there my-
self. Finally, I came to a small even plateau and completely
exhausted laid down to rest a little. A dark night sky spread
above me and just a quiet half moon and a tiny star adorned
it. My eyelids became heavy and I started falling asleep when
something huge and shaggy leaped on me. “It’s the Devil!”
The thought like lightning pierced my mind and a horrifying
battle began. He tried to choke me, pinning my body with all
his weight to the ground and I tried to get him off me by
twisting and turning around. From nowhere, maybe because
of my fright, I suddenly felt more strength and power and
started fighting like a tigress. However, the devil was
stronger. With despairing attempts I tried to free myself from
his tenacious clutches, clearly realizing this was my final
hour, when a voice inside of me said: “Why don’t you use
your armor? Why don’t you pray?” At that moment, over-
come by my adversary I laid on my back and my gaze
stopped on the half moon. With an effort I pushed back the
devil’s claws encircling my neck and cried out: “Save me, o
Lord! Have mercy on me!” It was a desperate cry of a per-
ishing soul. In that instant the devil seemingly froze. The
tiny star in the sky began quickly moving towards the half
moon and touched it in front of my eyes. As a result of the
impact sparkles flew in all directions and a multitude of
bright stars appeared in the night sky and there was a lot of
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light all around. I suddenly felt a new flow of strength and
even thought I was able to overthrow the entire mountains.
The Devil though, immediately got weakened and lay like a
sack. With ease I threw him off myself and with a rumbling
noise he rolled down into the chasm. There was silence. I got
up from the ground and looked behind on the path I had
climbed. There below were other people who followed the
same way with groans and heavy sighs. It was obviously
very difficult for them to travel. Then I again heard the voice
inside my heart, ”You see, you’ve made it. Now you must
help others. This is My plan for your life.”

When [ woke up I laid there with my eyes open not able
to fall asleep for a second time. What could that dream
mean? There was no doubt it came from the Lord.

But life went on. One session of exams followed after
another and with each passing year | was increasingly get-
ting tired. My wonderful nightly awakenings, which brought
me so much joy and strength, ceased. Several times I didn’t
get up for a prayer feeling exhausted. That blessing left me
and has never come back even though I asked the Lord for
forgiveness and prayed with tears. It left me but it has be-
come a lesson for the rest of my life. Laziness, negligence
and carelessness in regards to God’s mercies lead to loss of
them. Nevertheless, the Lord is good and His mercy towards
the ones who fear Him and seek Him is renewed every
morning. He found different ways to speak to my heart,
comforting, encouraging and teaching me, when I turned to
Him with some of my petitions. At that time I was twenty
years of age.

As time went on some negative things more often
began to occur in our church and in other churches I visited.
During the service there were reaching out sermons talking
about righteousness, purity, godliness and God-fearing lives,
but in reality everything appeared to be the opposite. At the
services Christians acted like angels, but back at home there
were many conflicts and quarrels, and disagreements.
Brothers and sisters in Christ judged and criticized one
another. They had often said things to each other’s face that
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differed completely from what had been said behind their
backs. Frequently, members' meetings developed into places
and times when people tried to sort out their relationships
and decide about ever-present problems to the point that
some believers stopped attending in order to avoid loosing
peace in their hearts. Although, elders had regularly men-
tioned the importance of God’s guidance, they themselves,
as I understood, did not hear the voice of their Shepherd.
And that’s what happened: one day there was a meeting
where they raised a question, which had become a problem
in our congregation. Opinions divided as usual. Time went
on but there was no unity or progress in making a decision.
Observing what was going on I just couldn’t understand why
they all quarreled instead of praying and asking the Lord to
bring clarity. If we were such spiritual Christians, then where
truly was the guidance of the Holy Spirit? That evening
bracing myself I got up for the first time and turning to our
elderly pastor and deacons of the church said:

“I don’t get it. Why can’t we lift up this problem in
prayer to God to listen what He would tell us to do? God
sends an answer and there will be no need to argue any-
more.”

All fell quiet. Older brothers looked at me with aston-
ishment and I in turn stared at them with no less amazement.

“Well, yes, but we don’t have such strong prophets in
our congregation through whom we could inquire of the
Lord,” they finally replied with confusion on their faces.

“But what do prophets have to do with it? Why, we are
all God’s children and therefore, can come to Him as to our
Father personally. That’s why it is written, “My sheep hear
My voice.” What kind of sheep are we if we can’t hear the
voice of our Shepherd?”

Alas, we didn’t understand each other that evening.
I left the meeting with complex feelings of uncertainty and
despair...

“Why is that? They are ministers who teach us and lead
us to God. Why don’t they hear God’s voice? Why were they
startled when they heard my question?”
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Having a little bit of experience in fellowship with God
I was absolutely sure that such is a necessary part of Chris-
tian life and all believers did have the privilege of personal
contact with the Lord and therefore, His guidance. But in
reality then it wasn’t true. But how then should we interpret
the words of Scripture about sheep and the Shepherd?...
My young head just refused to comprehend it, because at
that time I had the faith of a child, who received the Word
without any “buts” just as it was written. After that occur-
rence I completely closed up on the issue. I didn’t want to
ask elders about anything, since I saw they didn’t know
much either. (Unfortunately for me, in those years I wasn’t
able to see myself, but only others.)

In 1970, when I was already in my forth year at the in-
stitute, a student from Moscow came to our church. He was
studying at the Academy of Arts. This young man used to
belong to “hippie” movement but later turned to the Lord
in a miraculous way and now was burning with his first love
for God. He told us about God’s work among believing
young people with such passion that [ was inflamed with a
desire to meet them. Children who are born to Christian
families usually automatically practice the Christianity of
their parents, which to a certain extent reminds more of a
stagnant pond because it usually consists of some settled
rules, orders and traditions. But here... here was this rush-
ing stream of mountain fresh and pure crystal water! No,
I certainly wanted to visit them. But how? I was still a stu-
dent myself. To take a train from Vladivostok to Moscow
would require a whole week of traveling, and an airplane
ticket was extremely expensive. Asking the Lord in prayer
to do the impossible, I informed my Dad about my desire
and... a miracle! My father at once agreed to give me
money for the airplane ticket, in spite of our financial hard-
ships as a family with many children. Shortly thereafter at
the beginning of winter holidays I flew to Moscow. As I re-
call that time when I basically arrived as an unexpected
guest in a house completely unknown to me I smile at my-
self even now. How naive and childishly trustful I was then!
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But praise God, He knew what I needed and sent some
young people in my way that understood me and did every-
thing in their power to satisfy my spiritual thirst. Two weeks
spent among believing student youth turned into a true
blessing and in some ways directed me in my further
search. Saying farewell to them at the airport I held onto
the flame of first love to the Lord kindled in my heart by
these young Christians.

Soon after I came back home I encountered a woman
who suddenly appeared in our congregation and through
whom, as it was suggested, God moved in a mighty way.
As it was revealed later she was a false prophetess horribly
deceived by a false spirit. I had never before experienced
so closely such false guidance and only a clear warning
from the Lord had kept me safe from probably harmful spir-
itual consequences. Then I realized that any contact with
the spiritual world may be quite a dangerous enterprise. The
Holy Spirit is only one, but ninety-nine others are false
spirits. And this proved to be correct too many times in my
life. But just as the knowledge of everyday life comes after
so many years so does spiritual maturity. It just doesn’t
happen overnight.

With the passing years I was also becoming more and
more critical about everything that pertained to the Christian
life and more often judged my brothers and sisters in the
faith. In seeing the lives of others my own life seemed to me
so much purer and better. Therefore, I couldn’t notice my
own failures and sins. Only one thing really bothered me
and created much concern. That was the world of my
unclean thoughts. Perhaps, I am mistaken, but I sincerely
believe that the world of thoughts is the dirtiest area in the
life of a Christian person, because things which believers
cannot possibly do in real life, they act out completely in
their minds. Consequently, the world of our thoughts reflects
a true picture of who we are in God’s sight. That was what
robbed me of peace.

It all started when we purchased a TV set. In seventies
television programs weren’t the source of such filthiness as
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they have unfortunately become nowadays. But my young
heart was soon attached to it and it really dragged me in.
I recall that while sitting in the lecture hall I was hardly able
to concentrate because my mind kept going back to the
movie I watched yesterday and I couldn’t wait to see the
next sequence of that film. In those days there were no un-
ethical behaviors, violence, murder or licentious actions,
scenes easily portrayed on TV now without any shame or
embarrassment. All love related scenes usually ended with
a darkened screen conveying a double meaning. Even in
spite of my lack of knowledge and ignorance in such issues
these scenes when cut short evoked the fantasy of my
imagination.

All of my life I had been a romantic type of person. I was
drawn to the beauty and inspiration of romance and as a result,
my favorite authors were writers such as Turgenev, who wrote
about love in an especially noble and pure way. When ab-
sorbed in such books I slipped in the realm of unreal dreams.
I imagined how things would have worked out in reality and
identified myself with the characters in the books I liked with-
out even noticing that with all such harmless dreams I slowly
but surely drifted away from the Lord. Sometimes I was tor-
mented and agonized that there was no more former closeness
and love toward Him. The world of my thoughts went on
defiling my soul and draining it of its spirituality.

During church services I considered it to be my mini-
stry to read out Christian poems. I did it so well that listeners
cried tears when they heard my reading, but as I got home
afterwards and was left alone I myself bit into my pillow
and cried finding no comfort. Why? Simply put, because
I felt like a hypocrite and a Pharisee for acting out such a
pious spectacle.

From time to time my soul found strength and rose up
again to search for the Lord. Our merciful God, Whose grace
surpasses His judgment, now and again turned His face to-
wards me, wiped away my tears of repentance and drew me
closer to Him. In such moments my heart just melted in my
love to Him and I hated myself for my unfaithfulness.
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In spite of my reserved character my parents, and espe-
cially, my mother, noticed the torments of my soul and were
really concerned about it. “What is wrong? Why are you so
tormented? What are you missing that you feel that way?
You have everything!” — they kept telling me, not compre-
hending my lack of inner peace. But how could I reveal to
them things, which I myself was ashamed of? How could
I tell them that besides my inward torture I was troubled by
questions in regards to the truthfulness of doctrines I had
been taught since my childhood? All of this would have
stricken them down...

There were other things to confuse me further and even
bring me to the point of emptiness. It was the subtle caution
and sometimes even open animosity between the Baptists
and Pentecostals, two denominations seemingly very close
to each other. Baptists thought of Pentecostals as deceived
in matters of the Holy Spirit, whereas the latter called Bap-
tists imperfect and under developed understanding the truth
revealed to them. I recall in the days of my youth I happened
to hear many unflattering comments about the others from
both sides. When a young man left the Pentecostal church
for the Baptist someone immediately said without much
thinking: “It would be better if he went into the world!” In
another instance, an older member of the Baptist congrega-
tion seeing that his own son had a friendship with a Pente-
costal youth, strictly forbade it, announcing: “If you start
speaking in other tongues like them, I myself will pull your
tongue out!” When I heard it I thought: “Poor Apostle Paul!
I wouldn’t have envied you had you met such a “brother in
Christ” on your way at the moment you said: “I thank my
God: I speak with tongues more than you all” (1 Cor. 14:18).

From sensible point of view one might simply laugh at
such extremes, but at that time, I didn't feel like laughing. It
was too saddening to watch brothers and sisters in the faith
at war, although they all received salvation through the same
blood of Jesus Christ, shed for them all on Calvary.

These and other similar thoughts robbed me of peace.
In my heart a decision was slowly forming to get away from
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my home and my congregation as far as possible to try to
find different churches and different Christians who would
have something deeper and better. Therefore, I started pray-
ing about it, asking the Lord to favor me in all this.

More time went by. I was already twenty-three. My
final state exams were fast approaching and along with them
the anxiety of whether they would become the decisive trial
of my faithfulness to the Lord. After years of study all grad-
uates were supposed to do an internship for three years at a
place where the institute would send them. Such an assign-
ment occurred prior to the beginning of state exams and
I was to be sent to city of Irkutsk'® to work in the state system
as the doctor of internal medicine for VTEK'!. T accepted it
with calmness, rejoicing that [ would be living in a big city,
where there would certainly be believers and where I would
be able to find a church that would satisfy the demands of
my soul. But beforehand I had to pass seven final state
exams, of which the first was on a subject called “Philosophy
and Medicine.” Frankly, I was scared that they would force
me to make a choice then and there: God or diploma. But
my fears weren’t confirmed, and the exam questionnaire
I got had nothing to do with my faith.

During the examination though, the Director of the
State Exam Commission, a professor of urology from Kha-
barovsk!? came up to me and said,

“I noticed how unusual your explanation of the theme
was. Therefore I am interested in hearing you further.
Please, continue.”

The exam was passed with an “A” and I sighed with
relief, that everything was fine. Nevertheless, it seemed
rather odd that on every exam that followed the Director of
the State Exam Commission searched for me with his eyes
again and again, and as soon as I was seated in front of the

10 City in northern part of Siberia, Russia

Pronunciation of what should have been abbreviated as All-Union Therapeutic
Committee of Expertise — a medical organ in former Soviet Union responsible
for dealing with work related illnesses and diseases.

12 City in the Far East region of Russia.
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examiner, the man would get up from his chair, approach us
and attentively listen to my replies. My last subject was Sur-
gery and Urology. That was the subject on which he had
been lecturing. When I noticed his reaction and how quickly
he got up once again and came to the desk I was sitting at,
panic at once overwhelmed me.

He told the examiner, “I will ask this student the ques-
tions myself,” — and calmly sat in his place.

“This is the end...,” the thought came to my mind
as | made every effort to steady my suddenly trembling
body.

One by one I answered the professor’s questions, some
of which were not even related to the questionnaire and de-
rived from absolutely different subjects. It seemed as if the
flow of them would never stop. I continued my replies as
in a dream and involuntarily noticed the bewilderment on
faces of other examiners. I wasn’t thinking of my grades
anymore. My only desire was that he would stop his “tor-
tures.” Finally, the professor was quiet. He opened my
grade book and carefully wrote the seventh “5 in the last
column.

With a big smile he then exclaimed: “Excellent, girl!
I am satisfied. And now I extend to you an offer to become
my assistant and to start working on scientific research in
Urology at Khabarovskiy Medical Institute. I hope you
agree, do you not?”

Hardly believing my own ears I sat there as if thunder-
struck, trying to figure out what he was saying, when unex-
pectedly I heard very calm but powerful voice somewhere
above my head,

“Tell him —no!”

Startled I turned my head toward the voice — but there
was no one. The Voice!.... It was that same Voice, telling me
six years ago that it would have been better for me to remain
as [ was. Now it sounded again for the third time and again
it happened when I least anticipated it...

“Young lady!” like in a dream the words of the profes-
sor again reached my ears.
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“Why are you quiet? Do YOU want to be my assistant?”

“No....” I was hardly able to spit the word out. “But we
already have our assignments and I must go to Irkutsk.”

“Ah! That is nothing!” interrupted the professor. “We
will arrange that quickly. What kind of work were you as-
signed to?”

“I was assigned to the communal system as a doctor-
expert.”

“You?! Sent to VTEK?!....” he laughed heartily. “No
way. We can’t allow that! You must go to science... So then,
you accept my offer, don't you?”

“Ah, it sounds so wonderful,” a thought flashed through
my feverish mind. "Graduate study!...The surgery, which
I have always loved so much...”

But at that same moment in my ears came the same
powerful voice,

“Tell him —no!” Stunned I echoed “no” after the Voice.

“No, dear Professor. I will not go with you and will not
become your graduate student. I will go to Siberia according
to my assignment.”

“Young lady! Do you realize WHAT you are throwing
away?? I am offering you a scientific carrier AND a brilliant
future! I am repeating myself that [ WILL take care of your
assignment problem.”

“No,” I said confidently and firmly, not doubting any
longer that I was doing the will of God. “I will NOT go
with you to Khabarovsk. Thank you, but this is not my
way.”

“I don’t understand you, girl,” shrugged the professor.
“I really don’t understand you....”

“May I go now?” Taking my grades book I got up from
the desk. “Forgive me, please, but I can’t explain it to you.”

“Very well. You may go. But it’s a pity!... It is such
a pity...”

His puzzled and confused look followed me even to the
door. As I was leaving, I turned my head back and noticed
how someone tapped on his temple showing that I was
somewhat insane.
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“You are a fool!” I could hear mocking whisper of my
classmates, who became witnesses to this whole scene.
“Such a fool!”

“So what?.. Let it be so!” I was repeating to myself
while running down the marble stairs. “Let me be a fool in
your eyes, but I couldn’t do it otherwise.”

During the night as I was lying in my bed with my eyes
wide open trying to comprehend what had happened, I kept
saying in my mind,

“Lord, what is it? I too don’t understand You. The
third time in my life You are telling me something that is
completely beyond my intellectual mind! Oh, please, help
me to walk by faith! Help me to trust You like a simple child
and follow You no matter where You would lead me...”

Two weeks later my Mother and Father took me to the
airport. I was flying to Irkutsk without knowing anyone
there. Flying into complete uncertainty...

As we were saying “good-bye” my Mom without re-
straining her tears said, ““You know, dochen’ka, I have a feel-
ing that you will never return to us. All the other children
will be with me, but you will live somewhere else!”

My dearest Mom! She hadn’t realized then how pro-
phetic her words sounded for me. The foreboding of my
Mother’s heart would be fulfilled. The rest of my life in the
Soviet Union would be lived away from my parents.

Under the wings of my plane my dear land of Primo-
r’ie!® with its much-loved Japanese Sea spread out and
slowly disappeared in the foggy mist. My childhood and my
youth remained behind. For me it was the beginning of a
new, independent, and still undiscovered way of life. What
would it bring?..

'3 Far East region of the Soviet Union — spelled “Primorskiy kruy” or lovingly
referenced to as “Primor’ie”
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Chapter 2
A Christian Without Christ

I was met by the inspector of Social Services of Irkutsk.
She addressed me in a rather friendly way, “Ah, that’s what
you look like!”” She measured my small, delicate and youth-
ful figure with her eyes from head to toes. “Frankly, we
thought of you as being different in some way. By looking
at you I don’t think you would fit very well into your future
position as a Director of VTEK,” and, not even allowing me
to recover my composure, continued, “Actually, we have de-
cided to send you over to Leningrad, to the Institute of Med-
ical and Labor Expertise to study some more. Since school
only starts in a month, you can begin your work here at the
Irkutsk’ VTEK for now. You will live in my mother’s apart-
ment. She is being transferred to the hospital where she will
have to stay for a long time so you should feel absolutely
free in there. And after graduation from the Leningrad In-
stitute,” she concluded, “You will move closer to Baikal'“,
to the town of Tulun'>, where you shall work as the director
of the Central Regional VTEK, where due to the lack of
trained specialists the work has fallen apart and come to a
complete stop. So, as you can see, we place much hope in
you and trust you will fulfill our expectations.”

So in a few fleeting seconds my future had been deter-
mined and I had no choice but to agree. While working for
a probationary month at Irkutsk city VTEK I was learning
the basics of the medical practice, something that for the
most part was unfamiliar to me. Time was passing quickly,
and in August of 1972, I came to Leningrad, the city of my
dreams, where I had often longed to be. The plans of God

A large and beautiful lake in Siberia that used to be known as a deep lake of
ﬁ)otable water.

5 Tulun, city, Irkutsk oblast (region), east-central Russia. It lies along the Iya
River and the Trans-Siberian Railroad. Incorporated first in 1922, it changed to
a rural settlement in 1924 and was reincorporated in 1927. It is a centre for the
Azey lignite (brown coal) field and of the wood and forest industry. Pop. (2006
est.) 49,368. Internet Source:
http://www.britannica.com/EBchecked/topic/608732/Tulun
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are truly amazing and His ways that lead to a destiny known
only to the Lord are unexplainable. For the first time in my
life I lived in a dormitory filled exclusively with unbelievers.
They were medical doctors who arrived there for study from
almost every possible location in the Soviet Union. There
was much to face and to experience. One of the brightest
moments for me was the encounter with one young girl who
was also a doctor and who later repented and became a
Christian. As a result of my relationship with her I noticed
one matter that unfortunately has been and is still present in
many Christian congregations.

While getting to know this girl and conversing about
faith in God, I had never said anything in regards to her out-
ward appearance. Being part of the world she, just like many
other women, wore make-up. But God always begins His
work in the heart of a person, not with his or her appearance,
which will in time change by itself. When I discovered
Christians in Leningrad, I took my new friend to their meet-
ing for the first time. Immediately they pointed out to her
that she lacked a head covering and was wearing eyeliner.
I was stunned and did not know what to do, as I stood by
her side and listened to the comments and remarks made by
older members of the group.

When we left that house, she threw herself against my
chest and with tears welling up in her eyes begged me,
“Please, don’t bring me here again! Please, never bring me
here! It’s better if you tell me about God, because here I did-
n’t see Him!”

This incident has become a good lesson for me for the
rest of my life and kept me from repeating the same error
again. In regards to conversion of a soul you simply must
not anticipate God, even if it is as a result of your zeal “to
help”, a zeal that is really “not according to knowledge”
(Rom. 10:2). If we behave as those people in Leningrad did,
we are more likely to push people away from God rather than
gain them for His service. Praise God, that in spite of experi-
encing bitter disillusionment as a result of her first encounter
with believers, that girl nevertheless found the Savior.
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My own acquaintance with Pentecostal congregations in
Leningrad didn’t give me that which I sought either. Every-
where there was the same spiritual hardness expressed in very
formal conservative regulations, human guidelines and aged
traditions, demands under which my soul moaned and
groaned. Usually in the beginning these groups would accept
me very cordially when they discovered that I was a doctor
and a Christian from early childhood. But when they heard
my opinions concerning certain aspects of their group practice
they became very sensitive and shunned me. Finally, after
I left the city they labeled me as “revolutionary” and sent my
parents a letter claiming that I behaved myself “unworthily”
while in Leningrad. However, it must be said that I have more
than merely sad recollections from those times. One way or
another, everything was meant for my own good, even though
I was getting a feeling of deep disappointment in Christians
and Christianity as a whole. Now many years later, I have no-
ticed the same problem in the lives of many believers and
have realized that the devil skillfully uses such moments. In
separating us from those who bear Christ’s name, he also sep-
arates us from God. Too often such or similar frustrations with
other Christians lead people to discontent in their Christianity
and, what is especially sad, to dissatisfaction in the Lord. Such
unpleasant experiences in the church make us as believers
especially accountable, because in eternity God may require
the blood of souls, who drifted away from Him, from our
hands.

At graduation from the Leningrad Institute of Medical
Expertise I received the diploma, Doctor-specialist with Ex-
pertise (administrative) and went to Tulun to become a direc-
tor of the regional VTEK that had really fallen apart. It
required a lot of changes and renovations. I immersed myself
completely in this new work. At that time the town of Tulun
was a small regional center with poor reputation because there
were many prisoners who lived and worked there after free
deportation or release from a jail ahead of time. In addition,
the city jails were overfilled with prisoners. After I found out
the history and the way of life in this town [ wasn’t too excited
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by the thought of living and working here for at least two to
three years. As a young medical specialist [ was given what
according to the times was a very modest studio, to which
I brought my suitcase, a blanket and a pillow. Such was the
beginning of my work there, a labor that at times wasn’t very
safe. Because, for a variety of reasons, many serious errors
had been made by the previous administration at this VTEK,
it became necessary to take away disability status from many
people who had received it unlawfully. Such action, of course,
couldn’t go unnoticed or without consequences. In my first
year there as [ was traveling to work by city bus I often heard
behind my back someone’s malicious whisper, “U-uh, viper!
We’ll kill you!” Recalling that, I am now amazed at my own
intrepidity. But it’s as they say: [ was still wet behind the ears.
And that was true. In youth many things are understood and
interpreted quite differently than in later, mature years.

In Tulun doctors were scarce. Hence for several months
after my arrival I was getting many calls with second job
offers. I was still young and had enough strength and energy
for everything. So pretty soon I worked not only as the direc-
tor of VTEK, but also as a general practitioner at the Thera-
peutic ward of Tulun regional hospital, translated EKG
readings at the town-funded clinic and taught general medi-
cine to future nurses at the local medical college. I was busy
13-15 hours a day and usually got home very late in the even-
ing. Literally, I felt like a squeezed out lemon. The reason why
I worked so much didn’t have to do with money, since at that
time I had more than enough. No, I wore myself out on pur-
pose, hopelessly trying to escape myself. At work I was
known as cheerful, energetic, full of determination and wit, a
strict and uncompromising woman-administrator, who was
described as follows, “This little woman has the energy
enough for five men. She is like a tractor — will go through
anything.”

Of course, in saying that people did not know that
when [ was by myself, upon returning home, I reverted to
a weak and helpless creature; for at that time I was no more
than a spiritual wreck. Like a worm the pain, despair and
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disillusionment with Christians and Christianity that I brought
from Leningrad corroded and gnawed away at my soul.
There were no believers in Tulun except for a small
congregation of Jehovah’s witnesses. So for two years
I lived completely without the church, only once or twice a
year visiting Christians in Angarsk and Bratsk'®. But to be
honest, I wasn’t really seeking such fellowship, because it
brought me neither joy nor satisfaction. Although subcon-
sciously I realized that such a life style could lead to a bad
outcome and to complete spiritual apostasy I did nothing to
change the situation. Therefore, slowly but surely I sank into
spiritual depression. Morning and evening I forced myself
to kneel for prayer, but my prayers had no life, no zeal, no
fire, and no love for God. Sometimes I made desperate at-
tempts in prayer “to break through” to the throne of God,
but the Lord was silent. While praying I felt as if my words
bumped into a ceiling and came back unanswered. Thus I’d
become a Christian without Christ and a believer with-
out faith. Month after a month passed. Depression and de-
spair reached their apogee. Once I knelt before God and said,
“Lord, I can’t do it anymore. I can’t continue as a hypo-
crite and a Pharisee, playing a Christian before men. I don’t
want to play the role of Your child, but in reality stay so far
from You. I know that You exist and so will simply believe in
Your existence. Forgive me, but I will go back to the world
of unbelievers. It is better for me to be there where I am who
I really am instead of pretending to be someone that [ am not.”
I thought that was the end, but the Lord showed me His
mercy. [ did not go back to the world. Somewhere deep inside
my heart I had a feeling that there was no place for me there
and that God has another, but as yet unknown, plan for me.
By that time my popularity as a doctor and a director
of VTEK had significantly improved in this town. In a little
more than a year the collapsed VTEK had shown great signs
of improvement and actually grown. I was now often invited
to various conventions and conferences because of my ex-
pertise. I lectured many medical doctors, conducted circuit

16 Towns in Siberia.
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meetings of VTEK and thus was able to visit distant and
neglected villages of the Irkutsk region, where there was no
electricity and people lived in log huts together with their do-
mestic animals. To reach those remote Siberian villages and
logging areas we had to board a small aircraft called a “kuku-
ruznik”’’’. We flew above impassable marshy swamps. For
one who was born and lived in large civilized cities it was a
new view of another way of life. I was highly valued as a doc-
tor, and loved as a teacher, but feared as the administrator.
I understood all this and therefore, became more and more
confident in my own talents and abilities. My “Ego” grew, fed
by the respect and acknowledgment of other people, though
I could not see that myself. I really thought I was doing ev-
erything right: fighting for fair treatment and the restoration
of their rights of others; I loved my occupation and the people
I served and dedicated my abilities, strength and time to them;
I led a pure and morally upright life; I did not turn young
men’s heads nor date any of them as was the habit in the world
and amongst those who only called themselves “Christians”
but were not such in reality. I didn’t get married even though
I had had many chances and with the exception of one, all the
proposals were made by young men who were believers. They
were unsure how to approach me and sent their pastors and
mothers to me instead, but I kept rejecting their offers because
when I was nineteen I vowed to God to marry only the one
whom He Himself chose for me as my husband, if it was His
will that I should marry. Deep inside my heart [ knew if I had
made the choice on my own, it would have been the gravest
error of my life, one that I would never be able to correct.
Therefore, as I brought this matter to the Lord I was at peace
even as [ was getting older and older. In the Russian mindset
an unmarried girl of twenty-five is considered an old maid.
Thus, being very confident that I was doing every-
thing so right, I developed a proud and haughty Self. My
life revolved more and more around my Self. That “I”, “For

" “Kukuruznik” — is a folk name for a small 1-motor aircraft widely used in
agriculture at the time of massive implementation of corn as a new crop in Rus-
sia. It could also be translated as “Corn craft.”
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me”, “To me”, or “About me” are what the Lord hates the
most. Now as I look back, I fully realize that just like king
Nebuchadnezzar I deserved to be humiliated for my arrogant
pride; but the Lord, Who was always mindful even of the
one whom He rejected'® had chosen a different path for me
and started His work by putting me on the sick-bed.

The fact was that two kids in our family were known
to have repeated bleedings and those two were my brother
who was two years younger and 1. He was diagnosed with
Werlhof's disease (poor blood coagulation). But they
couldn’t determine my problem and occasionally because
of this mysterious illness I was laid up for long periods of
time. The same thing happened while I was in Tulun. Due
to constant work-related stress and inward distress my health
swiftly deteriorated. This condition had become so debili-
tating that my life was saved twice only because of direct
blood transfusions. One weekend while home alone through
Saturday and Sunday and without a phone with which to call
I fainted and actually bled for several hours. Only on Mon-
day when my colleague at VTEK noticed that I did not come
to work, he alarmed everyone. I was saved by a miracle and
sent to Irkutsk regional hospital. Only much later did I un-
derstand that the Lord had mercy on my devastated soul and
undertook to reach it through the sufferings of my body.

Weeks spent in the hospital bed proved to be very valu-
able to me. My heart hardened and closed up to everything
and everyone had been slowly breaking apart. When I re-
turned to Tulun I was quite different. If formerly I could live
without praying for two to three weeks, for I thought I should
not be saying religious words before God without the full par-
ticipation of my heart, now I forgot about time while praying
on my knees. Soaked in tears I pled with the Lord to forgive
my rigidity. I didn’t hear the voice of God in me for a long
time, but the Bible suddenly started speaking to me in an
amazing way. And for the first time in my life I read each

18 ("For we will surely die and become like water spilled on the ground, which can-
not be gathered up again. Yet God does not take away a life; but He devises means,
so that His banished ones are not expelled from Him. — 2 Sam.14:14 NKJV)
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page from top to bottom with trembling and respect. In the
sufferings of my body and spirit it spoke to me vividly and
with wonderful clarity in a manner I had never experienced
or could have imagined before. For example, while reading
the book of Job I covered it with tears. By anguishing in my
own pain [ wholeheartedly apprehended his personal misery
and torments. And many other passages of Scripture became
much clearer, more vibrant and precious.

There for the first time I understood and truly valued
Solomon's Song of Songs. Frankly, I read it briefly in my
youth, but later on I usually only skimmed through its pages
because what was written in it served only as a temptation
to me. At that time I could not understand why such a love
story would even be included in the Bible. Why of all things
was there such a stark description of an intimate relationship
between two loving people? What spiritual meaning could
this possibly have?! But now, when my own soul lost the
One it loved so magnanimously, I finally understood the true
meaning of the written text. God is love and there would
hardly be a better example that would be able to reflect so
brilliantly the right relationship between a soul and its Cre-
ator than Solomon's description. What else could soul's re-
lationship to God be compared to than an affectionate love
of two selflessly loving hearts that could not even conceive
of living without the other? What despair and pain fill the
words of the Shulamite when she lost the one whom she
constantly dreamt of! In the night throughout the city she
searches the streets and squares in spite of many dangers and
seeks him until she finds him again. The love that they be-
stow on each other fills their hearts with real happiness. The
world with its sorrows and sufferings does not exist for them
anymore. In the presence of each other they forget about ev-
erything until their love is marred by a letdown. The Shula-
mite woman lingered when she heard the call of the one she
loved, and in response he turned around and left her. How
much grief and despair are heard in her words, when she re-
gretfully exclaims, “I sought him, but found him not, I called
him, but he gave no answer” (Song of Songs 5:6).
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After reading those words I just wanted to cry. My soul
that gone astray from its Lord, was seeking Him now with
agony and groans, but being grieved by me He no longer an-
swered my call. God’s silence and His apparent absence are
the things that the soul cannot bear and are especially
strongly experienced by those who had previously heard
God’s voice and, in having a close relationship with the Lord,
had tasted the sweetness of incomparable communion with
Him. Once you have known that, your soul becomes simply
unable to be satisfied with anything less. It will cry and moan
and search until it finds that communion again or it will per-
ish. Laziness, carelessness, slackness and negligence may
have very harsh consequences. It is dangerous to make the
Lord wait for you when He stands by the door of your heart
and knocks. Because when you finally consent to get up and
open the door to Him, He may turn around and leave. The
Holy Scripture tells us not in vain, “The Spirit who dwells in
us yearns jealously” (James 4:5). To grieve the Lord and to
drive Him away is pretty easy; but to get Him return may be
an extremely difficult task. I had a good chance to learn this
bitter lesson while with tears and groaning I had been looking
for the One Whom I had lost in my own negligence.

Then, in 1974, being foolish, young and spiritually in-
experienced I was unable to understand the true reason of
my loss. Only with the passing years, gradually, did the Lord
help me to realize that the real reason for the loss of His
presence was not only my pride, but first and foremost, my
criticism and judgment of others, that led me to bitterness,
which in turn emptied out and destroyed my own heart. Dur-
ing those days God scrutinized and exhaustively worked on
my critical and judgmental disposition that was rooted so
deeply in my heart. Only several years later did He declare
war on my pride and conceited, bigheaded “Self.” My desire
now is to share with you the lessons I learned from that.

Christ forbids us to judge, but amazingly enough, crit-
icism and judgment as a spiritual illness among Christians
occur most often. The ability to critically evaluate is one of
the most common inherent abilities of a human being. But
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in the spiritual sphere you cannot achieve anything by crit-
icizing. It only undermines the strength of the one who is
being criticized while depriving the critic of a close walk with
God. Only the Holy Spirit has full rights to critical evaluation,
because He is the only One Who really can point out some-
thing negative in the life of a believer and not offend or hurt
the person at the same time. Someone who holds onto the
spirit of judgment in himself cannot keep the fellowship with
God, because such a spirit makes a person hardened, vengeful
and unforgiving. It instills in a person’s mind that he or she is
better than everyone else, especially than those who are being
criticized, and it pleases his or her self-loving nature. We
should flee from anything that feeds this kind of attitude or
similar ideas that we may somehow be better than others.
You can’t really escape from God’s penetrating and im-
minent character. He sees and knows everything. If I see the
sliver in my brother’s eye, it means I’ve got a beam in my
own eye. Whatever bad I notice in somebody else, the Lord
sees in me. Every time I judge someone, in reality I judge
myself. The Jewish aphorism goes like this: “A man sees his
physical flaws in a mirror, but his spiritual ones — in his
neighbor.” A mirror does not soil you nor does it cleanse you.
It only gives you a chance to look at yourself with the eyes
of others. If a man notices a fault in his neighbor, it translates
into this — he himself has the same flaw. In the letter to the
Romans (2:17-21) it says the following, “Indeed you are
called a Jew, and rest on the law, and make your boast in
God, and know His will, and approve the things that are ex-
cellent, being instructed out of the law, and are confident that
you yourself are a guide to the blind, a light to those who are
in darkness, an instructor of the foolish, a teacher of babes,
having the form of knowledge and truth in the law. You,
therefore, who teach another, do you not teach yourself?
Often we don’t want to believe that the thing for which
we blame or judge others, we do to a high degree ourselves.
But this is the bare truth. The reason why we recognize the
hypocrisy, pretense, falsehood and many other iniquities in
others is because all of that is found to some degree in our
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own character. If it wasn’t there, we wouldn’t have been see-
ing it in others. The greatest sign of the saint is his humility.
He thinks in himself: “Yes, all that I detect in others, I also
have. And it would all be expressed in me if not for the grace
of God. Therefore, I have not the smallest right to judge.”
The Lord says, “Judge not, that you be not judged”
(Matt. 7:1). But, if we judge then with the measure we use
towards others we ourselves will be measured. Who of us
would dare to stand before God with the request such as this:
“God, judge me the way I have judged others”? We judge
our neighbors as sinners. And if God had judged us in a same
way we would all be in hell. But instead God judges us
through the wonderful redemptive work completed by His
Son Jesus Christ. That’s why we should be merciful in our
judgment towards our neighbors, remembering that we our-
selves are what we are only by the grace of God. The Lord
when He begins our nurturing process, first of all starts with
a major cleaning-up inside us, after which not even a drop
of spiritual pride is left. Later on, when I saw myself the way
I might have been if not for God’s grace I could never find
a single person, whom I might consider as a hopeless case.

In saying that I do not mean to make a statement that a
healthy, sober, critical assessment of certain areas of life and
of spiritual questions and things is a sin. Certainly, the Bible
teaches us to test and to search out things. Nevertheless, crit-
icism, judgment and condemnation along with pronounce-
ments of our verdicts of others have a different motivation
at its root, one that for the most part is our own “I”’ or “Self,”
an attitude that God hates. Grace granted to us by the costly
blood of Jesus Christ shed on Calvary, makes us all equal in
the eyes of God. Whoever I am or whatever I experienced
with God does not give me any right to encroach upon some-
one, for whom Christ had died just as He did for me. The
Bible reminds us, “Who are you to judge another s servant?
1o his own master he stands or falls. Indeed, he will be made
to stand, for God is able to make him stand” (Romans 14:4).

Malicious criticism and judgment does the most harm
specifically to the one who does it. While taking care of
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somebody else’s errors and sins, the person quickly looses
the ability to notice himself and to critically assess his own
words, deeds and actions. He takes upon himself the role no-
body gave him because there is only One Judge — God, Who
is being insolently pushed out of His lawful place. When we
judge our neighbor without sympathy we call down upon
ourselves God’s judgment. But if God becomes our Judge,
then nothing good can come out of it, because it says, “For
judgment is without mercy to the one who has shown no
mercy” (James 2:13). And the first thing that He does — He
departs from us leaving us to ourselves. Without the Lord a
soul immediately loses its sense of direction, wonders
blindly in the dark and at the same time loses many other
things. Such a person has no more peace, rest, or joy in his
heart, for he or she begins to resemble the ones of whom it
is written by prophet Isaiah, “But the wicked are like the
troubled sea, when it cannot rest, whose waters cast up mire
and dirt” (Isa. 57: 20-21).

The loss of peace means the loss of the Lord Himself.
The soul remains alone, without its Guide and in that state
starts sliding backwards. The indispensable companions
of disillusionment and judgment are feelings of hurt and
bitterness. These two literally consume the person, and slowly
lead him to animosity and revenge. The soul gets hardened
and as a result the work of God’s grace is discontinued. And
where would we be without the grace of God, if it’s the only
basis for our salvation? This heartbreaking process is well de-
scribed in the Scriptures, “...looking carefully lest anyone fall
short of the grace of God; lest any root of bitterness springing
up cause trouble, and by this many become defiled”
(Heb.12:15). Without having the abiding grace and mercy one
cannot expect the revelation of the power of God.

That was exactly what happened with me. When full of
disappointment and judgment of other Christians I lost the
Bridegroom of my soul, was weakened and impoverished
spiritually, and was transformed into a parody of a child of
God — a Christian without Christ. Thankfully, God did not
punish me for my apostasy in the way I really deserved it
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then. By allowing me to live through that He taught me a
very significant lesson, namely, that God forgives us just as
much as we forgive others. The tragedy often is in our in-
ability to forgive the hurts and forget them. In allowing
any sin to rule inside our hearts, especially criticism and
judgment, we, first of all, break ourselves and cause our-
selves all kinds of illnesses and troubles, which perhaps we
would be able to avoid if we were more careful and atten-
tive. But we have a wonderful God! He is able to change our
errors and oversights into something extremely good for us
and often achieves that through suffering and sickness. Suf-
fering, no matter of what sort, physical or spiritual, urges us
to seek the Lord and always brings spiritual renewal i.e. ex-
actly what we need. After experiencing that myself, I could
say it with King Hezekiah, “Indeed it was for my own peace
that I had great bitterness, But You have lovingly delivered
my soul from the pit of corruption, for You have cast all my
sins behind Your back” (Isa. 38:17).

My dear reader! I am retelling this to you for the sake
of your own relief and comfort. Perhaps, by turning aside
and making an error you are going through a similar school
of suffering. It is not an easy thing to go through, but after-
wards, it will endow your soul with something good. God
leads us in the way of sorrows and allows sufferings in our
lives especially for the purpose of achieving something with
us or to accomplish something through us. Sorrows and suf-
ferings are the greatest factors of human life, because
through them a multitude of unnecessary petty things are
being burned out of our soul and our proud and haughty
“Self” is getting destroyed. A person who has gone through
the fires of suffering and been revived has something pre-
cious about him that makes him a blessing for others.

Recently, I happened to hear a story about the birth of a
precious pearl. A mollusk that dwells inside its hard shell
lives on the sea floor and breaths with its lungs or gills, and
periodically sucks in a tiny water stream which brings ox-
ygen diluted in water to its little body. Sometimes “the acci-
dent” happens and together with the water stream the mollusk
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sucks in a grain of sand or a miniscule stone. This foreign
object causes extreme pain and suffering to its victim, but the
poor thing cannot rid itself of the irritant. Nevertheless the
Creator of the Universe had given an amazing ability to this
small creature. In response to the severe pain in its gills, the
mollusk starts producing a special kind of liquid which grad-
ually envelopes the little stone or grain of sand until it stops
causing pain. In this way the prized pearl is born, as a byp-
roduct of pain, sorrows and sufferings. Isn’t it a wonderful
lesson for all who suffer? If because of our own slackness
we err, have made a mistake or even sinned we endure suf-
fering as a consequence. However, if later we repent of our
failures, our graceful God in His incomprehensible love and
mercy transforms our fall into something good, changing us
into something better. No wonder it is said that people who
suffer a lot, usually have a tender heart.

We are all humans and therefore, are inclined to fall and
err. The question, though, remains, “Have we learned to rise
after the fall?” In the Old Testament the Lord in His desire
to teach and encourage His wayward people said through
the prophet Jeremiah (Jerem.8:4), “Will they fall and not
rise? Will one turn away and not return?”

In these words of the Heavenly Father we see His hand
stretched out to us at the moment of despair and gloom.
Even if we fell and went astray by choosing a false path it
does not mean that God forsook us. But it is important for
us not to lie there spiritually speaking because we have de-
cided that it is over now and we are finished. Rather in
reaching for the grace of God and relaying on His help we
must do all we can to rise up again quickly. In such circum-
stances some people lose heart and quit, but others take cou-
rage and, trusting the grace of God, struggle to the uttermost
to find the presence of God again. The two years that I spent
in Leningrad and Siberia, spiritually speaking, were the dark
times for me. Nevertheless, in spite of everything that was
negative, there the Lord helped me to understand the danger
of criticism and belittling others and to learn a significant
lesson: never quit, no matter how hard things are!
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Chapter 3
The Voice of the Shepherd is Heard Again

As my heart had been melting and I was getting closer
to God I clearly began to experience a real loneliness in my
life. I missed the fellowship of believers so much. One even-
ing while I was praying to the Lord, I said: “Father, I don’t
know what my soul needs. I went through so many churches
and congregations looking for it, but did not find it. Is it
really that in the whole Soviet Union there is no place where
my soul would find its desire satisfied?”

When I spoke those words, deep inside my heart there
was suddenly a gentle voice that sounded in a new and un-
usual way: “What if it will not be in the Soviet Union?”
I stopped awe-stricken. This was that same Voice I had heard
two and a half years ago, but now it came to my conscience,
not audibly from outside, but somehow inwardly.

“Lord,” I said after a minute of silence. “But what good
is that, if such a place is in some other country?! I do live in
the Soviet Union!” But the answer never came.

Totally bewildered I meditated on the meaning of such
words. The fact that the Lord heard my prayer and replied
filled my heart with unceasing joy. That actually meant that
He had forgiven me! I had been forgiven for my infidelity,
apostasy and hardness! This was more that I could ever have
desired at that moment.

It was September of 1974. I was granted a vacation
leave and upon the recommendation of an acquaintance
from Leningrad, I flew to the Black Sea, to Crimea, where
some of her friends lived and where I could rest and restore
my health a little. Crimean beauty really charmed me. I vis-
ited quite a few spectacular places that still preserved the
ancient traces of the amazing history of the peninsula. Two
weeks went by. When [ was getting ready for the return trip,
fully enthralled by new discoveries, like a bolt from the blue
sky I suddenly heard the words, “I have given you time, but
you spent it for nothing and did not seek My fellowship.”
That was true. I was so fascinated with the excursions that
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I didn’t think much of anything else.

“Lord, what must I do?” I asked with trepidation.

The answer came at once: “Leave immediately and fly
to Leningrad. There I will tell you what to do.”

When I announced my sudden departure to my kind-
hearted hosts and said that I had to go to Leningrad right
away they tried to persuade me not to do that. They told me
that there were too many tourists at the airport that couldn’t
leave because all the tickets had been sold out.

“Please, take me to the airport,” I said, nevertheless,
and decided that if it truly was the voice of God then a mi-
racle was bound to happen. My perplexed host only
shrugged his shoulders and agreed to take me there. In a half
an hour we left their house.

As I entered the airport building I unintentionally ex-
claimed, “Oh!” Everywhere imaginable, on the floor, the
benches and the radiators tired and exhausted people were
sitting or lying. It looked like they had been there for days
on end. Many cashiers’ windows were closed.

“Well, didn’t I tell you?!” The brother turned to me with
displeasure. “You see, we have come here for nothing.”

“Lord!” I called in my heart. “If it were You, then tell
me what am I to do now?”” — And in that instance [ heard the
clear answer in my heart: “Go to the military cashier s win-
dow and ask for a ticket there.”

“What?!...Go to the window for the officers?!”

I swiftly looked around. That window was open and no
one was standing by. I asked my host to watch my luggage
and quickly walked there.

“Miss?” I inquired looking inside the small window.
“I urgently need to fly to Leningrad. Please sell me a ticket.”

“Are you crazy??” The cashier was flabbergasted.
“Don’t you see how many people are wandering around un-
able to leave? Moreover, why have you come to me? You
are not the military pers...”

She didn’t finish her speech and suddenly stopped part
way through her reply and giving me a strange look, hastily
said, “Give me your passport. Quickly, please.”
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And in the meantime while I was extracting the doc-
ument from my purse, she was already telling someone over
the phone, “But I need the ticket now, don’t you under-
stand?... Yes, it’s a special case...What? The departure is in
10 minutes? Good. I’ll take the ticket.”

Then, reaching with her hand for my passport through
the window, she told me,

“Your flight is in 10 minutes. You have to go to the gate
right now.”

When she finished filling out my ticket and took the
money, she all of a sudden swept her forehead with the back
of her hand as if awaking from a dream and whispered
faintly,

“What am I doing? ... Who are you?”” But then, glancing
at her watch she stopped and added, “Run to your gate and
hurry up!”

As I was leaving the counter [ still sensed her surprising
stare. A miracle had happened right in front of my eyes!
I rushed to the man waiting for me. Showing him the ticket
I took my suitcase and in a few fleeting moments took my
place inside the airplane, still hardly believing what had just
happened.

“What does it mean?” I wondered looking at the clouds
passing by my window. “How can I understand all of this?”

My acquaintance in Leningrad was surprised at my sud-
den arrival.

“You should have at least called,” she reprimanded
while ushering me to the table. “What is it? Has something
happened with you?”...

“Maria,” I said surprising myself at what I was about
to say. “I need to see that woman you introduced me to a
year and a half ago. She lived in Gatchina!® then.”

“Yes, she still lives there. But I have not seen her since.
Why do you need her?”

“Why?...0Oh, if I could only know that myself!” Only
then, at the table it became clear to me that I must go to her,
but what and why I understood not.

19 A suburban town of Leningrad or St. Petersburg.
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“Ludmila! What is it with you? Can you explain to me
what is going on? I don’t understand anything.”

“Me neither, Maria. I only know that I must find that
woman. You probably have her address, don’t you?”

“Yes, I’ll try to find it. I had it written somewhere.”

Maria went to search for the address.

I got up and approached a window asking inwardly,
“Lord, what do You expect from me?” But there was silence
in reply.

The next morning I took an electric train to Gatchina, a
small town in the Leningrad region. When I found the house
I was looking for, I knocked on the door but there was no
answer. A neighbor came out and said that the woman I was
seeking was at work. She couldn’t tell me how to find her,
but she did know that the woman worked at a store called
Bereska.*

Walking out onto the street I hesitated, not knowing
what I should do. Then the voice in my heart sounded again:
“Go. I will guide you.”

Deep in my thoughts, I wandered at random for a long
time not even trying to inquire of anyone. Then, as if be-
cause of a jolt, I stopped abruptly. There was a store sign
right in front of my eyes that said Bereska. Full of amaze-
ment at what was going on I entered the store and right there,
by the door, behind the cashier’s counter was the lady I had
been looking for. I took a shopping basket and walking to-
ward the end of the store finally came to the end of the
shoppers’ cue that led to the cashier. I stood there and won-
dered what I was going to say to her and whether she would
even remember me at all. It had been over a year since we
first met. Finally, it was my turn in the cue. The woman
looked inside my empty basket and then inquisitively looked
at me. Immediately her face became pale.

“You?” She whispered with strong agitation that imme-
diately transmitted itself to me. “So, it is you!...” She tried
hard to collect herself and after a minute of confusion she

20 Common name for a gift store for international tourists visiting Russia,
translated as “a birch-tree”.
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continued, “I don’t even remember your name. We have met
only once. Please, wait a couple of minutes, while I find
someone to replace me at the cash counter.”

As I moved aside I leaned against the wall in anxiety.
I had a feeling that something was about to happen. Then
like lightning a thought bolted through my mind, “She will
come and say that in such and such town the Lord told a
young brother that He recognized a wife for him. And I am
to become that wife.” My feet became heavy as if filled with
lead. And in my heart there came a gentle voice, “Remember
what you promised Me, when you were nineteen? Well, this
time has come. I have chosen him for you.”

I grabbed the wall with my hands as I saw Nina ap-
proaching and just had enough time to tell myself, “That’s
it, Ludmila. Your boat has just moored to the dock.”

“I am still struggling to recall your name. I think you
are Ludmila,” Nina said when she came up to me,

“When I saw you at the cashier’s counter I definitely
realized it was you. Sorry, but I will speak plainly. Several
months ago I visited a small congregation in Estonia. There
was a young brother to whom the Lord had spoken and had
asked him if he was ready to accept the one whom God had
chosen for him, and the young man had replied affirma-
tively. At the same time the Lord revealed that He would
bring the girl to me. Upon my return from Estonia I had been
waiting and waiting, but nobody came. In our area there are
no Christian congregations, not even a small group of be-
lievers. I had even started doubting and decided to go to Uk-
raine hoping to meet “the girl” there. However the Lord
stopped me and sternly said, 'Have I told you to look for her?
I will bring her to you in My time.' It was several months
ago. And now you are here. Therefore, “the girl” is you,
right?”

What could I say? I would not have ever come to her
if not for such extraordinary guidance. Everything was so
obvious that it was really impossible not to believe in God’s
providence and direction. I was speechless. In the evening
when we were sitting at the table of Nina’s home I asked her
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if she could share with me a little bit more about that young
brother living in Estonia.

“Truthfully, I don’t know him that well,” she said. “He is
German by nationality. He is tall, swarthy and has thick black
hair. He also plays a guitar. That’s about all I can tell you.”

“And how old is he? What does he do and where does
he work?”

“I know nothing about it. Are you doubting, Ludmila?”

“It’s not doubting, Nina. But I will not take a single step
until the Lord confirms to me personally what His will is in
a way that I will ask of Him. Now I will start praying about
it. Here, this is my address in Siberia. Give it to this young
man and to the pastor of that church. Let them pray about
me, because humanly speaking, it is impossible for me to
move to Estonia. You see, after the institute I must work at
least for a year in Siberia. According to the existing law they
will never allow me to leave before that. Yet, if it’s really
God’s will, the miracle will take place.”

The following morning I returned to Leningrad and
from there flew to Irkutsk. It was October and that meant
winter in Tulun. I plunged again into what seemed my never-
ending work. But in reality I was happy to be occupied, for
otherwise my thoughts would have tortured me. There was
peace and quiet in my heart. I committed all to the hands of
the Lord while beseeching Him for clarity. And He reassured
me three times that all that was happening with me was, in
fact, His will. I won’t describe it in great detail. But I can
tell you that in a dream He showed me my bridegroom as
well as the path we were predestined to share from now on.

I saw myself standing beside high city walls that resem-
bled those once used to surround old cities in medieval
times. Not far from the wall there was a large beautiful house
with white colonnades and marble steps. There on the steps
a young man was sitting with his head resting against his
right arm, so that I could only see his fluffy, thick black hair.
I stood there in hesitation not knowing what to do next. As
if awakening from a dream the young man got up and slowly
walked down the stairs towards me. Then for the first time
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I noticed his face. When he came near he took me by the
right hand and without saying a single word led me to the
city gates which opened up of their own accord before us.
We stood on a road which looked very strange. It was
straight as an arrow but for its entire length was covered with
ruts, grooves, pits and bumps. However, most amazingly the
road was very white as if covered by a fresh snowfall. It ran
very, very far away to the horizon, where it sharply rose to
heaven and became golden. After I awoke, for several days
I thought of what I had seen. I realized that it was from God
and had a certain meaning. In a few days I received a letter
from Estonia. It was from Heinrich and his picture was en-
closed. It was the face that I had seen in my dream.

Dear reader! I am sharing with you something that is as
precious to me as a rare pearl. And it’s not for you to trample
it under your feet. It’s not a product of human fantasies nor
a story concocted by my girlish imagination. Neither is it a
manifestation of any sort of mysticism. God has been, is and
will always be the God of miracles. In working His will in
the life of one person or another, even today He can accom-
plish that which seems impossible to a modern Christian. The
Lord does not consult anybody nor does He interest Himself
in people’s opinions. He acts as the Sovereign God, Who is
not dependant on anyone or anything. Such being his nature
He can certainly perform something quite unusual in my life
or in anyone else’s. When we read the Bible we find that men
and women of God had unusual visions and received orders
which they had to carry out. These directions were often ac-
companied by some supernatural interference that normally
served as a kindling fire. God often comes in unusual ways
beyond what our human mind is frequently able to grasp of
His deeds. Moreover, that which we cannot understand as
normal, we frequently question or simply reject.

The year 1974 was coming to its end. The time for my
annual report at VTEK was rapidly approaching, and I had
to go to Irkutsk, where I was going to tell about my inten-
tions to get married. Of course, I knew too well that another
miracle was bound to happen in order for me to be released
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from my duties before the designated time. And that day
came. The main medical or administrative expert of Irkutsk
region, a tiny, energetic, dark-haired woman, met me with a
friendly smile on her face. She didn’t even hide her satis-
faction over the annual report I submitted. All the numbers
of Tulun’s VTEK had brought her real joy.

“You know what, Ludmila Mikhailovna?!!” she addressed
me. “I think it is time for you to begin the scientific research
on the subject of your expertise. Start preparing all you need
for your Candidate Dissertation. You probably have enough of
your own material. If you need anything else we will gladly
help you. No wonder they said about you in Leningrad that
you were an expert with the bright future. So, get on with it!”

My heart started pounding feverishly. I felt it was the
decisive moment. I could not do any kind of dissertation! Si-
lently, in my mind, I prayed and committed myself into the
Lord’s hands. Addressing her also by her first and middle name
I said,

“Thank you... very much, but unfortunately I can’t accept
your offer, because I am planning on getting married...”

“Really!” Her eyes sparkled. “Well, perhaps, it’s about
time. And who is he? Have you met him in Tulun?”

“No. My future husband lives in Estonia and I will have
to move there.”

“What?” There were notes of barely concealed anger
in her voice. “Never!!! I will NOT let you go!”

She agitatedly got up from her desk and walked around
it. It was obvious that my declaration had stunned her. No
doubt she had had entirely different plans for me. Then,
calming down a little and composing herself, she continued,

“You have to understand... I have been looking at you
as my successor, with every intention of transferring my po-
sition to you. Certainly, I wish for you to be happy in your
personal life, but in this case according to the law I just can’t
allow you to leave. You haven’t worked the assigned time

21 This is the proper way to address a person in Russia if he or she is older or
has a high-ranking position, or just out of respect. Such an address would always
consist of the first and middle names.
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after studying at the institute! We have made a highly skilled
professional out of you in order that you might fulfill our
hopes, but you!...”

I looked down at the floor and listened quietly. What
could I say? It would be unrealistic to try to explain to this
lady, a member of CPSS?, that it was God’s will for me. In
my heart I fervently prayed, “Lord, if it’s really Your will,
please perform this miracle!”

For the longest time the chief expert had been trying to
explain to me why it was impossible for me to leave, even
given my situation. Her voice changed from pleading to an-
grily and indignantly demanding and back again. I remained
silent. Suddenly she stopped and softly said:

“No, I can’t... but I have to let you leave. Fill out your
application for the termination.”

I thought I had not heard correctly. Still not believing
my own ears | sheepishly lifted up my eyes and looked at
her. There was a different person in front of me. Her face ra-
diated with something gentle and motherly sweet.

“I hope you have been smart enough to bring his picture,
right?” Her voice sounded tired and somehow reflected a
feeling of doom. “At least show me what he looks like.”

“Yes, of course. Here!” I offered her Heinrich’s photo-
graph that luckily I had recently received. She took the pic-
ture and for a long time looked in his face. Then she returned
it to me with the words:

“Yes. What can I say... He is very handsome. Well, if
this is your destiny, I wish you happiness.”

As I was leaving the building of the Irkutsk Regional
Department of Social Welfare | beamed with joy. The Lord
had heard my prayer! Once again He confirmed the truth
about His will for me! He had performed a miracle, indeed!
Oh, what a Lord we serve! There is nothing impossible for
Him! He can do anything! Now I had no doubts at all that
He would also help me with the relocation. If He started
something, He would certainly finish that as well. T just
needed to entrust myself completely into His hands.

22 Abbreviation for The Communist Party of the Soviet Union.
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That was how the Lord had lifted me up not only from
the pit of spiritual defeat, but also provided me with His
blessing. Yes, He is really the God, Whose mercy is far bey-
ond judgment!

During the following month with God’s help I got all the
paperwork together, packed my belongings, sent off the con-
tainer and took care of the apartment rent. It was surely done
in an extraordinarily short period of time considering that
I'lived in Tulun by myself and had no one who could help such
a physically weak girl as I was. But when God becomes the
major Helper, then the improbable happens almost by itself.

It was February 8, 1975 when I entered the airplane that
followed its flight path from Irkutsk to Leningrad, where
I was supposed to meet my fiancé for the first time. The du-
ration of the flight was several hours and in all that time
I was fearfully thinking that I was not ready for this important
change in my life. When there were about 2 hours left till
the arrival of my plane I started begging the Lord to delay
the arrival for at least 20-30 minutes so that I would have
enough time to prepare inwardly. But this prayer wasn’t an-
swered. The airplane landed 20 minutes earlier than sched-
uled. Later Heinrich told me that while waiting at the airport
he had been asking the Lord to hasten my arrival. God
granted his request then, not mine.

When late that Saturday evening we arrived at the town
in Estonia by train where our destination was, I felt drained
of almost all of my emotional strength. I was received by
friends of Heinrich. Seeing my condition they didn’t ques-
tion me much but put me to bed. All night long I was hearing
the most incredible, unique and beautiful angel songs that
filled my heart with unspeakable joy. The next day was Sun-
day, and I went to the church fellowship there for the first
time. One sister in Christ quietly asked the pastor who I was
and where I was from, and he stated briefly: “This is Re-
becca from Mesopotamia®.”

That is how I got married.

23 Referring to biblical Rebecca who hadn’t seen her bridegroom until she ar-
rived with Abraham’s slave in the land where Isaac, her future husband, lived.
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Chapter 4
Questions....Questions....Questions...

The small church in Estonia that I had become part of
was very peculiar. Its pastor came originally from the Baptists,
a man used by God, who in the past had spent many years in
prisons for preaching the Word of God. While serving his sen-
tence there, he had met Christians from the Pentecostal move-
ment, who impressed him a lot. Thus, his method of preaching
and teaching had been influenced by both denominations.
Members of the fellowship also presented a very colorful pic-
ture in a spiritual sense. There were new converts amalgam-
ated with Baptists, Pentecostals, Methodists and people of
other confessions; I don’t exactly remember all of them now.
My husband was born into a fundamental Baptist family and
was spiritually brought up in that same teaching. Several
months of life in Estonia had passed and as a result I began to
understand certain things that had not been apparent to me be-
fore. Basically, when one remains in one Christian confession
for a long period of time and suddenly comes across another
one and starts communicating with Christians of different de-
nominations or, so to say, moves within the Body of Christ
by crossing denominational barriers, then to one's own sur-
prise one notices that other groups are not so much in error as
one had previously thought. Moreover, perhaps one's own in-
sights had not been so right after all.

Oh, how we lack tolerance and flexibility in spiritual
matters! How fiercely stubborn we can be in clinging to our
own understanding and opinions! The first person, who be-
longed to Baptist doctrine and literally shocked me, was my
own husband. When he told me how he heard the voice of
God and received His guidance in seemingly very simple
everyday situations, I listened to him dumbfounded.

“How could this be?”” I thought to myself. I had always
been told that this was our (the Pentecostals') privilege, and
that those Baptists could not have any of that because they
didn’t have the baptism of the Holy Spirit with the sign of
speaking in tongues. But here was this Baptist who had such
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an intimate relationship with the Lord, one that was not often
found among Pentecostals! Therefore, God must also enter
into an immediate contact with members of other Christian
confessions. But how could a person be lead by the Holy
Spirit if he hadn’t experienced spiritual baptism? It appeared
that the fact of the baptism of the Holy Spirit did not really
determine the spiritual status of a Christian. Then, what did
it mean to be a spiritual person? Was it enough to go through
the baptism of the Holy Spirit and speak in tongues? As a
matter of fact, what was really meant by “baptism of the Holy
Spirit”? Was this baptism just a moment of emotional experi-
ence followed by speaking in tongues afterwards or was it
something infinitely more that the person could obtain, one
whose presence was obvious by the fruits of the Holy Spirit
which were revealed in a person's everyday life?”

Such and other questions then more often popped in my
head and prompted me to turn to my Bible. Concerning the
Holy Spirit one can find there many varied and seemingly
unmatched descriptions. The first that caught my special at-
tention was the manner in which the Lord Jesus Christ Him-
self characterized the Holy Spirit, the Counselor*, and
described His manifestation in peoples’ lives: “And when
He has come, He will convict the world of sin, and of right-
eousness, and of judgment... ” (John 16:8). According to this
definition, first and foremost, the Holy Spirit manifests Him-
self not in the sign of other tongues, but in opening a per-
son’s spiritual eyes, condemning his sin and revealing God’s
truth to his mind while reminding him of judgment which
is ordained not only for the Devil but also for the ones who
serve him in one way or another. It is interesting that the first
area where the Holy Spirit starts working in a sleeping
Christian is in the matter of sin and the absence of the true
faith in the Lord. For, it is clear that the Holy Spirit is called
“Holy” because He cannot tolerate anything unclean, i.e.
first of all, any kind of sin. Otherwise, He would not be the
Holy Spirit. With this in mind, why is there among Chris-
tians who claim they have such a Holy Spirit within them

24 In the Russian translation it says: “the Comforter”
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so much open and hidden sin? In verse 13 of the same Chap-
ter of the Gospel of John (16) it says the following, “Ho-
wever, when He, the Spirit of truth, has come, He will guide
you into all truth...” A similar thought is confirmed by
another verse from the same Gospel of John, “But the
Helper, the Holy Spirit, whom the Father will send in My
name, He will teach you all things, and bring to your re-
membrance all things that I said to you” (John 14:26). But,
if this is true, if the Holy Spirit indwelling in a believer leads
him to the truth in all questions, matters and problems, then
why are there so many unresolved issues and problems in the
midst of Christians who have the Holy Spirit? Even though
I was a young member of the church I was too often faced
with the fact that elders, leaders and pastors couldn’t find a
way out of the dead end caused by this or that problem.

While growing up in the Pentecostal doctrine I had al-
ways heard about the baptism of the Holy Spirit in direct
connection with speaking in tongues. However, in the Bible
it is not always interrelated. For example, John the Baptist
was filled with the Holy Spirit in his mother’s womb and
worked with the great power of the Spirit, but nowhere in
the New Testament will you find a single mention about him
speaking in tongues. Jesus Christ Himself had the Holy
Spirit descend upon Him in the shape of a dove during His
baptism at the Jordan River but never spoke in other tongues
except for that one occasion on the cross. There, on the cross
of Golgotha, He cried out, “Eloi, Eloi, lama sabachthani?”
But even this wasn’t said in some heavenly language, but in
Aramaic, which was understood by many onlookers there
and meant, “My God, My God, why have You forsaken Me?”
(Mark 15:34). Indeed, we do run into speaking in tongues
in different passages of Scripture in connection with the fill-
ing of the Holy Spirit, for instance, in Acts 2:4, 10:46, 19:6.
However, not in all the cases of a similar spiritual experience
is there any mention of speaking in tongues.

While listening to my husband and observing his life,
which in many earthly questions was much better than my
own, [ involuntarily kept questioning myself: who in reality
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was more spiritual? Was it I, who had had the spiritual bap-
tism in my childhood, or was it he, who knew nothing about
it, but who had been brought up and raised in the atmosphere
of a true fear of God? What were these “other tongues”?
Were they the sign confirming the fact of the baptism by
the Holy Spirit, according to the statement of Pentecostal
Christians or were they just one of the many gifts of the
Holy Spirit? In the Word of God it seems you can find the
corroboration of both opinions. Such is the passage in the
Gospel of Mark (16:17-18) that says, “And these signs will
follow those who believe: in My name they will cast out de-
mons; they will speak with new tongues”, but in 1 Corin-
thians, chapter 12 it says about speaking in tongues as one
of the gifts of the Holy Spirit, “There are diversities of gifts,
but the same Spirit... For to one is given the word of wisdom
through the Spirit, to another the word of knowledge through
the same Spirit, to another faith by the same Spirit, to
another gifts of healings by the same Spirit, to another the
working of miracles, to another prophecy, to another dis-
cerning of spirits, to another different kinds of tongues, to
another the interpretation of tongues” (12:4, 8-10).

If you carefully and thoughtfully read Chapter 14 of First
Epistle to the Corinthians where there is frequent mention of
gifts of the Holy Spirit, and particularly, of different tongues,
you could think that the Apostle Paul talked about them not
in the sense of a sign, confirming the filling with the Holy
Spirit, but as one of many gifts of the Holy Spirit. Several of
the last verses of Chapter 12 validate such an assertion, “And
God has appointed these in the church: first apostles, second
prophets, third teachers, after that miracles, then gifts of heal-
ings, helping, administration, varieties of tongues. Are all
apostles? Are all prophets? Are all teachers? Are all workers
of miracles? Do all have gifts of healings? Do all speak with
tongues? Do all interpret?” (1 Cor.12:28-30).

Here is the enumeration of gifts and the claim that not
everyone has all of the mentioned gifts, a list that also in-
cludes tongues along with the others gifts: of interpretation,
for example, or healing, or prophecy and so on. But if this is
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so, if not everyone has one and the same gift, then why had
I been taught otherwise since my childhood? Why had I been
trained that all who had the Holy Spirit must speak in tongues
without fail?! Had this really been a true statement? Did it
correspond with the Holy Scriptures? Can you really press the
Third Person of the Triune God, namely, the Holy Spirit, into
one of His gifts — the different tongues? Wouldn’t that be
equal to taking the air which fills the whole Universe and try-
ing to cram it into a small matchbox? Isn’t there something
infantile in such an understanding of this issue? Addressing
Corinthian Christians who according to their views could be
considered the Pentecostals of their age, the apostle Paul
makes them listen to reason by saying, “I thank my God
I speak with tongues more that you all; yet in the church
I would rather speak five words with my understanding, that
I'may teach others also, than ten thousand words in a tongue.
Brethren, do not be children in understanding; however, in
malice be babes, but in understanding be mature”
(1 Cor.14:18-20).

It is interesting that by speaking such words this great
man of God wasn’t afraid to grieve, quell or even worse, to
blaspheme the Holy Spirit, apparently implying in regards
to Him something substantially greater than just different
tongues. I still remember how several older Christians
among the Pentecostals carefully observing us, the youth of
the time, had kept asking us with anxiety, “Do you still pray
in the Spirit? Try to pray more often in tongues. Otherwise
you will suppress and grieve the Holy Spirit, Whom you re-
ceived at your baptism.”

The Apostle Paul who had given us so much instruction
and explanation in connection with this matter, considered
it to be a necessity to put up certain borders and orders con-
cerning the manifestation of this gift. And he did this in spite
of his own extensive ability to speak in tongues. Unfor-
tunately, his orders are not followed by any of the Pentecos-
tal or Charismatic churches. For example, he forbids the
speaking in tongues simultaneously by a whole group
during the worship and requires the avoidance of praying in
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tongues if there is no interpreter present (1 Cor. 14:27-28).
If speaking in tongues, in fact, is a sign confirming that a per-
son is filled with the Holy Spirit, then why does Apostle Paul
establish such strict limitations, which in the teachings of the
Pentecostals, can grieve and suppress the Holy Spirit?

Truthfully, it had always been a confusing fact to me,
that the first mention of speaking in different tongues was
connected with the events that occurred at the Tower of Bab-
ylon and had an imprint of God’s judgment. Centuries had
passed before the speaking in tongues reappeared, though
in a different form, at the Day of Pentecost. Then all by-
standers were able to understand what was being spoken and
all of them heard about great works of God, a feature prac-
tically absent nowadays in connection with modern glosso-
lalia. However, why would God use the tongues of assorted
peoples? Perhaps, on the Day of Pentecost it served as a
symbol given by God to the Jews who had come there from
fifteen heathen nations of the world, and were familiar with
their languages. During that time unbelieving Jews staying
in Jerusalem had been strongly resisting God’s election of
Gentiles. It is possible that by using many other languages
that were “foreign” for them or “other than” their normal
everyday usage, God had shown that His election belonged
to everyone and was offered to all of His creation.

In harmony with the First Epistle to the Corinthians 14:22
the tongues of that time were not a sign for believers but for
unbelievers. If such statement remains true to this day then
why does glossolalia still continue to be widely spread during
the meetings of believers? Yet Paul had not only disapproved
of such practice in the church but also admonished the be-
lievers against doing it. If his instructions and restrictions in
this matter are indeed applicable in the modern day, then how
should we evaluate speaking in tongues among the congrega-
tions and churches practicing such occurrences even today? Is
it in obedience to the Word of God or in disobedience?

A tree is known by its fruit. What about a Christian?
How do we determine the spiritual status of a believer? What
signs would indicate the presence of the Holy Spirit in him?
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Is it by the gifts of the Spirit or by His fruits, which are de-
scribed in the letter to Galatians 5:22-23? If a man has no
love, joy, peace, longsuffering, kindness, compassion, faith,
meekness and self-control, can we really say that he is bap-
tized with the Holy Spirit only because he speaks in other
tongues? Can, in fact, the speaking in tongues alone prove
the filling with the Holy Spirit?

In Chapter 13 of the First Epistle to the Corinthians it
says that all spiritual gifts including the speaking in tongues
are nothing, if there is no love. Absence of love among
Christians, unfortunately, is an incontestable fact. However,
much more attention is paid to the gifts. How are we to un-
derstand that?

When reading the history of Christianity you get the
impression that speaking in tongues was present only during
the times of the early apostolic church after which it practi-
cally ceased to exist for an unbelievably long period of time
embracing more than eighteen centuries! What does such
a long silence mean? Could it be the evidence of the words
of the Scripture where it said, “...whether there are proph-
ecies, they will fail; whether there are tongues, they will
cease...” (1 Cor. 13:8). If speaking in tongues is indeed a
biblical symbol of the baptism with the Holy Spirit, then
why had been God hiding such a great and significant truth
from His children for more than eighteen centuries? And yet,
there were innumerable multitudes of His faithful and loyal
servants prepared to suffer any torment including martyr’s
deaths for their Christian faith. Are we Christians of the
twentieth and twenty-first centuries any better that we have
been favored to become part of this “mystery”? But it’s not
a secret for anyone that we in particular are living during the
time of the global spiritual cooling-off, when we can rather
expect the deviation from the truth than the receiving of a
special divine revelation about it. Can we really believe that
during the eighteen centuries when speaking in tongues had
not been practiced, the Holy Spirit did not do His work, but
in April of 1906, the birth date of the new movement of
speaking in tongues, He resumed His work?!
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Perhaps, speaking in tongues is only an invaluable relic
for us and nothing else, just like the bronze serpent which
Moses made according to God’s order, but for whom the Is-
raelites started burning incense as if to God. Under a mask of
its relevancy to God the bronze serpent changed into an idol
and became a substitute for the true God. This was the reason
why it was destroyed by King Hezekiah (2 Kings 18:4).

With time I discovered and was shocked by the fact that
glossolalia became a characteristic of not only Pentecostal,
Charismatic, partly Adventist and some other denominations
of Christians, but also of other people having nothing in com-
mon with Christianity, for instance, representatives of some
eastern religions, spiritualists, Satanists, people possessed
with evil spirits and followers of various dangerous sects. Of
course, prior to my marriage I knew nothing about it and was
pretty much satisfied with the explanations given by many
ministers, who tried to convince believers who doubted and
hesitated the authenticity of their tongues by quoting, “If a
son asks for bread from any father among you, will he give
him a stone? Or if he asks for a fish, will he give him a serpent
instead of a fish? Or if he asks for an egg, will he offer him a
scorpion? If you then, being evil, know how to give good gifts
to your children, how much more will your heavenly Father
give the Holy Spirit to those who ask Him!”” (Luke 11:11-13)

The story of the origin of “the speaking in tongues”
movement also puts us on guard. According to the eye-wit-
nesses, “the fire from heaven came down” during worship
in one of the houses in Los Angeles, California “to mark the
beginning of a new era of Pentecostal, and afterwards, of the
Charismatic movements and the likes of them. When
reading the account of the phenomenon and events that oc-
curred, you get seized with a mixed feeling of amazement
and uneasiness. Unwittingly you ask yourself a question:
“What was it really? Was it a great revelation of our age that
came from God or a great fallacy of the last days?”

Possibly such question had never created a big problem
for many Christians, but for me, who was brought up in the
Pentecostal movement, it was very important to understand
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such events correctly. Moreover, I had other questions.
There were still too many aspects of my spiritual life where
I came to a dead-end street. For example, how should we re-
alistically fight against sin? How should we resist the devil’s
temptations with a firm faith? How could we live a life of
victory? What do the words of the Scripture mean when they
say, “For this is the will of God, your sanctification”
(1 Thess.4:3). How are we supposed to sanctify ourselves
and is it really possible to be holy while living on this sinful
earth? If it isn’t possible, then why is it written, “Be holy,
because I am holy” (1 Pet 1:16)? Surely, God would not ask
something of us that we cannot practically accomplish.

Such thoughts repeatedly came to me in connection
with the new congregation of which I became part because
of my marriage. There they talked much about sin and sanc-
tification by way of confession. Those sermons were some-
thing completely new to me. I had heard casually about it
before, but couldn’t recall any of the preachers devoting
whole sermons to the subject. We were always being per-
suaded that we all had been cleansed, washed and saved al-
ready and now all we had to do was to thank the Lord for
our election and for the act of a special grace we had re-
ceived from Him. But it was one thing to hear that every-
thing was good, and quite another to feel and know that your
condition was far from perfect.

Does it make any sense to try and persuade me that Jesus
is the Victor over Satan, if Satan regularly has victory over
me? What does it help to know that the Lord took my sins
upon Himself if those sins continue to have power over me?
How do I implement that which is written in the Bible into
my own life? In his Epistle to Philippians (2:12) the Apostle
Paul says: “work out your own salvation”’, which means “to
realize”, “to implement”, and “to put into practice.” Well and
good, but how do you do this in real life? I had always felt
I was lacking something. Perhaps, now I was very close to
finding that “something.” What did sanctification mean and
how did the confession of sins occur? Was it not enough that
I brought my sins in the private prayer to God?
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And then I suddenly remembered something. It hap-
pened with me in Siberia, in Tulun from where I had recently
come. On one occasion I knelt before God for a long time
and in tears confessed to the Lord the sins that weighed heavily
upon my soul and oppressed it. During my prayer, I can’t ex-
actly say how, whether in my heart or in my mind, the words
were spoken, “Who are you confessing to? I know it all.”

Unexpectedly, I shut my mouth and remaining on my
knees continued to reason, “How am I supposed to under-
stand this? Shouldn’t I confess my sin if [ committed it? And
if I can’t do it before God, then where do I go? On the other
hand, He indeed already knows my transgression, because
He sees through me.”

In that instance as if echoing my thoughts, the voice in
my heart went on, “Think of Cain. He hadn't yet sinned,
only thought about it, when I came to him and asked: “Why
are you angry? And why has your countenance fallen? If
you do well, will you not be accepted? And if you do not do
well, sin lies at the door. And its desire is for you, but you
should rule over it” (Gen. 4:6-7). You see, Ludmila, I do
know everything.”

I recall that I was much confused after what I had heard.
I couldn’t figure out why it was said to me. Was it to stop
me from confessing to God, since He knows it all or had the
Lord wanted to tell me that there was another way of doing
it? If so, then what kind of way was it? Surely, I was not
about to go to the Orthodox Church to confess my sins there
to bat 'ushka®. 1 had heard about it from other people, but,
having been brought up in a different tradition, I was skep-
tical towards such confession. After thinking all of it through
and without having made any decisions, gradually I simply
forgot about it; but now it all came back to me when I lis-
tened to sermons about confession. So, maybe it was right
nevertheless, to confess sins in the presence of another per-
son? If so, then, who should I confess them to? Does it
say anything about it in the Bible? When I started looking

25 The name stands for a loving way to call someone “father” in the old times.
Usually, it was used to call priests in the Orthodox Church in Russia.
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for the answer I found the following words in the Epistle
of James 5:16, “Confess your trespasses to one another, and
pray for one another, that you may be healed. The effective,
fervent prayer of a righteous man avails much.” (If we were
to translate that from the German version of the Bible, this
verse would sound like this: “Confess your sins one to
another and pray for each other in order to be healthy. The
prayer of the righteous man can do much, if it is serious”).
But what does it mean “to confess to one another”? Who it
that “another”? Is it my friend or a confidant? Is it my hus-
band or wife? Is it the pastor of the church or some other
minister? Can you really reveal your sins to anyone whom
you trust or should it be a special person ordained by the
leading elders or called to such ministry by God Himself?
In the Holy Scriptures it says, ‘‘fervent prayer of a right-
eous man avails much.” But what does “fervent prayer” sig-
nify? What is implied here under the word “fervent” (or
“serious”, as it says in German language)? Does it mean that
the prayer must be repeated a few times, or persistent and
long, that is, over a long period of time? Perhaps, it is meant
a prayer with fasting. If that, then how long should the fasting
last? Moreover, that’s not all. That prayer should be raised
up, not by just any believing person or any Christian, but by
a righteous person. But who will dare to call himself “right-
eous”? Doesn’t it say in the Bible, “There is none righteous,
no, not one...” (Rom. 3:10), even though the word “righteous”
is used repeatedly throughout the Bible? Is it possible to
amalgamate the two religious views? Who is considered
righteous according to the Holy Scriptures? For example, in
our days, are there people of whom one might say that they
are righteous, whose prayer freely ascends to the throne of
God? Ones to whom one could open one's heart without fear
while revealing one's innermost being? In my sub-conscious-
ness I felt that my soul had been longing for such an experi-
ence. It had been almost ten years since the death of my old
friend (grandmother) and for all these years I had not met a
single person whom I could have trusted wholly and who
could have helped me to move forward spiritually. Where
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were those mature souls who had treasuries of wisdom, en-
dowed by God with the ability to help others? I had been so
much missing such fellowship that could have spiritually
enriched my soul...

Paying close attention to the words of our pastor I kept
thinking: “Isn’t this the man who might be able to help me?”
When he was preaching his words had the power. You could
feel that what was being preached in the service he had ex-
perienced himself or at least had pondered over it a lot. I was
attracted by his spiritual depth and the wealth of his soul
(which I felt subconsciously). Once (it was not long before
my marriage) I confided a sin to him, which had been a
heavy burden for my soul and after a joint prayer I received
a complete freedom from it. Later, he prayed for my husband
twice when he was ill and after that he felt significantly
better and healing followed.

I was told that KGB agents, who had constantly been
keeping the pastor under observation, used to say respect-
fully that he was the only man before whom they were ready
to take their hats off. Earlier in his life while serving a prison
sentence for preaching the Word of God, he fearlessly con-
tinued to do so even there, in spite of the ban by the prison
authorities. He was severely beaten for this many times, so
that his blood splashed on the walls. Because of his tes-
timony and sermons behind the bars several criminals re-
pented and turned to God. One of them came to our church
after he had been freed from prison and became its member.

Knowing that the pastor used to be a very zealous Bap-
tist preacher I kept asking myself, “What made him abandon
that movement? What didn’t satisfy him? What motivated
him to lend his ear to Pentecostal ideas and to change his
views on some things?”

At the time I knew about the Baptist doctrine only by
hearsay and was at a loss how a man who had been there for
so many years could leave the place where he was spiritually
born and grew up. What attracted him there, where I had
personally experienced, to say the least, a few disappoint-
ments? Which of the two doctrines was true? Judging by
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stories told by others, those two groups were pretty much
alike, except for a difference in the matter of the Holy Spirit.
But if that was the only source of disagreement, then, why
could they not be together? Why were there cases when
Christians transferred from one movement to the other, and,
as was known, more often the change was from Baptist to
Pentecostal? What discouraged such people in the Baptist
congregations? Was it the spiritual coldness, dryness or mere
formality of the service? What seemed to be so attractive in
the Pentecostal fellowship? Or on the other hand, why did
some Pentecostals leave their congregations behind and
search for Baptists in order to join them? Did they take such
a step for personal motives or did they have some sort of
spiritual basis to support their move? If, as the Pentecostals
think, they have something infinitely better, then why would
some of them leave that “better” part behind only to satisfy
themselves with less? Did they see some discrepancies with
the Bible in the Pentecostal teaching and practice or, con-
fronted with various spiritual revelations, lose faith in the
genuineness of the movement and thus come to a decision
to stay away from such guidance? Perhaps, the Baptists had
a much more reasonable approach to spiritual truths and had
a better grounding in the Word of God, since this was all
they had to rely on.

How can it be generally explained that there is such a
dissociation or even animosity between Christians of differ-
ent confessions? They all bear the name of Jesus Christ, wor-
ship the same God and strive to enter into the same heaven!
How are they going to see each other in eternity, if here, on
this earth they want to have nothing to do with each other?
How can they call themselves disciples of Jesus, if Jesus
Himself clearly said, “By this all will know that you are My
disciples, if you have love for one another” (John 13:35).
Moreover, not only Christians of different confessions suffer
from lack of mutual understanding and oneness, but the same
thing sadly occurs among those who belong to the same
confession. So the Baptists are split into two types: reg-
istered and unregistered (separated) Baptists, Pentecostals
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are divided into those who wash their feet as a ritual during
the Lord’s communion service and those who don’t. There
are other reasons for divisions and separations between the
Seventh-day Adventists, Mennonites, Methodists, Lutherans
and other members of the Protestant family. And yet this is
not enough. Even the members of one church have no like-
mindedness. How do we comprehend this and align it with
the Bible, the same book we all have in our hands? The Lord
has only one name for all of us, God’s children, for whom
Jesus shed His blood on the cross of Calvary! Why do the
children of One Father humiliate each other and live with
each other even worse than half-brothers?

While asking myself question after question I did not
suppose that there were many more people who were busy
doing the same thing. They were looking for the answer and
did not find it; they were asking but could not get a specific
or plain reply. True, I learned about it much, much later, after
many years, but back then I thought I was the only one
“crazed” about such matters. So I just brought all my spiritual
problems and needs in my prayers to God. In turn, He grad-
ually dotted my “i’s”” and crossed my “t’s”” during not just sev-
eral years but several decades of my life. He is Sovereign and
acts the way He prefers. He never rushes when we are in a
hurry, and is never late even though we often think otherwise.
More often than not, God answers in a way that causes
another question to arise. Nicodemus experienced that when
he had come to see Christ late at night. I had gone through
something similar as well. One question gave birth to another
and my search went on. I suppose, it is typical for all people
to pose questions, but for us, Russians, it is especially strongly
pronounced. One thing I did realize with time. The Lord’s si-
lence in fact can also be His answer, and a very significant
one. He knows too well if an inquiry was a short-lived curios-
ity and a superficial desire to find out something new or if it
was truly a vitally important problem for us. That’s how the
answer comes. However, no matter what, God always remains
for us a God Who listens and a God Who hears.

77



Chapter 5
From Delight to Disappointment

As I have mentioned earlier, the congregation which I
attended together with my husband, and where he had
started attending less than a year before our wedding, con-
sisted of people who belonged to a variety of Christian de-
nominations. These were the souls who had found no
spiritual satisfaction in their own traditional churches but
had been searching for a close relationship with the Lord
and personal communion with Him. Therefore, we under-
stood each other very well in our quest for God. The first
two years I had spent with them were the years of pure de-
light and admiration. It seemed that finally I found what
I had long been looking for. In particular, I was charmed
with the openness and sincerity of their hearts, as well as the
mutual love and unity between the church members. In spite
of persecution by the local authorities we met in different
houses several times a week for worship. In fact, some of
the members, including my husband and me, rode by one or
two buses from other towns covering a distance of 50 kilo-
meters or more one way. Often we had to return home that
same evening or even late at night so that in the morning we
could get to work. Our fellowship was so precious to us that
we forgot about sleep and tiredness.

I want to repeat that our pastor even though coming
from a Baptist church, while in prison, had accepted much
from the Pentecostal doctrine. He valued spiritual gifts and
as a result, there were many prophecies, interpretations, vi-
sions and other revelations that occurred in our church so
often that even I, who had grown up among Pentecostals, was
constantly amazed at it. Nevertheless, as unfortunately it
sometimes happens in such cases, when people overindulge
in revelations, they usually stop being watchful and spirit-
ually sober. That in turn creates good soil for the invasion of
a wrong teaching. And it all started when a false prophet pre-
sented as a ministering brother entered our fellowship. With
his stories and revelations he succeeded in convincing the
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pastor as well as many other members of the necessity of
immigrating to America.

Since in the past I had already encountered something
of the kind, I received this message with great caution. Ho-
wever, everyone tried to persuade me that this revelation was
from the Lord and that God wanted to lead His people from
this godless country to give them freedom in a new land.
While listening I unwillingly recalled how in the years of my
childhood and my youth, Christians who received visions of
this type moved from place to place to the so-called areas of
exodus for God’s people, from where God would lead them
to other countries. How much embarrassment and slander the
believers suffered, when they followed such “revelations”
with childish faith without testing and checking them out
first! Concerning this new tide rolling over our church I de-
cided to pray and ask the Lord for clarity in this matter.

Soon after, I had a wonderful dream, which even now,
after so many years vividly remains before my eyes. Some-
how, as if flying high up in the sky, I saw a very large field
separated into big lots. On every lot there were people la-
boring hard and everyone had his or her own work to do.
Suddenly, a huge tractor appeared on the field and began
moving back and forth destroying the boundary paths and
trampling the fruits of their labor under its tracks. People
stopped their work and as if going mad rushed toward the
tractor. In a short time there was complete chaos every-
where. Almost everything had been wiped out. Many people
lay on the ground, crushed by the machinery. Others wan-
dered about the field blinded, not knowing what to do any-
more. Still others simply disappeared from view. Then the
picture of this dream faded away, and I saw a huge barn for
storing the grain that was empty. No doubt, it had been built
for the harvest that was supposed to be reaped from the field
bulldozed by the tractor. Now sinister desolation reigned in
this granary. The wind blew over it flapping the shutters and
half-torn boards. There were thick spider webs on the walls
and in the corners. Mice and rats scurried everywhere and
snakes crept on the floor. All over the place there was trash
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and old sheaves of hay lay scattered around. Standing in the
middle of the deserted barn I heard a rolling masculine
voice: “See! Your house is left to you desolate!” Awaking
from my dream I realized with fear that it was the answer to
my prayer.

When I shared the dream with the pastor and some
members of the congregation they took it in very cautiously.
A train calling for immigration was already on its rails and
to reject this alluring idea was really impossible for most of
them. It was 1977. At the time some Christians who were
Germans by nationality had already been leaving the country
for the Motherland of their fathers — Germany. But for the
Russian Christians the immigration movement to America
had just begun. In different spots in the Soviet Union there
came to existence groups of people who actively undertook
to work through the immigration process, prompted not so
much by prophecies but by the version of the International
Declaration of Human Rights publicized in those days.
Prophecies and all kinds of revelations on this subject oc-
curred later and unfortunately, happened to be very incon-
sistent.

The history of immigration of 70s and 80s of the twen-
tieth century is rather complicated and muddled. It could
take another volume to describe it. But that is not my task,
the rather that the immigration tide had carried along many
of my own relatives and friends, whom I wish not to cause
any grief. A lot of them have already suffered the con-
sequences and, very likely, to the full extent. It is no secret
that there was too much fraud, exaggeration and obvious
lying, all of which perhaps served as a reason for all the trou-
bles, quarrels and misfortunes that followed those who were
ready to leave the Soviet Union by any means whatever.

One way or another, the desire for immigration swept
over our congregation just as much as over others. The re-
sults didn’t take very long to appear. A spiritual atmosphere
was replaced by an immigration mood. More and more at-
tention and time was being devoted to this endeavor. All
chats, conversations and dialogues were revolving around

80



this subject. Letters were being written; documents were
being produced and special trips were being undertaken. Ev-
erything was done because of and for the sake of immigra-
tion. Even all prophecies and revelations turned in that
direction. It is quite embarrassing now even to say things like
that, but then it was something that stood to reason. Finally,
I surrendered and agreed that it was the will of God, and
I gave in to the power of the immigration movement. I do
not wish to evoke the memories of what we had gone through
as an aftermath. It only serves as a bitter lesson, not as a
pleasant recollection. From time to time the voice of our con-
science broke in from the depth of our hearts into our minds
whispering: “But we are Christians, we can’t do that!” Ho-
wever, it was soon muffled by a voice justifying particular
behavior as the only possible way and indicating that all who
wanted to immigrate were behaving in a similar fashion.

“God does know the reasons why we are doing that.”
Yes, indeed! God really knew and saw everything and cer-
tainly had nothing to do with the process which we had been
painfully trying to see as His will.

The immigration tide didn’t just go away traceless. As a
result of spiritual cooling-off, sin had slowly crept into our
congregation. In the beginning it wasn’t very noticeable, but
later on it took its apparent shape and form. Lies and all kinds
of untruthfulness gave way to disagreements and divisions.
Not even a trace was left of the former unity and love that had
characterized the church members before. They were replaced
with mistrust and suspiciousness that with time intensified
even more. After submitting documents for immigration to
the USA a year passed by, then another one, and one more,
and so on, but our congregation remained in its place. Our
worship services had long ago lost their power and charisma.
We were now united by the idea of immigration more than by
faith and the search for God. People's souls languished and
suffered, but sin continued to gain its foothold.

Once our pastor advised Heinrich and me to accept the
offer by Heinrich’s parents to send us an invitation for moving
to Germany, where they had already lived for several years.
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With prayer we committed this matter into the hands of the
Lord and decided to comply with pastor’s advice. However,
it took another four years until we received a permission to
leave the country. It certainly was an extremely difficult time
full of anguish for me. Only the former blessings helped me
to keep my head above the water, spiritually speaking. In the
depth of my heart I had a feeling that somewhere, somehow
I had deviated from the way of truth and wandered from the
Lord, even though all the prophecies and “revelations” af-
firmed that God was with us and that we just needed to remain
faithful to our decision during this time of trial. We were
afraid to doubt such statements in order not to blaspheme the
Holy Spirit. Sometimes, good sense suggested that there was
something terribly wrong in all that was going on. But the fear
of displaying disloyalty in relation to the common goal para-
lyzed any ability to critically analyze events.

During the services we still heard the sermons with
their emphasis on sin, purification and sanctification. And
people continued to cleanse their souls wanting to be ready
for departure into another country and for serving God there.
Some of them revealed their sins and secret thoughts openly,
in front of the whole congregation, unable to endure the te-
dious and poignant inner struggle. Those actions bore very
bad fruit. But for the most part we tried to speak about these
matters with one of the ministers in private. That is how I did
it too. I usually went to one of the deacons of our church.
Seemingly, his desire to help me was really sincere, but the
more I confessed, the heavier I felt within my heart. After a
while I noticed that [ was becoming increasingly dependent
on my counselor and the counseling. At that time I had no
experience with it whatsoever and it looked like neither did
the ministers. They stewed in their own juice, so to speak,
in their very first attempts to accumulate the knowledge of
how to conduct this ministry. Finally, I got so entangled spir-
itually that I was very close to despair. In spite of all my at-
tempts to break through to God’s light, darkness reigned
inside my soul. I couldn’t grasp anything anymore, not being
able to tell the difference between a lie and the truth, right

82



and wrong and whether revelations were from God or man.
Sometimes [ wanted to scream because of the mental pain
and hopelessness. Once when I was in such condition I went
to the bathroom to clean it.

I felt so heavy in my heart that my lips yielded a cry,
“Lord! What do You want from me? I don’t understand You
anymore! I don’t understand anything at all anymore!” This
was a direct challenge thrown into the face of God. In fact,
it was filled with anger, rebellion and demand.

What happened with me at that moment I know not.
Standing in the middle of the bathroom I yet didn’t see it any
longer. An amazing picture developed in front of my eyes. It
is hard to describe how it was, but I saw an ocean with the
seashore and also a vast space of dry land. At the place where
water separated from the earth there stood an indescribably
huge figure of God. His one foot stood on water and His other
rested on the ground. His head touched the sky and even
though it was way up there, somehow I was able to see His
face and, especially, His eyes. They looked at me with sadness
and at the same time, sternly, almost in wrath. Then, my gaze
was fixed on His foot standing on the seashore, which I could
observe so clearly that it enabled me to distinguish billions of
separate sand grains forming on the shore. Suddenly, one of
the sand grains started moving and transformed into a tiny
human figure, which lifted up her minuscule fist toward God
and began yelling, “Lord! What do You want from me? I don’t
understand You anymore! I don’t understand anything at all
anymore! You are cruel! Yes, You are cruel!”

I shuddered in fear. Those were my words! I recognized
myself in the puny human grain of sand figure. Yet there was
so much power, glory and majesty in the figure of God and
just as much nonentity in my own tiny body. And that non-
entity dared to challenge the great God! Getting confused on
my own [ was blaming God for that. It was such madness!!

I came back to my senses by hearing my own heart-
rending scream. I don’t know how it was that my vocal cords
didn’t break from the extreme pressure. Again, [ was in the
bathroom with a rag in my hands, but I wasn’t the same any-
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more. Something had happened to me. Or rather, something
had happened inside of me.

Throwing aside my cleaning rag, I ran into another
room, fell on my knees and drowning in tears repeatedly
cried out, “My dear Lord!... My Father and my Savior! For-
give me! Oh, if You can...please, forgive me!!! How could
I... How could I have done that?”

This was an hour of my spiritual sobering as if some-
thing had turned inside of me. I started seeing things differ-
ently, comprehending them in another way, perceiving them
from a new perspective. In cutting off this confession busi-
ness I came to the conclusion that never again would I pour
out my heart before any human being. From that day on the
healing process in my soul slowly began. It was 1979. Work-
ing as an internal medicine doctor at the town’s clinic I had
also been elected to be the Chairman of People’s Control
Committee?s. Having taken on that work with excessive en-
thusiasm, I brought a big trouble upon myself and in the end
I was compelled to quit my job. I stayed at home for a whole
year. In a spiritual sense it was a blessed time, but at the
same time I was badly missing the clinic. At this juncture,
medicine still remained an idol to me and I “served” it no
less than I did God.

On one occasion while kneeling in prayer I addressed
God with the following words: “Dear Father! You know how
much I love my work and how much I desire to serve people
with my profession. I had been trained for seventeen years
to become a physician and You had always helped me in
that. Please allow me to continue my work and to find
another place...” I had hardly finished the sentence when
I clearly heard the following words speaking in my heart,

“Ludmila! I need a different kind of physicians.”

“What?” I asked again instinctively, “Different kind of
physicians? What sort of different?”

26 Organization in Russia, which used to be regarded as a very powerful organ
among common people. It related to different spheres of life, but mostly to job
matters checking on correctly followed procedures, rules and regulations compli-
ance, etc.
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“Physicians for the soul.” I heard a reply, and the voice
grew quiet.

Thunderstruck I remained on my knees, pondering
over the meaning of this “physicians for the soul” phrase.
Although I had already become familiar with the counseling
I had no idea that those two definitions were somehow con-
nected. [ had to leave these thoughts because I didn’t fully un-
derstand them and the spoken words were soon forgotten.

Shortly after that I got a job as a district physician at
the clinic situated near a small workmen’s settlement and
enthusiastically started my duties. The premises needed to
be expanded, remodeled and re-equipped. All of such tasks
demanded much strength. But all I had lived through within
the past five years took its toll. My health abruptly declined.
My newly started incidents of repeated bleeding put me
down on a hospital bed once again.

In the meantime the diagnosis of my ailment had not yet
been determined, and the doctors were lost trying to treat
only the symptoms of anemia. But the moment arrived when
even the multiple transfusions of donor’s blood couldn’t help
anymore. | was losing blood from my stomach, intestines,
kidneys and other organs. It was obvious that this was a gen-
eralized sickness, yet all the tests and observations at the city
hospital did not shed any light on my condition. Because of
my weakness and feebleness I could barely move my legs
while clinging to the walls. The specialists held a conference
but did not come to any certain conclusions. They transferred
me to a small private room in the hospital. I was melting
down like a candle. I remember when one evening pale and
helpless I looked through the window to the snow falling
outside and thought of death. Frankly speaking, I really had
no desire to live at that moment. Being a doctor myself, I re-
alized that my case was hopeless and without the right dia-
gnosis death was inevitable. Suddenly, I became afraid.
“Lord!” I pleaded with God, “Please, heal me...” And im-
mediately [ heard an answer, “Physician, heal yourself.”

Instantaneously these few words recorded in the Gospel
of Luke 4:23 tore a blindfold from my eyes. My memory
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brought back the haughty thoughts about my ability to help
others by treating their diseases. I recalled how pride over-
whelmed my heart when the next patient who had already
been rejected by other doctors was “back on his feet” be-
cause of my efforts and persistence. It wasn’t only the doc-
tors and patients who regarded me as an expert but I also
believed that. And now this body where my “Ego” lived,
was helplessly resting on a hospital bed. With all my abilities
to treat others I could not heal myself.

A feeling of shame for my arrogance and haughtiness
overpowered me to such an extent that it seemed my face
was burning. Now I understood for what reason this sick-
ness had been allowed and why I had ended up in such crit-
ical condition. I sensed myself being at a dead end. How
much it had required of the Lord to bring me to this realiza-
tion and how patient He was with me!

With remorse I reiterated while swallowing my tears:
“I have understood everything, Lord! Now I have under-
stood everything. You are just. [ deserve these sufferings but
if it is possible, please forgive me once more and heal me,
if You want.”

I continued praying for a long time and cried until
peace entered my soul. It got dark outside. I was lying
down with my eyes closed, enjoying the indescribable
inner peace when the voice inside said, “Ask your current
doctor now to let you go home for the weekend. There I will
tell you the diagnosis of your illness.” 1 was still trying to
interpret what I had just heard when the door silently
opened and I saw the doctor in charge of my case, who had
a night-watch that day.

She sat down on my bed edge and anxiously said,
“Well, what are we going to do with you, my dear colleague?
I must admit that I am reduced to complete despair. None of
the examinations conducted thus far indicated the source of
your bleeding. A Physicians’ conference hasn’t made any
progress either. One thing is clear, it’s impossible to keep
giving transfusions of someone else's blood to you. Some-
thing must be done, but what? What do you think about it?”
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“Doctor,” I quietly answered, “Allow me to go home....”

“What?” She interrupted and didn’t let me finish. “Do
you realize what you are asking for? You are almost not trans-
portable! I see how you are hardly able to move even when
holding to the wall! What 'home' are you talking about?”

“Doctor, please. I beg you...” I repeated my request.
“Please, allow me to leave for Saturday and Sunday. I prom-
ise that I will tell you my diagnosis when I come back here
on Monday morning.”

“Ludmila Mikhailovna!” searching my face the doctor
exclaimed in awe. “You are saying some really obscure
things. Why in the world do you need to go home to dia-
gnose your sickness? If you suspect what it is why don’t you
name it right now and we will start examinations in that area.
But to let you leave now in such condition — it is a huge re-
sponsibility! What if....”

“Doctor, please!” I pleaded with her again. “Only Mon-
day will I be able to tell you my diagnosis. But it is necessary
for me to get home.”

“You really surprise me, doctor Plett.” The physician
shook her head in bewilderment. “I would never allow that
to any other patient, but you have certainly intrigued me
and I will let you go. I will put you in a car to ride home.
However, if anything happens, immediately call for the
ambulance and come back. I am allowing you to go on
your own responsibility.”

I don’t remember how many times I stopped to rest
until I got to the fourth floor and then completely exhausted
fell on the couch.

“What does it mean?” I wondered after catching my
breath. “Lord, what should I do now?” My wandering gaze
stopped on the bookshelf where there were all kinds of med-
ical books.

At the same time deep inside my heart a voice spoke.
“Take that book on hematology and open it.” 1 stood up in
obedience, took the stated book and opening it saw in front
of my eyes the description of a very rare disease of small
blood vessels, accompanied by periodical profuse bleeding.
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I was reading and not believing my eyes. It was the exact
account of my sickness, which would be familiar only to a
narrow circle of particular doctors/hematologists. During all
my years in medical schools and at work I had never heard
anything about this disease.

I fell on my knees and thanked God for His mercy.
When my husband got home from work he was astonished
not knowing what was happening. Monday morning I came
back to the hospital with this book on hematology, informed
the doctors about the diagnosis of my sickness and asked
them to send me over to the hematological ward of the Esto-
nian Republican Clinical Hospital in Tallinn. They sent me
there immediately. I certainly dared not tell my own doctor
or answer a question of a main physician-hematologist who
received me in Tallinn: Who diagnosed me and Who I was
so much obliged to for help. Had they discovered the truth
they would probably have considered me insane. In those
years the Soviet Union was the country of militant atheism.

Several weeks later after thorough examination at the
hematological clinic I was discharged with the fully con-
firmed God-revealed diagnosis. Many years afterward while
getting into all kinds of everyday situations and problems
I often recalled those words, “Physician, heal yourself.” It
is a good lesson for all of us, is it not? Too often it happens
that while trying to help others we are powerless to help our-
selves. Comforting, admonishing and teaching other people
we often are too weak to solve our own problems.

An old wise Russian proverb goes on saying, “I can
handle anybody’s problem with bare hands, but how to take
care of my own, [ have no mind.”

After coming back from the hospital I returned to my
job. Life went on filled with everyday worries and work,
which with passing years had been bringing more and more
disappointments. In the healthcare system I had come across
too many things that weren’t good; with scandalous lawless-
ness and unfairness against which I could do nothing nor
change in any way. My favorite occupation was gradually
losing its nobleness in my own eyes. During my night
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watches at the hospital there were occasions when patients
died in my hands because there wasn’t enough medicine or
because there wasn’t anything else we could do. I looked into
their faces exhausted from agony and saw the fear and an-
guish of their souls, foreboding the eternal peril, and suffered
from the realization that I wasn’t able to tell them about the
most important thing — the possibility of their salvation
through the repentance from their sins. I hated myself for it
and... kept silent. After night watches like that I used to re-
turn home all utterly shattered and kept thinking about my
futile efforts to help man’s body while doing nothing to save
his soul. Of course, the reasoning was justified by all the
atheism and bans to witness about God, so I just simply
couldn’t do it. But I was not able to quiet my conscience. It
was racked and tormented. During those years, more and
more, [ remembered the words I had heard in the days of my
preparations for the exams for admission into the medical
institute: “It would be better for you to remain as you are.”
Only now I was getting their meaning. Well in advance God
had known much of what I couldn’t even assume.

In that period of time as I had been clarifying certain
things in my personal quest, often, all of a sudden another topic
would pop up and trouble me. For instance, I once prayed in
my solitude about something that had long been bothering me.
Abruptly, a voice spoke inside my heart, “/ will set you as a
block for offense and stumbling and many will stumble over it
and fall.” When the meaning of these words finally reached
my mind, I cried out in horror, “No, Lord! Not that! This can-
not be Your will. I don’t believe this is Your voice, because it
counteracts the Holy Scripture!...” I remembered so well the
Word of God that said, “Whoever causes one of these little
ones who believe in Me to sin, it would be better for him if a
millstone were hung around his neck, and he were drowned in
the depth of the sea. Woe to the world because of offenses! For
offenses must come, but woe to that man by whom the offense
comes!” (Matt. 18:6-7). That’s why it couldn’t be God Who
would make any man a snag for stumbling over and causing
offense to other fellow men! Surely, He would not destroy
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souls! Therefore, this voice must have come from the devil,
who always seeks to kill and destroy.

It was certainly easier for me to reject the voice than to
accept it as being from God. I convinced myself in all kinds
of ways that what I had heard was a pure temptation that
must be renounced and forgotten. And so I prayed and asked
the Heavenly Father to help me to do just that. But time went
on and the spoken words didn’t disappear from my mind,
surfacing time and again and intimidating me with their dis-
tinctness. One day I just gave up and falling on my knees
pleaded with the Lord to make it lucid for me, since I simply
couldn’t believe that God could have said anything like that.

The answer to my prayer came in the form of a re-
minder about the passage of Scripture from Gospel of Luke
(2:33-34), “And Joseph and His mother marveled at those
things which were spoken of Him. Then Simeon blessed
them, and said to Mary His mother, “Behold, this Child is
destined for the fall and rising of many in Israel, and for
a sign which will be spoken against...”

Frankly, as I read the verses of the Holy Scriptures,
I was awe-stricken because never before had I paid much
attention to these particular words. Therefore, if God the
Father destined His own begotten Son for the falling and ris-
ing of many in Israel, then why couldn’t He use another
human being for the same purpose? Much later while
reading the book of the prophet Ezekiel I came across the
following words again, “When a righteous man turns from
his righteousness and commits iniquity, and I lay a stum-
bling block before him, he shall die; because you did not
give him warning, he shall die in his sin, and his righteous-
ness which he has done shall not be remembered; but his
blood I will require at your hand” (Ezek. 3:20)%.

It’s a rather shocking word, isn’t it? Unwillingly, you
start realizing that we evidently don’t know our Lord. We
tend to simplify Him according to our own very limited

27 in Russian translation this passage runs as follows: “When a righteous man

turns from his righteousness and commits iniquity, when I lay a stumbling
block before him, and he shall die...”
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human mind, and try to interpret this or that passage of
Scripture in the manner which fits our own understanding.
However, if you accept the Word of God as it is, the way it
was written, then at times, it, indeed, is capable of stunning
you. I don’t know how, why or for what reason, but from
what it says it becomes apparent that God Himself, with
His own hand, sometimes places a stumbling block before
someone to cause his fall. What is it? Is it a judgment, pun-
ishment or retribution? Only eternity will answer that ques-
tion. Our human brain is incapable of containing such
thoughts. One thing is obvious though, that only the Lord
can place and remove such a stumbling block. Nobody else,
including the block itself, can do that.

To return to the interrupted story about our church in
Estonia, I want to say that sin in all shapes and forms, in-
cluding fornication and adultery, had been gaining more and
more foothold in that formerly blessed fellowship in which
I had previously found so much delight. But in spite of all
this, many prophecies, filled with promises, and encouraging
sermons continued. Was it only the human mind attempting
to put support under the disintegrating “work of God” or was
it the work of a false spirit? One can only guess now. One
way or another, the members of the congregation were now
more united by the idea of immigration than by Christian
love but went on with their meetings, even though their souls
were in fact groaning within.

In the meantime, four years passed after we had sub-
mitted our petition for the immigration to Germany. And in
December of 1983, at the moment we didn’t expect, the per-
mission came. I can't say that the news brought us no joy,
but we were leaving our fellowship behind with heavy
hearts. In a short time our ways totally parted. To leap ahead
for a moment to four years later, after we had left for Ger-
many, all the members of the church who wanted to immi-
grate got out of Estonia, one family after another, and
scattered across the United States of America. As a result
not even a trace of our congregation was left. From time to
time we heard sad rumors about them, but soon the ties were
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December 1983. Before leaving for Germany
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completely broken. At the end of 1989 we received infor-
mation that our former pastor had passed away in poignant
sufferings from a severe disease. We can only hope that at
his departure into eternity the Lord had opened his spiritual
eyes and given him realization, repentance and forgiveness.
Nevertheless, I retain many good reminiscences of him. In
loving the Lord he made a wonderful beginning and was full
of desire to be faithful to Him, but was enticed onto a false
path by trusting excessively revelations and prophecies he
erroneously considered to be true guidance from God.

How important it is though, in our own walk with
God and in service to Him to remind ourselves continu-
ously of King David’s words, “Search me, O God, and
know my heart; Try me, and know my anxieties, And see
if there is any wicked way in me, And lead me in the way
everlasting” (Ps. 137:23-24).

Not without reason, the Word of God warns us, “There-
fore let him who thinks he stands take heed lest he fall”
(1Cor. 10:12). No one is insured against falling, no matter
how great one is in the eyes of God or men. We are all ca-
pable of deviating from the way of truth and making an error,
but much depends on our readiness to admit it, for then the
Lord is allowed an opportunity to correct us. We, humans,
can be absolutely positively sure of something, build a foun-
dation on such a belief, and make it grow strong and even
convince others of that which may not be the truth at all.

This was exactly the case in this church in Estonia. Our
pastor had been under the delusion, but he did it whole-
heartedly, thinking he was walking in the right direction.
Once he accepted the idea that revelations and prophecies
received from others were true, he lost cautiousness, sober-
ness and watchfulness (the elements most in demand, espe-
cially for those who lead God’s people). His failure to be
watchful led to severe repercussions: personal sin, destroyed
family life, loss of his children, two deaths in the house,
years of torment, weary anticipation of departure for Amer-
ica, unrealized hopes for an extraordinary ministry awaiting
him there, bitter disappointments in those he trusted, severe
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disease and as a finale — agonizing, perhaps, untimely death.
Who knows? Maybe everything would have been different
if it had not been for his unreasoning credulity.

I have shared the story about our former congregation
with one purpose only, because, unfortunately, such a case is
not an isolated one. Similar things happen all too often. It is
no secret to anyone that the devil can come in the form of an
angel of light. However, when he comes in that way to us
personally we usually are unable to recognize him and tend
to accept him as the messenger of truth. It is especially dan-
gerous when the ministers of the Gospel succumb to the in-
fluence of the spirit of falsehood. In a situation like this the
aftermath of delusion is literally devastating. And sub-
sequently Satan succeeds not only in turning the leader’s life
into ruins but also the lives of many who followed him with-
out doubting his infallibility. Usually the souls of such trust-
ing people carry the consequences of this trauma for the rest
of their lives. They are broken apart inwardly, spiritually dis-
oriented, unable to trust anyone anymore, disappointed in ev-
erything, searching for peace and obtaining none. This is a
true tragedy that occurs much more often than we would like
to think. And it is quite impossible to avoid it because for as
long as humanity has existed, there have been human errors.

Dear Reader! Perhaps, you have already noticed that in
describing all that happened in Estonia I did not mention the
name of the city or the names of the people involved. I did it
intentionally, so that the names of those who have been dear
to my heart even up until now would not be dragged through
the mud. I cannot understand people, who in matters like this,
always look for a “scapegoat.” Although, this familiar term
may sound a little bit rude, nevertheless, it is an exact descrip-
tion of a situation equivalent to this one. In Old Testament
times “a scapegoat” in Israel was a real male goat on whose
back the Jews symbolically laid all their sins and then drove
the unfortunate animal into the chasm where it finally fell
down and died, so to say, together with the sins it carried. For
the Israelites it was a part of their religion and a very suitable
tradition, which actually found its place among us, Christians,
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to become a convenient form of self-justification. After getting
into some kind of error and realizing it, we attempt to find the
guilty one who had brought us there and was the main leader in
teaching something that was not the truth. Such people usually
become the “scapegoats’”, whom we make guilty of all our trou-
bles. They are blamed for all kinds of errors, sins and every sort
of deviation for which I, the poor human being, must pay. But
I have really failed to consider that I have my own head on my
shoulders and the Word of God in my hands, which is supposed
to be “a light unto my path.” 1 also ignore the detail that I used
to admire and agree with everything, thoughtlessly doing all
I had been taught but now deem myself a poor, ill-fated victim
who had been seduced and mislead. I believe such treatment of
the daily events is unworthy of an honest and devoted Christian.
If we slip up we should have enough courage to admit it and not
to make someone else our “scapegoat.” Certainly, it is much eas-
ier and more pleasing to blame somebody else. But the question
is — will we really be able to justify ourselves one day as we
stand before the throne of God?

I cannot blame anyone, not the former pastor, or any
other church member, because I myself was guilty for ac-
cepting that, which was a delusion. During all the years I had
lived in Estonia the Lord tried to get my attention numerous
times. It should have alerted me to think more seriously about
what was being said and taught. But, no, I had chosen the
easier way of passively following another person’s ideas and
I deserved to be punished for that. However, no matter how
bitter the realization of this mistake had been, there was still
something good that I could learn from this experience. First
of all, it was a spiritual experience, which unfortunately, can
only be derived from a collection of personal mistakes. The
falling we suffer, no matter how painful and how deeply hurt-
ful to one’s heart, later becomes a beautiful lesson that helps
us to avoid repeating the same kinds of errors again. That’s
why the Lord put the following words into the mouth of the
prophet Jeremiah, “If you take out the precious from the vile,
you shall be as My mouth” (Jerem.15:19).
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Chapter 6
Encounter with Revival

Those who think that life in the Western world is like
living in clover are terribly mistaken. I recall how during
our first months in Germany one man upon seeing my ad-
miration of beautiful houses and lavish villas said casually,
“If you only knew how much grief there is under these
wealthy German roofs.”

I couldn’t understand him then. How is it possible that
people can be miserable while having so much abundance and
prosperity? Now, after more than twenty-five years of life in
the West I only smile at my own former naivety. Behind the
gorgeous exterior there are hidden problems that we couldn’t
even conceive of in the Soviet Union. Quite radical and sharp
re-orientation awaits a person who resettles from one country
to another. Not many can endure it. Suffice it to say that during
my first three years in Germany I was crying more than I had
ever cried in my entire life. And who knows, I might have gone
blind from all the tears I shed if not for the strict voice that res-
onated once again in my heart, “I forbid you to cry!”

My tears dried up in an instance. I finally understood
that I grieved the Lord with my misapprehension of His
plans. All the ways back had been cut off. And I had nothing
else to do but to put up with the situation. To the East of the
German border I had left not only my relatives and friends
but also my place in the social scale, my work and my pro-
fession. Without knowing the language, I certainly could not
pass the exam to support my diploma and therefore, was not
able to work as a doctor. My two diplomas are still in the
closet as two of my most precious souvenirs. My higher edu-
cation meant nothing anymore and I was transformed into
an ordinary housewife. After ten years of rigorous profes-
sional work, everything was reduced to house cleaning, meal
cooking and washing dishes. I was thrown to the ground
from the heights of recognition and trampled under many
feet, like a mere worm. My entire being resisted and rebelled
against it. But the Lord knows how to humble the ones “who
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walk in pride” (Daniel 4:37). And so He started to diminish
what had grown into a very large “Self” that had been sitting
on the throne of my life for too long, in order to prepare me
for the future ministry and to prove the indisputable truth,
“God creates all out of nothing, and everything that God
wants to use, He turns first into nothing.”

From the start, my husband and I had intended to move
from Germany to the United States of America in order to
help the rest of our congregation that still remained in Esto-
nia, with their immigration. But that was not as easy as it
seemed to us. All the doors there were shut before us. At that
time we wept in despair but now, so many years later we un-
derstand that it was a great mercy of God for us. Unwittingly
one recalls the words of the Scripture, “For My thoughts are
not your thoughts, Nor are your ways My ways,” says the
LORD, “For as the heavens are higher than the earth, So
are My ways higher than your ways, And My thoughts than
your thoughts” (Isaiah 55:8-9).

However, I had better tell everything in sequence.

When our airplane landed in Frankfurt and we entered
the huge airport terminal, the first sentiment that hit both of
us was one of complete freedom. No one was watching us
and no one demanded anything from us. The usual passport
and custom controls were finished in no time and we were
wished all the best and sent on our way. We were now sur-
rounded by this incomprehensible, mysterious and abso-
lutely unknown world to which we were unaccustomed.
When our relatives who met us at the airport drove a car at
a speed of about 190-200 kilometers per hour while having
a lively conversation, I felt sick to my stomach. Yet, we
could hardly catch our breath not only because of what
seemed to us an unbelievable speed limit, but also because
of the sea of lights from the ever-moving stream of cars.
Now there was much we had to get used to: people’s behav-
ior, their relationships, life styles, diverse points of view on
subjects of daily life, approaches to the problems and their
means of resolving them. Often I had a feeling that I had
gone not only to a different country but also to a different
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planet altogether. Everything was interesting and new, but
in less than three months, I started having nostalgia for my
Motherland and could not have peace until after three years
I went back to Russia, to Leningrad, in order to meet with
friends and my parents. This time I looked at the socialist
system, at the Russian people and at my formerly favorite
city with a fresh eye, since now there was something else to
which I could compare my earlier life. My heart ached for
simple Russian folks, and for their hard life, in which they
were deprived of many things people in the West took for
granted. But everywhere now I also saw disorder and filth
that I had basically never noticed before. One way or another
the trip cured me of homesickness and made me believe that
God in His grace had given us something infinitely better.

Upon returning from Russia my husband and I were
able to fulfill our long-standing dream and fly to Kwa Siza-
bantu mission station in South Africa. The process of getting
to know this place and establishing close ties with the mis-
sion occupied the following seventeen years of my life, the
story that I would share with you next.

The first time I heard about Kwa Sizabantu in Estonia
was in 1979, when my mother-in-law sent us a letter from
Germany and enclosed a post card depicting a group of
smiling black people. On the backside of the card I read,
“Mission station Kwa Sizabantu, South Africa.” Mother’s
postscript where she reported that she attended a service
where Erlo Stegen, the mission’s director, had preached was
the first information we had ever received about it. I will not
forget how long I stared at the picture bewildered by the par-
ticularly amazing light reflected on the faces of the black
Christians. It is hard to find the right words to describe what
I saw in their appearance then. Studying the photo I won-
dered: what was making them so magnetic?

That evening I sat for a long time holding the picture.
And when [ finally retired to bed I had a wonderful dream.
I saw myself at the mission, standing across from the group
of Christians, shown on the postcard. A road separated us.
A pleasant breeze was lightly stirring their clothes.
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I stretched out my hands and was repeatedly saying,
“I want to be with you so much! I must understand where
that light I see on your faces is coming from!” In reply they
only smiled back and shrugged their shoulders letting me
know that they could not help me with that. And while
I stood there I started helplessly crying.

Suddenly above me on the right side there was a loud
voice saying, “Dont you cry! You will be there. But first,
you must walk this road.”

I turned my gaze downward, looked at the path that sep-
arated us, and woke up. I stayed in bed with open eyes pon-
dering over the meaning of all of this. Surely, I could not get
to Africa if I still lived in the Soviet Union, the country be-
hind the iron curtain, from which you could practically go
nowhere. (We had not yet submitted the immigration papers
at that time.) Well, perhaps, it was just a dream. One might
see anything in a dream. And so I tried to put it out of my
mind. But I couldn’t forget it. At that moment I couldn’t
even imagine that exactly seven years later that dream was
predestined to come true.

When we arrived to Germany at the end of December
1983, I was knocked off my feet by a severe flu. That day
I stayed in bed with a high fever of almost 40 degrees Cel-
sius, when unexpectedly a woman called. She used to send
us letters to Estonia describing her long trips to Kwa Siza-
bantu mission in South Africa.

“Ludmila!” I heard her voice in the receiver. “Do you
want to get acquainted with Stegen’s family? They are now
in transit visiting on a farm. I am going there and can take
you along.” “Now?” I hesitantly asked her again. “Yes, of
course, [ do, but I am in bed with a high fever...”

However, the desire to see these people was so great,
especially after just two weeks of being in Germany that
I made a decision right away, adding, “Sure, I’1l go with you.
I just need to change and will be waiting for you.” The in-
firmity was literally holding me down, but my mind was on
a different subject. I simply could not allow myself to miss
the opportunity.
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When we got there, there were many people gathered
together besides the South African guests. Everybody was
cheerful and carried on a dynamic conversation. Many of
them wanted to speak directly with the Africans and there-
fore, they were extremely busy. Thus in the beginning [ saw
only one of the Stegen brothers — Haino, who was available
at that moment. With an interpreter’s help, I was introduced
to him and explained that I had come from the Soviet Union
only two weeks before. He became very interested and
began a conversation with me. Fortunately, there was an
older man nearby who had moved from Russia many years
earlier who was able to help our communication by playing
the role of an interpreter. The way my talker carried himself,
listened, and inquired — somehow made me feel very com-
fortable and sincere. Immediately I experienced kindly and
trustworthy feelings towards him and confidently revealed
to him the innermost recesses of my soul, tormented through
years of searching. Pointing at the familiar postcard of the
co-workers group from Kwa Sizabantu mission, which was
hanging on the wall of the room I finished my story with the
dream I had in Estonia four years earlier. Haino Stegen
smiled with understanding and expressed his hope for its
fulfillment in the nearest future and that he would like to see
me together with my husband at their mission in South Af-
rica.

The arrival of the oldest brother of Stegen’s family
named Friedel interrupted our conversation. It looked like
he had already been told about me, because as he entered
the room he addressed me as if I were his old friend with
the words, “Well, do you feel good here with us?”

“Good?” I asked again and shaking my head, specified,
“No. Not just “good”, but very good!” (“Gut? — Nein. — Sehr
gut!”?®) That was the extent of my German vocabulary that
I had collected in two weeks of our residency in Germany.
Friedel Stegen heartily laughed at my words and proceeded
to another room. That was my first encounter with the
Stegen family during which I was able meet four brothers

28 In German language.
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and a sister of Erlo Stegen. Unfortunately, the latter was
absent at that time.

What happened afterwards I remember as if in a fog,
because my flu condition certainly made me aware of its
presence. I recall a noisy dinnertime. Everybody talked in
that, still very much unknown to me, German language, and
everything I looked at floated in front of my eyes as a result
of weakness and high body temperature. I wanted only one
thing, to get to bed and close my eyes.

Several months had passed after that encounter. Winter
faded away. Spring had just begun. On one occasion, friends
of ours informed us that there would be worship services in
churches of various German towns where Erlo Stegen would
preach. Certainly, it made us very glad, since we had longed
to hear him speak. It so happened that during the past few years
he had been touring his forefathers” Motherland — Germany
twice a year, in spring and fall as well as visiting other Western
European countries on missionary trips. A young brother had
volunteered to help and agreed to interpret into Russian for
me. At the first opportunity we went to one of the church meet-
ings that made a permanent impression on my soul.

Behind the pulpit there was a tall, well-built and
slender, middle-aged man who spoke with unusual inspira-
tion in a loud, perhaps at times, even shrill voice. I looked
intensely into his resolute face and, while listening to the in-
terpretation, thought to myself that perhaps never in my life
had I felt like that while hearing the Word of God.

At that service for the first time I realized the meaning
and the depth of the passage of Scripture, “For the word of
God is living and powerful, and sharper than any two-edged
sword, piercing even to the division of soul and spirit, and
of joints and marrow, and is a discerner of the thoughts and
intents of the heart” (Hebrews 4:12).

While paying attention to the words of that preacher
I was asking myself a question over and over again, “What is
the source of this power? Why does all that is being spoken
by him reaches the depth of the soul and literally turns it in-
side out, and reveals the concealed things and discloses all
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that is in secret? How is it that the Word of God in his mouth
becomes alive and active, in a full sense piercing to the di-
vision of soul and spirit, and of joints and marrow, discern-
ing the concealed matters known only to one’s heart?” The
more [ listened, the more [ was amazed at his knowledge of
the depths of the human soul, especially in the question of
sin. I was surprised at the boldness with which Erlo Stegen
called things by their real names. Even our former pastor in
Estonia had not dared to speak about sins that openly.

I left the service profoundly stunned and with every in-
tension to hear him again at the first opportunity. My wish
soon came true. Later, on two more occasions, I sat holding
my breath as I listened to the stern and sometimes even
wrath-filled words of the missionary that mercilessly ex-
posed and condemned human sins, one by one.

At that point, I did not question, why sin was the main
theme of his sermons and why practically everything was di-
rected to that subject. Evidently, during that time my soul
needed exactly that, as it searched for the way out of stagna-
tion and spiritual impasse. Under the influence of what I had
heard, I remembered less and less spiritual wounds caused
to me by other people and more often thought about my own
sins. Our first year in Germany was followed by the second
and then, by the third. My husband and I wasted no opportu-
nities to attend the services conducted by Erlo Stegen. Noth-
ing could stop us even if the town where the service was held
stood afar at a distance of 200 to 300 kilometers or more.

His sermons had been making more and more impact on
me. Often it seemed as if I had been placed in front of the mir-
ror of God’s Word, where I saw myself as a dirty pig. It dispir-
ited me but at the same time prompted to act. For the first time
in my life, I had a desire to mend my relationships with other
people whom I had offended some time ago. As a result, I sent
out letters in which I asked friends, acquaintances and former
colleagues at work to forgive me, as I recognized my wrong
words, deeds and actions. Frequently there was silence in
reply, but sometimes I received responses full of astonish-
ment, admiration, encouragement and a mutual request for
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forgiveness. However strange as it may seem, those from
whom I expected to receive complete understanding, knowing
them as spiritual people, replied with letters full of malice
bordering on hostility and harsh judgment. However, those
who outwardly seemed weak, carnal Christians displayed
real love and readiness to forgive and forget wrongdoing. In
the matter of dealing with sin and being willing to humble
oneself and to forgive others, the souls of people began to re-
veal themselves in an unexpected way. In time, it became
clear that this was when real spirituality made itself known.
Yet, no matter what the reciprocal reaction of my addressees
was, my own step towards reconciliation brought relief and
some unknown bliss to my soul. With delight, I shared all
that was happening to me with my friends who remained in
Estonia, but, to my disappointment and surprise, they did not
understand my joy. Gradually, our close heartfelt ties with
them weakened more and more until, after their immigration
to America, our connections altogether ceased.

Once in the fall during the next missionary trip brother
Haino with whom we had had a long conversation three
years earlier, accompanied Erlo Stegen. When my husband
and I came to the church service at the neighboring town
and approached him there to say “hello”, he asked us if we
were planning to visit them at Kwa Sizabantu in South Af-
rica. Of course, it was my long-standing aspiration but there
were too many obstacles (financial ones were among them,;
that kind of trip costs an arm and a leg for such a trip to be-
come a reality). When brother Haino heard our reasoning,
he smiled and said, “Well, in that case we, in South Africa,
will pray for you that the Lord may bring you to us.”

In a few months all the problems took care of them-
selves and on December 18, 1986 we boarded an airplane
for our trip from Frankfurt to Durban. After 14 hours of a
tiresome flight we landed in the huge city of Johannesburg
and for the first time touched the ground of South African
Republic.

The black continent met us with the fiery sun forcing
us immediately to forfeit our winter garments and put on

103



light clothing and shoes. Then, there was another short trans-
fer flight from Johannesburg to Durban, where we were wel-
comed by Kwa Sizabantu co-workers whom we had
informed of our arrival ahead of time. On our way to the
mission station, while sitting inside a comfortable minivan,
I couldn’t stop turning my head left and right, to view the
changing scenes behind the window. Everything was unusual,
the amazing tropical flora with its lavishness and abundance
of bright colors, the strange (to the eyes of a European) land-
scape with grass-roofed huts of the black residents scattered
on the hilly slopes and, everywhere, huge plantations of sugar
cane. However, most wonderful of all were the black people
themselves, wearing their stunningly dazzling clothes. Calm
and unhurried, they often walked along the roads or even ex-
pressways, on which oddly (in our opinion) one drove on the
left side of the road. When I looked into their faces and
watched their movements and reactions I unwittingly thought
that they somehow differed from us, the white people, and in
spite of all, was determined to find out what it was.

Swollen from the long flight, my feet ached with a dull
expanding pain. The sleepless night on the plane had filled
my eyelids with a lead weight. My whole body demanded
rest. We really wanted to sleep but the van continued its
course, taking us deep into Natal province.

Dozing off I was suddenly jolted awake by someone’s
exclamation, “Look, there ahead of us on the right side you
can see the Kwa Sizabantu mission!” Among seven or eight
fellow travelers, there were few who were not visiting these
places for the first time. As I looked in the indicated direc-
tion I saw in the distance a row of buildings and many round
huts standing in a half circle.

“Oh!” I thought to myself. “This missionary station is
like a real small village!” In the meantime the van came to
the sign “Kwa Sizabantu”, turned right and in a few minutes
stopped at the central mission building where they had a
small house with a reception room for incoming guests.

Forgetting my fatigue I got out of the van and, looking
around, noticed the landmark and the road I had seen in my
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dream in Estonia seven years before. My heart loudly
pounded inside my chest as | had a presentiment that some-
thing unusual was about to happen. It seemed I again heard
the words in my ears, “Don t you cry! You will be there. But
first, you must walk this road.” The lengthy road of seven
years had been left behind. I stood on the path beaten by
hundreds of feet in front of the building that was depicted
on the postcard I had seen a long time ago. Finally! Finally,
my wish has come true!

“Lord, what have You prepared for my soul here? Is this
what I had unsuccessfully been seeking for twenty years?”
By then I had already turned thirty-eight, but my spiritual
quest had begun when I was only eighteen. “Am I really on
the threshold of my target?” For whatever reason the words
spoken to Moses came to my mind, “Zake your sandals off
your feet, for the place where you stand is holy ground.”
(Exodus 3:5) What if something like that was due to happen
to me here? Would I really at last come into the presence of
God in this place? No one could hear when I whispered with
lips trembling with apprehension, “I’ve been waiting for this
moment for so long, Lord! ... Waiting for so long....”

From the first minutes of being at Kwa Sizabantu my
heart was filled with the anticipation of something extraor-
dinary occurring, but day after day nothing unusual hap-
pened. Life at the mission station was steadily moving on.
Co-workers living there were occupied, each with his or her
ministry, whether of a spiritual or practical nature. There was
a flow of visitors coming and going from different regions
of South Africa and from other countries. They were re-
ceived, housed in the rooms and huts, fed and cared for with-
out charges for the services. Every morning and evening
there was a regular worship service where mission workers
had preached. On Sundays Erlo Stegen or one of the other
leaders of the mission preached. During the services I had
never heard anyone speaking in tongues or prophesying. No
one had ever told the congregation about a vision or any other
kind of revelation. From the outside, the form of the worship
meeting looked as it would if conducted in a Christian
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Baptist church. Perhaps, the only difference was that they
had always had one preacher at the pulpit and if anyone else
got up to say something, it was just to add to the theme of
the sermon?® already delivered. Meetings went on in a quiet
atmosphere. The main factor that moved one was the au-
thority and depth of the sermons that reached out to the
minds and hearts of listeners. No one remained indifferent
and each one received enough food for thought, for further
personal meditations. Several hours after the service
I would usually catch myself still thinking about what I had
just heard. The Word was becoming ever more living and
powerful for me.

Our fellow travelers from Germany socialized with
mission co-workers and went around visiting friends, things
I couldn’t do due to the language barrier, since I didn’t know
any English and was only able to speak a very limited Ger-
man. My husband, on the other hand, spoke rather fluent
German and therefore, his social circle there was much
wider. Because of that, I often stayed in the hut by myself
or walked on the premises watching the routine of daily life,
and the children's behavior at the school and in the kinder-
garten that belonged to the mission. As I applied myself to
helping with the washing of dishes in the kitchen, I also no-
ticed the relationship between those who worked there.
Frankly, it was the ordinary life and associations between
people living at Kwa Sizabantu mission that served as the
greatest blessing to me. There was no hassling and bustling,
no grudges or exasperation. Peace, quiet and amazing har-
mony reigned everywhere.

“How strange it is!” I thought to myself. “These people
act as if they were programmed to do only good. Don’t they
have any problems? Surely, they can’t always perform a
pious spectacle here in front of so many mission guests. It
is possible to do that for a period of time, but not for one's
entire life spent at the mission station” (since I had heard

21m comparison with Russian-speaking churches, the latter usually have two
or even three preachers speaking on different subjects for the nourishment of
the congregation during Sunday services.
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that there were many co-workers who lived here for ten, fif-
teen and even twenty years).

By the time we came to Kwa Sizabantu the revival had
celebrated exactly twenty years. In a normal course of
human life, people that are forced to live within a restricted
area quickly get tired of each other and that becomes the root
of difficulties in inter-personal relationships. As a result
there is an ever-increasing pressure, which more often than
not, turns into hostility and animosity. However, it seemed
that either there was no such problem at Kwa Sizabantu or
it had been craftily masked. One way or another, this was a
very attractive picture to which onlooker was exposed. As a
doctor with years of medical experience, I had gotten into a
habit of analyzing things, which I, of course, pursued in my
observations at Kwa Sizabantu mission. However, if [ may
say, even I didn’t have anything to say against it. Except for
a dubious mixed feeling that people living there seemed al-
most surreal with their ever present kindness, courtesy, po-
liteness and readiness to serve others. Nevertheless, this
notion had only bothered me for a few days, and then dis-
appeared never to return, because within my own heart an
intensive work had begun.

The first ten days of our visit to Kwa Sizabantu were
ending. During evening services, it was becoming more
striking to see that after the sermon many of the attendees
did not leave the sanctuary but stayed in their seats as if
glued to them. Gazing into their faces, I noticed the re-
flection of the inner fight occurring inside their souls.
Shortly afterwards these people got up and walked to-
wards the light construction next to the service center. It
seemed odd to me, and so, on one of such evenings, I fol-
lowed them to find out what they were doing there. My
eyes saw a remarkable scene in the long hallway. Along
the walls by the closed doors, there were chairs with black
and white people sitting on them. Hard-to-hide tears
welled up in the eyes of many. I felt very uncomfortable
because their sad and dispirited faces mirrored the expres-
sion of despair and pain.
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I stood to the side and began to watch what was going
on. You could have guessed that these were people suffering
from various kinds of problems. A lot of them, it seemed,
talked to themselves inwardly while in tormenting thought
process. At times they were obviously fighting tears that
welled to the surface and had to turn away to conceal them.
Others got pen and paper out and quickly wrote something
down, as if anxious to forget that which was in their hearts.
Occasionally, one of the doors opened and a person walked
out allowing another one to enter. It shocked me to see the
look of those who exited from those mysterious rooms. Even
though there were still traces of fresh tears on their cheeks,
their eyes sparkled, shone and radiated joy and inexpressible
happiness. As some of them were leaving the room, they
breathed out a sigh of relief. Their whole appearance con-
veyed a pacification and serenity that I could not comprehend.

“What are they doing in those rooms?” I wondered.
“Why do they change so much after twenty to thirty minutes
of being inside?” I continued to stand there and waited until
those whom I had watched earlier sitting on the chairs crying
came out. That’s it. The same thing recurred. Recently de-
spirited and despondent faces now smiled and tearful eyes
beamed and shone. Oh, how similar did they look to those
people I saw in my dream seven years ago! Was it really
something that happened within those rooms that made
people so happy and radiant?

On the next day, I carefully probed the situation and
asked my translator about what was happening behind the
closed doors of those strange rooms. He smiled and ex-
plained that people went to those rooms for counseling.
There they could open up their hearts in the presence of a
counselor who afterwards prayed with them. That which
I heard and especially, what I saw the previous day with my
own eyes ignited an interest but the thought never crossed
my mind to do the same. Apparently, my soul had not yet
been ready for this step. Nevertheless, the Lord has His own
plan for everything and He brings it to life in His own time.
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Chapter 7
Wrecking of My Ego

As I had already recounted, the concept of confession
of sins in front of another person was not anything new to
me. When I had had the experience in our former fellowship
in Estonia I was at last so very disappointed that I promised
myself never in my life to open my heart to another human
being. My previous confessions had left me only with pains
of frustration, and not the blessings of joy and freedom.
Why, then, have I become a witness of something quite dif-
ferent? What difference was there between what I had been
through and what those people experienced here? Even
though it awoke my interest, [ remained firm in my decision
not to do this anymore.

One day I noticed a change in my husband. When
I asked him what had happened, he answered that he went
to counseling and told me how they did it here. After listen-
ing to him, I walked out of the hut feeling the rebellion rising
up inside my heart.

“No way!” I repeated to myself. “Never and not under
any circumstances will I do this again! I can trust only God
and to God alone will I ever confess! I had suffered enough
grief in Estonia when I went to a man for my confessions!
I don’t want this anymore! What is a man, whoever he may
be that [ should confess to him? I am not going to have any
mediator between God and me!”

It was amazing that resistance and hardness against
counseling grew within me so rapidly, although nobody had
told me about it, nor forced me or urged me. My tough, fierce
“no” seemingly screamed out of each and every cell of my
body, making me look like an angry, rumpled sparrow.

In this moment of emotional anxiety and bitterness, a
quiet calm voice spoke in my heart, “You will have to do it.
You need to cleanse your life in the open confession and you
shall go to Friedel Stegen with that.”

The words still rang inside as I almost yelled out in
reply, “No! No! A thousand times “no”, Lord! I will not do
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it and moreover, will not go to Friedel Stegen! It might have
been someone else, but not him! And You know why I don’t
want that!”

I had absolutely no doubts it was God’s voice, because
by then, I knew it very well. However, even that couldn’t
restrain me. At the time, not willing to obey, I wasn’t afraid
to shout my malicious “no” into the face of God!

That evening at the worship service, I could barely hear
anything. My heart was shut and deaf to the Word of God.
In my frantic zeal, I totally lost control of myself. Muttering
to my husband that I wanted to take a walk alone before
going to bed, I nervously began pacing among the huts until
it got very dark outside and I returned home all shivering
from the cold air. My husband went to bed, saying “good
night” and not at all suspecting my terrible condition,
quickly fell asleep. I restlessly tossed on the bed fretting, be-
cause sleep escaped me. It was extremely dark inside my
soul, darker than the African night, when you cannot see
your own stretched out hand. Now, when my fingers are
writing out these lines I realize with horror how evil and
hardened the heart of a Christian can become, when the Lord
touches the spot that serves as the devil’s foothold. I re-
member that just the phrase “to cleanse and put your life in
order” provoked my anger and a burst of indignation. But
all my life I have been considered an exemplary Christian!
Oh, how much evil and all kinds of uncleanness often hide
behind external piety! If I had not discovered it within my-
self I would never have believed it. In essence, we do not
know ourselves; do not know what we are capable of doing.
And without realizing that, we constantly play our roles,
thinking this is what we are in reality. It goes on and on until
God in His mercy exposes the place that has been Satan’s
bulwark for the longest time.

The same thing happened to me that night. I could not
recognize myself. The flame of hell burned within my heart,
hardened beyond limits. I felt no fear before the Lord, no re-
spect for Him, either. But God always brings His work to
completion. The fight had begun. And in that battle He
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fought not me but him, who had occupied me and was now
warring for his possessions. It was the devil himself.

As his captive I tossed on the bed as if in hell, when the
words clearly reached my heart, “You will go and reveal
your sins, naming your thoughts as your deeds.”

“No!” I raged as a mad woman. “No, I will not do that!”

“I am telling you, you have to do it,” the voice sounded
again.

“And I am telling You, Lord, that I will not do that!”

“Ludmila, I am telling you for the last time, that you
must confess your sins.”

“I said that I am not going to do this and will not change
my mind!”

“Then, I will take My protection from you.”

“So what, take it!” I blurted out harshly, not realizing
what [ was saying, and in an instance something extraordi-
nary took place. In some strange way, I perceived a huge
wall surrounding me, which suddenly, in a blink of an eye,
shook and tumbled down. Behind that wall with my own
eyes, | saw the devil, which jumped on me like a beast of
prey and we were clutched in a ferocious battle. I do not
know if it was a spiritual experience. But I recall seeing it
all with my physical eyes and felt the heavy weight of the
attacking body. It is rather difficult to describe with human
words how Satan looked, but it was a sinister picture and
because of it every hair on my skin stood up. His trunk was
all covered with black bristled skin. Hanging right above me
was his frightful snout breathing out a foul odor. His hooked
fingers with claws had encircled my throat and were choking
me so that I was instantly out of breath. I wriggled on my
bed trying with all my strength to throw him off, but it was
all in vain. Our strengths were too unmatched. My glance
fell on the bed standing next to mine, where my husband
was sleeping peacefully like a baby. Oh, if only he could
have prayed for me now! I opened my mouth to scream, but
couldn’t do it. Only a weak hissing came off my lips.
I wanted to call upon the Lord, but that too, was impossible.
My lips opened up once and again, as if they belonged to a
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fish thrown out of water onto ice, but I was unable to make
any sound. Suddenly a thick darkness enveloped me and
flames of fire appeared in front of me. At the same moment
the hell yawned right before me and I saw the words written
by someone as if on the side. They were, “Blessed are the
pure in heart, for they shall see God” (Matt. 5:8). The entire
Gospel of salvation was concentrated for me in those words.

I cannot even begin to describe the feelings of horror
and despair that swiftly gripped me. I, a Christian from birth,
who had received a water baptism as well as a spiritual bap-
tism the way I understood it, was walking straight into hell
with all my gifts and blessings, simply because I did not
have a pure heart...

Involuntarily, such an experience makes one ponder the
wide-spread theory of a guaranteed salvation. It is easy to
convince someone of something, which you yourself have
never experienced. To all who are convinced of the authen-
ticity of this theory I want to say that nobody would had
been able to assure me that I was saved that night, since
I saw with my own eyes that I was going to hell. In the light
of eternity everything seems quite different.

But I should continue with my story. In that second
when I saw burning hell and the words, “Blessed are the
pure in heart, for they shall see God”, a silent cry formed
inside my soul, “Lord, if You can, forgive me! Save me from
the devil! I beg You, please, give me one more chance for
salvation! Just one chance! If I don’t use it, then may I be
thrown into fire of hell, for You are just and righteous! I do
not ask for more! Give me only one chance and I will do all
You will require of me! I will serve You where You want to
send me, whatever it may cost me! I promise You, Lord!”
I repeat that this cry did not proceed from my lips, but from
within my heart, because I had no voice.

As soon as those words were silently emitted, I noticed
a large hand in the air to the left of me that reached down to
my bed, and grabbed the devil still lying on top of me, who
somehow instantly went limp, and cast him on the ground.
I heard a muffled knock as if from the fall of a heavy sack
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and everything grew quiet. There were no more flames, nor
the words of the Scripture inscribed on the wall. In the calm
of the night there was heard only the serene breathing of my
husband. My body felt as if made of sponge. My night gown
was so saturated with sweat that it could have been wrung
out. My throat and neck were really hurting so that I was
hardly able to swallow any medication. The breathing was
hard. I painfully stretched my hand to turn the night light
on. When I looked at the clock, it was quarter to four in the
morning. I don’t know how long this battle with the devil
went on, but it seemed like an eternity to me.

I do not wish for anyone to experience a night similar
to that one. My stubbornness had been broken, but at what
cost! I stood on the edge of obliteration. There was no
more turning back. I had been given one more chance.
Only one chance...

Often now, when I talk with people and notice how they
become sour or argue with God and spiritually make a fuss
over something like little children, I think with sadness that
they are not aware what it means to have only one chance.
It looks like they regard God’s patience as something they
can tamper with forever.

Meanwhile, the day was just dawning on the other side
of the window. After all that had occurred, my head felt as
if it was on fire and seemed to be encircled by an iron hoop.
But it didn’t matter any longer. It was terrible to recognize,
though, that my husband as he awoke could have found only
a breathless corpse in my place. I was quietly weeping,
thanking God for His bestowed mercy and realizing how un-
worthy of it I had really been.

Figuratively speaking, after that night my “Ego” was
like a squashed worm. Not a trace of hardness or resistance
was left. Now I was prepared to do anything my Lord would
have asked of me. Impatiently I waited until morning to find
Friedel Stegen and go to him for counseling. I certainly
could not sleep anymore. My nerves were completely on
edge, and I only prayed to the Lord asking for enough
strength to accomplish all I was supposed to do.
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While waiting for dawn I began to recollect the events
of the past night, and only then realistically understood
what pure madness it was to tell God, “You can take away
Your protection!”

In front of my eyes images of the past went by, when
the Lord had clearly displayed His protection in saving me
from inevitable death. In the days of my youth He had saved
me from disgrace three times. A few times [ was in danger
of being killed. Twice in my life I was close to being torn to
pieces by dogs. The first time it occurred when I had just
turned seventeen. | had graduated from high school and that
night was returning home all alone from the school gradu-
ation party. It was one o’clock in the morning. In the pitch-
black darkness my dress stood out as a beacon. Deep in
thought I was walking past dark barracks when suddenly
I heard a fierce growling next to me and a large German
shepherd watch dog flew at me. It stood on its hind paws
and pressing against my chest knocked me into a roadside
ditch. I couldn’t gather my wits as I was lying with my back
on the grass. And I don’t know where that almost inhuman
strength had come from but I was able to throw it off me
several times. I can’t recall how long this fight continued,
but at some point drained of all power I whispered, “Lord,
help me!” At the same moment | heard quickly approaching
heavy steps. A muffled kick sounded, and the huge dog flew
to the side as a small puppy.

“Miss!” I heard a compassionate voice. “It has not
bitten you, has it?”

A man in a white shirt leaned over me and giving me
his hand tried to pull me upward. Alas, my body was like
rubber and my legs just couldn’t support me. Then he
lifted me up and carried me to the closest barrack where
there was a dim street lamp, barely lighting the house
number.

He examined me and soothingly said, “Everything is
all right. It didn’t even tear your dress. [ will walk you home.
Where do you live?”

“Here, after a few blocks, at the end of the street.”

114



Having said the number of our house, I attempted to get
on my feet but wasn’t able to do that, and again helplessly
sank to the ground. Seeing that, the man bent over and care-
fully took me in his arms and carried me like a little baby.

“Is this your house?” he asked, putting me down on the
porch and knocking loudly on the door. Notwithstanding the
late hour, the door immediately flew open and my Mom was
peering through the opening.

“Dochen’ka, what’s happened?” she exclaimed notic-
ing my pitiful, disheveled appearance and my white prom
dress soiled with dirt and grass.

“Who did that to you?”

“It was a German shepherd. It jumped on me, but this
man came in time and saved me.” I turned around to thank
the man in a white shirt, but there was no one there.

“What German shepherd? What man?” My mother
began crying. “What are you talking about? There was no
one with you! Tell me the truth, what had really happened?”

“Everything is fine, Mama. It really was a dog, but a
man saved me. Don't you see? It didn’t even bite me,” I tried
to persuade her while holding onto the doorpost to avoid
falling.

“But, where is he?”

“He stood on the porch until the last moment when the
door opened. Have you not really seen him? He couldn’t
have just disappeared, could he?”

“There was nobody with you,” Mom repeated. “When
I opened the door, you were standing alone. You are prob-
ably delirious. Your Dad and I couldn’t sleep. We were on
our knees praying for you until we heard the knock on the
door. What’s wrong with you? Can’t you walk? O, my God,
your facial expression has changed! You are white as a
sheet! At least, let’s go inside the house! Let’s go!”

“Where is that man? Where is he?” I agonizingly
scoured my mind, trying to comprehend what had occurred.

“I know for sure that I could not walk and he carried
me in his arms. I remember him very well and will cer-
tainly recognize him if [ meet him again. Perhaps, he lives
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somewhere nearby. I ought to find him and thank him.” But
days, weeks and even months went by and yet, I never met
that man, no matter how carefully I looked into faces of
every person who crossed my path. Whoever he was —a man
sent by God or an angel in the shape of a man — I do not
know. Maybe only eternity will reveal it. One thing is clear,
though. In all that happened there was the definite hand of
God and His merciful protection.

Several days later as I walked past the cafeteria, I saw
that dog behind the bars of the fence and was shocked by its
unusually large size. In a rage, it could have torn me to
pieces in no time and bit my head off. But God did not allow
it by performing a true miracle. Ever since then, I began to
be afraid of dogs. However, twenty years later when we
were already living in Germany, another incident happened
that I consider nothing other than another miracle.

Once as I felt overcome by nostalgia for my Mother-
land and all my friends and relatives left there, I went to a
distant park with my needlework. I just wanted to be alone
and give myself to thinking while enjoying nature. As I sat
on the park bench I traveled to Russia in my thoughts and
recalled all I had experienced there. Suddenly, I heard a
voice within my heart.

“Leave this place, because there is danger awaiting
you!” 1 started and lowering my gaze saw a small creeping
snake nearby. Knowing that actually there were no poison-
ous snakes in Germany I followed it with my eyes and de-
cided that the voice was simply my imagination. Having
looked round, I made sure once more that [ was safe. By the
park bench there was a large tree with many branches. Right
in front of me lay a large beautiful clearing. It was summer-
time and a light breeze was blowing gently. As well, the
birds chirped in the branches, so I didn’t feel like leaving.
What kind of danger could have awaited me if there was a
freeway only 300-450 feet away?

Absorbed in my needlework I shuddered frightfully
when I heard a muffled growl close by. As I lifted my
eyes, I noticed a huge bulldog within three feet from me.
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Fear paralyzed me. I could not move or scream. In Germany
usually all dogs are on leash, especially the ones like Ger-
man shepherds and bulldogs. Far off at the edge of the
clearing two women walked out of the woods and one of
them was apparently the owner of the dog. Seeing the situ-
ation that was developing in front of her eyes, she yelled
something to her bulldog in horror, but it did not pay any
attention to her. Baring its fangs the dog stood right in front
of me and maliciously growled.

“0, Lord!” The words swept through my head. “Have
mercy on me!” In that instance, something extraordinary
happened. By some unknown and powerful blow the canine
was thrown back, fell on the ground, then got on its feet, and
fleeing behind the tree standing in close proximity, remained
there miserably whimpering and not daring to come close
any more.

Then the owner came.

“What did you do? What did you say to him?” she
asked me anxiously, while she tried to put a collar over her
dog who was now frightened no less than I was and was
hardly able to drag him from his spot. Naturally, I was not
able to answer her or explain anything and silently
shrugged my shoulders, for I too did not understand what
had happened.

While quickly running up the path leading to the road,
I was still in a state of shock.

“Lord,” I whispered, “Lord, thank You for protecting me
once more! Please, forgive my disobedience to Your voice!
I praise You for Your protection and Your great mercy!”

In addition to this, there have been many other cases
where I have obviously experienced God’s grace. His guard-
ianship had really been like a protecting wall surrounding
me, when I uttered those insane words, “You can take Your
protection off me.” It was that wall that collapsed, and let
the devil, who had been hunting for my soul, have direct ac-
cess to it. Now, many years later, when I think of it, the
thought of it terrifies me. How mad can a person become in
hardening his heart against God!
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Indeed, we do not know ourselves. We cannot even
imagine what we might be capable of, if we give place to
the devil by embittering our hearts. Then, he can first use
us as his tool, and later, destroy us, if not physically, then
certainly spiritually. Although, it is difficult for me to re-
member how loathsome, disgusting and ungrateful I had
been in God’s sight, I nevertheless don’t regret what I ex-
perienced. Otherwise, I would not have been able to un-
derstand my brothers and sisters in the faith, when in
certain moments they become so unrecognizably different,
unbearable and detestable by giving room to the devil; and
when, humanly speaking, you wish to part with them
forever or as they say, “to walk round them by the tenth
road”?, Fortunately, such a condition usually passes away
and when the Lord in His mercy opens their spiritual eyes,
they come to their senses all surprised and stunned. Sin al-
ways makes a person blind and foolish.

But, I must get back to the events experienced in that
awful night. Slowly coming back to my senses after the
dreadful fight with the devil and absorbed in my memories
I had not noticed it was morning. The alarm went off and
awoke my husband who had been sleeping soundly. The
hands of the clock indicated 7 o’clock in the morning. The
sun was struggling through the veil of morning fog. Saturday
was promising to be an excellent day, but only one thought
pulsed through my head — to get to counseling as soon as
possible. I wasn’t able to wait until evening.

During breakfast we were told that today there would
be a trip to the worship service at Claridge, and all co-
workers of the mission as well as the guests from Europe
would be going there by buses. At the same time when ev-
eryone else rejoiced at the announcement, I just wanted to
cry. I had planned to find Friedel Stegen immediately that
morning to pour out my heart in the counseling conversation.
But now it was impossible, because in an hour he was to ride
together with all of us. My head ached so much that it seemed
it would crack to pieces. I didn’t want to move, much less to

30 A Russian idiom, meaning: to stay away from someone as far as possible.
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go for a two-hour trip in a stuffy bus under the scorching Af-
rican sun! But to remain in the hut all by myself for the entire
day I didn’t dare. Therefore, I had no choice but to quickly
change my clothes and find a seat inside a crowded bus.

“What’s wrong with you?” my husband asked, looking
at me attentively. ““You look awful. Has something happened?”’

“Oh...It’s nothing...” I answered evasively. “I have a se-
vere headache and in general, I am not feeling well.” (I didn’t
want to tell him anything before I got to see the counselor).

I don’t know how I survived the next several hours. My
head burned as if in a fire, and caused an awful nausea that
was difficult to keep down. When the bus finally stopped
and we started going to the church building I was barely able
to move my legs. I pled with God to give me strength at least
to sit through the service. I simply couldn’t perceive the
words of the sermon. After the worship service was over,
my husband, very concerned with my terrible appearance,
took me into the shade of some trees.

As I leaned against one of the trunks I inwardly called
upon the Lord, “Father! I beg You, have mercy on me and
send Friedel Stegen here, otherwise I will collapse.” The cry
was still silently sounding within my heart when on the far
end of the path the figure of Friedel showed up. He was ap-
parently on the run and rapidly walked in the opposite from
us direction.

“Lord!” I cried out inwardly in despair. “Stop him! Turn
him around and bring him here, to us. Please, show me in
this, that You have granted me Your mercy!”

In that instance, a miracle took place. Brother Friedel
as if staggered, suddenly stopped, hesitantly looked back,
then made a sharp turn around and started walking towards
our side. It appeared that he himself did not realize exactly
what he was doing. Seeing such a clear answer to my soul’s
cry, I whispered to my husband to stand aside and sheepishly
stepped forward to face the approaching man.

“Brother Friedel!” I said with emotion, mixing German
and Russian words. “Last night God commanded me to go
to you for confession. If I don’t do it, the devil will destroy
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me.” | could not add anything else. My strength left me, and
I began weeping. Apparently, my look of anguish said it
more eloquently than my words, because Friedel glanced at
my face and quickly answered,

“Very well. You will come to my room for counseling
right after we return to Kwa Sizabantu.”

And with these words, he turned around and dis-
appeared in the direction from which he had come. After
that, everything happened as in a fog. I believe we had
dinner, but I did not feel like eating. The thought of going
back into the overcrowded and airless bus was making me
sick. Seeing my plight, they put me in a private car, but it
began to break down on the way and finally stalled. Another
car passed us by and stopped. To my surprise, Friedel Stegen
climbed out of it and for a time worked on the car together
with the driver. At last it started again. Getting back inside
his car, he noticed and recognized me.

As he considered my sad state, he said anxiously, “We
will meet right after arriving at the mission.”

All the rest of the way I repeated in my mind, “Lord,
please, give me strength to get there and accomplish what
I have to do.”

After we arrived, I got out of the car and plodded to bar-
racks, swaying but thanking God that the bus had not pulled
in yet, and that I would not need to wait in line. Brother Frie-
del came by in a few minutes, asked me to enter and suggested
we sit down. Choking with tears and having difficulty finding
the right German words, I told him how I had refused to go
to him for counseling and what had happened to me last night.

As he handed me a glass of water he slowly announced,
“For three years I prayed for you from when I saw you the
first time after your arrival in Germany.”

Hardly being able to compose myself with a feeling of
gratitude I whispered, “Thank you,” and pressed my parched
lips against the glass.

A person that has never experienced a deep humiliation
and a similar type of confession would hardly understand
what [ am about to recount. Never in my life had I felt such
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agonizing realization of my sinfulness, my insignificance and
my worthlessness. .. Never had my heart been so crushed and
broken. Never had I cried so much, confessing my sins in a
secret prayer to God, as I did that day. I don’t really know
what Friedel Stegen could possibly understand from my
confusing and muddled confession, made in half-German,
half-Russian words, but I have no doubt the Lord heard and
understood everything. When I finally stopped and quieted
down, the counselor knelt and uttered a brief prayer.

“Lord! You have heard all that Your child said and You
have understood her. I am asking You in Your name to for-
give her those sins and wash her in Your holy blood! Cleanse
her, sanctify her and take away the burden from her soul.
Thank You, that You have heard me. Amen.”

Believe it or not, but it seemed to me that the heaven
itself put a seal under this final “amen.” At that instant, the
burden of sins, which heavily lay upon my soul for many
years, fell off my shoulders. A happy sigh of relief escaped
from my lips. It seemed I was capable of flying. Astounded
I did not know what to say, both certain and uncertain, that
it was for real. How was it possible that such a simple and
short prayer could contain so much power!

At this moment, at last I understood the meaning of
words of the Holy Scripture, “The effective, fervent prayer
of a righteous man avails much” (James 5:16). Involuntarily,
a picture of the prophet Elijah, who had prayed to God at the
altar on the Mount Carmel, came to my mind. “.../ am Your
servant, and...I have done all these things at Your word.
Hear me, O Lord, hear me...” (1 Kings 18:36-37). In re-
sponse, the fire of God fell from heaven to confirm that his
prayer was heard.

In people’s lives, there are moments when the answers
they have sought for many years suddenly become evident
in a few short fleeting minutes or even seconds. That was
what had happened to me. Still sobbing, yet not from despair
but from happiness, I kept saying repeatedly, “Thank You,
Lord, that You have revealed Yourself to me! I thank You
for Your forgiveness and mercy!”
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This was the day when my cleansing process began.
During the following two weeks of our stay at Kwa Siza-
bantu the Lord almost constantly continued revealing my
heart to me, pointing His finger at anything that defiled my
soul and at things that I certainly thought had been “over-
grown with grass!. For example, He reminded me of a mo-
ment in my early childhood that I had completely forgotten.
In my inner eye I saw a picture of our kitchen in Russia
where I was sitting at the table on which my mother had put
some candies. My mother wanted to divide them among us
six children. As she left the kitchen for a moment, I grabbed
one candy and quickly hid it in my pocket.

“You are a thief,” the Lord told me in my heart. “Do
you understand you are a thief?” Then, there was another
incident and another one... God kept showing me many in-
stances in my life when I happened to take something with-
out asking or receiving permission for doing so. I would
have never considered myself a thief and, more likely, would
have been got offended if anyone had dared to call me that.
However, now, under God’s definition of my behavior
I could not resist. I remembered that as my thoughts drifted
back to the times when I worked at the clinic where I used
to take bandages, cotton and alcohol that the nurses offered
to me at the end of the month, since it was allowed to write
off the remainders. To tell you the truth, in the former Soviet
system, all of us, with rare exceptions, had been thieves. Ev-
erything belonged to the state then and was public property.
Therefore, it was considered to be common, that is, “ours.”
So, a person took everything that lay as a temptation in one's
way without thinking that it had been stolen, or one invented
the most pious excuses.

Next, I recalled a following scene: a locked room and I,
still a little girl, looking through a keyhole in order to see what
was going on inside. “Do you remember this? ”’ The question
resounded in my heart. Yes, I did remember. Oh, I wish I did
not have to remember! Such things burn one with shame.

31 A Russian idiom, meaning that something has become completely forgotten
and therefore, is taken care of and does not need any attention.
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Thus, step by step, the Lord walked me through my life be-
ginning with my childhood. Only then did I realize how sinful
a small child can be, although he or she may look like an angel
from the outside. Time and time again, I was prompted to
bring my sins into the light, and every time I felt ineffable re-
lief after the confession. Finally, I was able to understand
those I had seen on the post card and those who came out of
the counseling rooms with faces enlightened with joy. Now
I knew what was happening behind those doors. When it was
difficult for me I comforted myself with a thought that yet a
little longer and my cleansing would be finished. Silly me,
I did not know that it was only the beginning.

The life at the mission station continued its own course.
Some guests were leaving and others were arriving in their
place. There were new encounters and acquaintances. What
different kinds of people we saw there! And each of them
had their own life with its difficulties and problems that
eventually led one there on a quest for a solution. No one
had asked anybody what congregation he or she was from
and what denomination one belonged to. No one tried to
convince anyone or force his personal opinion in faith
matters on another. The same thing was being preached to
everyone and the main preaching theme was the problem of
sin and the necessity of cleansing and sanctification. It must
be said that you would rarely hear these topics discussed in
traditional or nominal churches, where they are inclined to
preach about God’s mercy and love, forgiveness and salva-
tion by grace. No doubt, it is just as correct, but there is also
something, which makes us wretched and separated from
God. This “something” is sin, which had entered man’s life
almost from the beginning and made him a toy in Satan’s
hands. Perhaps, that is why the searching souls tend to be
drawn towards sermons on sin and cleansing. They rec-
ognize their imperfection and impotence in the battle against
sin. Who knows, but perhaps it was for the same reason that
crowds of sinners had been gathering in the desert to listen
to the fiery preaching of John the Baptist, who mercilessly
exposed and detected sin?
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All visitors at Kwa Sizabantu ate the same simple food
that consisted of bread, maize cooked in water, beans or rice
with green salad and some plain sauce. Once a week they
cooked meat. In a long cue of people there stood judges, doc-
tors, pastors, teachers, farmers, students, pupils, housewives
and workers. No consideration of national or social differ-
ences was made. From several hundreds to a thousand people
were present at the station on any given day, and thousands
arrived by cars, buses and trucks for Sunday services.

There, at Kwa Sizabantu, in that memorable 1986 we
celebrated Christmas and the New Year 1987. For the first
time in my life, I observed these holidays not in the midst
of cold winter, but in the intense heat of summer. Right after
the New Year, | was summoned to the office of Erlo Stegen.
I had no clue what it meant, since we did not know each
other personally until then. When at the appointed time my
husband and I came to him, he said that I was the first Rus-
sian who had visited Kwa Sizabantu.

“We have already had Germans from Russia here more
than once,” he explained. But there had never been a real Rus-
sian. Zulu people would love to see what the true Russian
looks like. Will you not agree to give them your testimony?”’

Wow!... This was like a bolt from the blue. I wondered
when he was planning to do that and heard his reply, “You
should be ready any time.” It was amusing, but it seemed
that at this mission station nobody knew how to plan any-
thing. Everything happened spontaneously and indeed, it
was always necessary to be prepared for anything. However,
after a while, one got used to this and deemed such ordering
of things as standard procedure.

A day after our conversation Erlo Stegen made an an-
nouncement from the pulpit that there was a Russian woman
in the sanctuary who would give her testimony and everyone
would hear how the Russian language sounded. It was good
that I had forewarned my interpreter about it, so he got up
without delay and came forward with me to the pulpit. I re-
call that I spoke not so much about myself as about Russia
and the Russian people whom I loved and for whom
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I grieved that for more than seventy years they had been liv-
ing in an atheistic political system deprived of God and the
Good News of salvation. I also shared my dream of Kwa Si-
zabantu, which I had experienced seven years before in Es-
tonia, about the postcard that came to life in my dream and
about the voice from heaven that had replied to my wish to
come here.

“It has been exactly seven years,” | finished my speech,
“and now, I am here at last.” At these words, a woman from
the back rows stood up abruptly and swiftly left the sanctu-
ary. I did not pay attention to her at the time, but after the
service, she approached and speaking in German, extended
to me the same postcard with a question,

“Is this what you saw in a dream?”

“Yes, it is the same card.”

“I must tell you, that exactly seven years ago my hus-
band and I were here, at Kwa Sizabantu for the first time
and he took this picture, which upon our return to Germany
he published as a postcard. Today we arrived here for the
second time and have only spent a few hours here,” she con-
tinued with emotion. So you can probably understand why
your story has touched me! We could not have even imag-
ined that somewhere in a foreign country God would speak
to a soul through this card we had published and then, mi-
raculously, make it possible to come and meet each other!
Today! It is exactly today! In the day of our arrival! You
could have shared your testimony some other day earlier
when we were not yet here, and we would not have known
about it. I do not know what it means for you, but for my
husband and me it is a real miracle!...”

The woman kept chatting on and on, but I wasn’t lis-
tening anymore; and not that I did not share her joy. Ho-
wever, only a half an hour before I had experienced
something tremendous, something that was meant to change
my future life drastically. And this is what had happened.

As soon as I had finished giving my testimony and gone
back to my seat, a kind of unusual thing took place. Sud-
denly there was a dead silence. I saw how the lips of the
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Exactly 7 years later I stand at the same spot. My first trip to Republic of
South Africa to Kwa Sizabantu. December 1986
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preacher were moving as he spoke the words of his sermon.
I also observed the movement of my interpreter’s mouth
close by, but I couldn’t hear a thing. All of the sounds in the
sanctuary had somehow been as if turned off and I found
myself in a deep stillness.

But, out of the blue a clear voice spoke to me, “Lud-
mila, you have just said that you love your people. Prove it
to Me, that you really love them.”

“Prove it??! To You?!....” I asked again silently in my
thoughts, having no doubts it was the voice of God. “But
how would I do it?”

“Write a book.”

“A book?!... What kind of book?!”

“Bring this sermon to your people in Russia.”

“But, Lord! Surely, [ am a doctor, not a writer! I do not
know how to write!”

“I'will help you.’

“But what kind of book will this be?”

“A book made up of the sermons and testimonies of
Erlo Stegen.”

“Yes, but I only speak Russian, and he preaches in other
languages.”

“Do not fear. I will help you...’

The voice grew quiet just as unexpectedly as it had ap-
peared, and I began hearing what was going on in the room
yet again. My translator had been going on with his work.
Neither he, nor my husband or the people around us noticed
anything or heard any kind of voice. Thus, I had been given
a task or rather a directive that I was expected to carry out.

I sat startled, trying to cope with the flood of thoughts.
“How do I do this? How do the books get written? Why has
the Lord chosen me for this task when I do not know Ger-
man and there are so many Germans from Russia who speak
perfect Russian? Why do I have to do this? Besides, I am
simply unworthy of this charge! Now that my spiritual eyes
have been opened and I can see myself so sinful and pa-
thetic — how can I ever begin to work on such a book?! No,
I can’t! I have no right to! But wait, Ludmila. It was God,
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Who told you this! How can you disobey God if only a few
days ago during that awful night of fighting the devil, you
were begging Him to give you a chance?! Only one
chance!.. Can you really say ‘no’ to Him after all that?! It is
good that there are sermons and testimonies of Erlo Stegen
in German on audiotapes, which could be used for the book.
Yes, but I do not know German. Until today, I always needed
someone to interpret for me. How can I even undertake such
work? Even if | use a reference book and a dictionary, I will
not be able to do an exact translation and that means that an
incorrect translation will go to Russia. No, that is impos-
sible! It is too much of a responsibility! To give millions of
people something that perhaps, was written incorrectly! No,
I cannot do that! I just can’t!..”

However, my heart clearly continued picking up the
voice of God saying, “Dont be afraid. I will help you.”

The next morning I came up to my translator and with-
out going into details asked him to go to Erlo Stegen with
me. Soon we saw him at the central building of the mission.
As I approached him, I briefly stated that I wished for
people in the Soviet Union to know about the revival in
Africa, but did not say a word about my experience during
the meeting yesterday. In reply, Erlo Stegen suggested
translating a book Gott unter den Zulus (God among the
Zulus) by a doctor of theology Kurt Koch. At that, our con-
versation ended and I returned to our hut with the sense
that God had told me differently.

A month of our stay at Kwa Sizabantu drew to an end.
Soon we boarded a large airliner taking us from a hot Af-
rican summer to a cold European winter. After I returned
home, I did not start working on the book right away be-
cause fear had gripped me once more that nothing would
come of this. Humanly speaking, this project looked too
unreal. If it had been taking place in Russia or, at least,
among Russian-speaking people, then it would have been
different. I could have asked, clarified, talked, inquired
and so on about anything I needed. But here, the lack of
thorough knowledge of German language was keeping my
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mouth shut. Moreover, I had not a slightest idea how to
write a book and what rules and principles were involved
in doing that. In general, the art of writing was all a dark
forest®? to me. I also had no one who could help or advise
me in this. In addition to all that, more and more often
I had been overcome with thoughts of my own unworthi-
ness to take on this big work. And so, several months had
passed by.

The spring drew closer and Erlo Stegen once more ar-
rived in Germany with his coworkers. In one of the cities
where [ went with my husband for worship there was a black
Zulu giving his testimony at the service. He said that all his
life he had dreamt of becoming a medical doctor, but once
asked at school by his teacher what he wanted to be, he sud-
denly for himself blurted out, “A preacher of the Gospel,”
even though he was a heathen at the time. Several years later
when he studied in the medical faculty at a university, the
Lord reminded him of his words, said in his childhood, and
made him aware that this was his calling.

As the black brother was relating his story a forgotten
picture from my own childhood came to surface, a school
hallway and a question posed by two women teachers about
what I wanted to be when I grew up. Then my semi-humor-
ous answer, “An actress!”

And then the unknown voice that followed and said,
“An actress? No, you will write books.” It might seem
strange, but in the past years I had not remembered it even
once. It did not come to my mind at Kwa Sizabantu, when
God gave me the order to write a book, by this confirming
the calling revealed in my childhood. But now, in the days
of the agonizing battle with my Self, this forgotten scene of
the early years came back so vividly before my eyes during
the service, that I almost shouted.

To my embarrassment I must admit, that in my head a
thought darted, “So, I must write not only about someone
else but also for someone else, all the time remaining in the
shadow of the other name?”

321 Russian, this idiom literally translates: “as in a dark forest.”

129



Momentarily, I heard a question in my heart, “And do
you want to stand in the light of your own glory?”

I was ashamed and could only ask, “Forgive me, Lord!
Please, forgive me! Oh, how unworthy I am! With a heap of
all my sins I am really unworthy to write this book.”

Although, it seemed that | had received a clear affirma-
tion of my calling through this reminder, my torments con-
tinued. Whether it was a foretaste of what was to come later
on, [ know not. Nevertheless, my soul was trembling before
something unknown. Therefore, days, weeks, and months
went by in this continuous inner struggle. The thought that
I could lose my last chance begged of God on that horrifying
night didn’t leave me in peace. In an attempt to quiet the in-
ward pain [ tried to apply myself to something else and de-
cided to work in the kitchen of the church we then attended.
Later, I started sewing for the needs of the mission.

However, no matter what I did, the voice inside my heart
kept repeating over and over again, “This is not your calling.
You are doing something different from what you are sup-
posed to do. You flee from the face of the Lord like Jonah
did.” Tt was very difficult for me, but I shared my experiences
with no one.

Four months later, during one of the church services the
Lord had said the following words in a wonderful way,
“Ludmila! You can do much for Me, but without Me during
your entire life you would not accomplish the only important
thing I have called you for.”

These words ended all my hesitation. Two days later
as [ was walking with my husband I told him what had been
weighing heavily on my heart for several months. There
was no doubt that if I started working on the book it would
mean that the load of our financial needs would rest on him,
and not just for a couple of years, but possibly for the rest
of our lives.

My husband received the news in an amazingly calm
way. After a moment of quiet, he said, “If you are abso-
lutely sure it is the will of God then, do what the Lord tells
you to do.” Since that time many years had flown by, but
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never did he take his words back — no matter how hard it
has been for us at times — and I am grateful to him beyond
measure for it.

In the book of Isaiah the prophet (8:11) the following
words are written, “For the Lord spoke thus to me with a
strong hand.” When God speaks, you cannot escape. If once
the voice of God reaches you, you cannot mistake the inten-
sity with which it sounds in the language understandable to
you. God’s calling touches our heart by means of hearing or
by way of circumstances, or in some other way. From the
time of the calling, God comes claiming His right on you
entirely, and from that point on all your future life will be
submitted to your calling.

The vision the Apostle Paul had on his way to Damas-
cus wasn’t some temporary fleeting emotional experience.
It was something that gave him clear and certain direction.
When He met His persecutor on the road he was traveling,
God said, “For I have appeared unto thee for this purpose,
to make thee a minister and a witness both of these things
which thou hast seen, and of those things in which I will
appear unto thee...” (Acts 26:16 KJV). In other words, the
Lord let him know the following, “All your life will be
submitted unto Me, and you have no other goals, no other
ambitions and desires besides Me, because you are My
chosen vessel.”

The response to this calling and choosing for service
was his determined step to commitment and full obe-
dience, “I was not disobedient unto the heavenly vision...”
(Acts 26:19, KJV). I had to do the same thing and, in spite
of all, have never regretted that decision.

I think everyone of us must find his or her place in life.
In a spiritual sense, one discovers it only when one accepts
the ministry given by the Lord. Joy comes from fulfillment
of that for which one was created and born from above. The
joy of our Lord Jesus Christ was grounded in the fact that
He was carrying out the work for which He had been sent
to earth by His Father. If one receives a ministry from God,
then one should be faithful to Him and value one's own life
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only as much as it helps to accomplish that ministry. And
how rewarding it would be in eternity to hear these words,
“Well done, My good and faithful servant!” and find out that
you have completed all for which you had been sent.”

Oswald Chambers says this about the calling, “Our
Lord never lays down the conditions of discipleship as the
conditions of salvation. We are condemned to salvation
through the Cross of Jesus Christ. Discipleship has an option
with it — “IF any man. . . “ Paul's words have to do with
being made a servant of Jesus Christ, and our permission is
never asked as to what we will do or where we will go. God
makes us broken bread and poured-out wine to please Him-
self. To be “separated unto the gospel” means to hear the
call of God; and when a man begins to overhear that call,
then begins agony that is worthy of the name. Every am-
bition is nipped in the bud, every desire of life quenched,
every outlook completely extinguished and blotted out, sav-
ing one thing only — “separated unto the gospel.” Woe be
to the soul who tries to put his foot in any other direction
when once that call has come to him.”??

Dear Reader! If God chooses you for some specific
task by clearly revealing His will, then cast off all the other
attractions and wholeheartedly devote yourself to this one
calling.

33 http://www.myutmost.org/02/0202.html. Taken from My Utmost for His
Highest by Oswald Chambers. February 2" . (¢) 1935 by Dodd Mead & Co., re-
newed (c) 1963 by the Oswald Chambers Publications Assn., Ltd., and is used
by permission of Discovery House Publishers, Box 3566, Grand Rapids MI
49501. All rights reserved.
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Chapter 8
The Work On the Book
“Revival Begins with Me”

The name for the first book, Revival Begins with Me,
had been on my heart even during our stay at Kwa Siza-
bantu. It had reflected in the best way not only what was told
by Erlo Stegen from the pages of the book but also what was
happening inside my own soul at the time of working on it.
Several audiotapes in German language, which we had
brought back from Kwa Sizabantu, had served as a base ma-
terial for the book. There Erlo Stegen related a story about
his own quest for God during the first twelve years of his
missionary service among the Zulu tribe and about the be-
ginning of revival at Mapomulu. Then a few dozens of other
tapes with his sermons were added to the first batch. Those
tapes got into my hands by some wonderful ways from dif-
ferent people we have come to know through Kwa Siza-
bantu. Altogether, I listened to approximately one hundred
and eighty tapes, recorded within the first twenty years since
the revival had started. From this group I picked twenty
major recordings, joining them with numerous clips and
quotes from the rest of one hundred and sixty tapes. And no
matter what housework I was doing — cooking, laundry,
ironing, washing or cleaning — the small player had always
hung on my chest containing the next audiotape. Once and
again I had to stop and run for a dictionary to find an unfa-
miliar word. Simultaneously, this was the way I was learning
German. After spending several months of listening to au-
diotapes, all the necessary material had been selected, and
equipping myself with dictionaries and reference books
I began a written translation. But the work was moving ex-
tremely slow, so much so, that I took to despair. Exhausted,
one day I fell on my knees and bitterly wept. “Lord!” I said,
“with my pathetic knowledge of German it is quite impos-
sible for me to accomplish this work. However, You have
promised to aid me. Then, please, do help me, because I feel
absolutely helpless...” Soon after the words had been spoken,
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the phone rang. I got up from my knees and lifted the re-
ceiver. There was a voice of a young brother who had trans-
lated for me at worship services and was with us at Kwa
Sizabantu. “Ludmila,” he said. “I felt prompted to call you
and ask if you needed any of my help.” I almost lost the abil-
ity to speak with astonishment. Just a minute ago I cried out
to the Lord for His help and His answer came right away,
without any delay! Devoid of getting into details I related a
story about the beginning of my work, about difficulties in
connection with translation and my fears that due to the lack
of language knowledge I could translate something incor-
rectly. I asked him not to tell anyone about it yet, because
I wanted to keep it in secret until the book was completed.
When he listened to all I had to say, he readily concurred to
assist me, and we agreed that [ would copy all the necessary
material to new tapes and give them to him for translation.
Then he would translate it vocally word to word and record
it on another tape and after that, hand it to me so I could
make a grammatically correct Russian translation. Our ex-
periment did work out perfectly, and since that time, the
work went a lot faster and smoother. By listening to German
sentences with the following Russian interpretation I began
not only getting a hang of the language, but at the same time
started learning how to translate. My joy was endless, be-
cause I was truly seeing the hand of God in this work. As
I listened to 180 audiotapes, I intuitively guessed the
sequence of events, of which Erlo Stegen spoke, since he
rarely mentioned any dates when things had occurred. It ap-
peared not an easy task to combine and link together sep-
arate quotations and excerpts to create a consecutive account
and convert a lively verbal speech into a precise shape of a
book. I had to rewrite the whole book by hand three times!
It took me over two years. When the manuscript was ready,
the question arose about typing the text on a typewriter, an
occupation which I had never learned before. It had no sense
asking someone to do that for me, because not many could
have made out my fine hand-writing. I needed to learn typ-
ing in a shortest time possible. It would be practically unreal
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to find a self-paced training book for touch-typing in Rus-
sian language during those years in Germany. So I began to
pray, asking God to help me with this problem. Two weeks
later I held in my hands the necessary manual for getting the
skills on touch-typing, meant for a year of self-paced study.
A whole year sounded incredibly long; therefore, I had to
get back on my knees pleading with God to enable me to
master this technique in a quickest time feasible. The
Heavenly Father heard my prayer, and in two weeks I began
typing my book in a “blind” manner. After two or three
months I realized that it wouldn’t work very well without a
computer. We had to buy a used computer and my husband
got absorbed into learning of its functions, after which he
also started to teach me how to use it. I must admit, I have
absolutely no clue in a way of equipment, and it wasn’t easy
to teach such a dim-witted student the details of computer
typing. However, finally, it worked and I was able to transfer
from a type-writer to a computer.

Months followed after months and it seemed there
would be no end to this book typing. When, at last, it had
been finished, the question arose about having it grammati-
cally checked. Having no funds whatsoever to pay someone
for such a service, I buried myself under the volumes of text-
books and basically returned to a school course of Russian
grammar, beginning with the seventh grade. Five times
I read and re-read the book, constantly finding grammar mis-
takes as far as syntax was concerned. When hopelessness
again crouched upon me, the Lord sent a man who used to
work as a teacher in Russia and after reading the book he
made the final corrections.

The third year of work was coming towards the end, but
we still had no means of publishing it. During all this time
I often asked the Lord in prayer, where we would get the
money for printing the book at a publishing company, and
every time there came a reply in my heart, “This is not of your
concern. Do what you must and leave the rest up to Me.”

Besides, there was another problem in regards to trans-
porting thousands of books to the Soviet Union, which at
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the time still remained a country “behind the iron curtain.”
Humanly speaking, it was practically impossible and there-
fore, we had no other way but to entrust it also into the hands
of the Lord. God remained faithful to His word and contin-
ually granted His help. When the book was ready to be pub-
lished, a widow of Kurt Koch, the Doctor in Theology,
approached me during one of the church services, where she
came from another town. Ten years ago her late husband had
written the first book about this revival in German language,
called Gott Unter Den Zulus. “1 accidentally found out”, she
said, “that you too have written a book about the revival.
The fact is that my husband really wanted to visit the Soviet
Union in his lifetime, but had never had an opportunity. He
wished to finance the publishing of such a book in Russian,
if it would ever have been accomplished. Therefore, after
his death I want to fulfill his desire and pay for the publish-
ing of the book you had been working on, through the means
of the Bible-printing mission he founded.”

I became flabbergasted with joy and amazement. God
surely does not haste, but He is also never late. And there is
nothing impossible for Him! When you think, you have
come to the end of your wits He had already prepared for
you a way out.

Right at this time, Friedel Stegen was in Germany on
his missionary trip. He was my counselor and the only one
who knew the details about my work on this book. Many
times I told him that I wanted to record Erlo Stegen’s name
as the author of the book, but every time he reacted neg-
atively. “But why?” I couldn’t understand, “This book was
made exclusively out of his testimonies and sermons.
I added nothing on my own. Even though I did the work of
putting things together, but all the contents were his!”” Nev-
ertheless, in spite of all of my arguments, the leadership of
Kwa Sizabantu insisted on listing my name as the author of
the book. I continued my fight, not wanting any future blame
on misappropriating things that somebody else had said or
done. “Please, finally, try to understand me,” I struggled
to persuade brother Friedel. “This book carries the name
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Revival Begins with Me for a reason. Revival begins with
the one who tells about it. So, it starts with Erlo Stegen, not
with Ludmila Plett! Why can’t you realize this?” Without
answer, Friedel Stegen sharply got up, pointed at me with
his finger and declared: “Revival begins with you!” Then,
he turned around and left. I remained sitting there, tormented
by conflicting thoughts.

After the conversation, I began earnestly praying, ask-
ing the Lord to reveal His will and to my surprise I was con-
vinced to use my name. This was the end of my resistance.
Erlo Stegen did not know about this work until the book had
been prepared for publishing.

It must be mentioned, that during all time this work
went on, the Lord labored on me non-stop. Therefore, those
years became a spiritual windmill for me, which mills
slowly but fine. When my hand was writing the lines, telling
how God cleansed the lives of different people from their
sins, a question inevitably would pop up: “And how does it
look like in your life, Ludmila? Are you free from that sin?
How is everything in this matter or in the other?” The pic-
tures of the past floated in my memory, showing that one or
the other certain sin I had also committed and if it was not
for real, then certainly, in my thoughts. At such moment,
I stopped the work and would start writing a letter, bringing
to light that, which had been hidden in the dark until now. If
I did not do that, all labor would come to a halt. It displayed
in a way that all the right thought process ceased or I wrote
pages after pages and subsequently tore them in pieces and
threw away after reading. Day after day would pass like that.
I worked, but the book did not increase by a single page.
And only after I opened in confession things that the Lord’s
finger pointed at, the work would move forward.

I felt as if squeezed in the clamps from which I could
not release myself. Never in my life were the sins of the past
presented to me in such an astounding clearness as during
those hard but blessed years. Never had I imagined myself
such a repulsive sinner in need of forgiveness. Thus, for the
first time in my life, being a Christian from birth, I deeply
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and sincerely repented my sins at the age of forty. Then I re-
alized that there are no big and small sins before God. For
Him, sin is sin. Therefore, things I considered insignificant
in former times, arose before me like a mountain weighing
heavily and oppressing my soul. I wept and wept in repen-
tance and brokenness. There were instances when I wanted
to cry out, “Save me, Lord, for I am perishing!” Perhaps,
some may think of this as strange, obscure and even sus-
picious. But for me, undeniably, those were the most blessed
years of all my life, during which I intimately deeply recog-
nized my sinfulness. It will not be an exaggeration to say
that the book Revival Begins with Me was literally bathed
in my tears. Therefore, when people later asked me, why
they could not read the book without tears, I usually replied,
that possibly it was because of me first weeping over it.

During the cleansing process, God was so strict with
me that at times I thought I would not last long. “Lord!”
I would say in a prayer. “You are so demanding towards me
that I cannot withstand it any longer.” His reply did not
linger, “Can’t you?” 1 heard in my heart. “But didnt you
ask me for a revival? And now, when I am doing it, you say,
you can't? Don't you know that I love the sinner but hate
sin? Without cleansing there could be no revival.” That
made me tremble and I was only able to answer, “Lord, for-
give me! Please, go on. Do what You like. Don’t stop...”
After going through such a spiritual windmill, I am abso-
lutely and positively sure that it is impossible to carry on the
way of your calling without deep repentance. In fact, it gives
the beginning to our calling.

In that uneasy period I, as never before, understood the
words said to Peter by his Lord, “Most assuredly, I say to
you, when you were younger, you girded yourself and walked
where you wished,; but when you are old, you will stretch out
your hands, and another will gird you and carry you where
you do not wish” (John 21:18). Oh, if only we knew, how
often we walk in our own ways, setting off to where we
want! How few are the people who walk in the way where
God leads them to places they do not want to go. In my
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youth, I recall a question that bothered me often: how many
people get saved? Why is it written that: “...narrow is the
gate and difficult is the way which leads to life, and there
are few who find it” (Matt. 7:14)? What does the “few”
mean? How many are there? Why did the disciples while
listening to the warnings being given to them by Jesus once
exclaimed in astonishment, “Who then can be saved?”
(Matt. 19:25). But we, in contrast, do everything to make
our paths easier and meticulously simplify them! And it is
only because we do not want to walk the narrow way, for it
is too narrow and thorny for us.

In the process of working on the first book, the Lord
once showed me how the narrow way looked in His eyes. It
was a wonderful dream, where I saw myself romping on a
beautiful clearing. I picked flowers and braided wreaths, put-
ting them on my head. Then, at the edge of the clearing I no-
ticed a girl who told me, “Come here and I will show you
where you should walk.” When I approached her, she
pointed at the spot where I needed to go down a slope. Then
the girl disappeared, and I began descending at the appointed
place, until I felt a firm support under my feet. It was a
mountain path: on one side of it there was a vertical cliff,
and on the other — precipice, leading down to a terrifying
abyss. The path was so narrow, that you could only walk
there by tightly leaning against the rock, while clenching to
it with both hands. At a certain moment I slipped and turning
back, looked down. There was a deep, bottomless chasm. At
this sight I screamed with fear, “Lord, I knew that the path
was narrow and dangerous, but I couldn’t have even imag-
ined that is was so narrow and so dangerous!”

As my body was trembling and I was afraid to make
another step, I stopped and suddenly heard a voice: “Don’t
be afraid!” Turning around I saw a man a few steps away
from me, who said in comforting tone, “Don’t be afraid.
Keep going. We have passed through and, so will you.” With
these words he disappeared, but a thought crossed my mind,
“What if I return?...” I felt an urge to turn around and look
at the place where I started descending to this path. As I did,
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I saw there was now a seething waterfall. Huge mass of
water was falling down as a solid avalanche. There was no
way back. My heart sank, and the words escaped my lips,
“Lord, I won’t make it!” At that instance a voice sounded,
“Look upward!” As I lifted my eyes, far at a distance I saw
a shining city on the top of a mountain. The same voice said,
“This is your goal and you must get there.”

When I awoke, I couldn’t forget that dream and pray-
erfully asked, “Lord! Is it really a path leading to You,
which is so narrow?! Is it true that You showed it to me the
way it actually is?” In response to my questions, the Lord
gave me a desire to visit one brother in faith. I had a feeling
that I would get a confirmation of what I had seen. When
my husband and I came to his house one evening, that
brother greeted us at the doors. As he saw me, he exclaimed
with gladness, “Ludmila! Let me you show you something.
Somebody gave me some amazing pictures by an artist who
only draws animals, but in such a way that it surpasses pho-
tographical images!” Entering a room, he picked up a large
album from a table and flipping it randomly offered me the
first opened page with a picture. As I looked at it, I gasped.
There was an image of what I had seen in my dream that
night. It was the exact vertical slope and that same narrow
mountain trail. At the spot where I stood with the young
man there were depicted two white mountain goats flat-
tened against the rock, and to the left of them there was a
rapid frothing torrent. The picture repeated what I had seen
with such accuracy that I was speechless. Without going
into any explanations, I asked to borrow the album with il-
lustrations for a short time; then I went to a friend living
nearby and asked him to make a photo, which I have been
keeping now for many years. Looking at the mountain trail
depicted there, one can imagine how dangerous and diffi-
cult the narrow path is.

Unfortunately, we live in such a time when very little
is spoken about narrowness and difficulty of a Christian way.
Widely spread theories of “Christianity of prosperity” and
“guaranteed salvation”, along with others that teach an easy
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approach to Christianity, insistently convince people how
easy the way leading to salvation is. The wide way is defined
as the way to destruction, which is followed by the people
of this world; as for the believers it is meant they will surely
get saved by one manner or another. Equipped with such
theories and doctrines, children of God are not afraid to sin.
The narrow path to eternal life is being widened, simplified
and lightened to such extent that Christians become no dif-
ferent than secular people. Anything goes and is allowed,
only believe, become a member of a Christian congregation
and on a regular basis attend worship services. Narrow way,
of which the Word of God tells us, has become too narrow
for us to understand it literally. This definition developed
into more of an allegory than the reality of a Christian life.
Freedom in Christ is replaced with universal “you-may-do-
it-all” motto, and Christians easily allow themselves to do
the things that are unspeakable in the Holy Scriptures. One
Russian Christian song says it amazingly true: “Straight are
the gates and narrow is the way that lead to heaven, and
there are only few who understand those words, and there
are only few who follow it.”

As you ponder about these words, it involuntarily re-
minds you about Christians of the Apostolic times, whose
life, faith and love of God strike with their wholeheart-
edness. With readiness, they suffered hardships, accepted
sorrows and sufferings up to the horrible deaths in fires,
on crosses and in jaws of hungry lions, — all for the glory
of the great name of the Lord. They were despised, hated,
persecuted, falsely accused, thrown into prisons, stoned
and brutally murdered. In spite of all, they were prepared
to pay any price in order to remain the light and the salt
to the world around them that was decaying in its lusts.
Those folks differed from others in all aspects: relation-
ship between each other, their speech, behavior, manners
in society and clothing. They weren’t afraid to get belittled
and ridiculed by atheists. In contrary, it was a great honor
for them to suffer for their faith in Jesus Christ. How dif-
ferent they were from us, modern Christians, who try to
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imitate the life of this world out of fear to look old-fash-
ioned and foolish! Many are ashamed to pray for food at
a table out of fear to be mocked by others. We often speak
about God’s love towards us; however, we do not display
mutual love and faithfulness towards Him. In common
human hardships and difficulties we moan and groan, and
grumble at God, filled with indignation as to why we, in
particular, must endure this trial. Sufferings and death for
Christ sound nonetheless as the echoes of the long gone
past. And if we hear about something similar happening
in the countries of the third world, we sigh with relief that,
fortunately, we do not live there. Increasingly the defini-
tion of a “narrow way” is becoming to us some godly, but
not completely understood and not really acceptable ex-
pression.

Guiding me through the cleansing process, the Lord had
shown me His holiness several times. I will not forget one
instance when I worked on composition of the eleventh
chapter at the computer. With my lack of typing speed I had
spent on it almost two weeks. One time, when there were
only two or three paragraphs left to the end of the chapter,
my husband came home from work. “Ludmila!” he said
briefly, walking into the room, “Enough of typing. We must
quickly go to take care of a certain matter.” I do not know
why, but all of a sudden I exploded. Whatever you may say,
but I am doing God’s work and here is such impudence!
“Can’t you wait ten minutes?!” I exclaimed and sharply
turned around to him. “I have only several lines left, and the
chapter will be finished!” My voice sounded with obvious
irritation. My husband was looking at me, not saying a word.
I got uneasy feeling. When I turned back to computer screen,
I gasped. For whatever reason the typed text of the whole
chapter had vanished right in front of my eyes. The fruit of
the two weeks of labor had been destroyed in matter of sec-
onds. In despair, I hid my face in my hands, repeating,
“I have understood it, Lord!... I have understood it all,” and
in reply, in my heart I heard the words, “Remember that no
unclean thing can enter into My work.”
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That was how God revealed His absolute holiness to
me. The experience had become a bitter but a very important
lesson, and whenever I forgot it, I unavoidably had to pay
for it. It makes one wonder: how much activity goes on for
God in our day and age in full certainty that this or that is
really God’s work. However, if what God had showen me
was true and anything unclean cannot enter His work, then,
whom do we mean to do it for, if it’s done with irritation,
revolt, wrath, disagreements, falsehood, contrivances and
all kinds of lies? Aren’t we guilty in labeling things as
“God’s work”, where there is not even a trace of honesty,
purity and holiness?

The work on the book Revival Begins with Me con-
tinued for three years, but the Lord does everything in His
good time. He is not in a hurry and is never late. Whether it
was a fortunate coincidence or God’s plan — I know not.
Nevertheless, when the book was brought to a publisher,
radical changes took place in the former Soviet Union, and
the huge state, which had lived behind the “iron curtain”,
ceased to exist, being split into separate, sovereign countries.
This way all the doors flung open, and in December of 1989,
first copies of the book were sent in parcels to Russia, Be-
larus, Moldova, Kazakhstan, Ukraine, Estonia, Lithuania,
and Latvia, and so on. A year later, a large batch of eleven
thousand books was transported there by truck. Later, the
books were published again in the Russian city of Volgo-
grad.

In as little as three-four weeks after sending out the first
books we began receiving letters from readers, whose
number constantly grew. At times, two hundred letters came
in one day. Readers’ reaction succeeded all our expectations.
Then, for the first time in my life I received a spiritual in-
sight of the secret, invisible inner world of the Christians
who had been tired and weary of their searching for the
truth. Not only believers wrote letters, but also the secular
people, who didn’t know God, including those, who were
inveterate ardent atheists. After reading the book, some of
them addressed the Lord with the words: “God, if You are

143



like this, and if there is such Christianity, then I also want
to be a Christian. Anything else does not satisfy me.” In the
archives of our mission, we keep many letters ranging from
the most unnoticed church members to the pastors, mission-
aries and bishops, who shared how their hearts were touched
through that, which was written in the book. They noted how
they wept and repented in their sins; how they put things in
order in their lives and changed the way they treated their
relatives; how they returned what had been stolen from the
workplaces; how wives asked forgiveness from their hus-
bands and how children humbled themselves before their
parents; how those who contemplated suicide, discarded
their fatal decision and found a new meaning of life with the
Lord. To back up some of my statements here, I will quote
from several letters:

Alexander from town of Zaporozh’e: “I have just fin-
ished reading a book Revival Begins with Me. 1 am 55 years
old. I am a journalist by trade. In my life I have read hun-
dreds if not thousands of books and those were mostly of
philosophical context. In the past I had been an fervent athe-
ist, but fifteen years ago turned to God This book gave me
spiritually a lot more than all of what I had read so far col-
lectively. I thank God that this book got into my hands.
While reading it, for the first time I realized how great my
sins are. Please, pray for me, a sinner.”

A father of Sh. family from Lithuania: “Dear friends!
Our family thanks you from the bottom of our hearts for the
book Revival Begins with Me you sent to us. Through this
book I have come to faith in God, repented in my sins and
accepted the Lord as my Savior. The same happened with
my wife and our three children. We are so thankful to ev-
eryone who wrote the book, prepared it for printing and dis-
tributed it. Because of it, we awoke, asked forgiveness and
found peace and comfort in the Lord. I have read it several
times in a row and every time found something new for me.
This book helps people to grow spiritually.”

A pastor of a Russian-Ukrainian congregation
from the state of Minnesota, USA: “I am positive that all
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the numerous readers of this book are grateful to you that
you had it in your heart to write and publish it. We would
be extremely happy to meet you personally, here, on Amer-
ican land, where there is so much labor among Russian and
Ukrainian immigrants.”

A brother B. from city of Karaganda: “I thank God
that He fulfilled my dream and I was able to receive and at-
tentively read the book Revival Begins with Me. Not only
has its context touched my heart but all the useful examples,
as well. I have been a Christian for fourteen years and all
this time have been asking myself a question: why are there
so much resentment, arguments, quarrels and divisions, why
does love go with hatred hand in hand? Instead of humility
one finds pride and instead of bold preaching — cowardice
and fear. Shouldn’t we be the courageous followers or Christ
with hearts entirely given up to Him?! Unfortunately, in our
congregation there is always battle going on. A lot of things
in our worship services are nominal and only render the es-
tablished order. We faithfully get together at a certain time;
listen to the Word of God for two hours; sing and pray, then
just as promptly conclude the service and leave. Outwardly,
we sometimes are joyous, but more often we go home with
an empty and sad heart, which didn’t receive healthy spiri-
tual food, of which we all are in such a dire need. The book
about revival supplied answers to many of my tormenting
questions. Unfortunately, having now all the freedom one
becomes spiritually lazy, falls into a spiritual slumber and
self-consolation. But we must be watchful and sober! Oh,
how much we do need a revival!”

Sister D. from city of Vladivostok: “I heartily thank
you for the book Revival Begins with Me. The Holy Spirit
performs an amazing work because of it, working wonder-
fully in the hearts of believers. One sister from our congre-
gation read the book and being overwhelmed by deep
conviction, urged other members to repentance and cleans-
ing. Quoting paragraphs from the book in front of all, she
cried, realizing her sinfulness, and the whole gathering wept
with her. After the joint reading of this book during services,
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many members were spiritually nourished and became filled
with desire to change their life. Our women were especially
thankful. Advices given to us in the book, if you put them
into practice, perform true miracles. The light of God’s love
entered into our families! May the Lord bless you in a spe-
cial way for publishing this book.”

Young 16-year old Christian from Armenia: “I serve
the Lord in one small evangelical church in Armenia. After
I read the book Revival Begins with Me, 1 want to say, this
book was written under guidance and a power of the Holy
Spirit. While 1 was reading it, God repeatedly deeply
touched my heart, showing to me many things, of which
I had not even thought before. Never have I imagined that
there is so much dirtiness and filth in my life. At the same
time, my pride began to speak and hardened me to the limit.
I wanted to tear this book to thousands of pieces. However,
later I had to admit to myself that in the past year I had not
even thought of being a pure God’s vessel and had not tried
to be a genuine Christian. I started calling upon the Lord,
and He, by His grace, broke through my “Ego”, and created
something new out of me. Oh, how thankful I am to Him
for having done that!”

Sister M. from Ukraine: “The book Revival Begins
with Me 1 read not with my eyes, but with my heart. [ was
literally shaken by its every page, and I cried. In this book,
I recognized myself. It became a mirror of my faith and my
walk before God. I comprehended what pity of a person
I had been with my pride, arrogance, and haughtiness. I can-
not even describe it all. You have to live through it. Now,
I have no doubt that spiritual filth must be brought to light.
I felt as if the Day of Judgment had already begun for me.
I had no rest. I lost my sleep. But I am grateful to the Lord,
that I could experience it yet here, on earth, and feel God’s
presence and His holiness.”

Brother G. from city of Kharkov: “I only want to
praise and thank God for such a necessary book. As I re-
ceived it from you and read it, I passed it on to the members
of our congregation. It seemed as if a bomb had exploded!

146



While reading, many started seeing their lives with different
eyes. That way, the whole congregation awoke, which we,
the preachers, had not been able to achieve for several years.”

Brother D. from Zaporozhe: “We need your book Re-
vival Begins with Me as air for breathing. It is like a mirror
for us, Christians, where you can see if you are still in faith
and if you know God or not. When I was reading it, I could
not remain indifferent to my life. The same was happening
to other people whom I gave the book to read. All of them
have decided to correct and change their lives. There has not
been a similar book and, perhaps, there will be none like it,
which would be able to wake sleeping Christians up. We
deeply humble ourselves and thank you for truly good news,
which this book had brought us.”

Brother B. from Ural area: “Brothers and I have se-
riously studied the book Revival Begins with Me that you
sent us, and have concluded that it is not only useful, but
rather necessary. Therefore, we kindly ask you to send us
several more books for our missionary courses. It will be of
great help for our future missionaries. We look forward to
your future publications of similar books.”

Sister N. from town of Aktyubinsk: “After reading
the book about revival, I just cannot refrain from writing to
you. For us, Christians, who had grieved the Lord and
quenched the work of the Holy Spirit, this book is like a
balm. Every believer should read it, and not just read it, but
also digest it in our spiritual stomachs, so that those treas-
ures stay with us for the rest of our lives. While we are spir-
itually asleep, we are not able to bring fruits. Speaking this
way, I, first of all, mean myself, but there are a lot of those
like me.”

Brother from city of Kostopol: “Here, there are many
believers belonging to most different confessions, but ma-
jority of them are Christians only by name, because their ac-
tions tell otherwise. They are more of an obstacle, than a
blessing to others. We evangelize in various places. People
come to listen, agree, but only few turn to the Lord. God
cannot use us, because we, who carry the Good News to
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others, are unclean vessels. In short, we are in need of re-
vival: first and foremost — in our Christian churches and
later, — among unbelievers. That is why the book Revival
Begins with Me is so important and appropriate in our time.”

Brother G. from town of Sumy: “Your book about re-
vival causes great interest among believers just as well as
among non-believers. Many wish to read it. They talk about
it, discuss it, and ask about it everywhere. In order to borrow
it for reading, there are long waiting lists that usually go on
for months. And no one who reads it remains indifferent.
Nowadays, Christianity needs a revival, needs a victory over
“Self” and over sins, and over devil’s power. It needs what
is written in the book of Acts.”

A letter from the city of L’viv: “The one who is writ-
ing to you is a sinful atheist and a spiteful enemy of God.
Not paying attention to my unwillingness and rejection,
one Baptist preacher gave me the book Revival Begins with
Me to read. Today I have finished my reading and rush to
write this letter to you. In the beginning the book touched
me, but later, I was reading it with cold indifference and
unbelief. However, as I was getting to an end of my
reading, my heart suddenly began to tremble. Now I have
no other desire as to repent, cleanse, be sanctified and
wholly belong to the Lord.”

From the town of Divnogorsk in Eastern Siberia we
received the following: “In some churches of our town, in-
cluding the one I belong to, pastors along with other elders
have determined to get on a way of cleansing, and the results
of it are obvious. Those brothers do not tell anyone about
their decision, but the church members go to them for coun-
seling without any kind of urging, which had never hap-
pened before.”

Sister L. from Tashkent: “After reading the book Re-
vival Begins with Me | immediately turned to my unbeliev-
ing ex-husband, asking him for forgiveness. And even
though, he chose not to forgive me, I forgave him. Unfor-
tunately, he is a staunch atheist. This book helped me to re-
alize my own guilt before God and my ex-husband. It helped
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me overcome hatred; become a better person; learn how to
love and better understand the Lord and His teaching.”

I remember well a letter from a non-Christian mail-
woman. She wrote that feeling absolutely despondent, she
made her mind to commit suicide. Hardly being able to
think clearly any longer, she was automatically putting
mail into mailboxes for the last time, when suddenly her
foot stepped on something. She looked down and saw a
yellow book on a floor of the building entrance. Picking it
up she returned home with all intensions to carry out her
decision. But somehow, not really knowing why, she
opened that book and could not close it until finished
reading the last page. It was a sunrise, when Christ entered
into a shattered life of this woman. That’s how another
human life had been saved, and one more soul found her
Savior. On the yellow cover of the book there were the
words: Revival Begins with Me...

Another girl informed us that once she was walking to-
wards a river with the firm resolution to take her life by
drowning. Unexpectedly, her foot tripped at something. As
she looked on the road, the girl noticed a small book with
yellow cover right in front of her. The name drew her atten-
tion. Revival Begins with Me — she read and with a bitter
smile thought to herself, that revival would never be able to
begin with her. Although, moved by curiosity, she still bent
down and picked up the book. Flipping through several
pages she suddenly stumbled at words addressing those who
nurture thoughts about suicide in their hearts. Not being able
to stop, she spent many hours reading by the river. Then, the
girl got up and decisively went home. And so yet another
life had been saved.

I cannot forget the contents of one more letter, where
the elders’ committee of a large congregation in Russia ex-
pressed their gratitude for books about revival. After reading
them, all young people who had rebelled against the church
authorities, came back acknowledging their fault and asking
for forgiveness in organizing a spiritual mutiny. The brothers
wrote with emotion, that where all their efforts to make
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youth listen to reason kept failing, God was able to use the
books in a most incredible way.

Such letters were countless; therefore, I will limit my-
self to several more brief quotes:

...."“T'read this book on one breath. It really astounds you.”

...."“There are many doctrines in Christianity and a lot
of confessions, but for me personally and for the hearts of
other people, this book has become a stream of living waters
and the source, which is our Lord Jesus Christ.”

....“Thave no doubts whatsoever, that God Himself put
it on Ludmila Plett’s heart to compose this wonderful book
and give it to Russian Christianity. As [ was reading it, [ un-
derstood for the first time that I really needed such “chewed
over food” as a little toothless child.”

....“I am sure, God saw a spiritual hunger of our Rus-
sian nation, and therefore, He found such people abroad,
through whom He was able to help us.”

... If only every Christian had read this book, he
would have seen himself as in a mirror and would have been
ashamed of many of his thoughts and actions.”

....“Our Russian nation is like a parched, dried out soil,
that hasn’t been irrigated with living water for a long time.”

....”My greatest desire is that our Russian people re-
ceived millions of copies of these books.”

....“This book about revival is a balm for our sick souls.
It is like a current of fresh air for us.”

....“This book completely revolutionized my life, al-
though I have only had it for 24 hours. Now I know how
I must live.”

....“T'have read a lot of spiritual literature, but this book,
as no other, changes people radically, making them abso-
lutely new.”

....“This precious, honest and unsophisticated book
penetrates to the depth of heart. It helps all seeking souls.
But it won’t help those, who are content and don’t search
for anything.”

As I was reading letters, I was becoming more and
more convinced that it was the voice of God who had
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urged me to take up a pen. These lines filled with joy and
gratitude gave me strength and prepared for what I would
be experiencing much later and what I will tell you in a
short while.

Only a few months had passed since the book Revival
Begins with Me was published, when we started receiving
invitations from churches and congregations of various
towns of the former Soviet Union, asking us to come to-
gether with Erlo Stegen to lead the evangelizing services. In
early nineties it was not an easy task, since the entry of for-
eign evangelists and missionaries was extremely limited and
strictly controlled by the Department of Internal Affairs. Ho-
wever, nothing is impossible for the Lord, and in the summer
of 1991 we received permission for our mission team to
enter Moscow and Kiev. Till the end of my days I will not
forget this first missionary trip to my Motherland. The wor-
ship services were being held not just in various churches
but in the parks, at the stadiums, in private apartments
packed with people, and even in a forest in the outer edge
of Moscow, where believers had come from all different
places of our immense country. There I even met my coun-
trymen from Far East.

This trip concluded with the conference of presiding
brothers of different congregations and churches of Moscow
and its suburbs. They asked Erlo Stegen to tell about the be-
ginnings and the future development of the revival in South
Africa. Due to having no knowledge of the Russian lan-
guage, he wasn’t aware of what had been recorded in the
book and, therefore, he basically repeated its context almost
word for word, so that the attendees started to be indignant,
wishing to hear something new, which hadn’t been written
in the book. As for me, it gave me a great joy, since during
the trip I had already heard some people say that perhaps,
the book had partly been fancied by me for the sake of the
work of art’s beauty. Erlo Stegen’s story that was told in
Moscow, his testimony, and answers to the questions of
those present, all proved that there were no “add-ons” and
fantasies on my part.
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During the mission trip to the Siberia towns in 1993 (from left to right: Erlo
Stegen, Ludmilla Plett, translator Benno Noifield, Lidia Dube, Friedel Stegen)
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After that trip, the other ones followed. In a course of
ten years we had visited many cities in Russia and Ukraine,
in particular: Volgograd, different towns in Northern Cau-
casus, Novosibirsk, Kemerovo, Ryazanskaya region, To-
lyatti, Samara, Sumy, Berdichev, Simferopol, Sevastopol,
Yalta, etc. Later we had been invited to a Russian com-
munity of immigrants in USA, where we went to see con-
gregations of a range of cities and states. | was also fortunate
to make a trip to Israel, being invited there by some Jewish
people who had emigrated from the Soviet Union earlier.
Everywhere we appeared, we met up with the enthusiastic
readers, whose lives had undergone great changes performed
by God after the book reading.

Meetings and contacts with hundreds and thousands
of believers from various churches and confessions con-
firmed time and again, how many Christians were not
satisfied with their superficial, formal and, alas, often
Pharisee-like Christianity, which all came down only to
outward appearance of worship. People were thirsty to un-
derstand the reasons behind their stagnation and lack of
spiritual growth. I think, the book Revival Begins with Me
had become something like a “discovery of America” for
many of them, because it made it clear to them what hin-
drance the sins, which had not been brought into the light,
created in a spiritual growth of a person.

There was an opinion expressed in many of the letters
from readers that the book literally became a “bomb” in sin
matters, which caused a real spiritual revolution in minds of
Christians. Unfortunately, it is too rare, when they speak
about sins from the pulpits, or otherwise it is too softly
spoken, usually in a common vague form of a sentence,
without calling things their true names. Therefore, God’s
people are not afraid to sin. The product of it all is a super-
ficial Christianity, loss of first love towards God, spiritual
apathy and laziness, moral degradation of Church and ab-
sence of spiritual growth among its members. A lot of Chris-
tians couldn’t care less about it. They are pretty much
content with their regular attendance of the church services;
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with membership in congregations; with carrying out a cer-
tain ministry within and participation in different church ac-
tivities. However, there are such people who understand that
being a child of God means a lot more and goes beyond the
bounds of external worship. They seek to be close to God,
His guidance and personal contact with Him, and in their
quest they rarely find someone to identify with. They are
told that they should not worry because they have all they
need and therefore, must be happy and thank the Lord, being
fully convinced in their salvation. Although they don’t al-
ways easily get convinced and their souls continue to be
tormented, trying to comprehend what is missing and be-
coming discouraged and totally despaired.

All the time I had been thinking that such believers
were a singular kind and therefore, was utterly amazed, as
I ran into hundreds and thousands of those souls. They wrote
to me that when they had read the book, they finally found
answers to many disquieting questions and asked for expla-
nation of something that wasn’t clear to them. Thus, the idea
of writing the next two books was born, both of which, in a
similar fashion to the first one, were based on sermons, tes-
timonies and stories told by Erlo Stegen. They have also in-
cluded the answers to the questions and issues brought up
by the readers of the first book.
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Chapter 9
Through Gloom of Temptations and Problems.

And again, there were tapes, tapes and more tapes to
sort through... And again, the sheets of paper covered with
a small writing of translated text one by one laid on my desk.
Now there was no need in having the interpreter’s help, and
the work progressed quicker. The chapters followed the
chapters. Readers of the first book without knowing it, ac-
tively helped me to sort out the right material by asking nu-
merous questions in their letters, sharing their sorrows and
grief they met while searching for truth. They told about the
problems in their congregations and churches, being indig-
nant about the man-made rules which existed there and de-
scribing all kinds of unfairness and lawlessness concealed
under the mask of piety. While reading these letters, not once
my heart bled. I wanted to cry out of pity, sympathy and
pain. Reluctantly, Chapter 8 from the book of Ezekiel came
to my mind and the terror that the prophet experienced when
the Lord showed him the abominations committed in the
house of God and even before the sanctuary of the Lord.

I am writing about it now only to make clear why the
second book was written the way it was written, and why
it was called Time for a Judgment to Begin with the House
of God. It mirrored a cry for help, tears, sorrow, despair
and discouragement of hundreds and thousands of be-
lievers longing to serve the Lord, but every time pushing
against a sharp picket fence, stakes and thorns of “unchris-
tian” Christianity.

The work on the second book had taken half as much
time as the first book — only one and a half years, during
which the fierce devil’s attacks never slowed down, as well
as the continuous resistance from different people. In fact,
the opposition mostly arose from the ones I had never ex-
pected it from. It was a harsh time, and not once I had
thought of those three years, when I had been working on
the first book, when hardly anybody knew anything about
it and, therefore, did not interfere. Then, the battle went
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on mostly with my own ego, as the Lord led me through
process of cleansing. And He does not operate like a man,
“For He bruises, but He binds up; He wounds, but His
hands make whole’*. Even in the very difficult moments,
when He was especially strict with me, time and again [ was
being convinced that His “...mercy triumphs over judg-
ment”*. You will not find such quality among humans. Far
from being perfect, they, nevertheless, mercilessly judged
my words and deeds in all that did not fit their understanding
of a “right” ministry. If one experiences something of a sort,
it is easy to understand King David in his trial, when he had
committed a sin by counting people of Israel and had to
choose one out of three the plagues, offered to him by God
— seven years of famine, three months of being chased by
his enemy, or three days of the wrath of God. David had
chosen the last plague, saying, “...I am in a great strait:
let us fall now into the hand of the Lord; for his mercies
are great: and let me not fall into the hand of man”
(2 Sam.24:14). How many times I have attested these words
to be very true, experiencing severity of people’s judgments,
after I “fell into the hands of men”!

Just as in the case with the first and later, the third book,
the second book was used by the Lord to continue the work
He began in me. Nothing of what had been written there has
passed my heart by. Again and again He was posing ques-
tions to me: “Ludmila, how are you doing here? And how
does it look with this or that in your own life?” During those
years I didn’t understand many things, and therefore what
was happening to me seemed like a real torture for my soul.
However, now, so many years later, reaping the fruits of His
labor I can only thank God for what He had done then.

And in the meantime, letters from the readers of the
first book kept coming, forcing me to work almost without
stopping for rest, because of the heart-rending groans and
cries for help expressed in them. For many months I spent
eight to ten hours per day without getting up from my chair,

34 Job 5:18, NKJV
35 James 2:13, NKJV
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entering all my notes into the computer and following up
with correction. As a result, when the book was given to a
publisher I experienced a nervous breakdown with a dy-
namic disorder of blood circulation to my brain. Once
when I got up in a morning, I lost my balance and fell
down. I began intense vomiting. Doctors couldn’t deter-
mine what was wrong with me and suspected a brain
tumor. But none of the physical and x-ray check-ups
proved it. Weeks after weeks didn’t bring any changes.
Walking with great efforts, I mostly kept to my bed so that
one Christian sister from a distance took a vacation and
came over to take care of me. Due to experiencing much
of hostility from some of my formerly close friends while
working on the second book, I felt a heavy burden on my
soul that caused me to despair. “Lord, what did I not do
right? Why did this happen? Was it that You didn’t will for
me to work on the second book?” —1I called quietly, staying
in bed. This last thought had been bothering me all the
time. Is it really that the second book is only a fruit of my
human zeal, where the name of God isn’t glorified?! Have
I really made a mistake? And if so, then what? What will
this be in the eyes of the Lord and in the light of eternity?
Wouldn’t this be a living judgment for me?

No one knew about my inner struggle. I did not share
it with anyone, not even my husband or counselor. Just the
Lord knew everything and only He was able to answer my
questions in an amazing manner. One time, when the sister
who had been taking care of me was cooking dinner, a
woman, also from our congregation, visited us. When they
both peacefully carried a conversation, something extraor-
dinary, which I had never had felt, happened to me. Lying
on my bed with eyes closed, I suddenly sensed an inner
push. It seemed as if something inside of me had been sep-
arated from the rest of my being. It was as if [ had burst forth
out of my body and started quickly ascending upward. In
some unusual way I saw myself still in bed and the two
sisters sitting next to me who, without noticing anything,
went on with their serene talking. Was it my soul or my
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spirit, but it kept its swift rising amid some grayish fog,
when a thought pierced my mind, “Now I will stand before
the Lord and will stand before Him empty-handed!” All that
I have achieved during over forty years of my life dimmed
in the blink of an eye and lost its meaning. All blessings
I had experienced along with gifts and talents had no more
value to them. Everything turned into nothing. A terror
had gripped me. I was sure that in a short time I would
stand before God “empty-handed.” The definition “empty-
handed” suddenly gained such unbelievably deep sense that
I screamed with fear. In this moment I heard a voice, “Do
not fear. You will not stand with “empty hands.” Look
there.” As 1 looked in a pointed direction I saw two shining
dots in a distance that were quickly moving towards me and
soon stopped right in front of my eyes. Those were the two
books: Revival Begins with Me and Time for a Judgment to
Begin with the House of God. By means understandable only
in eternity, it became clear that they were the only precious
things in my life that would allow me to stand before the
Lord not “empty-handed.” Joy, peace and quiet welled up
in my heart. In the same instance my moving upward
stopped, and I began descending. Again, in my body I felt
inner push, and found myself lying in bed. The words of
sisters’ conversation reached my ears. They chitchatted
about things, dress fashions, - simply about worldly matters.
The first thought that carried through my mind was: “How
could they have been talking about it?!” That which they
busied themselves with seemed so pathetic, shallow and
meaningless on the background of eternity I had just en-
countered, that I could hardly keep myself from crying out
to them, “How can you..?? Oh, how can you..??”” With an
effort I opened my eyes. “Oh, we thought you were sleep-
ing!” they immediately turned to face me, “You were resting
so quietly, it seemed you were in a deep slumber.”

I did not answer. There was no desire to talk or to speak
about my current experience. I softly shut my eyes, trying
to recollect in my memory the sights I had just seen. It was
hard and almost impossible to describe them with human
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words. One thing that had deeply etched in my mind and be-
came completely apparent was that in all matters the eternity
had a totally different system of measurements and eval-
uation of values.

Such a wonderful Lord’s response for agonizing ques-
tions of my soul absolutely shattered my doubts and gave
strength to endure all rebukes, reproaches, sarcasm and nu-
merous accusations, which poured from all sides in connec-
tion with the publishing of the next book. Even its name,
Time for a Judgment to Begin with the House of God, had
become a stumbling block, causing fear and rejection in
many Christians.

“How can you even write such a thing?!” indignantly
exclaimed some of them. “It is clearly said in the Word of
God, that believers do not “come into judgment”!*®”

“You destroy faith in people with your books!” echoed
others. “God forbid, they get into the hands of the world!
Can’t you understand that with your book you shame our
good name in front of all worldly people!”

“Why did you make known all the negative sides of our
Christian churches?” scolded the third group, “Now the un-
believers will not even want to hear anything about God!”

I tried not to justify myself and not to explain anything.
These souls could not have known that heavens looked at it
completely different. Plus, the letters from readers testified
the opposite reaction. Just to confirm it, I will quote the ex-
cerpts from some of them:

A Pastor from Rostovskaya region wrote: “Dear
brothers and sisters! Thank you for the books Time for a
Judgment to Begin with the House of God you sent to me.
Now I read this book during our services before the whole
congregation. It shocks and deeply touches my heart per-
sonally, as well as the hearts of other church members.
Thank you for doing so much for our suffering, spiritually
starving people.”

A preacher from Poland: “I am so thankful to the Lord
and to you for the book Time for a Judgment to Begin with

36 John 5:24, NKJV
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the House of God. For me personally, as well as for many
other ministers of God this book has been a great blessing.
I finished reading it, but have a desire to read it again. It is
very enlightening and provokes deep thinking. I thank God
that by means of this book, He can so clearly and frankly
speak to our hearts. Even though I too preach the Word of
God, while reading, I had come to a lot deeper and better
understanding of many things. When I share something from
what I had read, people desire to read it for themselves.”

A sister E. from Ukraine: “In the book Time for a
Judgment to Begin with the House of God one can find not
only shocking and condemning facts for us Christians, but
also precious teachings, which we really need. As you read
it, it frightens you, for it seems that the day of judgment is
already here for you. However, such fear generates the desire
to bring your life in order without delay. The words of Apos-
tle Peter, which became the name of the book, taken from his
first epistle to Christians scattered to various places on the
globe, express the context of the writing in the best way. They
are like a shout, which warns about danger us, the spiritually
sleeping lukewarm Christians of the last times.”

A letter from Moldova: “I cannot find worthy words
to express my thanks to you for sending the book Time for
a Judgment to Begin with the House of God. It passes
through many hands, and if you could only see how brethren
completely change after reading it, and become a blessing
for others.”

In response to my accusations about non-believers who
will not want to hear anything about God after reading about
shortcomings and negative sides of Christianity, I can say
that strangely enough, most of those who had turned to God
were particularly among the readers of the second book.
Maybe it is hard to understand for us, Christians, but it is
true. I cannot copy here all the letters of the new believers,
but will provide at least one to confirm it. I received this
letter while writing this chapter. It came from a sister living
in Finland: “For the glory of God I want to tell you how
I turned to God and became a Christian through the book
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Time for a Judgment to Begin with the House of God. It hap-
pened when I still lived in Russia. I was reading this book
aloud to my grandmother who was a believer. That which
I was reading affected me so much that I simply could not
live the same way as before any longer. Of course, it was
the Lord. I do not remember if there had been any other min-
isters who influenced my repentance, but unmistakably the
Lord had called me through that book. By His grace, I re-
sponded to His call...”

As you see, God looks at things quite differently than
we, human beings. Indeed, this is true as it is written, “... My
thoughts are not your thoughts, nor are your ways My ways, “
says the Lord. For as the heavens are higher than the earth,
so are My ways higher than your ways, and My thoughts than
your thoughts” (Isa. 55:8-9). One more letter endorses the
truth of these words: “Just a year ago I held in my hands a
wonderful book Revival Begins with Me, which deeply
touched our hearts, opened our spiritual eyes on shocking re-
ality of our lukewarm, nominal Christianity and became a
really vital and necessary help for our souls. This book we
read during our church services and discussed a lot. Nobody
was left unmoved. And now we read its sequel — the book
Time for a Judgment to Begin with the House of God, which
we receive with broken hearts. No doubt, that both of these
books have been written under God’s blessing.”

After an amazing revelation that God gave me about
the books my health began improving, and in two weeks,
although feeble, I was still able to go on the next mission-
ary trip to Russia — to Northern Caucasus and city of Vol-
gograd.

As time went by, Satan increased his attacks. He ob-
viously was retaliating for all the given blessings, and, in
fact, more often used Christians and even my closest friends
for that purpose. That, in particular, was a great drain on
my inner strength causing distress. By the way, still long
time ago I understood that if devil wants to destroy some-
one spiritually, he exploits people dearest to your heart,
even those whom you especially trust and usually rely on.
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Here he acts unmistakably, striking at you with the heavy
and crushing blows. Same thing happened to me. At the
time, when after a short break I started working on the third
book, Satan went forward into a vicious assault. Those
were the most distressing moments of crisis, when he
wheeled out all of his heavy artillery. It seemed that the
sky clouded, the earth trembled and there was not even a
single ray of hope. In one of such minutes of despair, hav-
ing no strength, I inwardly screamed, “Lord! I cannot do
that anymore! I will stop working on this book, and will
never write again!” Suddenly I heard a calm reply in my
heart, “Very well. Quit. Only know, that the blood of all
these souls I will require from your hands.” Instantly, by
some mysterious spiritual vision I saw the following pic-
ture: hundreds of thousands, if not millions of people stood
in front of me, filling up the vast space and forming a liv-
ing human stream, hiding behind the horizon. I was terri-
fied. If God requires the blood of only one soul of my
hands, I will perish. But what will happen, if the blood of
all who stood before me falls on my head?! No!... No!...
A thousand times no! This should never happen!

This shock had brought me out of despair and spiritual
crisis. Now I knew that I must write no matter what, paying
attention to no one, including the devil himself. So the work
on the third book continued, though Satan in every possible
way attempted to stop it. There were times when while sit-
ting at my desk and still holding a pencil I virtually felt dis-
engaged and fell asleep. Often, having no strength to fight
against an overcoming sleepiness, I got up from my chair
and moved toward a near standing sofa to lie down. Ho-
wever, as soon as I did that, I immediately heard the authori-
tative voice, “Get up! Get up immediately and write again!
Be a conqueror in this temptation and the enemy will flee.”
I jumped up from the sofa as if bitten by a snake and almost
swaying walked to my desk, and as soon as I took a pen, the
sleepiness was gone. And I optimistically wrote on, marvel-
ing about a sudden change of my conditions and forgetting
about sleep and fatigue.
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The Lord had continuously been giving me His assis-
tance in this work sending my way, in the most amazing
manner, the necessary and the best fitted to the subject of
the book sermons of Erlo Stegen. I would still be finishing
one chapter when there had already been gathered enough
material for the next one. Therefore, on one hand the devil
did everything possible to stop the work or at least to hinder
it, but on the other, I constantly felt God’s presence and His
help. The months were flying by.

The stream of readers’ letters with orders for the first
and second books had increasingly been growing, so that we
were barely able to satisfy all of them. Certainly, it gave us
much joy and inspired confidence that the Lord was behind
all this work. Nevertheless, my heart wrung with foreboding
of something that was slowly but inevitably coming on. It’s
great that [ didn’t know a thing of what exactly was waiting
for me; otherwise, I would not have finished the third book.
You can’t stop wondering how the Lord measures every-
thing up, allowing only so much in full accordance to what
you are capable of enduring. Day by day, giving us strength
to overcome the difficulties of today, He tempers and thus,
prepares us for the approaching new sorrows.

During that period, God had more often spoken to my
soul by means of His Word. At times, when [ was engulfed
by a feeling of incomprehensible trouble and disturbing an-
ticipation of something awful, I got up from the table, went
down on my knees and prayerfully opened the Bible, reading
a passage to where my gaze fell. Once, with a trembling
heart I read the following words, “Then the word of the
LORD came to me, saying: “Before I formed you in the
womb [ knew you, Before you were born I sanctified you,
1 ordained you a prophet to the nations.” Then said 1. “Ah,
Lord GOD! Behold, I cannot speak, for I am a youth.” But
the LORD said to me: “Do not say, ‘I am a youth,’ For you
shall go to all to whom I send you, And whatever [ command
you, you shall speak. Do not be afraid of their faces, For
I am with you to deliver you,” says the LORD” (Jer. 1:4-8).
When I was reading this passage of Holy Scripture, an image
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of an old granny, a friend of my youth, floated up in my
memory, of which I had written before, and her words that
stuck in my soul, “The Lord revealed to me during one
prayer that He had chosen you from your mother’s womb
for a special ministry.” At that time it perplexed me, but now
it made me reflect on in. I could not have said as Jeremiah
that I was still very young, since I was already in my forties.
However, I had another obstacle — I was a female, and there-
fore, must be silent. Furthermore, speaking to Jeremiah, the
Lord said, “See, I have this day set you over the nations and
over the kingdoms, To root out and to pull down, To destroy
and to throw down, To build and to plan.” (Jer. 1:10). Amaz-
ingly, four times it says here about destruction and only
twice, about building up. I wonder how Jeremiah felt when
God firmly continued, “Therefore prepare yourself and
arise, And speak to them all that I command you. Do not be
dismayed before their faces, Lest I dismay you before them.
For behold, I have made you this day A fortified city and an
iron pillar, And bronze walls against the whole land —
Against the kings of Judah, Against its princes, Against its
priests, And against the people of the land. They will fight
against you, But they shall not prevail against you. For I am
with you,” says the LORD, “to deliver you” (Jer. 1:17-19).
It sure was an amazing calling and a striking promise! From
henceforth Jeremiah did not belong to himself. His life had
been placed on God’s altar and as a result he forgot what it
was like to have peace and calm. There were only a few,
who, while longing to help their people, suffered so much
humiliation, insults, torments and disdain, as Jeremiah did.
This was the man, who undividedly loved his people; suf-
fered with them; mourned over their bitter fate, which they
bore for their infidelity and apostasy from God. As I was
thinking about it, my own tribulation, suffering and reviling
seemed petty in comparison with those experienced by Jer-
emiah, and the great herald of God was becoming much
more precious and dear to me.

Some other time, when it got very difficult because of
uncontrollable reproaches and accusations, I knelt again
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before God and opened my Bible. Right in front of me were
the words, as if etched, “Indeed they shall surely assemble,
but not because of Me. Whoever assembles against you
shall fall for your sake. Behold, I have created the black-
smith Who blows the coals in the fire, Who brings forth an
instrument for his work, And I have created the spoiler to
destroy. No weapon formed against you shall prosper, And
every tongue which rises against you in judgment You shall
condemn. This is the heritage of the servants of the LORD,
And their righteousness is from Me,” Says the LORD”
(Isa. 54:15-17).

I froze, as if blow-stricken. Was it really the Lord
speaking to me personally? But who am I that He would
stand up for me like that?! I wanted to drop before Him face
down and keep crying and crying. Tears welled in my eyes
as | was reading chapter 54 of the book of Isaiah from the
beginning. Every word was speaking to my heart, becoming
alive and pouring a precious balm on its wounds. It seemed
as if everything had been written for me and about me,
“Fear not, for thou shalt not be ashamed.: neither be thou
confounded, for thou shalt not be put to shame...For the
mountains shall depart, and the hills be removed, but my
kindness shall not depart from thee, neither shall the cov-
enant of my peace be removed, saith the LORD that hath
mercy on thee. O thou afflicted, tossed with tempest, and
not comforted, behold, I will lay thy stones with fair colors,
and lay thy foundations with sapphires...In righteousness
shalt thou be established: thou shalt be far from oppression;

for thou shalt not fear: and from terror, for it shall not come
near thee.”’

No one, not even the most tender and loving mother
could have comforted me as much as God did. It was His
grace that I had not deserved; and it was pity, understanding
and compassion of the One, Who Himself had suffered
greatly. My heart melted from the intimacy and love of God.
During such moments one especially treasures and under-
stands the psalmist, who recorded his glorious phrases on

37 King James Version.
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the pages of the Holy Scripture, “Unless the LORD had
been my help, my soul had almost dwelt in silence. When
1 said, My foot slippeth; thy mercy, O LORD, held me up. In
the multitude of my thoughts within me thy comforts delight
my soul” (Psalm 94:17-19). There isn’t anything comparable
to the sweetness of comfort, which is received in the close
communion with the Lord. Once you experience it, you will
seek that closeness again and again, not being satisfied with
something less.

The more I worked on the third book, the more refined
and furious were getting the enemy’s attacks. “Who do you
think you are? — He whispered in my mind. — Who do you
imagine yourself? What are you making yourself a hero of
our time?! Imagine — such a master writer! You are just an
imposter, who covers up her desire to show off behind the
fancy words of supposedly fulfilling God’s will.” Those
whisperings instigating doubts had so much exhausted me
that I once pleaded God not being able to tolerate it any
longer, “Lord! Give me affirmation that this, what I do, is
really Your will. Please, answer me, so that devil does not
have an opportunity to torment my soul. If possible, use
Your Word for it.” Then, I picked up the Bible and pray-
erfully opened it. I almost gasped with amazement as I read
the following words, “Calling a ravenous bird from the
east, the man that executeth my counsel from a far country:
yea, I have spoken it, I will also bring it to pass, I have pur-
posed it, I will also do it” (Isa. 46:11). I do not know how
this passage of the Holy Scriptures is interpreted by the
theologians, but for me it sounded as a personal address; as
the Lord’s reply to my request; as a confirmation to what
tormented me and what devil had used as his weapon to as-
sault. “Calling a ravenous bird from the east, the man that
executeth my counsel from a far country.” Literally word
by word, it could have been applied to me also. For many
years my life was similar to a migrant bird, since due to
different circumstances I had lived in various places. Ho-
wever, | considered Far East to be my motherland, where
I had spent my childhood and youth. There, in Vladivostok,
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I graduated from school and the medical institute. There
my spiritual quest had started. There, as I was leaving, my
decision slowly matured to seek the living God and once
found, to consecrate my whole life to Him. I moved to Si-
beria from the Far East, then to Leningrad and again to Si-
beria. Later, I came to Estonia, where I left for Germany.
Now almost twelve thousand kilometers separated me from
the place where my way of searching had first begun. The
Far East of Russia had really turned into a far country for
me. God answered me remarkably precise using the words
of the Holy Scripture, written thousands of years ago. I kept
reading and re-reading those lines that suddenly had become
living and so precious to me. Besides, the words “the man
that executeth my counsel” validated the will of God in the
clearest possible approach.

I did not listen to anyone anymore and went on with the
started work, without realizing what it would eventually
bring. A one and a half years later after the book 7ime for a
Judgment to Begin with the House of God had been pub-
lished, in summer of 1994 the final part of trilogy — “Voice
of the one crying in the desert” became available. I don’t
know why, but I have already had it in my heart — there
would only be three books about the revival. Even though
readers had asked me to write the next sequel, all of my at-
tempts to do that had no success.

After finishing the work on the third book I was fi-
nally able to take a deep breath and put down my pen with
the feeling of the accomplished mission. Joy was filling
my heart. Looking back at the seven years spent doing this
whole work, I could only marvel and thank the Lord for
His revealed grace, His help and strength He had given me.
No doubt, without all of it, I would not have been able to
write any of that. During the seven years God remained
faithful to His promise, given to me that unforgettable
evening at Kwa Sizabantu, when my frightened words “To
write a book?? No, Lord, I cannot do that!” were met with
His response, “Do not be afraid. I will help you.” That,
which seemed to me absolutely unthinkable and practically
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unfeasible, was made real because of God’s help. That’s why
I wholeheartedly agree with the famous theologian and a
man of God William McDonald who wrote, that ““...We
must always remember that whenever the Lord tells us to
do something, He gives us the needed power. All His com-
mands include His enablement, even when His commands
are in the realm of the impossible.

Jethro said to Moses, “If thou shalt do this thing, and
God command thee so, then thou shalt be able to endure”
(Ex. 18:23). "The principle is that God assumes full respon-
sibility for enabling His man to fulfill every task to which
He has appointed him” (J.O. Sanders).

In His ministry the Lord Jesus met at least two men
who were paralyzed (Matt. 9:6, John 5:9). On both occa-
sions He told them to get up and carry their pad. As they
exercised the will to obey, power flowed into their helpless
limbs.

Peter sensed that if the Lord Jesus called him to come
on the water, then he could walk on water. As soon as Jesus
said “Come,” Peter went down out of the ship and walked
on the water.

It is doubtful that the man with the withered hand could
stretch it out; yet when our Lord told him to do it, he did and
the hand was restored.

The idea of feeding 5000 with a few loaves and fishes
is out of question. But whenever Jesus said to the disciples,
“Give them to eat,” the impossibility vanished.

Lazarus had lain in the grave for four days when Jesus
called, “Lazarus, come forth.” The command was accompa-
nied by the necessary power. Lazarus came forth.

We should appropriate this truth. When God leads us,
we should never cop out with the plea that we can’t do it. If
He tells us to do something, He will supply the power. It has
been said, “The will of God will never lead you where the
grace of God will not sustain you.”

It is equally true that when God orders something, He
pays for what He orders. If we are sure of His leading, we
need not worry about the finances. He will provide.
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The God who opened the Red Sea and the Jordan so
that His people could pass over is the same today. He is still
in the business of removing impossibilities when His people
obey His will. He still supplies all needed grace to do wha-
tever He commands. He still works in us both to will and to
do of His good pleasure.”*® How definitely true it is written,
“But to each one of us grace was given according to the
measure of Christ’s gift (Eph. 4:7).”

Publishing of the second and third books caused a new
tide of letters from the readers, where our spiritually bank-
rupt, poor and weak Christianity of our times was exposed
even more. Unsatisfied with superficiality, formalism and
ritualism of traditionally followed forms of worship, people
searched for truth, crying for help. Unfortunately, most of
those who call themselves Christian and among those even
born-again believers, do not know how to live the true life
of victory. Many of them are like unbelievers, filled with
fears and worries, cares and anxieties and even, despair, with
which they are not able to cope. How many Christians there
are that in contrary to their faith creed, exist without loving
their neighbor, packed with criticism toward others, torn
apart internally by grudges, bitterness, envy and malice. Un-
wittingly, the words of Apostle Paul come to mind, that
amazingly precise describe the Christians of the last days,
“...having a form of godliness, but denying its power”
(2 Tim. 3:5). To confirm it, I will quote here from just a
few letters, which display anxiety and heartache of many
a Christian.

One sister believer from Leningrad wrote the fol-
lowing: “I have read the books about revival. Never in my
life had I experienced a similar blessing while reading a
book. They hold everything that we, as Christians, need.
They reflect the current truthful condition of the Church of
Jesus Christ today, as if in a mirror. And if one can compare
it with the apostolic church, then, you cannot really find a
better definition but to call it “playing the church.” It is hard

38 «One Day at a Time” by William MacDonald by Everyday Publications
Inc, “March 24”, page 88. Copyright ©1985William MacDonald.
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to believe that the life of faith could actually be like this. We
are being preached on: “You have repented. You have been
baptized and you do not have any apparent, open sins. Try
to keep the Lord’s commandments and you can be abso-
lutely sure of your salvation. Because of that, there is no
need to concern yourselves with anything else, since it may
bring harm to your spiritual state.” However, the Spirit of
God says that all of the above is not it. This is only the first
step of the way of faith. That, in particular, was the agoniz-
ing question and the fret of my heart. That is why I was so
happy to find the answer and the affirmation of my concern
in these books. Every Christian needs the truth that these
books contain in order to aspire for what it says there. Only
then, we will be able to do the will of God here, on this earth,
on which we live.”

Brother B. from Estonia: “We have just finished
reading the books about the revival by Ludmila Plett with
the whole family. They have made a great influence on us.
Personally, they basically turned me upside down. Some
chapters I was reading with tears, — the Spirit of God
worked so strong. This was the best I had ever read in my
entire life with the exception of the Bible. Therefore,
I want to thank everyone from the bottom of my heart who
has contributed to the cause of distributing these books so
that they made it into our hands. Oh, how precious and how
essential it is for our forgotten, slumbering country! These
books are practically being read by believers from all con-
fessions of faith: Baptists, Adventists, Pentecostals, Lu-
therans, Catholics and Orthodox alike. All of them could
see themselves in there as if in a mirror. In their light
I could also see my own mistakes, sins and appalling traits
of my character. While reading many a time I fell on my
knees with repentance of my sins before the Lord. And the
more | read, the better I realized something that hadn’t
crossed my mind before. Please, do not stop to publish
such books, because they penetrate to the depth of human
soul, illuminate our life with the light of God’s Word, caus-
ing to walk in obedience to the Lord Jesus Christ. They are
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like a powerful ray of light, which breaks through the dark
curtain of sin, destroying it. These books make no room
for a false, hypocritical, Pharisee-like Christianity which
flourishes in our day and age, carrying a sinister imprint
of the last times.”

Brother P. from Ukraine: “Dear brothers and sisters!
You are being troubled by the people who were deeply
touched by the books about revival. Truly, the power of the
Spirit of God shook our souls and hearts, opened our eyes
to concealed things of our lives, and we realized that for
many years we had only been wearing the mask of Christi-
anity. We have been self-assured hypocrites. Oh, how in-
credible the grace of God is that He does not wish for us to
perish and therefore, awakes, convicts, admonishes and
warns us! Please, send us these books for the sake of our sal-
vation and those, who want to be real Christians, faithful to
the Bible and desiring to be counted among His Church.”
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Chapter 10
Criticism, Hostility, Accusations

As I have shared the background of writing the trilogy
and quoted some paragraphs from readers’ letters with the
positive reaction to the books, I would also like to touch on
the opposite subject in order to explain why I had to call
upon the Lord time and again, asking Him to give me
strength to endure that, which had become a direct con-
sequence to my ministry.

Approximately six months after the book Revival Be-
gins with Me had been published, among the stream of ap-
preciative letters I came across the first few ones full of
critique and negative statements in connection with my writ-
ings. In the beginning, it was being done in a cautious, polite
format, for instance: “Excuse me, but this book is being ad-
vertised like a folk remedy volume of a wide profile. This is
highly inappropriate. With regards, sister R.”

However, in time I started receiving increasingly ill-in-
tentioned remarks, blames, as well as some grave charges
of an unknown origin and without any foundation to them.
I had been scolded for spreading a dangerous heretical teach-
ing; blamed for exaggerations and twisting of facts; for add-
ing fantasies when retelling events and for making up things,
as well as for using the demonic powers, which influenced
people’s souls, and many more. It didn’t really stop at
written statements, but became a subject of discussions in
open letters, at brethren meetings and conventions; on pages
of Christian publishing volumes and behind the pulpits of
congregations and churches. Interestingly enough, those ac-
cusations were being poured out only against me. Erlo
Stegen, whose sermons, testimonies and stories all three
books consisted of, was regarded with indisputable au-
thority, whereas Ludmila Plett was to be blamed for every-
thing. So that there are no unsubstantiated statements, I will
cite several quotations from a large article called “Ludmila
Plett and her books”, which had been written by a pastor
from town of Saransk and published in a Christian magazine
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“Mission news” No. 5 under the heading “To Missionaries
about Religions and Cults.” There the author was sharing
that after reading the book Revival Begins with Me, he
turned away from the right path because in the cleansing
process he got under the influence of a deceiving spirit. Here
are some excerpts from that article.

“...I had written a letter to Ludmila Plett and told her
what was happening with me. Six months later I received a
reply from Ludmila Plett. She wrote that she didn’t know
what was going on and couldn’t give me an answer, but in-
formed me that Erlo Stegen was coming to a town of Cher-
kassy, where I would be able to meet with him and share
my problems. Due to an illness, I was unable to get to Cher-
kassy, but some time later I saw a picture of Erlo Stegen at
my friend’s house. His mother-in-law had just returned
from there and I immediately asked her to tell me about
Erlo Stegen’s speech. She said that he was a blessed
preacher. Many people had turned their lives to God at the
stadium. When a note was sent to him asking, “Erlo, will
you heal the people as we have read about it in your book?”
He replied, “I have come not to heal your bodies and show
miracles, but to preach the gospel of the Kingdom of God.”
The woman continued, “Also, Ludmila Plett asked to for-
give her for the book she had written.” I asked her, “What
for?” — “She apologized and admitted that when she was
writing the book, she added some of her own fantasies to
embellish her work of literature.” For me it became a car-
dinal and a decisive answer why the book was creating so
many problems in churches. Where there is even a little bit
of lies, it is being used by Satan, since he is the father of
lies. Therefore, the good which occurred at Kwa Sizabantu
mission, the devil turned into temptation and deceit...
I thought that this spiritual decease had gone away in the
beginning of nineties and believers had sorted out the
devil’s lies, but it goes on even today. Recently, I had been
invited to town of Lipetsk. There, the influence of this book
had seized the churches; young brothers and sisters got to-
gether and went to Ludmila Plett in Germany to confess

173



their sins... We can create our own philosophies, which
come not from God, but from “spiritual 4osts of wickedness
in the heavenly places ¥, and such theories are not based
on calling to sin but, seemingly, to purity and holiness. Ho-
wever, this is a spirit of despondency, which afflicts soul and
leads a man to suicide or to heresy. Unfortunately, Ludmila
Plett did not pay attention to those letters and stories which
had been sent to her from all the ends of the former Soviet
Union and persisted in her activity by writing two more
books. She receives her admirers, who are coming to Ger-
many from all over the former Soviet Union for confession,
because perhaps, in Russia God doesn’t yet hear the prayers
of believers so well as in the presence of Ludmila Plett...”

Quoting these excerpts from the rather long article,
I have done it not to humiliate its author in some way, but to
help his searching soul to sort through things and understand
where the apparently false information had led him, because
it had been received from the mouth of the people who had
taken upon themselves the responsibility to tell others things
which did not exist. It makes one wonder how some Chris-
tians can lie, forgetting that they will have to give an account
for every wrong word.

I could certainly go over each line of this article to dis-
prove the facts and charges, stated there by citing from
letters and documents, which I have more than enough. Nev-
ertheless, I will not do such a thing, but will give it over into
the hands of the Lord. I can only say, that during our visit to
the town of Cherkassy, as well as during any other mission
trips to the towns and republics of the former Soviet Union,
I had never apologized before anybody for seemingly made
additions of my own fantasies and fabrications to the books
for the sake of beautifying my work of literature and it is for
the simple reason: having no need to apologize for some-
thing you had never done. I wrote only the facts which had
been said and preached by Erlo Stegen, as he also endorsed
it in his interview given to a magazine ‘“The Immigrant” dur-
ing his mission trip to Minneapolis, USA. While answering

39 Ephesians 6:12 (NKJV)
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questions posed by P. Ozerkov holding an interview, Erlo
Stegen not only called all three books about the revival his
own, but also affirmed that they were reflecting only the
things of which he had once spoken or preached. Here is a
brief quote from the dialogue:

P. Ozerkov: I have recently been to Russia. In the office
of one Christian organization I saw a list called “Dangerous
books.” Among others there were named your three books:
Revival Begins with Me, “Time for judgment to begin with
a house of God” and “Voice of the one crying in the dessert.”
Why do you think your books got on a black roll?

E. Stegen: I know that my books are loved in many
parts of the world and read with great interest. They are
translated into many languages. But why they got on the
black list I can’t even begin to tell you. Can you, perhaps,
tell me, why?...

P. Ozerkov: These books were written by your co-
worker Ludmila Plett, and you could not have been able to
read them originally, since they were written in Russian lan-
guage. Could she have warped any facts?

E. Stegen: I have read the books in English language.
Everything written there is true. Of course, | cannot read
them in Russian, but I trust her one hundred percent. She is
a good Christian and genuinely loves the Lord. (The maga-
zine “Immigrant”, February 2000, page 7). Author s remark:
Unfortunately, Erlo Stegen had slipped in saying that. He
read the first book in Dutch language, not English, of which
he had told me personally. There is no English translation
of these books.

In the course of some other mission trips to the former
Soviet Union and USA the same question whether I had per-
verted the facts and blown them out of proportion or added
to them in the books were asked several times in my pres-
ence and invariably Erlo Stegen replied that all which had
been written corresponded to the truth. Therefore, the
contents of the above-mentioned critical essay “Ludmila
Plett and her books™ as well as the statement of a preacher
from Russia who had said: “Ludmila Plett is a female, and
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females have a tendency to beautify things, presenting that
what they wish for as facts”, had been tactless, to put it
mildly. The best proof that I have not added anything to the
books are the actual audiotapes with recordings of Erlo
Stegen’s sermons and testimonies, which had been used for
the purpose of writing the three books and which I have kept
until now. They are the indisputable proof of my being not
privy to additions and exaggerations. I repeat once again that
only what was being preached by Erlo Stegen has made into
the books, and if there is really something misleading in
these narrations, then it is not my fault.

In connection with the statement that I receive admirers
at my home who come to Germany to see me from all over
the former Soviet Union and from the town of Lipetsk, in
particular, I leave it up to the conscience of those who had
been spreading such deliberately fabricated information. By
the way, it was not the only lie that reached throughout the
former USSR after our mission trip to Ukraine in 1992. Soon
after my return, in the fall of that same year, I received a
letter, containing a “prophecy”, which supposedly had been
uttered by Erlo Stegen in Russian language in Kiev. I had
to reply and say that the account about him prophesying was
a pure fiction, since I had accompanied Erlo Stegen along
with other coworkers of the mission during that trip and
could testify that there wasn’t any kind of prophecy, espe-
cially in Russian, spoken by him. After that letter, in a course
of several years I had been getting several letters with the
similar content from different places with “the prophecy”
attached, which to my amusement, began to expand, grow-
ing with new add-ons. It started with a header: “Revelation
of Jesus Christ.” The second line had the words, “Declare
now — maybe they will receive that which is spoken by the
Holy Spirit, for it is announced from heaven.” Then, the ac-
tual prophecy followed, “Heavens are above the heads,
heavens are above, which bless My people! Why all the sac-
rifices, many confessions of My Name, coming to a house
of prayer, if there is no humility, no blessing, no obedience
to the Holy Spirit....”, and so on and so forth. It was a big
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sheet of paper completely covered with fine writing — a pa-
thetic imitation of Erlo Stegen’s speech style so familiar by
the three books about revival. At the end of this so-called
“heavenly message-prophecy” later a footnote appeared:
“This is a revelation from God, which had been sent through
brother Erlo Stegen, when he was at the conference in Kiev
in May 1998. The revelation was presented in Russian, al-
though he did not know the language.”

When you read the “prophecy”, you don’t know if you
should laugh or cry, because there are these kinds of “chil-
dren of God” who have not a slightest fear before the Lord
to create and spread such an obvious lie, calling it a rev-
elation of Jesus Christ in the meantime.

During our scheduled mission trip to Russia in August
1997, at a Christian convention which was held in Ryazans-
kaya region, somebody directly from the audience asked
Erlo Stegen a question in regards to this revelation. He
shrugged his shoulders in perplexity and said that he knew
nothing about it. By the way, in 1998 (the year, the latest
and greatest version of the circulated “prophecy” was dated),
neither Erlo Stegen, nor anyone from his coworkers were in
Ukraine or any other republic of the former USSR, because
that year he was invited by Russian immigrants to visit USA
for the first time.

As you can see, pursuing a definite goal some Chris-
tians are even capable of all sorts of falsifications, pre-
senting them to be the truth. May God be their Judge! The
sad part is that, seemingly, those who should teach the
truth to the people of God, become the transmitters of lies
instead. To confirm it I will quote from letters received
from our readers:

One brother in Russia, for example, writes: “It is
interesting how in the hearts of some people these books
kindle a flame, whereas, in others — resentment and wild
hatred. When I once mentioned about what I had read in
my sermon, [ was strictly stopped and forbidden to preach.
However, it is nothing new. Pharisees also hated Jesus. So
it is now: not the outside world but our spiritual elders and
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deacons take it upon themselves to play a role of “firemen”
and extinguish the fire of revival.”

Another brother in the Lord shared with us the fol-
lowing: “For many years I have been a member of one
Christian congregation. A year ago I read a book Revival Be-
gins with Me and sincerely repented in my sins in a presence
of a minister and in front of the congregation. For doing this
I was excluded from my church. Now I am not a church
member any longer, but I am free from sins that had been
torturing me. When I had revealed my offenses before the
congregation, a preacher said that it was forbidden to read
such books. My family and friends tell me that I am out of
my mind. It hurts me to hear that, but I rejoice that the Lord
had taken away my burden of sin.”

Someone wrote from Odessa®’: “Some brothers vis-
ited our congregation. They looked very honest and right-
eous, but tried really hard to set people against these books,
speaking only negative about them. In the beginning their
speech brought me to a complete confusion, but when
I prayed, the Lord shed His light for me in this matter, and
poured peace, serenity and sense of liberty into my heart.
Alas, our situation in the church is very pathetic. We are in
the middle of a bog of lies and subtly netted web of hypoc-
risy, which only God can penetrate with His light.”

From the city of Kursk came this information: “Un-
fortunately, these books meet opposition and resistance. For
many they don’t fall into the category of a “usual Christian-
ity.” If God reveals Himself other than what these people
imagine, they declare a war against it. As a rule, these are
lifeless Christians, spiritually heavy stones, Pharisees, and
there are enough of them, sorry to say. But those, who are
weary and tired in searching for the true way; those, who
are pleasing to God, they understand and receive with glad-
ness that which was written.”

A sister from Ukraine shared her pain with sadness:
“On the day of my water baptism God made me a gift. By
pure “accident” He gave me a book “Time for judgment to

40 A city on the shore of the Black Sea, in Ukraine.
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begin at the house of God” from the hands of some people
I wasn’t acquainted with. This gift of God I put into hands
of our local preacher, who after reading it, said, “I would
have torn it apart! Where did you get this?!” I knew that
the book condemned him. I also know that I cannot speak
about sins of others, because I am still a spiritual babe. [ am
writing to you because I feel burdened. Nobody needs me.
My church split into three groups and became ridicule for
the outside world. One pastor calls the other one “an adul-
terer”, while the latter dubs him “a murderer” in return. So
many people come to our congregation, repent in their sins
and, afterwards, go back into the world. But I don’t want
to go back, because I cannot live without God anymore.
Oh, how I long to find a true church of Christ and meet the
living God™!

Another brother from Russia in his letter noticed as a
matter of fact: “Certainly, there are some enemies of these
books. But there are only a few of them.” Yes, it’s true. At
least, if you judge by the amount of letters we have re-
ceived. For more than ten years there were maximum ten-
fifteen disapproving or highly negative letters among
thousands and thousands of correspondence with positive
replies. Several Christians in their letters informed us that
their leaders advised them to throw the books about revival
in the fire. I want to remark that among such letters there
was a communication from an occult-dependent woman,
who was most likely a witch, possessed by evil spirits.
Showering me with curses, she wrote that when she re-
ceived the book Revival Begins with Me from someone and
began to read, evil spirits and creepy demons started ap-
pearing to her for real, and torturing her body, demanded
from her to immediately burn that book. The horrendous
torments went on until their miserable victim threw the
book in the fire, after which demons calmed down and
bothered her no longer. Unintentionally, a question comes
up: how do you explain this very similar reaction of ardent
hatred by servants of devil with that of some Christian
leaders, persuading believers to throw these books into the
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fire due to being especially dangerous?... Personally, it re-
mained an unfathomable mystery to me.

In one of the letters that came from a rather renowned
theological college in the countries of the former USSR,
I was charged with averting people from church, making
myself a mediator between God and people, destroying
Christian congregations, spreading of extremely erroneous
and heretical ideas in matters of sin, purification and holi-
ness, depriving Christians of peace and quiet, and driving
them to the point of losing assurance of their salvation.
I would say these are very serious and some pretty grave
accusations. But God is my witness, this was not my aim.
Having myself once disillusioned by weakness, spiritual
coldness, and deadness of a nominal, superficial Christian-
ity, I only desired to show a way out of stagnation and dead-
lock. Surely, it is no secret that the spiritual condition of a
prevailing number of Christian congregations and churches
remains much to be seen. It is being recognized and openly
written and spoken about by many serious theologians of
our times. This is the fact which reflects our reality, and
nothing changes if we only try to diminish it or mellow it
down. We must have enough courage to look into face of a
bitter reality and together search for a way out of this heart-
rending state of affairs, instead of arming ourselves up to
war against those, whom God uses to tell His people the
truth about their spiritual state. Why should we impersonate
those, who in the Old Testament times persecuted and killed
the prophets sent by God to reprove, admonish and con-
vince God’s people that had wandered away from the truth?
Why should we, like hypocritical Pharisees, in our jealousy
and envy compel those who have the courage to speak
today, to be quiet?!

However, history repeats itself. At all times, the devil
succeeded in finding a target for his fiery darts, which he
shot by the hands of the so-called “pious”, who had made it
their highest objective to keep the external peace, which
only mimicked spiritual welfare. Such zealots were ready to
pay any price in order to achieve their goal, including the
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crucifixion of the Son of God, Whom they saw not as their
Savior but as a major disturber of peace. Being corrupted
themselves, they accused of corruption those of God’s
people whom the Lord sent to them for instruction and rec-
tification. And if such “arms of the law” could have said
about Jesus that, “We found this fellow perverting the na-
tion”*!, then, is it any wonder that those who dare to raise
their voice against hypocrisy and break the set “order”
today are called rebels and debauchers? But what do we
guard? Do we guard orders established by us or do we
guard the keeping of God’s commandments? Usually, those
who, so to say, spoke against the opinion of the world, were
the ones who brought a fresh winnowing into a stagnant,
nominal worship. And the greatest revolutionary in a whole
history had been our Savior Jesus Christ, Who cut through
the customary, established beliefs and traditions, gaining
numerous enemies among “the pious.” He was considered
a breaker of the Law, given to people by God, whereas at
the same time He said about Himself: “Do not think that
I came to destroy the Law or the Prophets. I did not come to
destroy but to fulfill” (Matt. 5:17). On the other hand, the
way Jesus did it could not accommodate teachers of the law
so much, that they preferred to do away with this perpetra-
tor as soon as possible.

Certainly, by saying this, I am far from asserting that
we should accept everything new without grounds or dis-
cernment; however, rushing into conclusion and rejecting
without a thorough examination of a proposed subject
simply because it does not fit into our accustomed notions
is just as unreasonable. In connection with this, believers
from town of Berea could be a fine example for us, of whom
the Holy Scripture says, “These were more fair-minded than
those in Thessalonica, in that they received the word with
all readiness, and searched the Scriptures daily to find out
whether these things were so. Therefore many of them be-
lieved...” (Acts 17:11-12) By the way, the apostle Paul was
also a disturber of “peace” in those days, often preaching

41 Luke 23:2, NKJV
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the “indigestible” things, although, he was nevertheless a
messenger of God and a herald of truth. That is why it is so
important to always remain sound, not scurrying to draw a
hasty supposition and make thoughtless decisions.

As to the accusations of destroying faith in people and
depriving them of assurance in their salvation through my
books, I would love to respond by asking: what kind of faith
and what sort of assurance of salvation is that if they can
be destroyed in Christians by some books with a single
blow?? Most likely, they had never had a real faith and a
true assurance in salvation to begin with. For the ones that
they did have, were only a counterfeit and the sooner people
realize it, the better it will be for them. Then, they will
quicker ask themselves a question: “What kind of faith and
assurance of salvation do I have, if they can crumple so
easily? Maybe, I have been erecting my spiritual building
not on a rock, which is Christ Himself, but on sand, which
were my own humanistic ideas and convictions!” If only by
reading these books, we cannot withstand the judgment they
and our own conscience cause, then how are we going to
stand before the Lord’s judgment? The Word of God states
it rather clear, that “we shall all stand before the judgment
seat of Christ” (Rom.14:10).

The next allegation has to do with the idea that after
“having read a lot” of these books, people start viewing their
quiet, peaceful congregation with suspicion and come to
conclusion that both, the church and the pastor are not what
they’re supposed to be. Some of them become disappointed
even in Christianity in general and fall away from the
Church. Unfortunately, I must say, that based on the readers’
letters, I am aware of a few similar reactions in response to
reading of the books about revival. Alas, it usually happens
when a man trying to break free from spiritual stagnation,
does not begin with his own life, but with the lives of others.
Then, all kinds of charges get thrown into the face of min-
isters, pastors, leadership and surrounding folks, but not in
one’s own face, in spite of the fact that the name of the first
book, all by itself underlines the main thought — the revival
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and all spiritual changes in connection with it, must begin
with the one who desires it and searches it out. Those who
understand this idea properly do have the right reaction. The
problem is that many a Christian has developed a strong
spirit of censure and criticism. They brilliantly see the defi-
ciencies, mistakes, vices and sins in whomever they please,
except in themselves.

Involuntarily, a famous Russian tale about a monkey
written by Ivan Krylov** comes to mind. A monkey was
looking at her own image in a mirror and chatting about gos-
sip bearers who had such an unsightly and repulsive appear-
ance, like the one she was now seeing in the mirror. The
monkey used the occasion to tittle-tattle about others, point-
ing at their flaws. She got so carried away criticizing and
giving a good scolding to her acquaintances that did not pay
attention to a wise counsel from a bear: “Instead of counting
the flaws of your good friends, you, gossipmonger, better
turn and look now at yourself! — The bear noticed. Though,
the bear s advice was uttered all in vain. "

With all outward naivety, this fable describes the most
widely spread problem among Christians with an amazing
accuracy — judging and criticizing others for things they tend
to do themselves. The Scripture reaffirms it with the follow-
ing passage, “Therefore you are inexcusable, O man,
whoever you are who judge, for in whatever you judge
another you condemn yourself; for you who judge practice
the same things. But we know that the judgment of God is
according to truth against those who practice such things.
And do you think this, O man, you who judge those practic-
ing such things, and doing the same, that you will escape
the judgment of God?” (Romans 2:1-3). The advice of the
bear made to the monkey was truly uttered in vain, but

42 Ivan Andreyevich Krylov is Russian best known fabulist who wrote series
of animal tales. By the time he died in 1844, 77,000 copies of his fables had
been sold in Russia, and his unique brand of wisdom and humor gained pop-
ularity. His fables were often rooted in historic events, and are easily recogniz-
able by their style of language and engaging story. (From Wikipedia, the free
encyclopedia)

3 By the translator.
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should we, Christians, be like a silly marmoset, ignoring the
warning that comes from the Word of God?

Another accusation was charged to me having to do
with sowing doubts in people as far as their justification and
salvation was concerned where, because of my books, a per-
son starts looking to himself, instead of to Christ, and cycles
his mind around the idea of purifying himself until he stops
sinning altogether. The author of that letter challenging me
to a discussion stated that “a Christian keeps sinning until
he dies, even though he has no desire to do that, but by God’s
grace he, nevertheless, does not lose his salvation.” This ear-
lier mentioned theory of eternal salvation, presumably es-
tablished by a theologian John Calvin, in the past few
decades has really found a wide recognition and acceptance
not only in USA but in many other countries of the world,
including the former Soviet Union. While visiting different
churches of Russian immigrants in the US and making mis-
sion trips within the countries of the former Soviet block,
I could see first-hand what horrifying consequences it
caused in the hearts and lives of those who formerly knew
very well what it meant to walk in the fear of God. Per-
sonally, this theory reminds me of the times of Martin
Luther, when in the Catholic Church people could obtain a
“peace of mind” for money in a form of indulgencies reliev-
ing them from sin, and then went on sinning with a quieted
conscience, since the document purchased from the priests
guaranteed their forgiveness and salvation. In the book of
Ezekiel 18:24 it is written, “But when a righteous man turns
away from his righteousness and commits iniquity, and does
according to all the abominations that the wicked man does,
shall he live? All the righteousness which he has done shall
not be remembered; because of the unfaithfulness of which
he is guilty and the sin which he has committed, because of
them he shall die.” A little more down, in verse 26 we also
read, “When a righteous man turns away from his righteous-
ness, commits iniquity, and dies in it, it is because of the in-
iquity which he has done that he dies.” We read about the
same thing in Ezekiel 3:20 and 18:31. Perhaps, one may say
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that it was in the Old Testament and we live in time of grace
and mercy now. That is correct. But do you know what the
Lord says in the New Testament through the one, whom we
like to call the Apostle of love? Here what it says, “He who
sins is of the devil, for the devil has sinned from the begin-
ning. For this purpose the Son of God was manifested,
that He might destroy the works of the devil. Whoever has
been born of God does not sin, for His seed remains in him,
and he cannot sin, because he has been born of God”
(1 John 3:8-10).

Of course, many may object to it by saying that in that
same epistle of John 1:8 it is written, “If we say that we have
no sin, we deceive ourselves, and the truth is not in us.”
I think, these two seemingly contradicting each other verses
can be reconciled if one approaches sin not as something in-
evitable, to which one must willingly or unwillingly subdue,
but as a disaster, a tragedy or unforeseeable crash, which
one tries to avoid and prevent at all costs. Otherwise, such
an eased up attitude towards sin makes the thoughts, the
heart, and the life of a Christian a backyard with a through-
passage for the devil. And here I mean not a gross type of
sins, such as adultery, fornication and drinking problem, but
things to which we are pretty much accustomed to and used
to, not considering it as anything serious, like irritation, for
instance, or resentment, blame and backbiting. After many
years of counseling ministry, I can say with confidence that
the main reason why a Christian cannot leave his sin behind
is his love towards it, which is something that is hard to
admit. And the excuse, such as, “I don’t want to sin, but
I simply cannot stop sinning” — is just a sly trick and an at-
tempt to justify oneself. It is impossible to stop sinning until
you start hating sin, and I have been convinced about the
truth of it in numerous times.

One can only be in awe how refined Christians can be
in seeking and finding the alleviated ways of approaching an
issue of sin. For sermons they carefully choose those verses
that can explain and justify spiritual weakness. A world-wide
renowned preacher had once said in this connection that the
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Bible is the most blessed and at the same time, the most dan-
gerous book of all, depending on who is holding it. This ex-
pression may have been hard to understand, until you think
of how many sects and dangerous false doctrines have
spread their views, while having the Bible in their hands,
and then, you feel compelled to agree to that saying. And it
would be only half the trouble if merely sects and obvious
false teachings were doing that. The real trouble is that from
many pulpits of traditional churches of various confessions
lulling and comforting words are being spoken to reaffirm
Christians that everything is all right and they need not to
worry; that once they’ve received the Lord as their Savior,
they should just thank Him and continue to trust Him. There-
fore, it makes an impression that salvation and eternal life
with God are guaranteed to them after their repentance de-
spite the way they are going to live later. As a result of such
teaching and consolation, people have no fear of sin. Free-
dom, which Christ has granted to us, is being replaced by
anything-is-permitted attitude, and Christians do as they
think fit, being confident that God will forgive them never-
theless. In other words, the principle of such faith is laid out
as follows: “once saved is saved forever.”

In one letter I was asked a question, “Do you think that
cleansing after repentance is necessary for every Christian
or does it only pertain to you?” Frankly, it surprised me a
lot, because it came from a person responsible for theolog-
ical training of preachers, missionaries, pastors and other
ministers of God.

In my opinion, the definitions of “cleansing” and “‘sanc-
tification” are inseparably linked and, according to the Bible,
both of them are God’s will for us, Christians. Therefore,
I don’t imagine they become obsolete after repentance. It is
a process which lasts our entire life, and if it goes in a right
direction, it will definitely show progress. A good example
of such a life could be the process of cleansing and sanctifi-
cation of the Apostle Paul. After his first encounter with
Jesus, he cries out in horror, “For the good that [ will to do,
1 do not do; but the evil I will not to do, that I practice. Now
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if I do what I will not to do, it is no longer I who do it, but
sin that dwells in me...O wretched man that I am! Who will
deliver me from this body of death?” (Rom. 7:19-20, 24).

Such was his beginning. Then, the next step occurs —
wrestling against sin and dying of his “Self”, as he speaks of
it, “Therefore I run thus: not with uncertainty. Thus I fight:
not as one who beats the air. But I discipline my body and
bring it into subjection, lest, when I have preached to others,
I myself should become disqualified.” (1 Cor. 9:26-27).

We do not know how long Paul’s battle continued; it
is known, however, that this “wretched man”, who
groaned under his weakness, could say with his own lips
later, “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens
me” (Phillip. 4:13).

Is it any wonder that progressing through all three
stages of cleansing process, the Apostle Paul was approach-
ing eternity with full confidence in his salvation, awaiting
to receive a crown. No one and nothing can shake such as-
surance, unlike us for whom the reading of a book or re-
minding of a verse from Proverbs 14:12 “There is a way that
seems right to a man, but its end is the way of death”
happens to be enough to lose our assurance of salvation. So-
called “assurance” is a false one and therefore, the sooner it
is destroyed, the better it will be for a person.

The Apostle Paul said that the grace of God towards
him was not in vain. The grace of God is absolute, and sal-
vation achieved by Christ is perfect and eternal: but we must
now carry out in our lives that which had already been done
by God. In Philippians 2:12, the same apostle Paul says,
“work out your own salvation with fear and trembling”,
which really means to realize; to carry out; to put into prac-
tice. Oswald Chambers had once said that every believer can
keep himself and his body under complete control for God’s
sake. God made us capable of ruling over our own temple,
where the Holy Spirit lives; capable of controlling our
thoughts and intentions. We are responsible for them and,
therefore, in no way should give room to those thoughts and
desires that are not pleasing to God.
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I wholeheartedly agree with this man of God and have
no doubt, whatsoever, that without redeeming sacrifice of
our Lord Jesus Christ, all of our efforts and endeavors would
have been pointless vain attempts unable to lead us to sal-
vation. However, it does not grant us any rights to remain
inert and sluggish. In Holy Scriptures there are many pas-
sages that point out what exactly we, as Christians, must do
so that salvation finished on the cross of Calvary would be-
come our lot, too. It is not written for nothing, “And from
the days of John the Baptist until the present time, the king-
dom of heaven has endured violent assault, and violent men
seize it by force [as a precious prize-a share in the heavenly
kingdom is sought with most ardent zeal and intense exer-
tion]” (Matt. 11:12)*. Other verses of the Bible speak to us
about the same idea, for example: Matthew 5:20 and 7:21;
Isaiah 59:1-2, Colossians 3:5-15.

Wouldn’t you agree that these and many other pas-
sages of the Bible, figuratively speaking, pull the ground
from under the feet of our lethargy towards the matter
of salvation? In order to explain what I mean when using
the word “lethargy”, I will make a very simple, childlike
example, which in my opinion serves as a very good il-
lustration to the above-mentioned subject. Let’s pretend
that I want to drink and literally feel like dying from
thirst. Turning to you, I ask you to give me a glass of
water. In response to my call you bring the glass of water
and place it in front of me. I look at it but without making
a single move, keep asking for a drink. You look at me
bewildered, not getting why I don’t drink water sitting in
front of me. My thirst increases and I continue pleading,
in spite of the fact that the very thing I require is right be-
fore me eyes.

Do you understand what I mean? In order for me not to
die from thirst next to water, I must do something in person,
namely: reach out my hand, take the glass, bring it to my

44 Text is taken from the Amplified Bible (AMP) as having the closest inter-
pretation of the meaning according to the Russian Synodal Version. Also by
Joseph Thayer, a Greek-English Lexicon.
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lips, make a first sip, swallow all water down and if nec-
essary, ask for more.

Similar to this is the situation with our salvation. It has
been achieved by the death of Jesus Christ on the cross of
Calvary and is offered to each and every man. We only need
to accept it and apply it to our lives. In the letter to Colos-
sians it says amazingly clear and simple, “If then you were
raised with Christ, seek those things which are above,
where Christ is, sitting at the right hand of God. Set your
mind on things above, not on things on the earth. For you
died, and your life is hidden with Christ in God. When Christ
who is our life appears, then you also will appear with Him
in glory. Therefore put to death your members which are on
the earth: fornication, uncleanness, passion, evil desire, and
covetousness, which is idolatry. Because of these things the
wrath of God is coming upon the sons of disobedience... But
now you yourselves are to put off all these: anger, wrath,
malice, blasphemy, filthy language out of your mouth. Do
not lie to one another, since you have put off the old man
with his deeds, and have put on the new man who is renewed
in knowledge according to the image of Him who created
him... Therefore, as the elect of God, holy and beloved, put
on tender mercies, kindness, humility, meekness, longsuffer-
ing, bearing with one another, and forgiving one another,
if anyone has a complaint against another, even as Christ
forgave you, so you also must do. But above all these things
put on love, which is the bond of perfection. And let the
peace of God rule in your hearts, to which also you were
called in one body,; and be thankful” (Colossians 3:1-2,
4-6, 8-10, 12-15).

As you can see, it doesn’t even mention a passive sitting
around with hands folded. There is not a word about God
doing everything for us so that we could have all we need
for a new life with Christ. It just as well doesn’t say that we
should wait until the Lord mortifies all the above-listed sins
in us and transforms us from a former old and sinful man
into a new creature. Instead, in this passage of Scripture
the Lord commands us to do what is necessary for our own
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renewal, sanctification and inheritance of life hidden with
Christ in God. Thus, the call to action: put to death..., put
off..., donot lie..., put on..., bear with one another..., for-
give..., love..., be thankful and so on. Based on that, we
can understand why the Apostle Paul wrote about himself,
“...Idiedaily..., I discipline my body and bring it into sub-
jection..., Therefore I run thus: not with uncertainty. Thus
1 fight: not as one who beats the air...” (1 Cor. 9:26-27,
5:31).

Christ died for him then, just as He died for us who live
today, and therefore, granted us salvation. Although, unlike
many of us, the Apostle Paul was way more active at imple-
menting the gift of salvation in his life and this is why he
says, while addressing us, “work out your own salvation ™.

In the course of my life | have met many believers, who
have indignantly said, “For so many years I have been asking
the Lord to cleanse my heart and set me free from all grudges,
envy, irritation, impure sexual thoughts and lust of the flesh,
but years are passing by, and He doesn’t do anything, so I re-
main in the same state!” And thus it looks like it is God’s
fault that once becoming a believer I remained the same old-
natured person with all of my sinful dispositions.

After the struggle with his former sinful “Self” the
Apostle Paul was finally able to say “I can do all things
through Christ who strengthens me”*. But we, modern
Christians, very often cannot say that, as if we don’t have
that same strengthening Jesus Christ. Isn’t it so because we
do not do what we must do? We are enslaved by indiffer-
ence, passivity and spiritual laziness in all things, including
the matter of our personal salvation. Somebody else, God
including, should do it for us. And in such spiritual demands
and insolence we keep forgetting that He had already done
everything for us, — everything! Up to a torturing death on
the cross, where He had shed His last drop of blood for us.

And the last thing I wanted to pause on here. I have
been rebuked and accused that after reading my books about

45 Philip. 2:12 NKJV
46 philip. 4:13 NKJV
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revival and choosing the road of cleansing, people began
to be guided by a false spirit, which depressed souls by
condemning their sins, tormenting and keeping them in
constant fear. Well, judging by certain letters, these things
have taken place, indeed. Usually, it is stipulated by the
incorrect understanding by such person about what
happens in his own soul when the Holy Spirit starts His
work by opening his eyes to the sins, to the righteousness
of God and to His judgment. Unfortunately, in Christian
churches and fellowships the question of counseling is
either too weak or completely ignored. Consequently,
often there is no one capable to admonish and help a soul
with a much needed advice in such an important and re-
sponsible moment for him or for her. Being condemned
in their conscience, believers did not know what to do.
Somebody went to an elder of his congregation asking to
listen to his confession, but was met with a rejection,
being explained that everything must be confessed directly
to God. If such people tried to clarify that it didn’t bring
any relief and that’s why they have asked to give them an
opportunity to speak out, they were being told that there
was no such need in doing that. Some folks were able to
come to agreement with the ministers but more than once
they experienced disappointment, because they did not re-
ceive any relief or the secrecy of their confession was re-
vealed, which led to more problems and even to the
expulsion from the church. The bravest of all ventured to
get up during the service and reveal their sins in front of
everybody, asking for forgiveness, which also usually
ended quite sadly, since not many people were able to bear
this and responded with judgment and isolation, which
instead of helping those repenting, only intensified their
peculiar situation. There were cases similar to those men-
tioned by the author of the article “Ludmila Plett and her
books”, when devil contrived to the cleansing process and
began to torture person, imposing on him thoughts about
things he had never done or sinned by. It is nothing ex-
traordinary, because Satan is able to assume an air of an
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angel of light. He does not care what tool to use in order
to conceal the acts of darkness. Therefore, the good which
could have served as an invaluable assistance to many,
was turned into a ground for reviling. But, praise God, that
those who have been blessed by the books are hundreds
and thousands times more. Of course, it would be proper
to talk about counseling now and about the positive and
dangerous sides of this difficult but such a precious and
looked-for ministry, except this topic is so extensive and
resourceful that it would require an additional book.
Therefore, if it is pleasing to God, perhaps, it shall also be
written some day.
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Chapter 11
Calling to a Counseling Ministry

Now I will have to go back in my story to the time
when the work over a manuscript for the book Revival Be-
gins with Me was drawing to a conclusion. It was in April
of 1989. Only a few days passed since I had turned forty. In
my perception that age associated with a concept of matur-
ity. In Germany, in Schwab republic where we live, there is
an aphorism among the local residents which says that a
Schwab becomes smart only at forty. It’s a joke, of course,
although, number “forty” is also mentioned in the Bible as
a number of completion. During the Flood it had been rain-
ing for forty days and forty nights. Moses had spent forty
years at the Pharaoh’s house. His wanderings in Midian de-
sert amounted to forty years and became a vital school for
him. Harsh life conditions in the desert tempered Moses and
prepared him for a future service; gave him something he
couldn’t gain at the Pharaoh’s palace. Having lived for forty
years in the wilderness, Moses got well acquainted with the
topography of the area, on which he was leading the people
of Israel for forty years later on. Forty years flew by after
Moses had left the house of Pharaoh, when he heard the
Voice from the burning bush that told him to go back to
Egypt and free God’s people. Now Moses wasn’t as ambi-
tious as he once felt in his younger years, and accepted ap-
pointment with great reluctance. Only after receiving God’s
assurance of His help and being equipped with the power
from above and a miracle-working gift, did he go to Pha-
raoh. Finally, our Lord Jesus Christ had been in a desert for
forty days, being tempted by the devil.

Time and again I returned to this fact in my thoughts
as I celebrated my forty years mark. “What will this age
bring me?” I pondered, “Does the Lord have a definite plan
for me as well?” Involuntarily, I recalled the words of my
friend, the old Granny, who said to me twenty years ago,
“The Lord had revealed to me that He allotted a special
ministry for you, only not now, but when you come of age.”
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Was it true? Will it really come to pass? Was it a revelation
from the Lord?

My birthday had passed. One week went by and the
second one began. I stopped thinking about it, when again,
and as always unexpectedly, [ heard God’s voice speaking
to me. That day, my husband and I went to a worship serv-
ice at a neighboring town, where Erlo Stegen was preaching
as he toured Germany during his regular mission trip. We
delayed on our way and, therefore, entered a sanctuary no
more than ten minutes before the opening. We had barely
settled in the few seats that were still available, when an
authoritative voice said inside my heart, “Get up! Go to
Friedel Stegen and tell him that I am calling you to a coun-
seling ministry.” Suddenly, I felt lost from this surprise.
What did that mean? Was it a voice of God or was Satan
tempting me? But the beginning of worship service was
only minutes away! Can God really demand this of me?
How can I get up in front of the whole congregation and
come up to the first pew where Friedel Stegen is sitting to
strike a conversation with him? What will they think of
me?? This would be bad manners all right! A courteous per-
son would never do such a thing. It can very well be done
after the service without drawing anybody’s attention. And
what kind of counseling are we talking about if [ am still in
such a need of a counselor myself??

While I meditated about it in disarray, the remaining
minutes expired, and the service began. I was troubled at
heart. What if it really was God’s voice and I acted in dis-
obedience? But can the Lord demand to do something that
goes against common sense? Fully occupied with such
thoughts I was hardly able to listen to the singing of a choir
and the opening address of a local pastor, forcing me to con-
centrate only when Erlo Stegen got behind the pulpit. “Dear
friends!” he addressed the audience, “I want to notify you
so you are not surprised when my brother Friedel will have
to leave the sanctuary right after the service. The thing is
that we received an urgent message from South Africa that
requires his immediate return.”
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These words resonated like a thunder. I hardly con-
trolled myself from crying out. That’s why the Lord wanted
me to approach Friedel before the worship service. He knew
what was hidden from me. And I had gotten into reasoning
instead of being obedient from the start!

I can’t recall what Erlo Stegen was preaching about that
evening. Torturing myself with remorse for my stubbornness
and disobedience, I pleaded the Lord to forgive me and
begged Him to detain Friedel Stegen in the auditorium yet
for a couple of minutes, so that I would be able to approach
him and tell him what I needed. The choir hadn’t finished
its closing song when I darted towards Friedel Stegen who
was about to leave, without paying attention to anyone
around me. “Uncle Friedel,” I whispered catching my breath
in agitation, “Before the service God told me that He was
calling me to a ministry of counseling. Not knowing about
your leave I was disobedient and hadn’t come right away.
Please, tell me, what must I do now?”

Being accustomed to all sorts of surprises, Friedel
Stegen quickly glanced at me and without saying another
word, bowed his head and prayed: “Lord Jesus! You know
where this voice came from. If this ministry is really Your
will, confirm it to Your child. Amen.” After these words he
got up and hurriedly strolled out of the hall, and I slowly
walked back to my seat, trying not to notice my husband’s
questioning look.

Some time later, after one of the services, an unfamiliar
woman came up to me and said, “You are Ludmila, aren’t
you? I wanted to tell you that over the past few days I felt a
desire to bring my sins to light in confession. When I prayed
about it to the Lord, I was impelled to go to you. Do you
agree to listen to me?”

Caught by surprise I felt lost. I hadn’t told anyone, ex-
cept Friedel Stegen, about the voice which had called me to
a counseling ministry. Nobody had made an announcement
and not a single person introduced me to others as a coun-
selor. Therefore, the Lord must have prompted this soul to
come up to me with her request in order to confirm His will.

195



Yes, but I had absolutely no idea how to do it! I wasn’t pre-
pared to this kind of ministry.

“Perhaps, you would prefer to go to one of the
brothers, who are ministers?” I offered hesitantly, “Espe-
cially, since you definitely have some pretty good German
language skills.

“Yes, I do speak German,” she replied, “But it is to-
tally clear to me that I should turn with my need to you
particularly.”

“But,  am not an official counselor, you see,” I was trying
to stop her, “And truthfully, I don’t know exactly how to do it.

“Oh, it doesn’t matter to me,” I heard her answer.
“What’s important to me is to be faithful to God’s will. And
the Lord has sent me to you.”

After those words I had no choice but to find a secluded
place and shyly listened to what she had on her heart. My
prayer for that penitent soul was very timid and lacked con-
fidence, however by God’s grace, it was heard, and help had
been granted. Two days later that sister came again, then once
more and yet again. For several years we had had counseling
association together, until that woman became a vessel of God
herself, ready for His use and capable of helping other souls.

Upon becoming a counselor that way, I continued to
keep silent, telling no one about the ministry I had been en-
trusted. Yet people found me on their own. They called me
on the phone or wrote letters, affirming that in a prayer they
received a clear understanding from the Lord to turn to me
with their problems.

This was the beginning of my ministry which as of now
has been carrying on non-stop for fourteen years*’. If I had
lost sight of some people, others came in their place. During
all this time hundreds and thousands of lives have journeyed
through my heart. Thousands of tear-stricken faces and souls
suffering from sin flashed before my eyes. This way, the Lord
confirmed that it was truly His calling, which had begun
without me asking for it or even desiring for such a ministry.

a7 By the time of publishing the English version of this book, the author had
been in counseling ministry for over twenty years.
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It took many years before I understood what it meant
to be a “physician for soul.” Oh, how many of God’s chil-
dren tortured by sin fill up houses of prayer, fellowship halls
and churches today! An unseen realm, candid and real, un-
wraps “as is” for those who carry on the counseling mini-
stry. Everything else is only a religious spectacle, which we
all play one in front of each other, often times without rec-
ognizing it. We get together for worship and prayer, listen
to the Word of God, make decisions about church matters,
smile and greet each other, but at the same time behind the
scenes live out another life concealed from others, which
is in direct contrast to what we say and do. The difference
between a seeming outward picture and the reality can be
so great that it makes it hard to believe that this is one and
the same person. At the meetings, a man may pose as a very
pious and devout Christian: preach, recite poems, play an
instrument or sing in a choir. Yet in his own family, he
brings his relatives to despair by his irritability, quarrelsome
disposition, grumpiness, spitefulness, criticism and ever-
swinging moodiness. It is possible to show yourself
friendly, well meaning and courteous when associating with
other people, yet in reality be wicked, demanding, fussy and
always dissatisfied. During evangelizing campaigns you
can witness, telling others how the Lord had saved you and
had given you a new life, but in fact, remain just the way
you used to be: with your anger, indignity, inability to for-
give, covetousness, envy, adultery and the most loathing
thoughts. All of that makes an impression of a double life,
which we live daily, trying to somehow reconcile between
who we are in reality and who we present ourselves to be
to the others. How truthfully, though, the Word of God de-
scribes this condition, “These people draw near to Me with
their mouth, and honor Me with their lips, but their heart
is far from Me” (Matt.15:8).

About the perversity of human heart, it says in the Gos-
pel of Matthew 15:19, “For out of the heart proceed evil
thoughts, murders, adulteries, fornications, thefts, false wit-
ness, blasphemies.” 1 think this list could be extended to no
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end. Moreover, all this filth we craftily conceal, confident
that people cannot see our heart as well as unable to read
our minds. Therefore, we have an opportunity to smokesc-
reen, presenting ourselves in a quite different light, far from
who we really are. Consequently, we not only become hyp-
ocrites ourselves, but also make hypocrites of those whom
we try to bring to Christ. As the time goes by, one gets used
to the role so much that he truly begins to believe being the
one he tries to pass for. Only when the light of God deeply
penetrates our heart and lights up that which was hidden in
darkness, our eyes begin to see the veiled spiritual realm the
way it is. Namely, this previously unknown spiritual realm
of Christians literally shocked me and forced to ponder and
reevaluate much. At that time I understood the main reason
for absence of a close relationship between God and His
child, which creates an isolating wall between them. And
then, it finally dawned on me why my prayers sometimes
came back unheard, as if bounced off a lead ceiling. The an-
swer for it we find in Chapter 59 of the prophet Isaiah, “Be-
hold, the Lords hand is not shortened, that it cannot save,
nor His ear heavy, that it cannot hear. But your iniquities have
separated you from your God, and your sins have hidden His
face from you, so that He will not hear” (Isa. 59:1-2).

The counseling ministry became a new landmark on
my course of life, drawing a line under my ignorance,
naivety and spiritual immaturity. Instead, my spiritual edu-
cation had then begun, which perhaps would end only with
my crossing over to eternity. Since then, I do not stop learn-
ing, perceiving the mysteries of human soul and standing
amazed in its depths and intricate labyrinths. The more you
know the people, the more you wonder at their ignorance of
themselves. Man’s behavior, his deeds and actions can be so
unpredictable that you are unable to foresee it. In counseling,
I often meet folks who admit that as they understand more
of their own heart, they fret themselves. A Russian proverb
says, “The human heart is a dark mystery”, and I agree with
its truth more and more. It is amazing, how quickly a per-
son can change. I don’t think it happens as an unforeseen,
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suddenly occurring phenomenon. Most likely, something
which had already been present inside that the man was un-
aware of, reveals itself under certain conditions and in some
situations and circumstances. For example, a betrayer does
not all of the sudden becomes one. Some specific circum-
stances, which are favorable for such trait, occurring in an
unexpected moment, show what was hidden inside the man
and what neither he nor others around him could have sus-
pected. No, we do not know ourselves. This is why King
David, made wise by his life experience, exclaims, “Search
me, O God, and know my heart; try me, and know my anx-
ieties,; and see if there is any wicked way in me, and lead me
in the way everlasting” (Psalm 139:23-24). Perhaps, the in-
cident with Bathsheba did open his eyes as well to some-
thing he did not know about himself, but what, alas, he was
capable of doing. Possibly, he hadn’t conceived that for the
sake of achieving his own goal he would be prepared to
commit an insidious crime of murdering his loyal subject.
The Bible tells us, “The heart is deceitful above all things,
And desperately wicked; who can know it?” (Jer. 17:9). And
how unfortunate, indeed, that among God’s people there are
just a few of those who like David, ask the Lord to search
and try their hearts revealing hidden sins and secret
thoughts. The main segment of Christians prefers to dwell
in self-delusion, comforting themselves that they are no
worse than others and therefore, their salvation is secured.
I have no doubt that if Christians had wanted to see them-
selves the way God saw them, many things in Christianity
would look completely different.

That is why it gives such a joy to encounter souls who
pursue a closer walk with God discontented with an all-too-
common carefree calm, and in His light they begin to know
their heart, finding out things they haven’t seen there before.
In the beginning of my ministry it seemed to me that there
was just a handful of this kind of people. But to my delight,
through counseling I got persuaded that there were hundreds
and thousands of unsatisfied seeking souls. Long time ago,
in the Old Testament era, the prophet Elijah spoke in despair,
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“...the children of Israel have forsaken Your covenant...
I alone am left; and they seek to take my life.” In response
he heard: ““Yet I have reserved seven thousand in Israel, all
whose knees have not bowed to Baal....” (1 Kings 19:10, 18).
Seven thousand people remained faithful to the living God
during those terrifying, troubled times! Yet Israel wasn’t
that big of a nation. The same holds true for our days. In
the midst of universal quenching and apostasy, God pre-
serves tens of thousands or perhaps, hundreds of thousands
of people not wanting to compromise with sin and bow to
secular Christianity. They are the ones who usually come
for counseling.

As I studied medicine, I could not stop wondering about
the variety of diseases that assault human body. Thus, there
are so many kinds of medical specialists. They are surgeons,
general practitioners, pediatricians, orthopedists, ophthal-
mologists, otolaryngologists, cardiologists, pulmonologists,
hematologists, urologists, gynecologists, traumatologists,
dermatologists, oncologists, etc. The list can go on and in
fact, each one of them deals with tens and hundreds of dif-
ferent sicknesses, which human organism is exposed to. It
may be hard to believe but there are no less diseases that at-
tack human soul. If you arm yourself with a pencil and walk
through the pages of the Bible, writing down these ailments,
the abundant quantity of them will shock you. The following
books of the Scripture catalog a multitude of spiritual sick-
nesses, combined under one word, so familiar to us all,
“sin”’: Exodus and Deuteronomy, all books of Old Testament
prophets, four Gospels of the New Testament, Acts and the
Epistles, especially, in Epistles of the Apostle Paul to Ro-
mans, Corinthians, Thessalonians, Galatians, Ephesians,
Philippians, Colossians, Hebrews and also in letters to Timo-
thy, Titus and Philemon. These are: hatred of God, idolatry,
fortune-telling, sorcery, worship of Satan and evil spirits,
hatred, gluttony, tightfistedness, avidity, greed, adultery,
theft, fraud, ill-intentions, ill-will, envy, jealousy, unclean-
ness, evil lusts, fornication, infidelity, homosexuality, sex-
ual relationship with an animal (bestiality), apostasy, false
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witness, lies, unfaithfulness, betrayal, inability to forgive,
revenge, grumble, irritation, indignation, anger, spite, self-
interest, insolence, shamelessness, drunkenness, impiety,
malicious talk, swearing, judging, hypocrisy, Pharisee-like
disposition, laziness, violence, hostility, sly suspicions, self-
love, pride, arrogance, love of money, recklessness, ingrat-
itude, unfriendliness, lack of self-control, cruelty, pomposity,
partiality, stubbornness, insubordination, disobedience, re-
belliousness, inventiveness for evil, treachery, insidious-
ness, murder, etc. Alas, this is a much uncompleted register
of diseases which can strike man’s soul and transform it
from a crown of creation into a ferocious beast, whose
image may be hard to describe in human words. When
reading chapter 59 of Isaiah the prophet, chapter 9 of the
prophet Jeremiah; the Epistle to Colossians 3:5-9; the Epis-
tle to Romans 3:1-7; 2 Timothy 3:1-7 and many other pas-
sages of the Holy Scripture, one can come to conclusion
that the Bible depicts a very gloomy picture of a carnal man.
And if we are honest with ourselves, we must admit that
the image is accurate and truthful.

I think it may be appropriate to cite an excerpt from a
tiny booklet “The Grace of God” by William MacDonald.
One of its chapters called “The Sinfulness of Man” relates
the following,

“Man is an ungodly sinner. It is a condition that dates
from birth. He is “estranged from the womb.” He goes as-
tray as soon as he is born, speaking lies (Psalm 58:3). In his
infancy, he does not have to be taught to do wrong, he does
that naturally. But he does have to be taught to do right as
long as he lives (Proverbs 22:15).

He is a sinner by nature and by practice (Romans 3:23).
What he is in himself and what he has done are alike sinful.
And what he is in himselfis a lot worse than anything he has
ever done. Within him lies a pit of corruption, a hell of inig-
uity, a cesspool of sin.

His thought-life would not bear exposure (Mat-
thew 15:19). He could not publish a book containing the
record of his innermost thoughts, it would be against the
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law to print it. He would not want to walk around for one
hour with a poster announcing the most evil thought he has
had during the last week.

Down through the centuries, men have been writing
their vile thoughts on the walls of public buildings — reveal-
ing the depravity of their hearts.

There is a vast difference in every man between what
he is and what he wants people to think he is. He does not
want people to know him as he actually is, and so he puts
on a false front. His person is what he actually is; his per-
sonality is what he wants people to think about him. Thus
man is a hypocrite.

Someone has said that man is what he is in the dark.
God says, “Men loved darkness rather than light, because
their deeds were evil” (John 3:19).

When man sees fault, failure or sin in others, it appears
very revolting and repulsive to him. But when he commits
the same sin himself, it does not seem nearly so bad. “And
thinkest thou this, O man, that judgest them which do such
things, and doest the same, that thou shalt escape the judg-
ment of God?” (Romans 2:3).

This guilt of sin applies to all mankind, to all who are
born of human father and mother. “There is none righteous,
no, not one: there is none that understandeth, there is none
that seeketh after God. They are all gone out of the way, they
are together become unprofitable; there is none that doeth
good, no, not one” (Romans 3:10-13).

No only has sin affected all mankind; it has also af-
fected every part of man's being — his throat, tongue, lips,
mouth, feet, and eyes. “Their throat is an open sepulcher,
with their tongues they have used deceit; the poison of
asps is under their lips: whose mouth is full of cursing and
bitterness: their feet are swift to shed blood: destruction
and misery are in their ways: and the way of peace have
they not known: there is no fear of God before their eyes”
(Romans 3: 13-18).

Man sins against his God, against his neighbor, and
against himself.
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Instead of worshipping his God, he insults Him by mak-
ing idols and bowing down to them. His gods are images of
man, of birds, of four-footed beasts, and of creeping things
(Romans 1:23). Instead of being thankful to God for life,
food, clothing, and shelter, man curses God. He does not
swear by popes, presidents, or princes, but he takes the
Name of the Lord, his God, in vain (Exodus 20:7). He has
feelings of settled enmity against God instead of love for
Him. He is only happy when he can forget God, and only
sad when he remembers Him.

Not only does man sin against God, he sins against his
fellow men. He not only engages in vile pleasures himself,
but encourages others to do the same. “Who knowing the
judgment of God, that they which commit such things are
worthy of death, not only do the same, but have pleasure in
them that do them” (Romans 1:32). “For they sleep not, ex-
cept they have done mischief; and their sleep is taken away,
unless they cause some to fall” (Proverbs 4:16).

Man is selfish. He must come first. He must have his
own way. In order to satisfy his bodily passions, he corrupts
others through adultery, fornication, and other forms of vile
sexual behavior.

He tells lies in order to further his own ends. He cannot
be trusted. “Cease ye from man, whose breath is in his nos-
trils: for wherein is he to be accounted of?” (Isaiah 2:22).
Whoever trusts him is cursed (Jeremiah 17:5).

He rejoices when calamity comes to others — rejoices
that it does not affect him.

He vents his anger and malice on his neighbor. He
envies those who have more than he and plots to steal what
does not belong to him.

And if he finds a man who is more righteous than he,
what does he do? Does he seek to bring his own life up to
the higher standard? On the contrary, he seeks to destroy
the one whose virtuous life exposes him (John 3:19, 20)!

He not only sins against his God and his neighbor; he
sins against himself. He abuses his body through drunken-
ness, immorality, and dissipation. He wastes his talents and
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squanders his possessions. He refuses wise counsel and re-
Jjects his truest Friend. If he only knew it, he is his own worst
enemy...

Various illustrations are used in the Bible to describe
man's sinful state. For instance, he is likened to a leper
(Matthew 8:2), speaking of his vile, and incurable, con-
taminating condition. He is paralyzed (John 5:5), deaf
(Mark 7:32), dumb (Mark 9:17), blind (John 9:1), and
dead in trespasses and in sins (Ephesians 2:1). He is
fallen, polluted, helpless and hell-deserving.

The climax of man's sin came [more than*®] nineteen
hundred years ago. When God came to this world in the Per-
son of Jesus Christ, men looked at the only perfect Man Who
ever lived; yet they could not tolerate Him. He did not come
to steal, kill, or destroy, but to give life and to give it more
abundantly (John 10:10); yet the creatures whom His hands
had made cried, “This is the heir: come, let us kill him”
(Luke 20:14) (End of quote).

I admit that I haven’t met with a better well-aimed,
exact and truthful definition of man’s sinfulness than this.
Now, with over two decades of the counseling ministry be-
hind me, I can only confirm the above said with “yea” and
“amen.” No doubt, such accurate characteristic can only be
given by someone who is a counselor himself, because only
a soul’s physician is so knowledgeable about soul’s sick-
nesses. And really, only when people come to counseling,
all masks abate. Then, each and every thing gets called its
proper name, and a man stands before the light of God as is.
We, humans, are not just corrupted, but unbelievably, hor-
ribly, indescribably corrupted; and only in acknowledging
this fact can we truly understand it for the first time how un-
deserving we are of this mercy and grace bestowed upon us
by God through His Son Jesus Christ. There is only one ex-
planation, why in spite of all the corruption the Lord still
loves us, and it is the holy blood of the Lamb of God shed
on the cross of Golgotha. And the price of Christ’s blood
namely is what transfers us from being unworthy to becoming

48 Time reference is added by the translator.
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precious in the eyes of God. Therefore, I don’t know how
to express my gratitude to God for being entrusted with His
most valuable possession of all — human soul. With passing
years there were many things I needed to realize and had
much to learn in this ministry. One of them, for example,
was to love people not because they were to my liking, but
because Jesus loved them; to suffer and bear a lot of harsh
things from them, not because I was so patient by nature,
but because Christ had long-suffered for them; to wait and
hope they would change only because the Lord has been
waiting for them and “not writing anybody off.” He taught
me to forgive and to forget unfaithfulness and betrayal of
people, while turning it over to God’s justice, because He
showed me how disloyal I had been toward Him.

I won’t forget one event which has become a good spir-
itual lesson for the rest of my life. The Lord placed it on a
woman’s heart to go to me for counseling. She was almost
10 years older than I and had had quite a few counselors so
far. Therefore, she did not want to accept the motive as a
will of God and resisted it for many months. However, the
Lord had surmounted her resistance, and one time she came
to speak with me. For many months and even years we con-
tinued our joint struggle with sin which had tormented her
for decades, until, finally her soul with God’s help, found
freedom. But time went on, and after a series of certain
events a wall rose up between us. Her soul completely shut
up. Silence became reticence, which in time grew to hostil-
ity. I felt very heavy for I couldn’t understand the reason for
this. Once, when I was feeling sad about this soul, my hus-
band and I were getting back home after a church service.
It got very late. It was pouring outside, and while listening
to the rain’s scathing beats on our car’s windows, I began
silently crying, swallowing up my tears and discreetly
brushing them off my face, so that my husband wouldn’t
see it. Fortunately, he was deep in his own thoughts and
wasn’t noticing anything anyway, so I could safely give my-
self over to my grief. “Lord! — I was calling heavens in my
thoughts. — Please, take her away from me. She causes me
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so much pain! You know, I haven’t done her anything
wrong. Neither have I sought her friendship. You Yourself
brought her to me and told me to pray. Oh, how many sleep-
less nights I have spent because of her!... How much strug-
gle I have gone through! Ah, how hard and ungrateful a
human heart can be!”

Thus as I was being so pitiful to myself and was wailing
suddenly a voice in my heart said, “Are you crying, Lud-
mila?? Stop, and consider Me. Do you remember how being
crucified on a cross, spat upon, mocked and beaten by those
for whom [ suffered, tortured by spiritual torment and phys-
ical pain, I prayed: “Father, forgive them, for they know not
what they do!”’? That’s how you should pray: “Forgive this
soul, because she does not know what she does.”” The voice
grew silent. My tears immediately dried up, and the ache
breaking my own soul apart, was gone. Peace descended
into my heart. Some wonderful heavenly calm filled and
overfilled my whole being. It felt like a miracle! I quieted
down, listening to my soul and being amazed at the sudden
inner change. There was no more sadness nor hurt, nor self-
mourning. There was only compassion and love towards that
person, as well as a desire to pray for her even more than
before. That’s how I met again with the Lord Who while
endlessly loving a man’s soul teaches His child to love in
the same manner. After a while the woman restored her con-
nection with me and has been an assistance and a blessing
to me for many years.

That episode taught me a lot. And when later other
people who had formerly come for counseling, for different
reasons turned away and in their rebellion said spiteful
things about me or even at times treacherously “stabbed in
the back™, time and again I have recalled these words,
“Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do.”

Counseling is a peculiar ministry and, in my opinion,
only a person called by God is able to carry it out, otherwise,
one will not endure it and break down spiritually. But if
the Lord determined it for you, He then will undoubtedly
give you the necessary strength to perform it. Devil does
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not remain passive when someone prayerfully stands up
for an enslaved soul. He takes vengeance in all fierceness
of his satanic nature, and in fact, uses those for his purpose,
who call themselves children of God. With their “aid” he
especially quickly reaches his goal — to bring a counselor
to despair, break his spiritual strength and force him to quit
his ministry.

There are so many Christians who need counseling help
and advocated prayer and there are only a handful of those,
who forgetting themselves, are capable of helping these
people! It seems to me that the ratio may be even as much
as 98% to 2%; however, those 2% typically have no break
at all. Although I must say there is nothing unusual about it.
It was similar to that in the past, and it is now, and it will al-
ways be. Just recall the prophets of the Old Testament and
their cries to heaven, when while interceding for His people
before God they were banished, tortured, trampled and
persecuted. Therefore, the prophet Elijah, being driven to
despair and asking that he might die, said, “I¢ is enough!
Now, Lord, take my life, for I am no better than my
fathers!.. For the children of Israel have forsaken Your
covenant, torn down Your altars, and killed Your prophets
with the sword. I alone am left; and they seek to take my
life” (1 Kings 19:4, 10). The prophet Jeremiah, worn out by
persecution and tortures, complains to the Lord and repeats
after Elijah, saying, “Cursed be the day in which I was
born!... Why did I come forth from the womb to see labor
and sorrow, that my days should be consumed with shame?”
(Jerem. 20:14, 18) or “I have become the ridicule of all my
people — Their taunting song all the day ... My enemies with-
out cause hunted me down like a bird. They silenced my life
in the pit and threw stones at me. The waters flowed over
my head; I said, “I am cut off!”... You have seen all their
vengeance, all their schemes against me. You have heard
their reproach, O Lord, all their schemes against me, the
lips of my enemies and their whispering against me all the
day” (Lam. 3:14, 52-54, 60-62). The Lord Himself spoke
about scornful treatment the prophet was getting from God’s
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people, “So my people come pretending to be sincere and
sit before you. They listen to your words, but they have no
intention of doing what you say. Their mouths are full of
lustful words, and their hearts seek only after money. You
are very entertaining to them, like someone who sings love
songs with a beautiful voice or plays fine music on an in-
strument. They hear what you say, but they don’t act on
it!” (Ezek.33:31-32). The reading of these words invol-
untarily makes one think about many a church service
where God’s people go to nowadays. Won’t you agree there
is a remarkable parallel to the description of the meetings
God was telling Ezekiel about?

In New Testament times the Apostle Paul might be a
striking example of a suffering minister of God, who gave
himself completely over to serve people. And how did it go?
What was his “reward” for such undivided selfless giving?
Here is what the apostle Paul says about it, “Are they min-
isters of Christ? — I speak as a fool — [ am more: in labors
more abundant, in stripes above measure, in prisons more
frequently, in deaths often. From the Jews five times I re-
ceived forty stripes minus one. Three times I was beaten with
rods, once I was stoned, three times I was shipwrecked, a
night and a day I have been in the deep, in journeys often,
in perils of waters, in perils of robbers, in perils of my own
countrymen, in perils of the Gentiles, in perils in the city, in
perils in the wilderness, in perils in the sea, in perils among
false brethren, in weariness and toil, in sleeplessness often,
in hunger and thirst, in fastings often, in cold and naked-
ness — besides the other things, what comes upon me daily:
my deep concern for all the churches. Who is weak, and
I am not weak? Who is made to stumble, and I do not burn
with indignation? ” (2 Cor.11:23-29).

What a glorious minister of the Gospel! What a coun-
selor! What a model for imitation of following the Lord!
And at the same time, what a symbol of a man misunder-
stood by others, forsaken and hated by many!

This is only a short list taken from pages of the Holy
Scripture; the list which was later added to by next generation
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.Fifty years of my life have already
pas

Time flies..

Narrow path
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of the faithful bearers of God’s truth, many of whom became
martyrs for Christ in their life and death. In the Epistle to
Hebrews, Chapter 11, verses 36-38 there recorded the most
amazing words, “Still others had trial of mockings and
scourgings, yes, and of chains and imprisonment. They were
stoned, they were sawn in two, were tempted, were slain with
the sword. They wandered about in sheepskins and goat-
skins, being destitute, afflicted, tormented — of whom the
world was not worthy. They wandered in deserts and moun-
tains, in dens and caves of the earth.”

Well, as they say, the history repeats itself, confirming
that humanity has not changed in its core. Just as in ancient
times ‘the born of the flesh’ persecuted ‘the born of the
spirit’, so it is now: those living by the flesh persecute the
ones living by the spirit, being genuinely sure that by doing
it they serve God.

Praise the Lord that the Holy Scriptures contain exam-
ples, through which one can learn a lot. It rejuvenates and
builds up in hope, and gives a new strength to press on. Very
often, when I lost heart, when I was exhausted and wanted
to quit everything, my memory recalled the wonderful pas-
sages from the Word of God, which during such times as
these spoke with amazing clarity and became priceless spir-
itual help. For instance, when one person hardened her heart,
lacking understanding of my motives and began to say spite-
ful things, the Lord reminded me these words, “For there
is not a just man on earth who does good and does not sin.
Also do not take to heart everything people say, lest you
hear your servant cursing you. For many times, also, your
own heart has known that even you have cursed others”
(Eccl. 7:20-22). When dark clouds thickened above my soul
and it seemed there was no breakthrough, the words of com-
fort sounded in my heart, “Nevertheless the gloom will not
be upon her who is distressed”® (Isa. 9:1). When plunged
into disappointment, tiredness and despair I wished to forget
everything and take a break, leaving the ministry, a thought

49 Russian Synodal text of Isaiah is recorded in chapter 8, verse 22 and says:
“For darkness will not always be where it has now thickened.”
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drilled my mind, “...not lagging in diligence, fervent in
spirit, serving the Lord; rejoicing in hope, patient in tribu-
lation, continuing steadfastly in prayer...”° (Rom.12:11-12).
When I thought I had found a person who would under-
stand and share my burden, a verse from the Scripture
would float up in my memory, “You are trusting in the staff
of this broken reed, Egypt, on which if a man leans, it will
go into his hand and pierce it” (2 Kings 18:21). However,
being a trusting person by nature and capable of quick af-
fections, I disregarded that warning, and therefore, always
paid dearly for it. As I went to the Lord with my belated
remorse, again I found an exhortation in His Word, “Con-
fidence in an unfaithful man in time of trouble is like a bad
tooth and a foot out of joint” (Prov. 25:19). When I wanted
to cry in pain, experiencing treachery of those whom I con-
sidered my confidants, and craved to pay back with the
same, words of warning would come to my heart, “Be-
loved, do not avenge yourselves, but rather give place to
wrath; for it is written, “Vengeance is Mine, I will repay,”
says the Lord” (Rom. 12:19). But the words God told the
prophet Jeremiah, whom I love so much, helped me more
often in those difficult times, “If you return, then I will
bring you back, you shall stand before Me;, if you take out
the precious from the vile, you shall be as My mouth. Let
them return to you, but you must not return to them. And
1 will make you to this people a fortified bronze wall; and
they will fight against you, but they shall not prevail
against you; for 1 am with you to save you and deliver
you,” says the Lord. I will deliver you from the hand of the
wicked, and I will redeem you from the grip of the terrible”
(Jerem. 15:19-21). Ah, how wonderful that we have the
Word of God, but it is even better when it becomes alive and
starts speaking, comforting, exhorting and convincing us!
That’s how I am constantly learning. And the Lord, being
faithful to His Word, turns my errors into good, continuing

50 Again, Russian translation is emphasized in a following way: “Do not lag in
diligence; be fervent in spirit; serve the Lord! Have comfort in hope, be patient
in sorrow, be constant in prayer...”
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to work within my soul, prompting me to realize something,
to repent in certain things, to leave some things behind, to
reject other things completely and begin to see and under-
stand things anew. Therefore, | am deeply thankful to the
Heavenly Father that in my life the amazingly true words
may also be fulfilled, “...that all things work together for
good to those who love God, to those who are the called ac-
cording to His purpose” (Romans 8:28).

Especially, I thank Him for the ministry of caring for
souls He entrusted me with; souls, for whom He had shed
His blood and who continue to come, replacing one another.
Many of them I don’t get to meet for years.

I know them only by their correspondence and phone
calls, because they live in different cities of Germany and
other countries: USA, Israel, Australia, Finland, Great Bri-
tain, Spain, Russia, Ukraine, Belarus, Moldova, Latvia,
Lithuania, Estonia and other territories of the former So-
viet Union.

I do not have any kind of theological education and
have never completed any classes for counselors; therefore,
people who need help are my main “universities” and the
best spiritual school I get. Unwittingly, they become a help
and a blessing to me, inadvertently teaching me the precious
lessons that widen my horizon and enhance my own spiritual
improvement and growth.

Nothing else but, namely, the ministry of counseling
opened my heart to Christians of all denominations, notwith-
standing their position in some or the other spiritual doc-
trines. I have not the slightest doubt that the body of Christ
as a whole — the Church of Jesus Christ — will consist of
people representing very different Christian confessions. Be-
cause in essence, there are only two kinds of Christians,
namely, those who truly are the children of God and those
who only call themselves as such; and besides, one can find
both kinds in any Christian congregation. It is not the name
of a denomination we belong to that characterizes our fun-
damental nature, but the fact whether we really are God’s
children living according to the Holy Scripture. Our Savior
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had not said these sobering words in vain, “Not everyone
who says to Me, ‘Lord, Lord,’ shall enter the kingdom of
heaven, but he who does the will of My Father in heaven”
(Matt.7:21).

Counseling helped me to look at the believers through
different eyes. During many years of my ministry [ have had
opportunities to meet with some wonderful, sincere, seeking
souls among those whose company one is usually told to
shun, as well as with cold in their Pharisee-like piety, stiff
in their unshakably “right” conceptions representatives of
traditional “thriving” churches. Eternity only will reveal
who will be considered a true child of God and a sheep of
Jesus Christ, since up there, as [ have said earlier, they have
got quite different dimensions. I am afraid that a sizable por-
tion of Christians will experience the greatest shock of their
life as they cross its finish line, and realize how much off
mark their ideas, opinions and assumptions had been. How
shameful we’ll feel one day because of the fact that while
being on earth we have impudently dared to assume a role
which by all rights belonged only to God.

Counseling or soul-caring® opens the eyes of the min-
isters to the true spiritual condition of the members of their
congregations and churches. And in every respect I agree
with many missionaries, evangelists and preachers, who vis-
ited the former Soviet Union, that absence of such necessary
and very valuable ministry or the obvious limitation of it, is
one of the weakest sides of Christianity in Russia, Ukraine,
Moldova, Kazakhstan and other countries.

51 1t describes the meaning of the word “counseling” in Russian language the
best (Translator’s note).
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Chapter 12
Parting with Kwa Sizabantu

Dear Reader! I have now come to the hardest moment
of my narrative and to the most difficult of all experiences
I had gone through in more than fifty years of my life.
I would have given much to keep this pain from resurrecting
in my heart’s memory but, alas, can do nothing about it. Re-
ality remains a reality, however harsh it might have been.

Seventeen years which I had spent in Kwa Sizabantu
circle of friends and advocates included seven years of
work on the trilogy and ten years of mission trips to the
former Soviet Union and other countries along with Erlo
Stegen and his other coworkers. All of that plus numerous
meetings and conferences, where I participated as a co-
worker of Kwa Sizabantu and many years of counseling
ministry have created tight bonds, which I could not have
imagined to ever be broken.

It all started when the first book of the trilogy had been
published and we began receiving invitations to hold evan-
gelistic campaigns in Russia, Ukraine, Caucasus, and other
republics of the former Soviet Union. In conjunction with
that, the work of organizing and setting up those mission
trips significantly increased. The trips usually lasted for ten
to twelve days and took place in various cities and villages,
churches and congregations of different denominations.
During such trips one spends all his time together with
others and, therefore, gets to have more contact and know
each other a lot better. Under these circumstances while get-
ting into different situations you can see, hear and observe
many things which are impossible to notice when you are a
simple listener in a sanctuary, attentively concentrating on
what is being said from a pulpit. However you look at it, but
our behavior and reactions, the incidentally dropped remarks
and commentaries, our facial expressions, deeds and actions
under certain clauses can definitely cross off everything we
say, witness and preach; even if it be the absolute truth. And
this is exactly what happened to me.
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Right at the time of our second mission trip to Russia,
in April 1992, some things which became evident to me
really disturbed and confused me, also causing anxiety and
my first alarming questions, “How could this be? Can you
really do that? How can you combine it with what was
written in the books about revival, and what brothers had
preached about?” Being a coworker I had an opportunity to
attend special meetings arranged by the leadership of Kwa
Sizabantu for their preachers, pastors, counselors and other
spiritual ministers, which also allowed me from time to time
to see things happening behind the scenes.

It was one thing — to sit in an auditorium and listen to
what was preached from the pulpit, and quite another — to
see and experience it, which was limited to only a few. Be-
sides, as I did counseling, I heard many facts from other
people which matched to my own observations, forcing me
to think, verify and compare the occurrences with the Holy
Scripture that teaches us to examine all things. However, the
idea was too intimidating to think that something wrong had
penetrated the revival. I saw the fruits of our ministry, ob-
served the blessings brought by the three books about the
revival, leading hundreds and thousands of souls to ac-
knowledging their sins, repentance and changeover. For that
reason | refused all critical thoughts, especially because we
had continuously been told that suspicions and judgment
were horrendous sins destroying man’s soul and God’s
work. Fearing to sin against the leaders by means of wrong
assumptions had shackled, paralyzed and blocked my nor-
mal ability to think and assess in a healthy manner.

Counseling ministry and contact with Christians of dif-
ferent views, concepts and world views forced me to look
for serious literature more frequently, where I could obtain
necessary information and find answers to the questions
raised by those who came to me. This way by reading quo-
tations of the men of God from different eras and by drawing
upon their rich spiritual experience, [ came across things that
shed light to what was going on with us, the group of fol-
lowers of Kwa Sizabantu. The Word of God says it plainly
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that there is nothing new under heaven and in many a cir-
cumstance of our days, one can find the echoes of the past
events. For instance, in all spiritual revivals, however dis-
similar they may have seemed, there have always been a
common ground, including mistakes, miscalculations and
all sorts of deviations, which sooner or later lead to smoth-
ering and bringing to a complete halt something which was
once a work of God.

While reading the books, pondering and comparing
events, | had to admit that many things which guided one or
the other revivals of the past to digression from the truth and
destruction had already been present in Kwa Sizabantu
movement for a while. But the heaviest blow I got when
after counseling sessions with some former members of var-
ious sects, whose stories awakened a keen interest in me,
I got a hold of literature, explaining the essence of delusions
in sects, cults, false doctrines and different spiritual misuses.
To my horror, there were at least 70% to 80% of typical
characteristics and features of sects listed, which described
Kwa Sizabantu, and which I due to my ignorance simply did
not pay attention to. Thus, little by little my eyes opened to
the core of things that for me went without saying. Time and
again the words of the Holy Scripture came to mind, “Who
is blind but My servant, or deaf as My messenger whom
1 send? Who is blind as he who is perfect, and blind as the
Lord'’s servant? Seeing many things, but you do not observe;
opening the ears, but he does not hear” (Isaiah 42:19-20).

The same could have been said about me. Being a co-
worker I had an opportunity to see a lot, but as an active
adherent of this work, I tried simply not to notice any-
thing, thinking there were others who carried a respon-
sibility to sort things out, whereas my business was only
to pray, not criticize.

However, the time went on, and events developed in
such a way that it was impossible not to see the apparently
undesirable facts. More often than before the news reached
our ears that one or the other involved member and devotee
of Kwa Sizabantu in South Africa left the mission. Among
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those who left were first of all the close relatives of Erlo
Stegen: his mother, two of his brothers and a sister with all
their families. Almost all admirers of Kwa Sizabantu in Eu-
rope, including myself, considered those “poor souls” to be
confused and departed from the truth, not troubling ourselves
to investigate it deeper, or perhaps out of fear to displease
and cause suspicion of our leaders. They didn’t talk about
those who left and tried not to remember them, as if they
had never existed (by the way, such fate was appointed to
all who left Kwa Sizabantu). After a while the number of
departed began to increase. For example, Friedel Stegen’s
son-in-law Koos, who had carried a rather important mini-
stry at the mission, left the station. In 1995, a black coworker
Muzi Kunene, in whom they had great hopes, had departed
from Kwa Sizabantu. Behind him, he left a trail of rather
scandalous stories which were carefully hidden by the lead-
ership. Next year, in 1996, all members of European
branches KSB in Germany, Switzerland, France, Holland
and Belgium were shocked when they heard the news that
Erlo Stegen’s wife’s own brother, Trevor Dahl, said farewell
to the mission. He had been Erlo’s right hand, a counselor, a
great preacher and a blessed minister of the Gospel, valued
and respected by the entire mission. Yet he left without ex-
planation, declaring that God had shown him a different way.

The departure of this man of God hit a shattering blow
to my confidence in the correctness of the revival teaching.
Trevor Dahl knew this movement basically from its begin-
ning, that is to say, for about thirty years, twenty-five of
which he had lived directly at the mission station, where he
had been doing a colossal work and knew the structure of
every Kwa Sizabantu activity as a few did. And such a man
broke loose and said good-bye to something he had been de-
voted to for a major part of his life. His brief words that God
had shown him a different way were a mystery to me. What
was behind those words? What did really make him to leave
behind his responsibilities, his numerous friends, well-es-
tablished house at the mission and step into a complete ob-
scurity? It had no sense to ask Kwa Sizabantu leaders about
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it, because everything was being done to make his name be
forgotten as soon as possible.

In a fairly short time a seemingly serene world of calm
and unshakable unity of European branches of Kwa Siza-
bantu shattered. Some unbelievable events started taking
place and in spite of all precautionary measures of keeping
them under a carpet they leaked out, reaching the ears of
regular members. One by one our leading brothers started
disappearing from the scene, and within a year one-third of
leaders of Kwa Sizabantu Germany left the mission, includ-
ing the pastor of our subdivision in a town of Schwibisch
Gmiind (Lindach). Then the ordinary members of the con-
gregations could hardly understand what was truly going on.
One thing was clear: primarily those who were better in-
formed were leaving Kwa Sizabantu.

During that stage some people started coming to me for
counseling. From them I learned about many scandalous
stories that had to do with the mission. They asked for advice
and sought help. Because of that, I turned to main leaders
with some of the questions, which I have bitterly regretted
later, having experienced the reaction I would have never
expected. By that time I was already under suspicion. Time
and again I faced the same question — what must I do: to
please men or to do what the Word of God teaches? For the
most part I could no longer reconcile my conscience to what
was happening around.

When in October of 1999 we had our next mission trip
with Erlo Stegen to USA, I realized it would be my last one.
At the end of the trip I became very sick and could not par-
ticipate in the worship services, a fact that made me very
happy. As I got back to Germany, I called Erlo Stegen in South
Africa and said that due to my poor health condition I must
temporarily leave the ministry. My physical and emotional
strength was undermined. I literally felt myself in ruins.

Day and night my soul was calling upon the Lord for
guidance. I had a choice. I could either, continue my ministry,
remain true to Kwa Sizabantu and compromise my con-
science or leave the movement altogether and lose everything
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I had gained there: hundreds of friends, their love and ap-
proval, popularlty and, perhaps, even my ministry. The inner
struggle was going on for months. Memories of past bless-
ings, of what had been revealed and received through Kwa
Sizabantu, of precious hours and days spent together, of all
that had undeniably enriched me spiritually alternated with
sadness, pain, doubts and countless disappointments in
people, which had been an example for imitation and, as it
seemed to me, of altruistic service to God.

I had a feeling that ground was slipping away from
under my feet. There was nothing to stand on or to grab onto.
Had all that I had experienced in the past seventeen years
really been only a delusion?? Had that, which was written
in the books about the revival, not reflected the reality?? Yes,
but I had not made anything up! They only contained that
which was told by Erlo Stegen! I was only a tool of Russian
language for him! It would be inconceivable to think that he
lied or grossly exaggerated! But if so, then I was the one
who imparted it on my people, on all Russian-speaking pop-
ulation of many thousands or even millions of souls dis-
persed all over the globe! But I was so afraid to bring to
others something which was not the truth and would have
done harm to those for whom Christ had died! O, Lord, what
was 1t?? Was it Your work and the truth or self-delusion, coun-
terfeit revival, where there wasn’t and isn’t Your Spirit??...
Then, all which had been done was done in vain and was a
straw; a house built on sand; a work which would burn away
and without any value in the light of eternity! But what do
I do about the voice which had spoken to me at Kwa Siza-
bantu and ordered to bring this preaching to Russia? How am
I to interpret what I personally experienced in the moment of
my own contact with eternity? How can I possibly compare
it all? What should I accept? What must I refuse? How should
I continue to live and what must I do anyway?? Will I ever
be capable of trusting anyone anymore after all of this?...

I was literally bent to the ground by bitter feelings of
being deceived and being a deceiver of others against my
will. The thoughts of it plunged me in such despair that all
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I wanted was to be a little mouse hiding in a tiny hole in
order not to see anyone or say anything; not to know or hear
anything. How many tears have I wept during those long
restless nights! And how much spiritual strength and ago-
nizing struggle it cost me — only God knows. I knew I was
killing myself over it, but had no vigor to stop and pull my-
self together. It looked like a spiritual suicide, but I really
did covet to die in those days. Like the disciples calling out
to Jesus in the boat, “Master, Master, we are perishing!”
I, too, shouted in the midst of the storm of my soul, “Lord,
if You don’t help me, I will perish!” And I also did not hear
His answer. Although, perhaps, there was one, but in the roar
of confusion it did not reach my spiritual ear. One time in
an instance of a brief brightening up, as I, spiritually worn
out, hoped and longed for nothing, the familiar calm voice
clearly rang in my heart, asking me a simple question,

“Ludmila, is there anything permanent on earth?”’

“No!” T answered without thinking and as always
caught by a surprise, “Everything on earth is temporal.”

“Then what are you weeping about and why are you
tormenting yourself? How can you build on something that
will end sooner or later?”

“Lord, but I believed the revival was true, and therefore
I passed the news on to the others.”

“Hadn t there been true spiritual revivals in the history
of Christianity? But where are they now? Wasn t the Apos-
tolic Church a sample of the first revival? But it does not
exist anymore. Nevertheless, she gave birth to the Christi-
anity of the generations to follow. Then why are you crying
over something that is not permanent and sooner or later
will pass away?”

My tears dried up instantly, and heavenly peace filled
my aching heart. Really, why am I crying? Why am I trying
to comprehend something that will, perhaps, be revealed only
in eternity? How often in the history of God’s people the
Lord did something that was misunderstood by the masses.
There are examples left on the pages of the Holy Scriptures
that up until now are still unattainable for human brain. The
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Lord is Sovereign. He does what He wants, when He wants
and the way He wants, being accountable to no one, without
explanation and justification. Our mind is too small, narrow
and limited to understand our boundless Creator. Perchance,
only the afterlife will disclose things that were so unachiev-
able and unapproachable for us here on this earth.

In any case I had to do only one thing — to ask the Lord
to make known His will to me and carry it out at whatever
the cost may be. I began to pray, asking Him to show me
what Kwa Sizabantu is in His eyes at present time and
whether I should remain there. Within several days I had
three dreams, in which Kwa Sizabantu was presented to me
in three ways:

1. As a powerful turbid stream, where many people

had drowned right before my eyes.

2. As atall multifamily apartment building which had

dangerous cracks and was shaking ready to tumble

down, burying tenants under its ruins, where [ was one
of them. In the course of this dream I heard the words,

“Flee from here! Flee and do not linger! Flee to the

mountain!” When I fled with my husband away from

this house, I yelled to the people in order for them to
be saved but only a few followed us.

3. In my third dream I saw a jail surrounded by a high

wall with a barbed wire. The amazing thing about it was

that for those who were inside the wall it seemed to be

a beautiful resort, rolled in lavish floral plants and

greenery, which were hiding a prison wall from their

view. Only the ones staying outside its boundaries no-
ticed the wall and the jail.

These dreams shed light on the situation. I received the
answer I sought.

It was June of 2000 when it was unexpectedly an-
nounced from the pulpit of our congregation in Lindach, that
Lydia Dube (the one, who according to Erlo Stegen’s words
had experienced death and miraculous resurrection) com-
mitted a grave sin and was no longer a co-worker at Kwa
Sizabantu of South Africa. In addition, it was said that
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Barney Mabaso — a black pastor of the largest Christian
fellowship of Zulu tribe in Tugela Ferry parted with Kwa
Sizabantu and left the mission together with the eight hun-
dred members of his church.

Such news for all who had gathered sounded like a
thunder from the clear sky. I was sitting in a state of shock.
Barney Mabaso, who was called “a fiery preacher” and who
was characterized by Erlo Stegen himself as “a man of
truth”, broke off with Kwa Sizabantu movement??.. How do
you put this together??... If the truth is there, then why did
“aman of truth” split off from this revival? Why did he, who
had come to the Lord through Erlo Stegen’s preaching even
before the revival started, leave his spiritual mentor, com-
pletely tearing off from him and all that was so dear and pre-
cious to him?... O, how many “why’s” were possibly being
addressed out to heaven in the hearts and minds of those
present in the sanctuary, but the people, trained not to ask
unnecessary questions, only kept silent.

That which I heard had finally confirmed the correct-
ness of my decision. I stopped thinking about consequences,
only waiting until the right time came for my exodus. In
July, for the first time in those years I didn’t go to the usual
European conference lead by the Kwa Sizabantu mission in
Switzerland. When it ended, on August 5, 2000 I sent out
eight copies of my departure letter to the leaders of all Eu-
ropean branches asking to read it in front of their congrega-
tions. I couldn’t leave quietly and unnoticed, because for ten
years I had been in this ministry as a counselor and co-
worker, being responsible for all Russian-speaking believers
who had taken this teaching to their hearts. Here are the
contents of my letter:

To all churches, congregations, home groups and
friends of Kwa Sizabantu for public reading.

Dear brothers and sisters!
I want to inform you all that following the long, dis-
turbing contemplations and thorough scrutiny of occurring
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events, after extensive prayers and persistent petitions to the
Lord asking for a clear guidance, I have come to an ex-
tremely difficult, literally heart-rending decision to cut my
ties with Kwa Sizabantu mission.

A lot of things that have recently taken place in this re-
vival movement do not agree with my conscience any longer.
I cannot and have no right before God and His Church to
further identify myself with it.

Our newly organized, just a year ago, Christian mission
“Waters of Life” from now on shall work as a completely
independent organization, having nothing to do with Kwa
Sizabantu mission.

With heartfelt greetings,
Ludmila Plett.

Unfortunately, when this letter reached congregations,
it was either ignored without mentioning it to anyone, or
loosely quoted without actual reading but to the most extent
in a similar word fashion as this, “Ludmila Plett broke her
relations with Kwa Sizabantu because she had formed her
own mission and wanted to work independently.”

By the way, our mission “Waters of Life” had been
formed according to an advice of Kwa Sizabantu leaders
themselves more than a year before my departure. The
previously supposed name “Kwa Sizabantu of Russia”
was replaced by “Waters of Life”? at Friedel Stegen’s ur-
gent request. Therefore, such oral interpretation did not
correlate to the true contents of my letter and was in fact,
a pure fiction.

After such an announcement several people phoned me,
asking the same question, have I really become that proud
that I did not want to work together with Kwa Sizabantu?
Because of that I was then forced to send out copies of my
letter to certain people, and later, publish it on the Internet,
in order to explain the reason of my disappearance from the
Kwa Sizabantu scene. The years have passed by. Since that

52 The German name is “Wasser des Lebens mission.”
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time I have not written anything and haven’t signed any
papers or documents against this movement (as was alleged
by many). I can only pity that Christians can lie so exqui-
sitely. However, let it remain on their conscience.

After leaving Kwa Sizabantu I heard about various
scandalous stories connected with the movement (of which
much was said and written), but had no desire to spread them
furthermore. God is the Judge of all and for all.

Subsequent to my departure almost all friends and ac-
quaintances as well as individuals who had turned to me
with counseling questions, — all from Kwa Sizabantu cir-
cles, — severed their contacts with me. Well, it was ex-
pected. I wasn’t the first one and most certainly, not the
last. Such is the fate of all who left the movement. Follow-
ing my exit many Christians did the same and left Kwa Si-
zabantu. As far as I know, their number reached several
hundred only in Germany.

I must admit that I had a difficult time after leaving
Kwa Sizabantu. Seventeen years spent in its surroundings
had made an impression on me, since | took in and absorbed
everything we were being taught and preached. Some of
those things were good and right, others were extreme and
obviously radical. After all I had experienced I felt tired, sick
and literally, squeezed out. I needed time to spiritually regain
strength and sort the whole thing out, as well as simply re-
cover from shock that left a deep bleeding wound in my
heart. As I met with people who had also parted with Kwa
Sizabantu, I saw how much they were soul-sick and spirit-
ually disoriented, being unable to understand where the truth
was. Among them there were some who getting completely
disappointed in everything, went back into the world. Thus,
I became convinced how dangerous it was to build ones faith
on someone’s great personality or a certain doctrine, because
by getting disappointed in any of one’s ideals, a man can
come close to the intolerable — to become disappointed in
God and turn away from Him. Also I have realized what a
huge responsibility lays on those who lead God’s people,
because their mistakes, sins, deviations and failures can
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bring destruction to the weak souls, whose blood will be
asked from their hands.

After leaving Kwa Sizabantu I had to choose my sub-
sequent position towards the movement. The seemingly eas-
iest way was to simply blame the leadership for everything,
as many others had unfortunately done. But would it be the
right way, especially considering that I did not know details
of all events and only heard about those who left the mission
as it was pictured by brethren from Kwa Sizabantu? What
if I could meet with them and speak to them where they
lived? It would surely be improper to make a decision with-
out getting all the facts beforehand. Sadly, there is a widely
spread disease among Christians — to come to conclusions
and make judgment by listening to only one side of the party.
Certainly, with such method of approach those decisions
more often happen to be absolutely incorrect.

Therefore, several months later after departing from
Kwa Sizabantu, in February 2001 I flew to South Africa for
the sixth time, only not to the mission station but to the con-
gregation of Barney Mabaso which had separated from it,
in Tugela Ferry.

In a course of two weeks I met with approximately
twenty former coworkers of Kwa Sizabantu, who shared
with me their cheerless stories. What I had heard from them
really shocked me; so much that I couldn’t sleep at night.
Slowly, step by step, a tragedy that swept this revival
movement has taken its form. We, humans, are all so dif-
ferent and therefore, understand events and problems
which we encounter in various ways. We see and evaluate
them from different perspectives. As I was listening, I paid
particular attention to the same facts, of which two or three
witnesses spoke independently so that “by the mouth of
two or three witnesses every word may be established”
(Matt. 18:16).

This way the richest information which shed light on
episodes taking place from the beginning of revival and dur-
ing its development up until recent times was collected on
audiotapes. People, who told me their accounts, knew about
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things first hand by experience and not from somebody
else’s words. Based on their stories, a true picture which
stretched over a time of more than forty years, was shaping
up like a puzzle, starting not from 1966, which signified the
beginning of revival at Mapomulu, but many years before;
and not with the name of Erlo Stegen, but a man named
Anton Engelbrecht, by whose ministry Erlo Stegen came to
the Lord at the age of fifteen. After I had read two books by
Pastor Anton Engelbrecht “Der Herr nahm von der Herde”
and “Wie ein Adler”, and put them side by side with what
I have heard later, I was able to understand the revival a lot
better. Unfortunately, the life of this formerly blessed man
of God through whom the Lord had moved mightily, ended
in complete devastation which, alas, often happened to
famous ministers in God’s service. The life story of this man
really caught my attention, because it shed light to much of
what was going on later in the revival.

While listening to numerous accounts and testimonies
I kept asking myself question after question, “Was it really
a revival? If yes, then when, at what precise moment did
Satan join in, acting in parallel with God’s workings? Was
it all a reality or had it only appeared as such and was just a
wishful thinking? If the statements of some people that there
hadn’t been any revival were true and if from the beginning
forces of hell had been playing a great part, then how would
one explain its amazing fruits, which I saw in my own life
and in lives of many others who found the way to Light be-
cause of it? Can the Lord move in the area where Satan
works or is it totally out of question? Does the beginning
made by God always go in the right direction? Of course,
we all know that the end of the matter crowns it, not the be-
ginning, but if the end is so wretched, does it really mean
that it wasn’t God who started this?”

Involuntarily, the story of King Saul came to memory.
God Himself and nobody else selected him of all the people
to anoint him a king over Israel. And no one, but God Him-
self rejected that same Saul, by giving him up to a terrible
death. How does one comprehend it? Didn’t God know that
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Saul would leave the way of obedience and choose his own
way? Undoubtedly, He did. God is God because He knows
everything about the future. Then, why did He start some-
thing out that was destined for failure??... Here again one
faces the fact that human brain is incapable of understanding
God’s actions, and the more we try to figure them out, the
quicker we hit the dead end. One thing is clear — the error
lies not in God’s plans but in our human disloyalty to carry
them out.

Flying back from South Africa I felt literally crushed.
In my hands I had a wealth of material, but what was I sup-
posed to do with it? Should I write an exposing book — how
some people really expected it from me? Should I get all the
truth out in the light and unmask the real story of revival?
But with this kind of “truth” and “reality” one can rather
kill than heal the souls. I recalled an ancient medical motto:
“Do not harm!” which meant if a doctor couldn’t help his
patient, he had to take care at least not to make it worse and
aggravate his poor condition. This case was of a similar na-
ture. How much would it really help if I inform people about
one more tragedy, disclosing how Satan succeeded in bring-
ing to nothing that which could have been a blessed work
of God? It is apparent enough that devil benefits a lot if we
allow him to act scot-free.

The words of a man of God who left Kwa Sizabantu
and whom I held at a high esteem, being amazed by his pa-
tience, love and spiritual prudence came to mind. To my
question, “Tell me, why are you silent — you, who knows so
much like no one else?” he simply said, “Ludmila, every
coin has two sides and the same is true in this matter. On
one hand there is what has been claimed by leaders and fol-
lowers of Kwa Sizabantu, on the other hand is what we
know seeing things in a different light. However, both sides
are very subjective and relative. The absolute truth is what
lies between them and what only God knows. We must never
forget that we will give account for every word we say on
the Judgment Day. Do you realize the responsibility we have
for things we say, affirm and write? If something in our
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“truth” doesn’t correspond to God’s truth in eternity, what
then?...”

Yes.... What, then?... I recalled in my memory words
spoken by my husband that stroke me with their profundity
many years ago when fighting for justice I was ready to do
hand-to-hand combat. “Ludmila,” he said calmly and
soberly, “There is no need to fight for truth. Truth fights
for itself.”

“Wow,” I thought to myself, “He is right, indeed. God
Himself is the Truth. So it looks like I am trying to defend
Him in my own strength, being a nonentity in essence. He
does not need my “help” much less, my defense. Truth
stands for itself and is invincible due to the fact that God is
the Truth.” How ridiculous and absurd can be our labors in
futile attempt to affirm something that in reality needs no
affirmation, and shield that, which doesn’t need any protec-
tion! If God’s truth is with us and in us, we have no need to
prove it. The proof will come in time and in a way, which
God will provide.

When I realized that, I stopped explaining, defending,
attesting and the more so, avenging those, who due to my
departure from Kwa Sizabantu, charged me with all kinds
of accusations. The Word of God says it not unjustly, “Be-
loved, never avenge yourselves, but leave it to the wrath of
God; for it is written, “Vengeance is Mine, I will repay,”
says the Lord” (Rom.12:19)%. If we get even with someone,
perhaps, for a moment we will receive a temporal satisfac-
tion, but will never achieve peace at heart. The good exam-
ple of it was left for us by King David. Being chosen by
God, he did not even the score with Saul, who pursued him
to take his life. Yet when Saul was in David’s hands, the
latter, having fear of God in his heart, said, “The Lord forbid
that I should do this thing to my master, the Lord s anointed,
to stretch out my hand against him, seeing he is the anointed
of the Lord” (1 Sam. 24:6), because, David said, “who can
stretch out his hand against the Lords anointed, and be
guiltless?” (1 Sam. 26:9).

53 Taken from ESV Bible.
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I thank God for such words written on the pages of the
Holy Scripture by “a man after God'’s own heart.” May the
Lord keep me from passing a judgment onto someone whom
only God can take care of! He has the right to execute such
judgment, and only His ruling will be just and true. I too am
guilty before God, therefore, how can a guilty one judge the
one who is in the wrong? Even this chapter is written only
because some of the readers of my trilogy hearing about my
departure from Kwa Sizabantu wrote back to me and called
from everywhere demanding an explanation of my action.
But how can I explain to everyone that, which leaves me yet
with a lot of questions?? All I know is that in time God Him-
self will dot all the “i’s” and cross all the “t’s.”

After leaving Kwa Sizabantu I positioned myself be-
tween two fires. On one hand all who regarded themselves
faithful devotees of this revival movement, turned away from
me, advising others to avoid any possible contact. I am a be-
trayer in their eyes. On the other hand those who separated
from KSB also shunned me, thinking that by continuing to
distribute the trilogy about revival, I kept winning souls for
Kwa Sizabantu and therefore, continued to support it.

Humanly speaking, each of them was right in their own
eyes and therefore, I could identify with both groups very
well. If I were in their shoes, perhaps, I would have looked
at it the same way. However, there is another side to the
matter, which God only knows. As it had been mentioned
earlier, the idea of writing books did not belong to me. In
this situation I have merely carried out the will of God,
which, to be honest with you, is not especially clear to me
even now. Besides, the books were written not to glorify
Erlo Stegen, myself or the South African revival, but with a
single objective — to help Christians independently of their
notions or denominations to understand the reason for their
spiritual warmness and recognize that sins and our loyalty
to them separates us from God, preventing Him to do what
He desires.

Judging by many statements made by people whom
I met during missionary trips as well as by thousands of
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letters received from everywhere in past years, the objective
has been achieved fully. God’s children told and wrote that
they had not had a book that would have had spoken to
their hearts in a way those three books had. As a result, thou-
sands of Christians began a much more serious approach to
their Christianity. They have changed their lives in many as-
pects, and put in order their relationship with God and
others, receiving deliverance from spiritual oppression. The
Lord only knows how many souls repented because of them
finding the way to salvation, and this work of the Holy Spirit
continues until now. How can one cross it off? The Lord can
use what He likes and whom He likes in order to add to the
Church those who are being saved®*. Addressing common
people Jesus had once said some remarkable words, which
concerned His spiritual enemies — Pharisees, “Therefore
whatever they tell you to observe, that observe and do, but
do not do according to their works; for they say, and do not
do” (Matt. 23:3). Therefore, what Pharisees had been teach-
ing the people was accurate and founded on the Holy Scrip-
ture. For that reason, in spite of the fact that this teaching
was coming out of the mouths of seemingly unworthy men,
Jesus still recommended doing and observing all they taught.
The Word of God remains effective and powerful Word of
the Living God, even when it is coming from undeserving
lips. In Russia they have a saying “When there is no fish,
crawfish is just as good.”> So, not having anything better,
God can employ that which is available, although it may be
far from perfect. Something, which from a human standpoint
can look doubtful, in His hands becomes a powerful and use-
ful tool.

We are living during the last days of which Christ and
later, His apostles spoke. It is the time which is characterized
by spiritual decline, loss of the first love, cooling off, per-
missiveness of sin, powerlessness and apostasy among
God’s people. Worldliness enters Christian churches and
congregations more and more, but the fear of God, reverence

54 Ref: Acts 2:47 (NKJV).
%5 Equivalent of “half a loaf is better than no bread.”
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and awe before the Lord gradually become things of the
past. From the church pulpits you could hardly hear firm
warnings and denunciation of sins, and as a result, false
peace, self-satisfaction and spiritual sleep sneak in the midst
of the people of God. Before the first coming of Christ took
place, God had given His people a forerunner — John the
Baptist. He was a man without fear of men who spoke
openly and directly about their sin and departure from God.
And only after Israel had accepted it and deeply repented,
Christ came. I think we, Christians of the last times, are in
great need of such “John the Baptists” and “forerunners.”
But where are they? Where are the ones who can coura-
geously and decidedly call things by their names and show
modern people of God the way out of spiritual stagnation?
Where are the ministers who can not only correctly teach
and preach the truth, but show by personal example that
Bible does not require the impossible from us? Today Chris-
tians of all denominations are in need of such preachers!
There is only one important detail — you must have the right
to preach that way, because the unworthy life of a speaker
puts the heaviest lock on his lips.

Every fresh breath of God’s Spirit, each revival known
to Christian history, had been preceded by direct and non-
negotiable sermon about sin, about righteousness of God and
His judgment; sermon which led men to the realization of
their sins, repentance, purification and sanctification. As an
outcome, the new wave of the working of God’s power was
taking place, which became a great blessing not only to
those who lived then, but also to all future generations.
Books describing the events of revivals of the years long
gone are being read with joy even today, kindling a fire of
love towards God in the hearts and causing a yearning,
which awakens the desire to draw near to the Living God.
Unfortunately, up until now the devil has always succeeded
in bringing all the blessed beginnings to zero; however, de-
parting from the scene of Christian history, they left a good
residue behind. This is where I see the value in revival tril-
ogy, because it carries a message about things which many
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children of God need today. As far as those who, like Phar-
isees, teach and preach correctly but do not consider it a pri-
ority to live by that, may it be on their conscience. The Lord
has no partiality and will ask of each one not according to
his words, but his deeds. The Apostle Paul understood that
very well and therefore, was concerned about it, “.../est,
when I have preached to others, I myself should become dis-
qualified” (1 Cor. 9:27).

Thus, the books have served their purpose and continue
to do so, helping those who need help. No doubt, one day
they will become a history and sink into oblivion, just as it
happened with their predecessors; however, the footprint of
their accomplishment will last till eternity, where all that is
dimmed now, will be revealed.

As for me personally, I thank God from the bottom of
my heart that He had sustained me and helped me to walk
through a very difficult time of despondency and despair.
In the toughest moment when all seemed lost, the Lord
poured His balm of consolation and encouragement upon
my soul using the lips of William MacDonald who had said
the following, “There comes a time in life when we must
stop mourning over the past and get on with the work of
the present...This has a voice for us in our Christian life
and service. Sometime it may happen that a ministry might
be wrenched away from us and given to someone else. We
grieve over the death of an avenue of service. It may be
that a friendship or a partnership is severed, and that, as
a result, life seems empty and flat. Or that we have been
cruelly disappointed by someone who was very dear to us.
We mourn the death of a valued relationship. Or it may be
that some life-long dream is shattered or some ambition is
frustrated. We mourn the death of a noble aspiration or vi-
sion. There is nothing wrong about mourning, but it should
not be prolonged to the extent that it cripples our effective-
ness in meeting the challenges of the hour... We must not
be forever inconsolable over circumstances that cannot be
changed.”°

%6 Taken from a New Living Translation Bible.
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And besides, I am absolutely convinced that it was
God’s will for all I have experienced, because at the end it
served for good, forcing me to investigate, re-evaluate and
discard the things which were wrong in my concepts and
ideas. And under no circumstances do I want to blame
anyone for my mistakes and sufferings, because in order to
teach me something, God has certainly needed to use others.
As I have mentioned before, a man tends to blame others for
his misfortunes, misery and wrong decisions, considering
himself only a victim, an innocently suffering unfortunate
sheep, which has gotten into wolves’ teeth. But is it really
so? How often what we go through is our own fault, since
knowing all too well the warnings and exhortations of the
Bible, we neglect them.

For instance, we know very well the commandment,
“You shall have no other gods before Me” (Exodus 20:3).
However, we incredibly often deify someone, attributing to
him something which he doesn’t possess, and then later on,
with frantic zeal dethrone and oust that person from the
place we had put him on. We are also familiar with another
commandment, “You must not make for yourself an idol of
any kind... You must not bow down to them or worship them,
for I, the LORD your God, am a jealous God” (Deut.5:8-9).%’
Well aware of that, we nevertheless get idols for ourselves,
and after encountering God’s jealousy, unmercifully crush
the images of our imagination, pouring out anger and hatred
on the subject of our recent worship. The Word of God
warns us, saying that, “Cursed is the man who trusts in man
and makes flesh his strength” (Jerem.17:5). We know these
words by heart; however, it doesn’t stop us from finding
another human being in order to make him the model and
the example to follow, forgetting that any man remains only
a human and therefore, liable to err. Deep in frustration
about someone we once hoped in, we become his worst
enemy and want nothing to do with him. The Lord says,
“My glory I will not give to another’® and “you shall give

57 Taken from a New Living Translation Bible.
%8 [saiah 42:8
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glory to the God of Israel.” But we have no fear in glori-
fying those who are being used by God in His vineyard and
when our admired ones fall into pride and collapse spirit-
ually, we “sit with the same broken wash-tab as before.”®®
One can be thoroughly amazed how a man who loves
to blame others is completely unwilling to admit his own
mistakes. [ had listened to many people who left Kwa Siza-
bantu as they retold with astonishment that they couldn’t un-
derstand how in the world they could have become so
deceived. And only one woman, a teacher in South Africa,
said some very sober words, “It is true that Kwa Sizabantu
has two faces, one of which only a few are able to see. In
the hearts and minds of these people there is not even a trace
of a thought that the leaders of the revival can possibly do
something wrong. And there is no method by which such
human way of thinking might be corrected. The believers
assume that the leaders must be perfect and it can’t be other-
wise. Glory and magnificence of Kwa Sizabantu is based on
such flawlessness. I think our problem is that we are just a
very proud people. We take pride because we can belong to
such a glory. But this is not a Kingdom of God, but a human
kingdom. The Bible says that, “Cursed is the man who trusts
in man and makes flesh his strength. ' It seems to me that
it talks about a man who doesn’t even allow himself to think
of another person to be able to err. That’s why we were to-
tally shocked when we saw all the errors of Kwa Sizabantu.
However, it would be definitely wrong to blame the leaders
for everything. The fault is ours! The things we were sup-
posed to entrust to God, we entrusted completely to men.
From the beginning we should have never forgotten that
people do make mistakes, and there are no faultless people
and never will be. Just recently I was able to visit one of the
Kwa Sizabantu branches in Germany. As I was there, [ saw

59 | Samuel 6:5

60 Refers to a fairy tale by the famous Russian poet Alexander Pushkin “The
Fisherman and The Goldfish” with its literal meaning corresponding to an Eng-
lish expression “to be no better off than before.”

61 Jerem 17:5
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like in a mirror the same thing we used to have in South Af-
rica. You could have called it a pinnacle of magnificence of
people’s lives fused together by one cause. The majority of
sermons, no matter who preached were nothing less than the
continuous polishing and making that glory shine even
brighter. There were youths, who exercised self-control and
kept up their purity, the European Choir, the purchasing of
building for Kwa Sizabantu center, a sacrificial giving of its
members, etc. As I was listening, I looked back and evoked
our sermons, at Kwa Sizabantu of South Africa, especially
when Erlo Stegen preached. I recalled how everything was
presented to us, how many stories were told, the main idea
of which was to underscore the splendor of the job being ac-
complished here. Then I realized: that’s why when someone
started criticizing our work, our answer was not in line with
what in fact the Word of God taught, but an advice to critics,
which usually went something like this, “You should go and
see for yourselves what the Lord is doing here by us. Come
and you will see the magnitude of the work. Doesn’t that
prove to you that we have the Truth?...” In my opinion, it
reflects what the Apostle John calls “the pride of life.”
When my eyes had opened, I understood that we longed
to be a part of the best. I remembered what our reaction
was when children saw the visitors who came to us
adorned in jewelry, dressed up in contemporary fashion
and wearing make-up on their faces and asked one and the
same question, “Are they Christians, too?”” Usually, our re-
sponse was this, “Yes, they are Christians, but they don’t
have the same light we do. God hasn’t shown them the
better way.” Only now do I realize how much pride there
was in such answer. In other words, it sounded like, “They
don’t have what we have.”

While listening to this woman, I thought to myself,
“Why, she is right, indeed! Isn’t it true that it seems appro-
priate to feel superior, peculiar and exclusive after we have
experienced blessings? We so easily forget where we had
been dug out from and how much we have been forgiven!
How swiftly we become teachers, instilling in others
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something in which we ourselves are way far from being
perfect! It is conceivable to take upon yourself something
which you have no moral right to do, and teach others the
truth, which has no bearing in your own life. In doing this
we are likened to those of whom it is said, “While they
promise them liberty, they themselves are slaves of corrup-
tion...” (2 Peter 2:19).
If you believe in your own elitism and exclusiveness,
a conviction will come unnoticed that God now looks le-
niently at us in things which would be unthinkable for
others. Then, we confidently allow ourselves to commit sins
against which so fervently we preach from the pulpit. And
when people listen to this seemingly “uncompromised”
Gospel they can’t even imagine that the person, condemn-
ing sin “in God’s power”, is guilty of it, and the one calling
all to perfection is far away from the mark. Unwillingly the
words come to mind spoken by Jesus about the Pharisees,
“...for they say, and do not do. For they bind heavy bur-
dens, hard to bear, and lay them on men’s shoulders; but
they themselves will not move them with one of their
fingers” (Matt. 23:3-4).
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Chapter 13
What We Must Be Aware Of

We live in such a time when there are more and more
of new doctrines keep popping up and competing with one
another. A lot of them are based on some precious Biblical
principles; however they are subtly twisted, so that people
are enamored by their doubtful teachings. The cunning false-
hood has taken up an enormous size and leads away from
the course even those who spiritually started out extremely
well. Painfully or not, but we must admit that the seeking,
sincere, God-loving souls get into the nets of new doctrines
especially often. Getting tired of a superficiality and formal-
ity of the nominal Christianity of many traditional churches,
they look for something that would satisfy their spiritual
needs. However, in their quest they begin not with the per-
sonal contact with the Lord or with the diligent Bible study,
which certainly require a lot of patience. They follow an eas-
ier path, turning towards the contemporary new teachings,
whose leaders zealously offer them “chewed-up-and-
ready-to-swallow” spiritual food, which often looks quite
appetizing and attractive. Thus, being engrossed in some-
thing new and fascinating, believers completely forget the
warning words of the Holy Scripture, “O My people!
Those who lead you cause you to err, And destroy the way
of your paths” (Isa.3:12).

Deception has many faces and most of them, in fact, do
look quite piously being based on certain verses of Scrip-
tures. By resorting to religious philosophy, unintelligible and
refined interpretations, using their eloquence and ability to
convince others, the new spiritual leaders achieve incredible
results. Unfortunately, many Christians do not trouble to oc-
cupy themselves with a deep and serious study of the Bible,
preferring to spend their free time in relaxation, entertain-
ment and earthly needs. They think that for their souls and
spiritual nourishment they have Sundays and preachers at
the church, whose task is to bring the Word of God to them
in a comprehensible form. This has been craftily utilized by
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so-called “men of God”, who openly state that there is no
real necessity to examine the Holy Scriptures, because God
puts into the mouths of “His anointed ones” — who they are,
indeed, — everything that their souls may possibly need.
Therefore, gathering for worship services, people mindlessly
gulp down everything that is presented from the pulpit with-
out any pondering and healthy critique.

Most certainly, [ am not trying to tell that an unhealthy
spiritual food is being served from all of the church pulpits;
nevertheless, such cases happen much more often that we
may like to think. The Word of God unequivocally addresses
us individually and Christians as a whole, “Search the scrip-
tures, for in them ye think ye have eternal life: and they are
they which testify of Me” (John 5:39, KJV). The searching
and the scrutinizing of the Holy Scripture is a requirement
for every Christian and an obligation, too. In eternity no one
will be able to say in a validation attempt, “Lord, I did this
and that because such and such admonished me to do so.”
Oh, no! We should not be lead and controlled by other
people, no matter who they are, but only by God and His
Word. If we turn to a false way, the reason for it lays in the
lack of knowledge of the Bible. It wasn’t unjustly what Jesus
had once said, “You are mistaken, not knowing the Scrip-
tures nor the power of God” (Matt. 22:29).

One of the most precious Biblical principles that devil
has much success in subtly thwarting and using to his pur-
poses, is the issue of sanctification, however strange it may
sound. I think there is not a Christian who would argue about
the necessity and importance of sanctification in our Chris-
tian life. The Word of God tells us fairly plain, that “...this
is the will of God, your sanctification...” (1 Thess.4:3). Sanc-
tification, holiness, purification and breaking the bondage
of sins are terms that are all very similar to each other in
their meaning and are tightly bonded together. We all know
that there hasn’t been a single revival or a great work of God
which happened throughout the history of Christianity with-
out manifestation of these crucial Biblical truths. God is
holy, and the Holy Spirit is called “Holy” because He cannot
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stand anything unclean. Christian life is unthinkable without

%% ¢¢

sanctification and holiness. The words “sanctify”, “sancti-
fied”, “sanctuary”, “holy”, “most holy”, and “holiness”
speckle throughout the pages of the Bible. However, they
must not remain something we had just read about, but that,
which we apply in our own life daily, if we truly are the chil-
dren of God.

Unquestionably, this is a subject which we should
more often meditate, talk and preach about, “...to stir up
our pure minds by way of reminder.”®> Nevertheless, doing
that we must not fall into another extreme, because, we can
unnoticeably lead people to thinking that we get saved
through our own holiness, which is nothing else but the
greatest heresy. We are saved by grace through faith, re-
ceiving righteousness through Christ just as it’s written,
“For by grace you have been saved through faith, and that
not of yourselves; it is the gift of God, not of works, lest
anyone should boast” (Eph. 2:8-9). Without a doubt, the
grace that we have received does not take away our re-
sponsibility for our own walk with the Lord, because if
we consciously commit sin, it may deprive us of grace,
and therefore, of salvation. We find the affirmation of this
statement in the passage of Scripture from the letter to He-
brews 12:15-16 and 28-29, “...looking carefully lest
anyone fall short of the grace of God; lest any root of bit-
terness springing up cause trouble, and by this many be-
come defiled; lest there be any fornicator or profane
person like Esau, who for one morsel of food sold his birth-
right...Therefore, since we are receiving a kingdom which
cannot be shaken, let us have grace®, by which we may
serve God acceptably with reverence and godly fear. For
our God is a consuming fire.”

Therefore, we are saved only by grace through faith in
Jesus Christ, but this is not something immovable. According

62 Paraphrase of 2 Peter 3:1

63 In Russian translation of the Bible, the meaning of the verse is emphasized
by using the verb “to keep” and therefore, it is read: “...let us keep grace, by
which we may serve God...”
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to the passage of Scripture above we can lose grace and con-
sequently, lose our salvation. That is why the widely spread
idea of “who has been saved once is saved forever” can
hardly stand the test of the Word of God. The same thought
is confirmed in the words of the Old Testament in the book
of Ezekiel 3:20 and 18: 24, 26.

Besides the issue of our sanctification, there is one
more point where Satan can easily attach himself, and it is
a matter of confessing sins in the presence of a counselor.
This method is also founded in the Bible. In the Old Testa-
ment after committing adultery, King David confesses his
sin in the presence of Nathan, the prophet, and receives for-
giveness right away (2 Samuel 12:13). When John the Bap-
tist performed baptism in Jordan, many came there
“confessing their sins” (Matt. 3:6, Mark 1:5). In Acts we
read about an occasion when after hearing about the embar-
rassment of seven sons of Sceva, a Jewish chief priest,
people became fearful and “many who had believed came
confessing and telling their deeds” (Acts 19:18). In the Epis-
tle of James 5:16 it says, “Confess your sins to each other
and pray for each other so that you may be healed. The ear-
nest prayer of a righteous person has great power and won-
derful results”’** In German translation it sounds a little
different, “Confess your sins one to another.”’% Based on
that, one may say that bringing sins to light in front of
another person corresponds with the Bible and in certain
cases can become a great help to a sin-battered soul. Ho-
wever, it does not say anywhere in the Bible that a Chris-
tian must have a single counselor, who he should go and
confess to constantly. If a man from time to time willingly
goes to a minister who has a life of experience and is spir-
itually mature and able to help and instruct him, it is won-
derful. But the practice of regularly going out of obligation

64 Scripture quotations marked (NLT) are taken from the Holy Bible, New
Living Translation, copyright © 1996. Used by permission of Tyndale House
Publishers, Inc., Wheaton, Illinois 60189. All rights reserved.

65 Same as in KIV Bible, “Confess [your] faults one to another, and pray one
for another, that ye may be healed. The effectual fervent prayer of a righteous
man availeth much.”
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and for each and every little reason has no Biblical foun-
dation. Moreover, it may conceal a great danger, because
it can be abused to gain a continuous control and manipu-
lation over people, which, in fact, is widely spread among
cults and sects.

When a person being prompted by the Spirit of God
wishes to cleanse his heart in the presence of a counselor,
naming each and every sin by its name, it is commendable;
however, if he keeps doing it over and over again, forced by
the preaching where confession of sins is overemphasized,
it becomes something quite different and more likely is
called psycho-emotional influence. In the Bible there is also
no direct indication that if someone does not reveal his sins
in front of another human-being, he will necessarily go to
hell. Counseling® is a very precious ministry which can
bring blessings and much needed help to many under the
condition of not going outside the boundaries of the Holy
Scripture and becoming an instrument of power, control and
manipulation of people.

The next bullet point of the spiritual life which Satan
always targets is our behavior towards leaders, pastors,
counselors and other kinds of ministers. Christians know
very well that the Bible calls to respect and revere those
in spiritual authority, established by God. Thus, it says in
the Letter to Hebrews 13:17, “Obey your spiritual leaders
and do what they say. Their work is to watch over your
souls, and they know they are accountable to God. Give
them reason to do this joyfully and not with sorrow. That
would certainly not be for your benefit. ’*’ Unfortunately,
a situation with this issue in many churches and congre-
gations is far from being perfect. More often than not one

66 In Russian language, the meaning of “counseling” goes far beyond a simple
advice-giving strategy. It literally is translated as “taking care of souls” which
is more of a spiritual parenting, where a counselor really shares the burdens of
the person in need, carrying them together to the cross of Jesus Christ and fight-
ing spiritual battles if needed, while helping him to obtain true freedom in Christ
from prevailing sins.

67 Scripture quotations marked (NLT) are taken from the Holy Bible, New Liv-
ing Translation, copyright © 1996. Used by permission of Tyndale House Pub-
lishers, Inc., Wheaton, Illinois 60189. All rights reserved.
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can hear the words of reproach than that of esteem from
the mouth of ordinary church members addressed to their
pastors and other ministers. However, there is another ex-
treme, when a leader or pastor is exceedingly praised and
almost worshipped.

The Bible forbids creating idols, exalting, glorifying
and practically deifying any people, even if they are clearly
being used by God. The most severe words about it are
spoken in the book of Jeremiah 17:5 which we have men-
tioned earlier, “Cursed is the man who trusts in man and
makes flesh his strength.” It’s frightening, when a man be-
comes a rabid admirer of another person, bringing down
a curse on both, because God is a jealous God, Who will
not give His glory to anyone else. In the letter to Hebrews
there are most sobering words, “Remember those who rule
over you, who have spoken the word of God to you, whose
faith follow, considering the outcome of their conduct
(Hebrew 13:7).

Do you see when we should imitate other people’s
faith? — When the path of their life has come to an end, and
after parting with this earth they have left a good legacy in
the hearts of people and their name remained without a
blemish. It is not in vain the Word of God says that, “The
end of a thing is better than its beginning” (Ecc.7:8). It is
important for a Christian to spend his life blamelessly until
the end, and more so, for a minister. The nice beginning is
precious, but it remains yet a beginning. If a mentor of
souls looses his vigilance at the last span of his life’s road,
then a fog of dishonor will cover up the glory of former
days. Therefore, one must never rush to praise or imitate
people. It’s necessary to wait until the end of a person’s
life course, — exactly what a man cannot do. Dashing from

68 A RSV Bible carries the closest translation to the Russian Synodal text in this
passage and reads as follows, “Remember your leaders, those who spoke to you
the word of God; consider the outcome of their life, and imitate their faith.”
Transcribed from: The Holy Bible: Revised Standard Version containing the Old
and New Testaments, translated from the original tongues: being the version set
forth A.D. 1611, revised A.D. 1881-1885 and A.D. 1901: compared with the
most ancient authorities and revised A.D. 1946-52. — 2nd ed. of New Testament
A.D. 1971.

242



one extreme to another he causes much grief, trouble and
disappointment and then, not willing to admit his own fault
and disobedience to God’s Word, doggedly looks for the
one to blame.

Out of senseless adoration of people, sects and cults are
born and their existence became a curse for many people,
proving the startling truth of the words of the Lord, “For
the leaders of this people cause them to err; and they that
are led of them are destroyed” (Isa. 9:16, KJV). If ministers
and leaders begin to accept people’s worship of them and
abuse their position, sooner or later they will get into Satan’s
trap and will have to leave their calling.

I totally agree with Erlo Stegen who numerously
preached that “there are three things which Satan success-
fully uses to shoot off the men of God, making them inca-
pable of further ministry, and such are pride, women and
money.” One can confidently say that many revivals and
great beginnings of God suffered and came to a halt due to
these reasons. And we can add two more — lies and guid-
ance by a false spirit, which artfully masquerades as a
Spirit of God.

Having met with the last two reasons in my own spiritual
search and having read a lot of literature about spiritual re-
vivals which had happened before, I’ve come to a conclusion
that lies and guidance by a false spirit can be named the core
causes after pride which lead to obliteration of God’s work.
Thus, they are pride, lies, guidance by a false spirit, women
and money. Let’s look at each of the five one by one.

Pride is a widely spread human vice, going hand in
hand with arrogance, haughtiness, conceit, presumptuous-
ness, and self-assurance. Knowing the danger that pride
hides in itself, the Bible talks a lot about it on its pages, for
instance, “...pride, and arrogancy, and the evil way, and the
froward mouth, do I hate.” (Proverbs 8:13, KJV), “When
pride cometh, then cometh shame...” (Proverbs 11:2, KIV),
“Pride goeth before destruction, and an haughty spirit be-
fore a fall.” (Proverbs 16:18, KIV), “The pride of thine
heart hath deceived thee...” (Oba. 1:3), “For the day of the
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LORD of hosts shall be upon every one that is proud and
lofty, and upon every one that is lifted up, and he shall be
brought low” (Isa. 2:12), “God resisteth the proud, and gi-
veth grace to the humble” (2 Peter 5:5), “Behold, I am
against thee, O thou most proud, saith the Lord GOD of
hosts: for thy day is come, the time that I will visit thee. And
the most proud shall stumble and fall, and none shall raise
him up: and I will kindle a fire in his cities, and it shall de-
vour all round about him” (Jerem. 50: 31-32). All of these
and many other passages of the Holy Scripture are affirmed
by scores of examples, recorded in the Old and the New Tes-
taments. Devil was the first one who became proud and
therefore, was cast down from heaven leaving the position
of the once covering cherub. Another vivid example of pride
and fall was the King Saul, who began so well, yet finished
his God-given course so poorly. The lives of a whole cue of
kings, such as Hosea, Hezekiah, Nebuchadnezzar, Belshaz-
zar, Herod, Nero confirmed the truth of eternal and unchang-
ing words of the Scripture, that “God resists the proud.”

However, man hasn’t changed. The same thing by
which people perished during Old Testament times con-
tinued to lead them to fall in New Testament era up until our
days. The great beginnings blessed by God and spiritual re-
vivals sooner or later came to nothing as soon as these
thoughts formed in the minds of their followers, “We are the
special people! We are exclusive! We have the revival! God
has revealed the higher and holier way to us! God leads us
in a special way! We are the champions and heralds of the
truth! God uses us to speak to the world and Christianity de-
caying in its sins and vices!”

We are...We have...Us...To us....By us... When our
own exclusivity is being advertised and underlined in such
a way, then a calamity is near, because the words of the
Scripture, “Pride goes before the fall” will certainly verify
themselves. I got personally convinced of that when I was
on the peak of my popularity, so that the Lord had to permit
not one but a few shocks to humiliate and humble me in
order to get me to the right state again. Ah, if only He would
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give me grace so that these bitter but important lessons
helped me and guarded me from pride until the end of my
life!

Lies are something which we strongly detest in others;
however, easily excuse and justify it in ourselves, so that it
doesn’t look all that bad after all. No need to persuade anyone
that the father of lies is the devil, and where there are lies,
there Satan does his work. We, Christians, are aware of that
without additional explanations. However, that which we
clearly know in theory, believe it or not, does not get put into
practice of life and ministry. It may seem rather strange but
there are ministers who don’t think it sinful to employ direct
lie in order to keep and protect the work of God, as they say.
This kind of lies they call “wisdom” and to prove their way
of thinking, they find an argument on the passage of the Holy
Scripture where it tells the story of Rebecca who together
with her son Jacob had deceived an old blind Isaac, and there-
fore, received the blessing of a firstborn (Genesis 27:1-35).
Without going into further details about this episode of their
lives, I can only say that, personally, I really doubt that the
Holy and Righteous God needed such “help” to accomplish
His purposes. To tell you the truth, I don’t have a heart to call
obvious lies wisdom. There is absolutely no excuse to lie in
the Bible, but on the contrary, it reproaches it in all and every
form, for instance, “Lying lips are an abomination to the
LORD, But those who deal truthfully are His delight”
(Proverbs 12:22) KJV; “For the sin of their mouth and the
words of their lips, Let them even be taken in their pride, And
for the cursing and lying which they speak” (Psalm 59:12);
“Through Your precepts I get understanding; Therefore
I hate every false way”, “I hate and abhor lying, But [ love
Your law” (Psalm 119:104, 163); “A false witness will not
go unpunished, And he who speaks lies will not escape”
(Proverbs 19:5); “...no lie is of the truth” (1 John 2:21);
“Therefore, putting away lying, “Let each one of you speak
truth with his neighbor,” for we are members of one another”
(Eph 4:25); “But there shall by no means enter it anything
that defiles, or causes an abomination or a lie, but only those
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who are written in the Lamb's Book of Life” (Rev. 21:27);
“...and all liars shall have their part in the lake which burns
with fire and brimstone...” (Rev. 21:8)

As one reads these lines, he can hardly agree with a
statement that there is a wise lie, forced lie, justified lie and
a lie needed for the sake of protecting and keeping the work
of God, because God is able to protect His work without lies.
Any embellishment and every little lie, when it is carefully
hidden, will grow into a monster which will cause us to get
into trouble sooner or later. Half-truth and exaggeration in
order to make a better impression and influence people are
also lies and may not have any part in the true work of God.
By using fraud and lie without thinking we turn to the father
of lies — devil, condemning a work we perform to a total fi-
asco. Lies and true spiritual revival are incompatible.

Guidance by a false spirit, masquerading as a working
of the Holy Spirit, in my opinion, is the most often occurring
reason which led many of God’s beginnings and spiritual re-
vivals to a complete destruction. This is a finesse method of
Satan, because with its help he can direct to a false way
many a congregation and even the strongest men of God. It
is especially widely spread among those Christians who in-
dulge in all kinds of revelations and spiritual guidance, and
trust them with ease. By the way, they also seemingly have
some biblical foundation under it, building on the passage
of the Holy Scripture where it describes events which will
take place before the coming of the Lord’s Day, “And it shall
come to pass afterward That I will pour out My Spirit on all
flesh, Your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, Your
old men shall dream dreams, Your young men shall see vi-
sions. And also on My menservants and on My maidser-
vants [ will pour out My Spirit in those days. “And I will
show wonders in the heavens and in the earth: Blood and

fire and pillars of smoke” (Joel 2:28-30).

Well, what can I say? It looks like an impressive proof
to the validity of indulging in such spiritual phenomena. Al-
though, let’s not be hasty with conclusions, because in the
same Bible there are many more reminders about similar
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manifestations of power, only in conjunction with warnings
about them, “And He said, “Take heed that you not be de-
ceived. For many will come in My name, saying, ‘I am He,
and, ‘The time has drawn near.’ Therefore do not go after
them.” (Luke 21:8), “For false christs and false prophets
will rise and show great signs and wonders to deceive, if
possible, even the elect” (Matt 24:24), “And the LORD said
to me, “The prophets prophesy lies in My name. I have not
sent them, commanded them, nor spoken to them, they
prophesy to you a false vision, divination, a worthless thing,
and the deceit of their heart”(Jerem. 14:14), “Behold, I am
against the prophets,” says the LORD, “who use their
tongues and say, ‘He says.’ Behold, I am against those who
prophesy false dreams,” says the LORD, “and tell them, and
cause My people to err by their lies and by their reckless-
ness. Yet I did not send them or command them, therefore
they shall not profit this people at all,” says the LORD”
(Jerem. 23:31-32). As far as the signs in the sky and on earth
in the last days, it also says about the known to us beast with
his number 666 that he will make great signs before all
people and will cause fire to fall down from heaven to earth,
and will deceive the inhabitants of the earth (refer to Rev-
elation, Chapter 13). There are many similar warnings
throughout the Bible. That’s why it is amazing that in spite
of them all Christians so easily fall under the influence of
various revelations, prophecies, visions and signs.

Getting a goal for myself to elucidate the reason for
ending of spiritual revivals in the history of Christianity,
I had flipped through much of different literature. Unfor-
tunately, the majority of books telling about revivals de-
scribe only the events in the beginning and during the
blooming season of these revivals. But only a very few au-
thors, just a handful, write how they ceased and what was
the reason for their termination. However, even that little
what I could gather from the sources, has stunned me. It ap-
pears, the most often cause for revival to be brought to an
end was a deviation from the truth and committing of sin by
that man or those people who were at the roots of revival. It
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usually happened in connection with the work of a false
spirit which had entered while masked as an acting of the
Holy Spirit, craftily deceiving and leading away the chil-
dren of God farther and farther from the truth. We should
never forget that Satan can imitate any work of God: repen-
tance, spiritual gifts, other tongues, healing, miracles, de-
liverance from fear and demonic powers, — in other words,
he can practically counterfeit anything.

In the history of railroad transportation there were often
many tragic occurrences, when for some reason the points
of the railways were moved incorrectly, and the whole train
went to different direction, causing a catastrophic death.
Something similar happens in the spiritual movement of any
revival. Devil patiently waits for an opportune moment, and
using various errors, neglects and oversights of Christians,
unnoticeably wedges into God’s work, and in time com-
pletely destroys it. The easiest way for him to accomplish
that is if a man, by whom revival got started begins exces-
sively trust different spiritual revelations and guidance re-
ceived from others or by his own accord. In the beginning
such leadership may look quite truthful and cause no doubts,
being confirmed in deeds. However, devil knows how to
wait. He is also a spirit and therefore, knows a lot. He will
supply the revelations where 98% of them will be true in
order to mask another 2% of added lies, which if goes un-
noticed, in years to come will conduct its ravaging work and
bring everything to zero.

It 1s equally dangerous when a leader who is on the
forefront of God’s work starts to get carried away with the
statistics of the revival, for example, the number of opened
branches, the quantity of people repented and turned to God,
the amount of those being baptized, the number of attendees
at the worship services, the figures for members of the con-
gregation and new co-workers, the amount of revival cam-
paigns, conferences, congresses, mission trips and so on.
This is a devil’s bait, and many bite into it. The more there
is a publicity, advertisement and parading, the less likely it
is a true work of God’s Spirit.
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When they speak about women as a reason for the
falling of men of God and the annihilation of great spiri-
tual beginnings, it is meant in the sense of adultery and
fornication among those, whom the Lord uses for His
work. One can stand amazed at how subtly and cunningly
“the weaker gender” is being used by Satan to strike at
“the stronger gender.”® Although, I believe there isn’t
anything new. In all ages since the beginning of the earth,
devil had successfully managed to use this kind of weap-
onry. That’s why the wise king Solomon after fully experi-
encing its strength chose the following words to portray
it, “I applied my heart to know, To search and seek out
wisdom and the reason of things, To know the wickedness
of folly, Even of foolishness and madness. And I find more
bitter than death The woman whose heart is snares and
nets, Whose hands are fetters. He who pleases God shall
escape from her, But the sinner shall be trapped by her”
(Eccl. 7:25-26) This aphorism has words that especially
strike at the end, “the sinner shall be trapped by her.”” All
of this sudden a question comes up: but wait a minute,
how can this be? How can you call them sinners, those
who teach others spiritual and physical purity, who hold a
banner of moral and self-control way up, putting high
moral standards in hearts and minds of listeners? Is it even
true, that this kind of preachers, the strong men of God,
passionately guarding others from defilement of the flesh,
are able to sin in the same manner?? Alas, it is true, though
it doesn’t fit in with our human conscience. And the fol-
lowing words from Psalm 50 will serve as a proof of it,
“But to the wicked God says: “What right have you to de-
clare My statutes, Or take My covenant in your mouth,
Seeing you hate instruction And cast My words behind
you? When you saw a thief, you consented with him, And
have been a partaker with adulterers. You give your
mouth to evil, And your tongue frames deceit. You sit and

69 «A weaker gender” and “a stronger gender” are the phrases typically used in
Russian language to compare female and male abilities in their relation to phys-
ical strength, yet often quite opposite in spiritual traits (Translator’s note).
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speak against your brother; You slander your own
mother’s son. These things you have done, and I kept si-
lent; You thought that [ was altogether like you,; But I will
rebuke you, And set them in order before your eyes. “Now
consider this, you who forget God, Lest I tear you in
pieces, And there be none to deliver” (Psalm 50:16-22).

Whom does the Lord address here and who does He
call “the wicked”? (In German translation of the Bible a
word “godless” is used in place of the expression “the
wicked” or “the sinner” in Russian translation. — The au-
thor s comments). No matter how strange it seems, but those
heart-breaking wrath-filled words are addressed towards
those who are preaching to others, teaching people the com-
mandments and decrees of the Lord. Because God knows
that which is concealed and carefully hidden and what we
even fear to suspect them of. Once Jesus nailed the con-
science of the teachers of His time, the Pharisees, with a
short phrase when they had brought Him a woman caught
in adultery. “Who of you is without sin”, said He (perhaps,
meaning their own sins of fornication and adultery), “let him
cast the first stone.” What an insight! What knowledge of
the dark side of their lives invisible for others! It is no sur-
prise that a little earlier He characterized all Pharisees, law-
yers and scribes in these words, “Woe to you, scribes and
Pharisees, hypocrites! For you are like whitewashed tombs
which indeed appear beautiful outwardly, but inside are full
of dead men’s bones and all uncleanness” (Matt.23:27),
“...Woe to you also, lawyers! For you load men with bur-
dens hard to bear, and you yourselves do not touch the bur-
dens with one of your fingers” (Luke 11:46).

And so, one can preach the truth to people, yet not live
by it. One can teach others godliness, but be far from it in
his own life. One can call others to self-control and absti-
nence, severely condemning for even a slightest manifesta-
tion of feelings towards the other gender, while secretly
doing things which are inconceivable to a sound mind. Life
proves that the one who ardently gets on against all adul-
terers and fornicators is the one who himself is not free from
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that. In Russia there used to be an old saying with a question,
“Who shouts louder ‘stop a thief!’? The thief does.” There-
fore, in order to distract everybody’s attention from oneself,
it is necessary to direct it to others. Who will ever think that
a preacher lives in sin of adultery or fornication, if he in-
veighs against these sins from the pulpit and excommunicates
the guilty ones from the church?? By listening to such
“teachers” the ordinary believers make all the efforts to live
pure and holy lives, truly becoming a model and a blessing
for others; while at the same time their mentors don’t burden
themselves with putting into practice things they preach
about. No, it wasn’t in vain that Jesus said, “...unless your
righteousness exceeds the righteousness of the scribes and
Pharisees, you will by no means enter the kingdom of
heaven” (Matt. 5:20).

Speaking of this, I, by no means, presume that all
preachers and ministers are like that, because it would be a
greatest tragedy of Christianity. However, it is of no secret
to anyone, that not a few ministers were disqualified” for
their ministry because of women, whom devil used as his
mightily performing weapon. That is why the regular church
members should seriously pray for their ministers, begging
the Lord to keep them from the fiery darts of the lust of the
eyes and the lust of the flesh. Satan knows all too well that
if he plunges a leader of the church into that sin, he will
bring irrevocable damage to the whole congregation.

And finally, one more weapon, a strong one, which the
enemy readily uses to destroy the work of God, is money.
It is obvious for all of us that any missionary service and
evangelical campaign entail financial expenses. The God
of Israel not for nothing determined for His people a tithe,
which remains effectual in our days. When the lots were es-
tablished among the tribes of Israel, the Levites and priests
were not given any land or cities. The Lord announced to
them that He was to be their lot and therefore, would care
for them (Numbers 18). In the New Testament one can also

70 Literally “shot oft” in Russian — to show the fatality of such sin. (Translator’s
note)
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be convinced that God takes care of those who serve Him
and His children, by saying, “Let him who is taught the
word share in all good things with him who teaches” (Ga-
latians 6:6). Nevertheless, Satan was able to penetrate even
this fine instruction. Out of gratitude or at times, prompted
by their own desires, known just to God and to them, people
start making presents and give substantial amounts of money
to the ministers not suspecting that they are digging a pit for
them. Not infrequently, instead of using this money for the
Kingdom of God, they spend them on buying expensive
houses and obtaining other things which have nothing to do
with God’s work. Thus, devil succeeds not only in destroying
the souls of the ministers, but also the once blessed spiritual
revivals. This is why the Holy Scripture says that “...the love
of money is a root of all kinds of evil, for which some have
strayed from the faith in their greediness, and pierced them-
selves through with many sorrows” (1 Tim. 6:10).

In many fairly new, recently born contemporary move-
ments the collection of monetary contributions is given too
much of attention. Certainly, it is being done under the banner
of collecting the means for “the work of God” with citing the
specific passages of Scripture and a clear emphasis that the
sacrificial spirit is tightly connected with the receiving of
blessings from the Lord. How sad it is, that the Bible is being
misused to disguise far from being godly mercenary ends!

Unfortunately, even in matters such as construction of
prayer houses, money collections played not so insignificant
role in destruction of previously blessed churches and con-
gregations. Many times during mission trips I heard groans
and complaints of Christians telling how they lost peace and
unity while building a house of prayer. In Western world
there have been a number of cases when the church clergy
was put on trial for manipulation of money and misappro-
priation of large financial assets, collected from credulous
believers for the so-called “work of God.” The Holy Scrip-
ture teaches us to add knowledge to virtue’ (2 Peter 1:5).

1 In Russian text for the word “knowledge”, a word “discretion” is used, indi-
cating caution and sound judgment when a good deed is to be done.
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And this is a valuable advice to those who generously give
to God’s work, not bothering finding out if it really is such.

It is necessary to say that the above listed five points
which lead men of God to spiritual blindness, weakness and
falling away from the truth, simultaneously are the main
reasons for infringement of the most blessed beginnings of
God, including spiritual revivals, of which we should talk
a little more.

Unfortunately, the word “revival” is often used inap-
propriately, loosing therefore, the real meaning of it. In his
book Opened Windows James A. Stewart in regards to that
writes the following, “The majority of Christians today con-
fuse revival with the work of evangelism. Such confusion is
easy to understand, since revival results in a great wave of
evangelism and ingathering of souls. Revival includes evan-
gelism, but evangelism may not include revival. Evangelism
always follows revival, but revival does not necessarily fol-
low an evangelistic campaign.

Evangelism seeks the resurrection of sinners who are
dead in trespasses and sin. Revival is a spiritual quickening
of the life of the redeemed. The aim of evangelism is to reach
out after the lost souls, while that of revival is to bring new
life and vitality to the saints of God through a renewal of the
presence and power of the Holy Spirit. Revival means a fresh
incoming of the Divine Life into a body threatening to be-
come a corpse.”’”?

“Revival is not God's standard for the Church but is
the process through which the Church is restored to its
former splendor and glory: “Wilt thou not revive us again:
that thy people may rejoice in thee?” (Ps. 85:6). In days of
revival there is a great time of heart-searching, when be-
lievers are smitten by the Holy Spirit as they realize afresh
how far they have departed from the Lord. This spirit of
brokenness results in deep humiliation, repentance, confes-
sion and restitution.””

2 “Opened Windows” by James Alexander Stewart, copyright ©1999 by Re-
vival Literature: page 17

& “Opened Windows” by James Alexander Stewart, copyright ©1999 by Re-
253



“This spirit of brokenness and repentance in sackcloth
and ashes must now be followed by a definite act of deliver-
ance from defeat and failure and a renewed life of holiness
and power.”’?

“It is not only possible, but it is the will of God that
every redeemed soul should attain to and maintain such a
standard of Christian living throughout this entire life, from
the day of his salvation to the day of his translation.””

In many translations of the Bible to European lan-
guages, revival means “awakening from slumber”, con-
sequently, while praying for revival, we plead for cold,
disheartened, sleeping Christians who fell away from God,
to be awakened from their spiritual slumber. If a church is
in need of revival it speaks of its degradation, apostasy,
weakening and falling away. The tragic reality of our days
is that the majority of Christians live a poor, powerless, de-
fective spiritual life. The spiritual level of an average Chris-
tian has gotten so low, that the glory which revival brings to
church seems abnormal to him. We got to the point that we
consider our usual low stage of spiritual life a standard, and
a blessing of revival which comes from the Spirit of God —
a strange and extreme phenomenon.

In spite of the fact that the Lord always uses certain
ministers in revival, its true Instigator is the Holy Spirit with
the Son of God in the lead. While they both occupy the first
place, the revival goes on. However, as soon as a man or
something else takes the front seat, it starts smothering and
slowly dies down. That’s why the revival often ends when
there are things like the cult of the leader’s personality and
ambitious self-confidence which claims that the blessings
of the Lord will continue without the further search for God
and walking in holiness. It must be admitted that in Christian
world many revivals which began in the power of the Holy
Spirit and gave a mighty impulse to believers in many

vival Literature: page 35
74 “Opened Windows” by James Alexander Stewart, copyright ©1999 by Re-
vival Literature: page 36

75 “Opened Windows” by James Alexander Stewart, copyright ©1999 by Re-
vival Literature: page 44.
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countries, after a few years and decades started to die down,
becoming merely a tradition. And this happens not only after
the death of a founder of this work of God, but, alas, not too
seldom during his lifetime. Obviously, it may seem too hard
for the leaders and followers of these movements to agree
to this fact, and they do everything within their power to
make the rest of the people believe that the work of God
goes on. However, no human efforts can hold onto some-
thing, if the Holy Spirit has already left it; and sooner or
later, it will become evident. Well, there is truly nothing per-
manent on this earth. And no matter how sad the fact is, we
need to reconcile with it, whether we like it or not.

But this is not the worst thing yet. The matter looks
more serious when something which has no dealing with
God is actually offered as the working of God’s power.
Speaking of that, I signify the various sects, cults and false
teachings, presenting themselves as something unique and
pretending to be exclusive and super spiritual, — of which,
alas, there popped up quite a number today. I repeatedly con-
fronted them in my own life and heard many sorrowful
stories and testimonies during the mission trips to different
countries of the world. Besides reading the mount loads of
literature on the subject I also witnessed an excruciating pain
of souls, despair and disillusionment from the spiritual crash
people have experienced. Therefore, I feel it is my duty to
warn Christians about a possibility of making these danger-
ous mistakes, to tell them of the main symptoms and typical
features of sects, cults and false teachings in addition to their
tactics in catching the unsuspecting souls into their nets.

In our world there is a mass of people, who in the mid-
dle of their quest for meaning of life try to find answers to
the questions, concerning the innermost things of their souls.
Many of them lost trust in their churches and have turned to
small groups, cults and sects, to which they commend them-
selves simply and carelessly, accepting all without proper
reasoning and sober, sound approach. One thing is unclear,
though. Why do people who can’t tolerate the admonish-
ments of church pastors, so easily rely on leaders of sects,
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supplying them with an excellent opportunity to be manipu-
lated as they like? As soon as they become followers of a
sect or a false teaching, people begin to feel at home. They
become especially susceptible to the influence of a sect
while experiencing critical life circumstances or suffering
from loneliness, misunderstanding or inner isolation for
various reasons. As the newcomers get inside the sect, they
are enveloped in love and understanding. This continues
until a full trust of a soul is gained as well as willingness
to do anything out of gratitude for received help and sup-
port. More than ever it occurs among those who have been
disappointed in their former religion, hunger to finally
find the true Christianity. As a German professor, doctor
of theology Klaus Weber from the University in Koblenz,
Germany, put it in expressing his opinion of the matter,
“cults and sects indicate not a crisis of the faith but the
crisis of its worthiness.”

According to any dictionary, a sect is a religious entity,
which broke off from a dominating church; or a group of
individuals engrossed in its own trivial interests and narrow-
minded ideas. Based on this definition, sectarianism means
isolation and narrow-mindedness, peculiar to people limited
to their petty group interests. Inside the evangelical be-
lievers, a sect is a group which differs from others in the key
matters of faith. For example, the Jehovah’s witnesses do
not think Jesus Christ to be God, which is the main founda-
tion of all evangelical churches. A cult is a religious group
which admires a certain person; stays under his influence
and follows him more often without realizing it. Thus, the
Jehovah’s Witnesses organization possibly in the beginning
of its movement was a cult, but currently, it represents a sect.
Therefore, it is rather difficult to draw a precise line between
the two definitions of a “sect” and a “cult” or find the exact
borders, because a cult of personality of its leader could be
clearly maintained inside a sect, and within a cult there may
be seen the apparent features of a sect.

Typically, all cults, sects and false teachings have some-
thing in common, but it is really impossible to talk about all
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of their characteristics here, since it would require writing
another book. Therefore, I would like to settle now only on
their most striking distinctive indications, which are founded
on dangerous manipulations of people, leading towards pro-
found change of their identity and all kinds of dependency.
Manipulation is a desire to bring people to a certain way
of thinking, feeling and behaving, which they would not
have had under different circumstances. At that time they
are provided with the information in such a way that it be-
comes the foundation for person’s new way of thinking
and shapes a different personality within him to change it
as desired. Usually such “brainwashing” is performed so
subtly and shrewdly that a man looses his ability to a
sound, sober, critical analysis of what is happening and
doesn’t discern that he is being manipulated. Manipulation
of people in sects, cults and false teachings is not a single
case but a constant ingredient of their doctrines and sys-
tem. Let’s look at the signs of a typical manipulation, de-
fining a group or an entire movement as a sect, cult or
false teaching.

1. A desire to achieve a total internal isolation. It is
expressed in a one-sided approach to the matter of dis-
cernment between good and evil. Here the whole world is
divided to black and white. Everything and everyone be-
longing to this group is part of good, and the rest is all evil.
Therefore, this artificially cultivated way of thinking spells
out a principle: people are either enemies or friends. The
members of the assembly see themselves as the elect, and
try to make the remaining part of the world their mission
field. The time is preferably spent with the like-minded ones.
The followers of the group are being instilled with a feeling
that here is the only place where they will find a true happi-
ness, love, protection, security and stability. It is very im-
portant for their leaders, because this is why their supporters
will remain with them. The consequences of such internal
isolation are broken marital ties, pulled apart and divided
families, torn away relatives and lost friendly connections,
although they publicly preach the necessity to love their
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enemies and to pray for them that they be enlightened and
their spiritual blindness lifted. It is not recommended for
group members to communicate with those who don’t ac-
cept their teaching, in order not to defile themselves or get
infected by such, thus bringing much harm to their own
souls. This destruction of social bridges with those who
don’t share the same notions and convictions, more and
more limits all the contacts to the members of their organi-
zation.

2. Convictions about their uniqueness and exclusiv-
ity as especially chosen ones.

Usually, all leaders of sects and cults claim to possess
an exclusive knowledge, persuading their followers that God
revealed them a singular, high and holy way, and that only
they know the truth hidden from others. This totally contra-
dicts the Bible, which is infinitely far from stating that this
or that confession or denomination, this or the other church,
congregation or fellowship is the only representative of the
true Christianity on earth. Nowhere in the Holy Scripture
will you find a criterion for determining the authenticity
of this or that earthly organization. Jesus has always known
who His people were, because, “....He calls His own sheep
by name and leads them out” and “...My sheep hear My
voice, and I know them, and they follow Me” (John 10:3, 27).
More or less, all cults, sects and false teachings make an-
nouncements about revelations received outside the Bible,
i.e. about new divine truths unfamiliar to others. These rev-
elations find their expression either in writings of their
founders and leaders, or in unspoken laws and regulations
which a group strictly adheres to and delineates their way
of thinking and approach to vital questions according to
the already existing experience of walking in their “ex-
traordinary, high and holy way.” In other words, such a
group has its own additional authoritative source of truth,
which is presented by all sorts of different revelations,
dreams, prophecies, visions and other experiences of God’s
presence, and deception of the latter manifests only in a
course of time.
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Certainly, one cannot deny that revelations, visions and
prophesies are listed in the Bible as some of many various
methods God used to speak to His people from old. Ho-
wever, there is a danger to regard a vision or a prophecy as
sent by God without testing it by the exact standards of the
Word of God. In the Old Testament such manifestations
were subjected to an examination as we read, for instance,
in Deuteronomy 13:1-4 and Jeremiah 28:9. God severely
reproached those who claimed to receive a vision and made
false predictions, “They speak a vision of their own heart,
not from the mouth of the Lord” (Jerem. 23:16). As we can
see, God always prepares a test to those who get rev-
elations, and very often, time is the indicator to be used.
The Bible strictly condemns the one who adds anything to
the Holy Scriptures, “Do not add to His words, lest He re-
buke you, and you be found a liar” (Prov. 30:6). All of the
so-called revelations that contradict that which was made
known earlier, are guilty of adding to the Word of God and
do not deserve to be acknowledged.

3. A cult of personality within a movement, whether
of its founder, teacher or leader.

The Latin word “cultus” literally means “to worship” or
“to be devoted to someone or something, to admire some-
one.”” Practically, all false teachings, sects and especially
cults are characterized by a presence of the central figure of
the leader who considers to be a messenger or the one
anointed by God with unique access to the Almighty. Be-
cause this person has a very special personal relationship with
God, he can dictate a theology and manners to all members
of the current group or movement. Such a strong leadership,

76 The term “cult” first appeared in English in 1617, derived from the French
culte, meaning “worship” or “a particular form of worship” which in turn orig-
inated from the Latin word cultus meaning “care, cultivation, worship,” origi-
nally “tended, cultivated,” also the past participle of colere “to till the soil.” The
meaning “devotion to a person or thing” is from 1829. Starting about 1920,
“cult” acquired additional six or more connotatively positive and negative def-
initions. In Roman Catholicism, cultus or cult is the technical term for the fol-
lowing and devotion or veneration extended to a particular saint. (Cited from
Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia. Wikipedia® is a registered trademark of the
Wikimedia Foundation, Inc)
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whose power is almost limitless, brings all the followers of
the false teaching into a complete bondage in questions of
faith, behavior and way of life. The unconditional surrender
to the teacher or the leader of the sect, cult or false teaching
goes without saying and is an unwritten law. In one of the
LDS (Latter Day Saints) magazines Improvement Era under
the section entitled “Ward Teachers” from June 1945 it is
explained very directly and in unambiguous manner: “When
our leaders speak, the thinking has been done. When they
propose a plan, it is God's plan. When they point the way,
there is no other which is safe. When they give direction, it
should mark the end of controversy. God works in no other
way. To think otherwise, without immediate repentance, may
cost one his faith, may destroy his testimony, and leave him
a stranger to the kingdom of God.”

The teachers and leaders of the sects go so far in their
power of influence that arrange marriages as they like and
later manipulate them, impudently meddling in marital re-
lationships and family lives. You cannot stop being amazed
how can such leaders and teachers calmly hold the Bible in
their hands, where the Lord speaks to them in wrath through
the lips of the prophet Malachi, “For the lips of a priest
should keep knowledge, And people should seek the law from
his mouth; For he is the messenger of the LORD of hosts.
But you have departed from the way,; You have caused many
to stumble at the law. You have corrupted the covenant of
Levi,” Says the LORD of hosts.

“Therefore I also have made you contemptible and base
Before all the people, Because you have not kept My ways
But have shown partiality in the law” (Malachi 2:7-9).

4. Prohibition of internal criticism. Attention of sect
followers is constantly directed at how dangerous the inde-
pendent thinking is for them. No criticism is tolerated in re-
gards to organization or leadership as well as the certain
aspects of teaching, even if it is totally appropriate and fair.
In order to preserve “the holy purity” they watch with a vig-
ilant eye so that no treacherous thought, which may cause
a doubt in their doctrine, penetrates the system. Being (as
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they think they are) surrounded by foes and enemies of the
true God, they are obligated to keep watch so that no ad-
versary may break through and impact the minds of group
members, having them changed. In these organizations and
the likes, an internal control and surveillance one of another
are widely practiced. Every member has to report mistakes
and faults of others in order to safeguard the group from
alien tendencies and improper way of thinking. Otherwise,
those who keep silent about it will themselves fall into a cat-
egory of suspects. People within the same group, often even
the married couples, are afraid to share their own unfavor-
able questions and doubts out of fear that it will be told to
their leaders or “counselors.” Usually, it is followed by a
“brotherly talk’ in order to bring the wanderer to his senses,
but if it doesn’t work, to break him by embarrassing him in
front of the others or by some sort of punishment, up to and
including a segregation from the fellowship. For criticizing
question some members are stopped from ministering and
deprived of an opportunity to preach, while others are forced
to be quiet; and yet others are subjected to complete collec-
tive embarrassment, making them an intimidating exhibit
for the rest of the group. The purpose of it all is to avoid any
criticism and questions which make dubious the truthfulness
and purity of doctrine or forms of organization.

5. Cult of confession of sins. Just about all sects, cults
and false teachings are authoritarian and have a strict hier-
archical system. Approval, condemnation, punishment, fear
and continuing feeling of guilt help to keep people in con-
stant dependence and manipulate them as they wish. One of
the surest means to achieve that is counseling or to say it
more correctly, a meticulous confession of sins in front of
one and the same counselor. In this case, this is not a coun-
seling assistance that a sound Christian goes to from time to
time, being prompted by the Spirit of God in most difficult
physical and spiritual situations in order to find help and a
subsequent joint prayer. No, here we are talking about the
continuous, halfway mandated confessions when a person
almost runs to his counselor for any smallest reason under
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the influence of stern, reproaching sermons which are essen-
tially filled with constant themes of sin and sinfulness. Hav-
ing such incorrect exaggerated approach to this matter, the
valuable counseling ministry becomes a cult of confession
of sins and is used for a subtle invisible control over a per-
son’s soul. The distinctive feature of sects, cults and false
teachings is that they usually do not maintain a confidential-
ity of confession. In contrary, the collected facts received in
this way are used as needed for the purposes of leadership.

6. Acknowledgement or refusal of right to fit in the
group. The group or rather its leadership determines
whether a man may have a spiritual right to belong with
them. All of those that don’t come under the established
criteria somehow are required to perfect themselves. If
someone makes no progress, he is excluded or is placed
under the unbearable conditions which force him to leave
on his own. If a man loses conviction in correctness of the
offered teaching, it will carry consequences not only for
him; it is expected from other members that they will se-
vere or strictly limit their contacts with this person. Such
a breach causes pain on both sides. Those remained in the
group suffer from a thought that according to their opinion
the departed person practically loses salvation, which he
undoubtedly would have had by staying in the organiza-
tion. People who have left the sect or the cult also experi-
ence a lot of hurt, because with their leaving all friendly
and even kindred ties are broken, which is very hard to en-
dure. Right after the separation the individual feels lonely,
unwanted and cast out. It takes time and energy to make
new friends and build social bridges. In sectarian organi-
zations, a lot of attention is paid to nourish the idea of per-
suading its members in truthfulness of the taught doctrine.
After breaking with them, a vacuum occurs in this place.
The person is tormented by a question, “Where is the
Truth?” Disappointment and despair cause him a long-last-
ing poignant emotional pain.

7. The isolation from outside critics. In any criticism,
a false teaching sees a threat for itself. Critics outside of a
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cult or a sect, typically, presented as liars, slanderers and in-
formers. Thus, everything is done to slander and humiliate
such people in the eyes of sect members, who are told that
all submitted arguments and facts are not worthy to start dis-
cussions about them. More often than not, outside critics are
simply ignored or a method of intimidation is used to attack
them with a mass of accusations while searching for the
darker sides of their lives, even including the exposure of
things that had once been revealed in a secret confession.
8. The manipulation of facts and their own history.
Always, when a teaching of a sect goes against the reality,
those facts are either concealed and veiled or transferred to
some people exclusively, so that certain members cannot see
the entire picture, and therefore, unable to form their own
opinion about them. It reminds of an action of a magician,
who masterfully uses different tricks. Moreover, the viewers
would be greatly disappointed if only they knew what his
“art” was. In the same way, it is difficult to discern and fol-
low through similar tricks used by leaders of false teachings,
sects and cults. Besides, a history of origin of such move-
ments is told and used very selectively, especially when after
looking back, certain things, which present a problem cur-
rently, are realized. While the leader is being idealized as a
person without mistakes and blemishes, everything that may
in one way or another cast a shadow on the history of the
group or its leadership is silenced, shaded and modified in
every possible manner. Facts are garbled, and the most
different pious explanations and justifications are found for
the errors and deviations, which had occurred. In the pro-
cess, various suggestions are offered why God might have
permitted certain things (for example, for the purpose of
testing and verifying His children to assure their faithful-
ness). In short, everything possible is done to calm members
and instill confidence in them that all is well and therefore,
no need to look back, searching for mistakes and, not to
mention, listen up to the enemies of their teaching who try
to cause damage to “the work of God.” Any exhibit of inde-
pendent thinking, critical analysis of the current events,
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speaking out of doubts regarding the trustworthiness of the
movement entail unfavorable consequences for those who
dare to stand up against the universal belief.

9. The discipline by moral pressure and physical
stress. Any and every freethinking in a sect or a cult is cut
off at the root. The person guilty of trespassing the accepted
norms of thinking and behavior is disciplined by methods
of moral pressure, which is created by humiliating him be-
fore others, by accentuated watchful treatment, unflattering
comments, ignorance, malignant gossip behind the back,
openly displayed distrust, unequivocal statements from the
pulpit, removing from a ministry and so on. The goal is to
break any resistance inside the soul, to destroy person’s
identity, to make him an obedient and a weak-willed slave
of his leaders. Besides moral strain, everything is done by
the group to fill the spare time of its members entirely by
work and different tasks, often bringing people to physical
exhaustion and total fatigue. Therefore, it becomes practi-
cally unfeasible to think through, evaluate, and assess that
which is happening in the organization.

In the beginning, when a novice comes to a cult or a
sect, he experiences a phase of euphoria. He is literally
showered with attention, love and special favor. Therefore,
he gets under the impression that he found himself in espe-
cially harmonized, filled with love group of people which is
sharply distinguished from the evil and corrupted outside
world, and is totally opposite of the surroundings he has
come from. The showering of love makes him unable to crit-
icize, and he closes his eyes to some confusingly feeble sides
of the system he notices at the start. In order to display har-
mony, the leaders compel the older members to make sure
that “love” always arrests one’s attention in the group. Many
supporters of the sects unceasingly tell others how happy
they are, although in reality it all looks quite different, be-
cause a life under a totalitarian system is the life filled with
hurt and many sacrifices. Deep within their soul they suffer
and know about it, but being under control they cannot rec-
ognize that it causes them such harm. Without realizing it,
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the followers of the false teachings, cults and sects live in
surreal world, created by their leaders; however, they are
confident about possessing the absolute truth. Children, who
grew up inside the totalitarian sect, later suffer throughout
their whole life. In some groups, children are beaten and se-
verely punished for a smallest offence in order to promote
the “right” discipline.

10. The requirement to comply with impeccable
cleanness and holiness. In view of the fact that cults, sects
and false teachings pretend to be so exclusive, they espe-
cially emphasize in their sermons and appeals, the necessity
of observing the impeccable cleanness and purity in all as-
pects of human life. That concerns the appearance, clothing,
manners of behavior, contacts between the opposite genders,
the observance of strictest self-control before marriage, the
expressions used during conversations and others. At a first
glance, it looks positive and quite right, because in our filthy
and corrupted age these human values are bluntly trampled.
Nevertheless, the problem is that members of some cults and
sects are presented with such overstating requirements that
it becomes practically impossible to accomplish them. As a
result, a fear of God’s judgment develops and deepens in the
souls of people, as well as a feeling of guilt that they are un-
able to achieve all, which is necessary for their organization,
its leader or the salvation of humanity. When doubts come
or a promised “healing” or “liberation” from sin hasn’t oc-
curred, they are told that the reason lies with them and it’s
their fault that they lacked faith, or didn’t fully devote them-
selves to the common cause or weren’t firm and uncompro-
mising enough in regards to old connections and relations,
having not severed them with absolute determination.

11. Masking its religious activity. If a cult, sectarian
organization or false teaching movement fear to inevitably
impair its activities due to a negative attitude towards them
or ill-disposed rumors, then it masks its pursuits, trying to
do everything in neutral form. Alternatively, it opens its
branches under other names, using them as a cloak for
further pushing of its doctrine and the same old ideas.
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12. Financial interests and camouflage of its busi-
ness activity. Practically all sects, cults and false teachings
use diverse methods of collecting funds to finance their ex-
istence. Some groups do that in apparent and open manner.
At the end of each worship service or even during the one,
especially prepared “preachers” literally make people give
money even above their affordable potential by manipulat-
ing with artfully selected passages of Holy Scriptures and
cunning psychological techniques. It happens because from
the pulpit they are constantly being told that blessings of
God are poured in proportion to the spirit of sacrifice. Other
cult organizations do that in a much more subtle and secret
way. On the surface, they avoid talking about it and espe-
cially emphasize that they bring all their needs only before
the Lord, Who in a wonderful way responds to them, re-
affirming His good will. The third kind does everything in
their power to advertise their material prosperity and wealth,
and there is quite a number of sincere but naive Christians
who believe that it proves the validity of their teaching,
God’s approval of it and His presence. If we were to take
that approach, then Jesus and His apostles were the biggest
losers. They were unfamiliar with the doctrine of wealth and
prosperity.

Religious cults and new teachings are the masters to
mask their business activities. Many of them, their leaders
in particular, own different enterprises, including large
plants, monopolies, concerns, gold and diamond mines, oil
refineries, great publishing houses and more. The existence
of them is kept under low profile from the ordinary cult
members or is being explained as a necessity to finance the
work of God. The fact that the lion’s share of the profit falls
to the bottom of personal accounts of the leaders becomes
evident only when a company goes into bankruptcy or gets
in the midst of a scandalous situation. Wealthy people with
monetary means enjoy a privileged attention, accentuated
treatment and all sorts of benefits within the organization.

The above-mentioned twelve out of more than thirty in-
dications of totalitarian groups described, as I have said, are
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only those that have to do with manipulation of people. And
should you find any of them in your own circumstances, be-
ware, should you happen to be a follower of the doctrine that
is a false teaching. Someone who is familiar with work
methods of such totalitarian systems has to come to conclu-
sion that in reality, we are all in danger, because the secret
of progressive success made by the leaders of those groups
lies in keeping human conscience under control. Millions of
people are subjected to psychological manipulation without
realizing it. This inability to discern it can be explained by
two reasons. First of all, a man caught by the system can
only realize the existence of this type of control of his con-
science when he is helped from the outside, because the
main goal of such people management is to make sure the
one controlled by it doesn’t get a slightest idea. Secondly,
incapacity to recognize manipulation is founded on lack of
knowledge of what exactly the control of conscience really
means, since only someone who truly knows how it works,
can preserve him from its influence.

Today, many congregations and denominations open
their doors to all kinds of falsehood and therefore, it should-
n’t surprise anyone that their spiritual condition leaves much
to be desired. If fact, the most alive, spiritually flourishing
churches are the main targets of Satan. Moreover, what can
be better for him than to effectively trick those who make
decisions for a whole church? In order to destroy a congre-
gation, deception does not have to turn into a kind of hor-
rendous heresy. It is enough to guide the leadership to a
single narrow, maybe even, right direction because any lop-
sidedness and narrowness eventually will end up as sec-
tarianism. If a leader of movement or a group of its directors
get misled in interpretation of God’s will then Satan easily
takes power in his hands. Collective delusion is only pos-
sible when certain people get confused first and it happens
to each one of them separately. Our problem is that we all
tend to think that it is somebody else who can get deceived,
but never ourselves. Although, the fact remains that due to
either lack of knowledge, carelessness, self-confidence or
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simple human foolishness we are capable of becoming
guilty to aiding and abetting the devil. To avoid it, it is es-
sential:

a) To beware of self-confidence and spiritual pride,

which blinds our mind and instills a false feeling of

security;

b) To avoid personal preference and admiration of man,

because both of them can lead us away from the Lord;

¢) Never to hide the truth and never to speak a lie,

since keeping silence about problems and using even a

smallest lie can carry quite unfavorable consequences;

d) To be very careful in matters of following various

kinds of guidance: prophecies, visions, dream interpre-

tations and such, because all of them do not exclude a

possibility of Satan’s involvement.

e) Not to rush into accepting any type of event or man-

ifestation as a sign from God, since it may very well be

a simple coincidence.

f) Not to beg from God anything that He has already

said His “no” to, because this is a way, which will easily

lead to delusion.

g) Not to do anything if there are doubts regarding the

right understanding of God’s will, but to sort out the

reason for hesitancy;

h) To be prepared to honestly admit your mistakes and

deviations not only before yourself, but also before God

and other people, then leave the delusion and start over.

This approach is crucial and very important for every
church in general, as well as for each individual Christian,
no matter whether he is an ordinary member or a pastor of
a congregation.

Unfortunately, it must be mentioned that even though
any cult or sect is considered a unit, which has separated
from a main, leading, recognized church, still within the
large churches you can find things, which are typical for
cults and sects. Always, when the cult of the leader is prac-
ticed inside a church or a healthy sober criticism is ignored;
when any discontent and argument against ways and
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methods of indoctrinating or leaning toward fundamentally
narrow guidance in teaching and real life are suppressed,
then a danger exists that certain sectarian-like tendencies
have found a place in such congregation. Often enough in-
side big churches one can locate groupings which are situ-
ated, so to say, at the intersection of being “still a church”
and “yet a sect.”

And the last point [ would like to mention is a question
whether leaders of sects, cults and false teachings really be-
lieve in what they tell others. I am afraid that it is beyond
our ability to look inside any man in order to understand
what he actually thinks. It cannot be precluded that some of
them are not too sure about their own teaching; however,
undoubtedly many leaders sincerely believe in what they
preach. It especially often happens in those cases when they
fully depend on, as it seems to them, divine revelations, in
which there is a constant message of confirming that they
are chosen by the Lord, guided by Him, kept from error and
are on the right track. Humanly speaking, one can somewhat
understand this kind of leaders, because they deceive others
by being sincerely deceived themselves. Nevertheless, there
are situations when leaders of totalitarian systems know very
well that they direct people to delusion, yet continue doing
so for reasons known only to them. This is scary indeed, be-
cause it reminds the actions of a one widely recognized fa-
mous politician-Satanist, who had once said, “My task is to
entice as many people as possible to hell and then laugh at
them there.” This approach is truly satanic, and entails the
most dreadful punishment in eternity.

In conclusion I want to say a few words to those who
became victims of cults, sects and false teachings. It is ab-
solutely obvious how difficult it is to make a decisive step,
since you are in the midst of a forceful, wretched situation.
On the one hand you have already begun to doubt the truth-
fulness of your organization, but on the other hand, are still
afraid of the consequences of your departure from there and
disengagement of contacts with it. If your family or all of
your friends remain in the group, then your parting with it
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will mean a complete solitude for you, because no one will
desire to have anything to do with a traitor and apostate. In
a similar circumstance many of those like you, members of
cults and sects spend days and nights in tormenting thoughts
of what they should do. In the end you have only two op-
portunities: either to continue playing your game, even if it
goes against your conscience, or break from the group and
its teaching, no matter what it costs.
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Chapter 14
A Search for the Living God

Before I begin a new subject, I would like to say that
more than once I was condemned and accused simply for
applying the phrase “to seek God.” Some believers ex-
pressed to me with indignation, “How can you even talk
about some kind of searching for God?? We are called Chris-
tians for the very reason that we have found Him! How can
you look for the One, Who has already been found?? This
is a pure delusion!”

Well, I will not argue about it. I know one thing, that
this expression is not strange to the Bible. And to back up
these words I will refer to several passages of the Holy
Scripture, where it’s employed along with other phrases sim-
ilar in their meaning. In the First Book of Chronicles David
commands his son Solomon, saying, “If you seek Him
(God), He will be found by you” (1 Chron. 28:9). In the Sec-
ond Book of Chronicles we find these words addressed to
God’s people, “The LORD is with you while you are with
Him. If you seek Him, He will be found by you”, and then
later, “...and whoever would not seek the LORD God of Is-
rael was to be put to death, whether small or great, whether
man or woman” (2 Chronicles 15:2, 13). By the mouth of
prophet Isaiah God tells His children, “Seek the LORD
while He may be found, Call upon Him while He is near”
(Isa.55:6). The prophets Amos and Zephaniah confirm these
words, “Seek the LORD and live” (Amos 5:6) “...Seek the
LORD, all you meek of the earth, Who have upheld His jus-
tice” (Zeph. 2:3). The anointed of God, the sweet singer of
Israel King David says in his Psalms, “For You, Lord, have
not forsaken those who seek You” (Psalm 9:10); “The Lord
looks down from heaven upon the children of men, to see if
there are any who understand, who seek God” (Psalm 14:2);
“When You said, “Seek My face”, my heart said to You,
“Your face, Lord, I will seek” (Psalm 27:8); “O God, You
are my God, early will I seek You; my soul thirsts for You,
my flesh longs for You in a dry and thirsty land where there
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is no water” (Psalm 63:1); “In the day of my trouble
I sought the Lord...” (Psalm 77:2). Echoing the psalmist
David, prophets also spoke about seeking the Lord, “With
my soul I have desired You in the night, yes, by my spirit
within me I will seek You early” (Isa. 26:9); “...and you
will seek Me and find Me, when you search for Me with
all your heart” (Jeremiah 29:13); “The Lord is good to
those who wait for Him, to the soul who seeks Him” (Lam-
entations 3:25). In the New Testament, Luke and the Apos-
tle Paul reminds us of the reason why God created the
human race, “so that they should seek the Lord in the hope
that they might grope for Him and find Him, though He is
not far from each one of us” (Acts 17:27). Also, “There is
none who understands, there is none who seeks after God”
(Rom. 3:11), “He is a rewarder of those who diligently
seek Him” (Hebrews 11:6).

I think there are enough of quoted verses to be con-
vinced that a necessity of searching for God is not simply
far from contradicting the Holy Scripture, but is confirmed
by it. “Seek the Lord while He may be found”, the prophet
Isaiah prompts us, “Call upon Him while He is near.” It tells
us that time of mercy is not endless. We love to repeat now-
adays, that we live in times of grace. Well, praise God for
that! However, the question is do we draw on this period of
grace and appreciate the given opportunity to seek the Lord?
And if we do, is it a wholehearted devotion on our part?

By the mouth of prophet Jeremiah the Lord addresses
us by saying, “...you will seek Me and find Me, when you
search for Me with all your heart.” This servant of God,
who had experienced much and went through countless suf-
ferings, knew too well about the indispensable condition
which was essential in order to find the Lord, “...when’” you
search for Me with all your heart” (Jerem. 29:13). Is this
what we do? How often in our faith and our love towards
God, in our search for Him and our service before Him we
are only half-hearted!

7 In Russian text, a word “if” is used to emphasize the condition of finding the
Lord (Translator’s comments).
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In my youth I had a favorite hymn’®, which has rendering
lyrics. I think we should really ponder upon their meaning,

I do not want a half-truth,
1 do not want a half-aim,
I do not want the strings
Ring in my heart in vain...

1 do not want a half-faith,
Pathetic, blinded judgments
1 do not want to feel
Powerless heart’s hunger ...

If I surrender, then — wholly.

If I should serve, then — completely,
So that my heart shall burn

With a blazing fire of victory.

1 do not want a half-life —

So timid, pale and depressing.
1 do not want my death

Be fruitless and void in essence.

Then let my sinful “Ego”
Die in the kiln of suffering
To bring a flame of new life
Inside a heart set free!

1 do not want a half-faith
I do not want a half-aim,
Let all my strings be torn —
They didn t ring in vain!

78 You will not find this hymn among the typical classical Christian English or
American hymns. It was born in times of persecution and sufferings of Christians
in the former Soviet Union, when believers knew the price of following Jesus
and desired to be worthy of their Savior. We have tried our best to translate it
into English without changing much of the true heartfelt meaning behind the
words of this song. (Translator’s comments).
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There is a revelation of a whole, fulfilled, realized and
fruitful Christian life in this hymn. What a pity that today
so many Christians do everything only half-way. They ac-
cept Christ as their Savior with double feelings and then,
serve Him only half-heartedly, torn between love towards
God and thirst for this world, between a call of their soul
and desires of their flesh. That is why there is only half-truth
in their ministry, half-aim in their aspirations, half-faith
without joy, half-life without meaning, and half-death with-
out fruits for eternity. Such a “half-way principle” brings no
satisfaction to us, neither does it to God. Therefore, He says,
“...No one, having put his hand to the plow, and looking
back, is fit for the kingdom of God” (Luke 9:62).

Many years ago there was another hymn with lyrics my
heart couldn’t reconcile with. It went like this, “It is easy to
search for God! It is easy to find God!” Even until now my
soul cannot agree to it, because it was difficult for me to seek
and find the Lord. You won’t find easy ways of searching
for God on the pages of the Bible, either. From the recount
of the Holy Scriptures we know how difficult it was for King
David to seek and find God again, after he had sinned with
Bathsheba. This was a blessed man of God, of whom God
Himself said that He had found a man according to God’s
heart. David couldn’t withstand a temptation, so God left
him; and from that moment on sorrow, trouble, grief, drama
in his own family always followed him. Then, David began
to search for the Lord. We read that at nights he washed his
bed with tears. His bones waxed old from daily roaring.”
Nowhere and nothing could bring him rest and joy. David
was pouring out his soul before God, confessing his sin, and
longing with all his heart a restoration of a close communion
with Him, “Have mercy upon me, O God, according to Your
lovingkindness; According to the multitude of Your tender
mercies, Blot out my transgressions...Against You, You only,
have I sinned, And done this evil in Your sight — That You
may be found just when You speak, And blameless when You
judge...Create in me a clean heart, O God, And renew a

79 psalm 32:3
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steadfast spirit within me. Do not cast me away from Your
presence, And do not take Your Holy Spirit from me. Restore
to me the joy of Your salvation, And uphold me by Your gen-
erous Spirit” (Psalm 51:1, 4, 10-12).

What a supplication! What a groaning! What a cry from
a soul which departed from God! What a thirst to find the One,
Whose intimacy cannot be supplemented by anything! What
a wonderful example for all who had also lost their contact
with the Savior! It is not easy to restore intimacy with God,
especially if you have lost it deliberately. And we should never
forget that. As a husband who in his human jealousy leaves
his unfaithful wife, so the Lord does not turn His face back
easily, if we purposely betray Him. The one who has ever ex-
perienced it in his life needs no persuasion of this fact.

We, Christians of the last days, love anything and ev-
erything to be easy, and therefore, widen our paths as much
as we possibly can. However, Jesus didn’t promise us ef-
fortless ways. He spoke of a difficult, thorny road leading
up to His Kingdom, and that’s why only a few wish to fol-
low it. Why, it is so simple just to believe Him, accept Him
as your personal Savior and then, without any complexes
about some finicky searching, mindlessly go with a flow,
guided by superficial motto, “Praise God! Halleluiah!
Hooray! Move on!”” Unfortunately, this is what Christianity
looks like among way too many believers. After meeting
the Lord for the first time or so to say, barely getting ac-
quainted with Him, for the rest of their lives they remain
in the stage of shallow association, continuously abiding
in spiritual infancy. It wasn’t like that with the Apostle
Paul, who can be a model for each of us. Addressing Co-
rinthians he explained to them, “When I was a babe, as a
babe I was speaking, as a babe I was thinking, as a babe
I was reasoning, and when I have become a man, I have
made useless the things of the babe” (1 Cor. 13:11, Young’s
Literal Translation). Seeking God, searching for personal
contact and intimacy with Him always lead to growth in
faith and the spiritual maturity which many Christians of
our days lack.

275



It is not easy to seek the Lord. This exercise is not con-
tained in something external. God most often reveals Him-
self to man during a quiet time alone with Him and
frequently in a sound of a gentle blowing. Do you remember
the prophet Elijah, with whom the Lord had made a kind of
appointment?®® This man came to the appointed place and
time, and waited. Then, there was “a great and strong
wind... rending the mountains and breaking in pieces the
rocks” (1 Kings 19:11, NASB), but there was no God in this
wind. After the wind an earthquake started, however, God
wasn’t there either. After the earthquake there was fire, but
the Creator wasn’t in the fire. After the fire a gentle whisper
came, calm, and the Lord revealed Himself there. This was
how the man met with God — in isolated place, in trembling
and reverence. And how often do we have such meetings?
Is it often that we remain alone with Him in a quiet room,
filled with fear of God, trembling and admiration? If not,
then we shouldn’t be surprised that we can’t find Him.

One can get under impression that modern Christians
tend to think that the Lord does not reveal Himself in a quiet
whisper, as it was before, but particularly, in the wind, storm
and earthquake. It manifests, of course, not in correlation to
the weather elements, but in a loud noise and rumble, which
frequently accompany our Christian worship services. In
some congregations while praying, believers shout so much
that it reminds you of a four hundred and fifty prophets of
Baal on Mount Carmel. In others, a so-called Christian
music goes together with a thundering noise of drum sets
and makes you feel that you are about to witness a real
storm. Yet in the third ones, one becomes an observer of so
much stomping, clapping, dancing and other wild scenes
that unwillingly thinks of an earthquake. Have we truly con-
signed to oblivion the words of the Lord spoken to us by the

prophet Malachi? “A son honors his father, and a servant

80 The closest translation which corresponds to Russian text of 1 Kings 19:12
is found in NASB (New American Standard Bible and reads as follows, “Afier
the earthquake a fire, {but} the LORD {was} not in the fire; and after the fire a
sound of a gentle blowing.”
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his master. If then [ am the Father, where is My honor? And
if [ am a Master, where is My reverence? Says the LORD of
hosts to you priests who despise My name” (Malachi 1:6).
It looks like we have forgotten the meaning of the word
“reverence”, and therefore, have no shame to act unruly be-
fore God, without any fear calling it “worship.” Can you
imagine this behavior in the first apostolic church? I don’t
think so.

Once and again the questions come up, “How do we,
children of God, seek the Lord today? Who is Christ for us,
anyway? Is He a one-time random passer-by? Is He just a
distant acquaintance who we contact from time to time? Or
rather, has God really become a purpose of our life, a Father,
a Counselor, a Friend Who is the closest of all in the whole
world? What is the essence of our Christianity? Is it only in
church-going? Is it in being a member of some local con-
gregation or fellowship? Or, is it in the intimate relationship
with the Lord, and in constant personal contact with Him,
in that unduplicated closeness, sweetness of which is incom-
parable to anything?” This is what makes us His sheep,
which hear the voice of their Shepherd.

Those particular children of God who had personal con-
tact with the Lord left the deepest and inerasable trace in my
heart and mind. Holding my breath I could spend hours lis-
tening how God led someone in a most wonderful way, how
He taught her, convinced, reproached, warned, stopped and,
literally, saved from a certain death, reaching out with His
helping hand in the most critical moment of time. There is
something in a face and a whole appearance of such people
that draws to them with an overwhelming force. Intimacy
with God and personal relationship with Him leave a special
mark in a man, similar to what happened to Moses, whose
face radiated glory after his meeting with God on the Mount
Sinai. The life of a true child of God presents a reflection of
a calm and strong inner health, which the Lord gives to one
who abides in a close communion with Him.

Unfortunately, for many Christians a notion of “seeking
the Lord” is inseparably linked to a desire of getting more
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knowledge about Him. This precludes a certain danger,
because you can have the deepest knowledge of Christ’s
teaching, yet know not the Lord Himself. In the recent dec-
ades there seems to grow a tendency among believers of the
former Soviet Union to acquire a theological education. New
theological schools are getting opened one after the other.
Well, it should seemingly cause a lot of joy: the young
people are seeking God! The new personnel is being
brought up, who will take the Good News to other people!
This is great! In Russia and Ukraine, and in the entire
former Soviet Union where there had always been a deficit
of religious education, a new generation of spiritual
workers is being raised up prepared to labor on the ripened
and ready for harvest God’s field! It is all fine and looks
really attractive, except for one “but”, namely — a substi-
tution of a personal contact with God for theological
knowledge about Him.

Till the end of my life I will remember my encounter
with a young Christian man after his graduation from a
Bible school. I had known him for several years. In my first
acquaintance with him you couldn’t help but notice his
blazing love towards the Lord and a child-like trusting at-
tachment to Him. There was something irresistibly attrac-
tive, light-giving, pure and unspent about this young person.
What made most impression was his inward thirst and his
searching for a personal relationship with God. And now,
three years later after our first contact, a graduate of the
Bible school was sitting in front of me and I couldn’t rec-
ognize him anymore. He was speaking in a composed
manner about all the famous theologians from all over the
world that were his professors, in what way the lectures
were presented, which departments of theology they studied
and how he received the more insightful knowledge of
God’s Word and of the Christian doctrine and so on. In be-
tween he mentioned also that while studying the Bible he
was able to “reshuffle” all imperfections, vices and mis-
takes of the forefathers of faith, and now he looked at them
with completely different eyes. While attentively listening
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to him, I looked closely at his facial expression and was
inwardly terrified. Where did all his zeal and burning of
his first love go?? Where was his spiritual freshness and
attractiveness? In front of me there was sitting a modern
Pharisee type: calm, educated, self-confident, outwardly
very pious, however, somewhat colorless, uninteresting,
lacking life person.

By telling this story I am not trying to say in any way
that obtaining theological knowledge is a bad idea, not at
all! It is quite an excellent thing. We are all aware that many
blessed men of God and widely known evangelists and mis-
sionaries have had some kind of theological education. I am
not against knowledge, and there was time when I too
yearned to acquire it, spending seventeen years of my life
doing that. Nevertheless, it is very important that everything
is balanced out concerning this kind of desire.

Once I had an opportunity to be at one of the famous
Bible colleges of the former Soviet Union, where we had a
meeting with a rather extensive student body of listeners. As
I was looking into their young faces beaming with a good
enthusiasm, I suddenly remembered another young man
whom we get familiar with on the pages of the New Testa-
ment. His name is Saul. He also was a kind of theology stu-
dent of his time and received the highest religious education,
being taught at the feet of the most respectful teacher of the
law Gamaliel. But when under the most amazing circum-
stances he personally met the Lord, he left all that was pre-
cious to him before. Do you remember his words? “But
what things were gain to me, these I have counted loss for
Christ. Yet indeed I also count all things loss for the excel-
lence of the knowledge of Christ Jesus my Lord, for whom
I have suffered the loss of all things, and count them as rub-
bish, that [ may gain Christ” (Philip. 3: 7-8).

Humanly speaking, it’s hard to understand. How could
you count loss all the acquired knowledge and achievements
of theology of that time and compare it with rubbish, which
is thrown away as something needless?? How is it even pos-
sible? How can he treat something to which he, perhaps, had
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devoted years of his life with such disregards? To take the
best of Gamaliel’s teaching and call it a waste??

Yes. This great Apostle of Gentiles counted all, which
he had acquired by paying a price of great efforts, as trash,
for the sake of gaining Christ, in spite of saying later in his
life, “...but I laboured more abundantly than they all. 5" A
question comes up involuntary, “Hadn’t he known and had
God before?” No doubt, he had. Moreover, he was “being
more exceedingly zealous of the traditions of my fathers.”*’
However, when he experienced his personal special won-
derful encounter with the Son of God, Saul who later be-
came Paul, realized that all his previous knowledge and
wisdom could not make him a child of God. His mind was
filled with the knowledge about God, but He was not in his
life and heart. As he became conscious of it, Paul dropped
everything else in order to grasp the One, Who was now his
own Savior, being radically changed for the rest of his life.
From the abstract, imaginable, known only by the books of
the Mosaic law, God had become for him real, living, re-
vealing Himself as his Father, Teacher, Counselor and
Friend.

Therefore, all of you who strive to obtain the deeper
knowledge about the Lord! Do get a hold of it and take the
Word of God to those who are in dire need of it, but...re-
member one thing: you will not be able to give others more
than you yourself have. If you only grab the theory and “dry
theology”, then while preaching you will hardly be able to
bring people the living God Himself, with Whom each real
child of God should experience an encounter. The knowl-
edge is beautiful. Nevertheless, while getting at it one must
be careful that it doesn’t grind the whole grain of the Holy
Word of God into a dead flour unable to give any life. Yet
what we sow, we shall reap. All great ministers of God, all
vessels used by the Lord to His glory were only able to be-
come such after they had experienced the personal en-
counter with the Savior and realized what it really meant.

811 Corinthians 15:10
82 Galatians 1:14
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It would be sufficient to recall Moses and his forty years
spent in a scorching desert. What was he thinking about
while there? What did he experience there? How did the
Lord speak to him? The Scripture doesn’t tell us about it in
much detail, but one thing is clear — Moses, the way he had
been before, and Moses who came back from the wilderness,
were too different men. Personal contact with the Lord and
intimate relationship with Him are the two things that radi-
cally change people at the root and what in fact makes a man
a child of God and there isn’t anything that can replace it.

But how do you achieve this intimate contact with the
Lord? How is it practically done? This question had been
tormenting me until the Lord put it on my heart to read the
Holy Scripture from Gospel of John beginning with the first
chapter, verse forty-five, “Philip found Nathanael and said
to him, “We have found Him of whom Moses in the law, and
also the prophets, wrote — Jesus of Nazareth, the son of Jo-
seph.” And Nathanael said to him, “Can anything good
come out of Nazareth?” Philip said to him, “Come and
see.” Jesus saw Nathanael coming toward Him, and said
of him, “Behold, an Israelite indeed, in whom is no de-
ceit!” Nathanael said to Him, “How do You know me?”
Jesus answered and said to him, “Before Philip called you,
when you were under the fig tree, [ saw you.” Nathanael
answered and said to Him, “Rabbi, You are the Son of God!
You are the King of Israel!” Jesus answered and said to him,
“Because I said to you, ‘I saw you under the fig tree, ’do you
believe? You will see greater things than these.”*

When many years ago I read these verses, one phrase
spoken by the Lord to Nathanael answered the cry of my
soul, “Lord, what are You? Reveal Yourself to me! Answer
me, how do I find You?” These simple and seemingly un-
important words: “Before Philip called you, when you were
under the fig tree, I saw you”, helped me to find an answer
to the question ‘how to seek the Lord in order to find Him’.
God doesn’t talk as much as, alas, we, people, do. However,
when He does, His Word becomes living and acting, piercing

83 John 1:45-50 NKJV
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until the depths of a soul. As He pointed at this passage of
Scripture, the Lord asked me a question, “Tell Me, how often
have you been under your ‘‘fig tree”” and what have you been
thinking while there?”

What could I say to that? Of course, I have had my
quiet moments with the Heavenly Father, when I forgot
about everything else as my soul conversed with Him. But
it happened rarely and was more an exception than the rule.
In general, my Christianity consisted of attending church
services, periodical Bible reading and all the rest of the stuff
that is considered “a Christian life.” As far as that kind of
personal encounters with the Lord, solitary talk with Him,
intimate communion between my soul and her Shepherd...
.How many times have I experienced it: two...three...five...
.seven? Perhaps, I could use all fingers of my hands to count
them down. But I had years and decades of Christian life be-
hind my back! Then I understood where the most intimate
contact begins, when a Father and a child, a Shepherd and
His sheep, a soul and the Maker and Creator Who had
breathed life into her, meet each other. There a conversation
begins when one asks and another answers.

Who knows how long Nathaniel had sat under the fig
tree and how often he sought this solitude. One thing is
clear; Philip knew where to find him. What was he thinking
about under that tree? What was the concern of his heart?
Which questions bothered him? How did he communicate
with the Heavenly Father? Ah, that I might be able to pen-
etrate his world of thoughts and his secret of communion
with God in order to grasp the reason of Jesus’ attention to
him! What kind of a man was he, if the first words addressed
to him stated an amazing definition of his nature, “an Isra-
elite indeed, in whom is no deceit.”’ As | read these words
I suddenly realized how much deceit I had had in my life.
How much of hypocrisy and piety just for a show there were
in my so-called Christian life, although I was considered a
seeking and sincere Christian! The Lord came with the an-
swer without a delay to a man who had no deceit. However,
He didn’t hurry to respond to me.
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To Nathaniel’s question how Jesus knew him, a reply

came, “Before Philip called you, when you were under the
fig tree, I saw you.” Extraordinary, isn’t it? God sees and
hears His child when the latter is seeking communion with
Him. In solitude of man with God there lays a mystery
known only to those who know what it means. Nathaniel
who sat under the fig-tree had this type of contact with God
and therefore, in the One saying to him: “I saw you”, he im-
mediately recognized the One Whom he just recently talked
to. At this the words filled with revelation escaped his lips,
“Rabbi! You are the Son of God! You are the King of Israel!”
This man knew that only the Messiah, only the Son of God
and God Himself could know his hidden thoughts and so in-
credibly respond to them. His soul has encountered the One,
Whom it sought and identified Him instantly.

At once another similar occurrence from the Old Tes-
tament comes to mind which happened with a different
young man, whose name was Gideon. He, too, was deep in
his thoughts alone with the Lord when in his heart a question
was born, “Where is God?” “And where are all His miracles
which our fathers told us about?” (Judges 6:13). While beat-
ing out wheat Gideon was pondering upon these things and
his soul cried out to God in such a way that He answered
without delay by sending an angel to him, who announced
the will of God telling him to free the people of Israel from
the hands of the Midianites.

Unwavering, sincere seeking of God will never go un-
answered. The question remains, though, how often and in
what way we are doing this. How do we talk with God and
what is our relationship with Him all about? Do we really
have confidential conversations with our Shepherd and if,
yes, how often in a course of our Christian life? How often
do we remain alone with the Lord under our “fig tree”? As
I ask this question, I don’t mean a prayer when we are dead
tired of our daily duties, cares, troubles, work and many
other things, kneel by our bedside in the evening and say,
“Lord, thank you that You have protected me today and gave
me all I needed. I ask You to give me this and that and bless
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me in this and that, and also keep me safe during this night.
Amen.” After that, not knowing what else to say we crum-
ple into our bed, basically, telling God “good-night.” Or
early in the morning, while rushing to work and trying to
start our “to-do” list, we hurriedly read a verse or two from
the Holy Scriptures to quiet down our conscience, then,
kneel before God with a variety of needs and requests for
the upcoming day and dive into a whirlpool of an everyday
life. Or we groan before God when there is trouble on every
corner, pouring out our problems and asking His help in
solving them.

You have to agree that we have had enormous amount
of such prayers, and generally, it’s good and right. But the
question is this: how often did we have prayers, talks and
meetings with the Lord after which we got up from our
knees absolutely confident that God was there, beside us,
that He stood, listened and responded? Did we have a lot of
prayers like that? As I had once realized what was missing
in my communion with the Heavenly Father, I was deeply
grateful to Him that in His mercy He pointed it out to me.
Since then, I seek and crave for that intimacy with Him and
lose peace and calm when I don’t experience it for a long
time. | am not trying to say that attending church services
cannot be a blessing and that God cannot speak to us through
this or the other preacher, not at all! Of course, He may help
us in a different way for He has many ways of doing things.
Nevertheless, only close, intimate relationship with the Lord
under our spiritual “fig-tree”, known just to us, make our
Christianity especially priceless and full of meaning.

The man of God Oswald Chambers wrote about it in
these words, “The one sign of discipleship is intimate con-
nection with Him, knowledge of Jesus Christ which nothing
can shake. Is my knowledge of Jesus born of internal spiri-
tual perception, or is it only what I have learned by listening
to others? Have I something in my life that connects me with
the Lord Jesus as my personal Savior? All spiritual history
must have a personal knowledge for its bedrock. To be born
again means that I see Jesus and have intimate personal
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relations with Him. Never ignore it when your inner life gets
divided. Beware of leakage, of the dividing up of your life
by the influence of friends or of circumstances, beware of
anything that is going to split up your oneness with Him and
make you see yourself separately. Nothing is so important
as to keep right spiritually. %

When I finally got this, then much of my Christian life
had to be re-evaluated. With the Bible in my hands I asked
God to show me what in particular my Christianity was in
His eyes. The answer to my call was sent through the first
chapter of the Book of the prophet Isaiah. As I opened the
Holy Scripture to find the indicated verses, I frightfully read,
“To what purpose is the multitude of your sacrifices to
Me?” Says the LORD. “I have had enough of burnt offer-
ings of rams And the fat of fed cattle. I do not delight in
the blood of bulls, Or of lambs or goats. “When you come
to appear before Me, Who has required this from your
hand, To trample My courts? Bring no more futile sac-
rifices, Incense is an abomination to Me. The New Moons,
the Sabbaths, and the calling of assemblies — I cannot en-
dure iniquity and the sacred meeting. Your New Moons and
your appointed feasts My soul hates, They are a trouble to
Me, I am weary of bearing them. When you spread out
your hands, I will hide My eyes from you; Even though you
make many prayers, I will not hear. Your hands are full of
blood. “Wash yourselves, make yourselves clean,; Put away
the evil of your doings from before My eyes. Cease to do
evil, Learn to do good; Seek justice, Rebuke the oppressor;,
Defend the fatherless, Plead for the widow. “Come now,
and let us reason together,” Says the LORD, “Though your
sins are like scarlet, They shall be as white as
snow; Though they are red like crimson, They shall be as
wool. If you are willing and obedient, You shall eat the
good of the land; But if you refuse and rebel, You shall be
devoured by the sword”; For the mouth of the LORD has
spoken” (Isaiah 1:11-20).

84 Excerpts from “My Utmost for His Highest” August 15, 16, 19 on line pro-
vided by http://www.myutmost.org/08
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This response from the Lord shook me to the depths of
my soul. Then, that’s what my former walking before Him
and my Christianity was in His sight! And I have been so
absolutely sure about my salvation; and in my confidence,
unfortunately, I wasn’t an exception but rather a typical spe-
cimen of a Christian of end times. Why? Simply, because
the only positive characteristics of many Christians are not
to drink and not to smoke. Of course, it is good they don’t.
However, if this is where our Christianity starts and ends,
and in all other aspects we don’t differ from people of this
world, then our hope for a blissful eternity is in vain. Many
believers have this notion that if they don’t drink and don’t
smoke plus belong to a local Christian congregation or a
church, it affords them a heavenly paradise. Alas, it is a dan-
gerous self-delusion of which Jesus warned us by pronounc-
ing these words, “Not everyone who says to Me, ‘Lord,
Lord,’ shall enter the kingdom of heaven, but he who does
the will of My Father in heaven” (Matt.7:21). To be
counted a member of a church and regularly attend its serv-
ices does not mean to be a Christian. That is why God talks
so strictly to His chosen people through the prophet Isaiah.
He was not satisfied that the believers outwardly complied
with all religious rituals that were commanded; went to
God’s temple, brought the gifts and sacrifices appropriated
by the law, celebrated religious holidays and lifted their sup-
plications and prayers to heavens, that is, did all as it was
appointed to them, to the letter. Nevertheless, after leaving
the temple, they also left their God behind.

Three thousand years have passed since, but very little
changed in the life of God’s modern people. It looks like
we feel responsible before God only for performing regular
church attendance, praying and making money offerings
to the work of God. But by treating our Lord like that, we
aren’t only not glorifying Him but also becoming a heavy
burden to Him. When one starts looking into the depth of
the words of the Lord spoken through prophet Isaiah, then
one gets under impression that the worship of God’s people
in its essence was made into an outer form of tradition,
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which consisted of determined times of worship, following
of religious rituals and holidays, bringing sacrifices as di-
rected and so on. In the eyes of people it sure looked like
important service to the Lord, whereas, in God’s sight it
was no more than a futile “trampling of God’s courts.”

Oh, how deceived the children of God were then! But,
what about us? Aren’t we just as deceived today when we
are so confident that by all we do for the Lord we serve
Him? May He not repeat the same words to us, “Your hands
are full of blood”! You will ask, why? Well, because
“Whoever hates his brother is a murderer.” And there is
such a great deal of malice, hurt, grudge and open enmity
reign in the midst of God’s people nowadays! There is so
much blood shed, spiritually speaking! But everything re-
mains ‘behind the scenes’. And on the stage a pious spectacle
is still being played out. There are beautiful and harmonious
choirs continue to sing, there are calming, comforting and
lulling sermons about God’s love, grace, redemption, forgive-
ness, salvation and future eternal dwelling in paradise con-
tinue to be preached. The mass evangelization campaigns are
being held, and summits and conferences are getting organ-
ized, as well as all kinds of exciting trips, incredible meetings
and other interesting and fascinating arrangements.

In other words, the modern people of God are full of
various initiatives and activities at the same time when from
the pages of the Bible a cry is heard, “Wash yourselves,
make yourselves clean; Put away the evil of your doings
from before My eyes. Cease to do evil, Learn to do good;
Seek justice, Rebuke the oppressor, Defend the fatherless,
Plead for the widow...” However, in the din and clamor of
our Christian life, filled to the brim with activities, we are
unable to hear this voice of the Lord. We don’t have time to
stop and calm down before Him, like Mary did. We are more
like a squirrel spinning a wheel — on and on, and on.... We
have become so blind and deaf that while seeing, we don't
see, and while hearing — don't hear what, in reality, is hap-
pening with us and around us. And one is ready to cry out,
“Have mercy on us, o Lord! Be gracious to us, sinners! Turn
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us to Yourself and we will turn to You!” Thus, I too groaned,
crying out in my soul when God showed me my state of af-
fairs, bringing about repentance and the seeking of His face.
As I began doing that, I asked the Lord to show me a person
in the Holy Scriptures, whose life and searching would be
worthy of imitating. God answered by pointing at the Apos-
tle Paul who said, “But what things were gain to me, those
I counted loss for Christ. Yea doubtless, and I count all
things [but] loss for the excellency of the knowledge of
Christ Jesus my Lord: for whom I have suffered the loss of
all things, and do count them [but] dung, that I may win
Christ.”’® The way of his searching and fighting, achieving
the goals he set for himself, served me a great example,
showing the steps which he gradually took one by one, at-
taining the person he consequently became. He had a life
which may without hesitation be called “a life of constant
searching for God.” Observing the Apostle Paul’s walking
before God one starts to understand that the resource of his
unfading strength in ministry was the Lord Himself, in
whose communion and intimate relationship he learned what
he could later pass onto others, “For I received from the
Lord that which I also delivered to you...” (1Cor.11:23). The
older I get, the more I realize that the whole school of life is
given to us in order to learn how to enter into a close asso-
ciation with our Savior. And fruit-bearing is a direct progres-
sion of such relationship. Therefore, Jesus confirms it by
saying, “As the branch cannot bear fruit of itself, unless it
abides in the vine, neither can you, unless you abide in Me”
(John 15:4). As we enter into a close, intimate relationship
with the Lord we stop feeling lonely and have no need to be
comforted and pitied. Nearness to Christ brings us the best
enduring innermost health, which a Christian needs very
much, indeed. And such intimacy we should have all the
time, not just every now and then. It doesn’t matter how long
ago we have believed and how many years we are living
with God. Spiritual health is determined not by church at-
tendance and daily prayers each morning and night, but by

85 philippians 3:7-8 NKJV
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intimacy with the Lord. When we walk further away from
Him even for a short time, we inevitably begin to stumble
and fall. While neglecting the reading of the Word of God
and genuine communion with the Lord in prayer, we quickly
forget what we live for and wander aside to where we
shouldn’t have, which brings us to falling. The Bible serves
as a stoplight for us, and it is necessary to learn reacting to
its signals aptly. All of its warnings are a yellow light; all of
the sins listed there are the red light, and all the good deeds
are the green light. If the Holy Spirit, by means of our con-
science, turns on the red light, showing us envy, malice,
animosity, pride, lust, selfishness and so on, we must im-
mediately “put on the brakes.” And when the green light is
on, we should make haste and act kindly, show humility,
help others, love and pursue purity. As we obey the Holy
Spirit, Who dwells in us and reproves us, we grow in holi-
ness, which doesn’t happen overnight, but steadily, little by
little. It is necessary to ask ourselves more often, “Where
exactly have I not shown God’s holiness? Was it an unclean
thought or rudeness and impatience towards someone; or
was it a hurting word that I said without thinking, an unkind
action or a conscientiously committed sin?”

Don’t try to forget it at once, but better try and correct
it at this instant, immediately. Come to the Lord in your pen-
itent prayer. Ask your neighbor for forgiveness. Overcome
your sin by the power of God. Say “no” to all unclean de-
sires and impulses. Without doing that, it’s impossible to re-
store the broken close relationship with God, though it is our
main goal. The aspiration of a true Christian is to reflect
Christ in his life. But in order to live like Christ one must
live with Him, which means, gradually, step by step expel-
ling “unholiness” out of one’s soul, seeking the Lord with
all the heart and getting closer to Him. There can be no better
achievement for a human being. Therefore, true faith, self-
discipline, purity, holiness and obedience to the Spirit of
God are the crucial conditions for having a close intimate
relationship between a Christian and his God. That’s why it
is written, “Who may ascend into the hill of the LORD? Or
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who may stand in His holy place? He who has clean hands
and a pure heart, Who has not lifted up his soul to an idol,
Nor sworn deceitfully. He shall receive blessing from the
LORD, And righteousness from the God of his salvation.
This is Jacob, the generation of those who seek Him, Who
seek Your face. Selah” (Psalm 24:3-6).

To seek, find and keep unvarying closeness to the
Lord must become the aim and the purpose of our Christian
life. While achieving that, it is important to be persistent,
acting upon it the way Jacob did when he fought all night
trying to receive what he desired, “I will not let thee go,
except thou bless me. % And the result was — a new name
given to him by God and a new heart. During this spiritual
fight, just like in sports, you can’t loosen up and slack off.
If a sportsman gives himself a time off between finals for
a couple of months and totally stops practicing, he
shouldn’t think of winning in the next competition. We
can’t allow ourselves any breaks as Christians. The life of
a true child of God who is burning with love for the Lord
is a continuous battle, incessant keeping up in shape and
constant going forward.

In track and field athletics there are different running
distances. There are short, one-hundred-meter tracks, when
it is very important to make a first strong dash forward and
without slowing down, reach the finish line in shortest time.
There are longer running distances, like two-, four-, eight-
hundred meters, and then, it is necessary to spread out your
strength. But there is also a particular type of long distance
foot race, which is measured in kilometers and called “a
marathon.” In this race the winners aren’t the strongest who
made the best charge forward in the beginning, but the ones
who endure and persevere, and though sweating out, keep
running without quitting, on and on, an on. More often than
enough the one who has spared his strength to the end of the
long distance, becomes the winner. And so the running of a
Christian is a marathon, and only the persistent, enduring
and persevering ones complete it by getting to the finish line,

86 Genesis 32:26 NKJV
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which asserts the truth of famous words, “The end crowns
the matter, not its beginning” and “...many who are first will
be last, and the last first.”¥

As we begin our Christian walk or, in other words, our
running towards the goal, we should not forget that it will
cost us something. It is a long, weary, exhausting, and, at
times, insufferable path, indeed, where many things will be
encountered and must be overcome. Unfortunately, we often
get the impression that spiritual running for many Christians
is made of many 100-meter distances. They jerk forward,
get out of breath and stop. Again, dash on and sit down to
rest. Then, another jerk and one more: up and down, flying
up and falling down, a victory and a complete defeat and so
it goes on and on for the rest of Christian life. It is no wonder
that our spiritual state is as poor as it looks.

In spiritual life and in the seeking of the Lord we must
learn to set goals and achieve them no matter what. In our
physical life we can aim at getting an honorable occupation
and make good money. We can attain profound knowledge
in any field of science and become a famous scientist, a re-
nowned singer, musician, artist, or in other words, establish
our life the way we desire. But it may happen that something
unexpected comes to pass and with all our achievements we
are suddenly left alone at a “broken wash-tub’’%®, not know-
ing what to do next. During my missionary trips I had met
with a lot of people who impressed me with their erudition,
education and amazing accomplishments and abilities. They,
for sure, were able to succeed at large. But suddenly, out of
the blue something happened in their lives and literally de-
stroyed all they had gained. Now they think only of their
daily bread and a roof above their heads. Though, this is only
an earthly life, which sooner or later will have to end, but
not so with our spiritual life...

Our earthly life is too short to spend it wastefully, and
eternity is too long to treat is carelessly. Therefore, each one

87 Matthew 19:30 NKJV
88 Referring to a famous Russian fable by A.S. Pushkin “The Tale of the Fish-
erman and the Golden Fish”
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of us must ask himself a question: “How do I live here, on
this earth? How do I run spiritually? Being still in my body,
how much have I been able to know the Lord and had He
been able to know me intimately close?” This will determine
our place in eternity and whether we will be there with Him,
or not. Was our Christianity a continuous ascend and a vic-
torious fight or taking it from Apostle Paul®’, had we only
“beaten the air”’? Perhaps, we had “beaten” it with the words
of our ritual prayers, or with hymn singing which had no
connection with our own life; “beaten” with our outward
piety and our superficial barren Christianity that had no light
in it. If this is true then we are in danger that once standing
before the Lord, we may hear His shocking words, “You
wicked and lazy servant!”*° When you are starting to think
about it, it sure frightens. And then you undeniably begin to
cry out with your whole heart, “O Lord, help me to walk
through this life in such a way as to come to abide with You
in eternity, so that things I consider “the right Christianity”
don’t turn out to be a self-delusion!”

As a physician-therapist [ had to hold dying people in
my arms more than once, when there wasn’t anything else
that could be done for them. O, if only every person would
have been able to see their eyes! There is a horrifying fear
before the inevitable. These face-to-face death encounters
are the blessing in themselves, because they remind us how
fragile and temporal we are. They show us foolishness and
emptiness of all worldly values and teach us that the poem
of our life is not that long after all, and can be stopped short
on a half-word. And no one will escape the last minutes of
his life. Only imagine, how frightening we would feel, if in
a moment before the end we suddenly realize clear as a day,
“I’ve lived my life in vain and my Christianity will not save
me. [ believed, hoped, thought and expected that I had
found the Lord and lived with Him; however, He is not with
me right now. In my Christian life and walk there was

89 “Therefore I run thus: not with uncertainty. Thus I fight: not as one who beats
the air” (1 Cor. 9:26)

90 Matthew 25:26
292



something important missing; something, that made a man
a true child of God. Now I am departing into eternity...but
where? And who will I be there with?...”

To avoid this and to safeguard ourselves from false
hopes; to evade an overdue repentance in the last minutes,
when there is no more chance to change anything, let us seek
the Lord now, while we are on this earth and still have an
opportunity, strength and time to do it. “Seek the LORD
while He may be found, Call upon Him while He is near”
(Isaiah 55:6). May this advice which was left for us on the
pages of Scripture become our yearning and our goal for the
rest of our lives. Then, we will be able to elude conditions
mentioned in the beginning of this chapter, which are: half-
truth, half-aim, half-faith, half-life and half-death. After tast-
ing the sweetness of God’s presence and of the close
relationship with the Lord we will always look for it and will
not be able to satisfy ourselves with anything less.
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Chapter 15
I Have No Regrets About Anything

Dear Reader, I have shared with you the experience of
my own Christian life on the way of spiritual searching.
Now you know that these pages contain not only blessings
I have had, but also the mistakes I’ve made, deviations and
even delusions. [ have told you how God taught, instructed,
admonished, reproached and stopped me through His Holy
Spirit and by His grace when it was necessary, He exacted
and punished me, for He shows no partiality towards
anyone. As I conclude my story and sum up my narrative,
I would like to express my deepest gratitude to my Heavenly
Father that He enabled me for it and to explain at the end
why I have no regrets.

The Word of God tells us, Christians, that “all things
work together for good to those who love God, to those who
are the called according to His purpose” (Rom. 8:28). There
are no perfect people among those born of a human seed.
We are all in the school of life where we get to be taught dif-
ficult and sometimes even severe but precious and necessary
lessons. All great men and women of God, prophets, apostles
and ministers went through this school. They had also made
mistakes and even were capable of turning aside from the
truth and holiness of God. Nevertheless, God by His grace
opened their eyes over and over again, making them listen,
instructing them and returning them to His bosom. Thus, the
psalmist David says, “It is good for me that I have been af-
flicted, That I may learn Your statutes” (Psalm 119:71).
King Hezekiah in agreement with David resonates with him
praying: “Indeed it was for my own peace That I had great
bitterness,; But You have lovingly delivered my soul from the
pit of corruption, For You have cast all my sins behind Your
back” (Isaiah 38:17). Apostle James writes, instructing us,
“Blessed is the man who endures temptation, for when he
has been approved, he will receive the crown of life which
the Lord has promised to those who love Him” (James 1:12).
Apostle Peter confirms this thought with his words, “In this
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you greatly rejoice, though now for a little while, if need
be, you have been grieved by various trials, that the gen-
uineness of your faith, being much more precious than gold
that perishes, though it is tested by fire, may be found to
praise, honor, and glory at the revelation of Jesus Christ...”
(1 Peter 1:6-7). Apostle Paul, whom I quoted often in this
book also doesn’t leave this question unanswered and com-
forts us by saying, “No temptation has overtaken you except
such as is common to man; but God is faithful, who will not
allow you to be tempted beyond what you are able, but with
the temptation will also make the way of escape, that you
may be able to bear it” (1 Corinthians 10:13). Finally, the
Lord Himself sums up all the human expressions this way,
“For I know the thoughts that I think toward you, says the
LORD, thoughts of peace and not of evil, to give you a future
and a hope” (Jerem. 29:11).

We all know very well that the life experience of a man
is gained by him in difficulties, hurdles of life, in illnesses,
during hardships and sorrows. In fact, very often our mis-
takes and miscalculations teach us good things. They, in par-
ticular, humble and diminish us, breaking the foundation of
our pompous and proud “Self.” And they especially compel
us to reject our own “goodness” and search for the Lord’s
help, getting closer to Him. They also teach us to respect,
value and consider other people’s opinions. In Russia we
used to say: “A smart man learns from mistakes made by
others, but a fool learns from his own.” I am not sure if it’s
always true, but perhaps, then I am in the “fool” category,
since I mostly learned from my own mistakes. I don’t know
if you will appreciate my statement, but I can say that [ have
no regrets about it. Not only my mistakes but my miscon-
ceptions and deviations served for my good. First of all, they
embarrassed me and brought low my haughty “Self”, which
I have described in details in the beginning. Secondly, they
freed me from my self-confidence and were making me
much more cautious in coming to conclusions and making
various decisions. Thirdly, they aided me in gradually ob-
taining essential maturity and spiritual experience, which

295



often is gathered one grain at a time and paid for with a price
of anguish, search, disappointment, emotional pain and suf-
fering. I recall when at the age of twenty-eight or thirty being
low in one of my spiritual pits, I frantically called upon the
Lord, saying: “Why?? But why do I have to go through
something which others were able to escape without mis-
takes and fallings??” A clear answer came back to my heart,
“You won t understand it now. You will know it later.” It took
not only years but decades of my life before I realized what
the Lord was telling me then. In my soul-caring ministry as
I met different people, I could understand them very well
and share in their sufferings not because I was so kind and
compassionate, but because I had walked that road myself.
Surely, everyone knows the unquestionable truth that only
the one who had experienced the same situation can really
understand another man’s sorrow. God makes no mistakes
allowing certain things in our life. In time He turns them
into blessings for us and for others.

I remember how much turmoil I had suffered during the
time of departure from the truth within our former congre-
gation in Estonia where I had experienced great blessings
before. However, that which I had encountered, mostly
helped me to see something similar happening at another
church, where my husband and I attended for three years,
and later, in the case of Kwa Sizabantu. As I once suffered
God’s chastisement because of my extreme credulity and
adoration of men I felt disheartened and wept for a long
time. However, this bitter experience helped me later to
quickly come to my senses and cast off devil’s net he had
thrown on me. The apostle Paul had expressed it very well
when he said, “Now no chastening seems to be joyful for the
present, but painful; nevertheless, afterward it yields the
peaceable fruit of righteousness to those who have been
trained by it” (Hebrews 12:11). Because of that, the words,
“As many as I love, I rebuke and chasten”' and affirming
consolation in God’s promises given to us as His children,
“My son, do not despise the chastening of the LORD, Nor

91 Revelation 3:19
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be discouraged when you are rebuked by Him; For whom
the LORD loves He chastens, And scourges every son whom
He receives” If you endure chastening, God deals with you
as with sons; for what son is there whom a father does not
chasten? But if you are without chastening, of which all have
become partakers, then you are illegitimate and not sons "
have become dearer, more precious and profound to me,
now bringing joy to my heart.

Through my mistakes and digressions, looking back
and remembering how patient the Lord had been with me,
as never before have I realized His mercy, kindness and un-
conceivable to a human mind love towards men, which can
only be explained by the enormous value of the blood of the
Lord Jesus Christ shed for us, worthless sinners. How often
I used to “write-oft” those who sought, believed and fol-
lowed the Lord in a different manner than I did! How much
I was able to scorn others for their actions, surprised by their
imprudence and disloyalty. Now, when | have seen myself
very much capable of the same things, I learned to be lenient
to mistakes and failures of other people, remembering that
every man is competent to err and fall. That is why the Word
of God warns us from condemning others by saying, “Who
are you to judge another’s servant? To his own master he
stands or falls. Indeed, he will be made to stand, for God is
able to make him stand” (Romans 14:4). These truths seem
to be so simple and familiar to all of us, though, how hard it
is for us to understand and implement them in our daily
Christian walk!

As I work with people, having a close contact with
their souls, I cannot stop to wonder how radical a person
can be. How often he tosses from one extreme to another!
Certainly, it is a lot easier if you get disappointed in some-
thing or someone, just to reject everything, trample it all
under your feet along with former blessings and having
shaken off the ashes of the past choose a new path, which
may or may not be the one where your soul will find the
desirable peace and rest. As you face something which hurt

92 Hebrews 12:5-8
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your heart and brought disappointment, it is a lot harder to
follow the advice given to prophet Jeremiah by the Lord,
“If you take out the precious from the vile, You shall be as
My mouth” (Jeremiah 15:19).

In connection with this I treasure and value the devo-
tional thoughts of Oswald Chambers, “Disillusionment
means that there are no more false judgments in life. To be
undeceived by disillusionment may leave us cynical and un-
kindly severe in our judgment of others, but the disillusion-
ment which comes from God brings us to the place where
we see men and women as they really are, and yet there is
no cynicism, we have no stinging, bitter things to say. Many
of the cruel things in life spring from the fact that we suffer
from illusions. We are not true to one another as facts; we
are true only to our ideas of one another. Everything is either
delightful and fine, or mean and dastardly, according to our
idea. The refusal to be disillusioned is the cause of much of
the suffering in human life. It works in this way — if we love
a human being and do not love God, we demand of him all
perfection and all rectitude, and when we do not get it we
become cruel and vindictive,; we are demanding of a human
being that which he or she cannot give. There is only one
Being Who can satisfy the last aching abyss of the human
heart, and that is the Lord Jesus Christ. Why Our Lord is
apparently so severe regarding every human relationship is
because He knows that every relationship not based on loy-
alty to Him will end in disaster. Our Lord trusted no man,
yet He was never suspicious, never bitter. Our Lord's con-
fidence in God and in what His grace could do for any man
was so perfect that He despaired of no one. If our trust is
placed in human beings, we shall end in despairing of ev-
eryone” (End of quote)®.

What a realistic understanding of our human nature,
isn’t it? What a correct description of us, the Christians of

93 My Utmost for His Highest, July 30" (Taken from “Our Utmost” website -
My Utmost for His Highest by Oswald Chambers. (c) 1935 by Dodd Mead &
Co., renewed (c) 1963 by the Oswald Chambers Publications Assn., Ltd., and is
used by permission of Discovery House Publishers, Box 3566, Grand Rapids
MI 49501. All rights reserved.
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the end times! Indeed, how easy it is in our despair to negate
everything and mercilessly blame everyone who is trying
really hard to work for the Lord yet slips up and fails at times
while at it. I think it is still much better to go wrong while
serving the Lord than make no errors when doing nothing
for Him! That’s why we’ve had this saying in Russia: “Only
the one who does nothing makes no mistakes.” I believe that
God will judge us not by mistakes we had made during our
work for Him, but for our lack of doing His work. As I look
back I remember with a twinge all those who had been lift-
ing me up for a long time and, practically, adoring. But when
they didn’t find me perfect and I failed their expectations,
their malice, judgment and retribution had no boundaries.
However, I thank the Lord even for that, because this way
He taught me not to rely on people and therefore, not to lose
my hope in Him when they abandoned me.

Our life is filled with purpose not because of pleasant
circumstances and recognition by other people, but through
our faithfulness to God and His cause to which He has called
us. To be faithful is to keep your promise and to follow
through with your commitment. You can rely on a loyal per-
son. He is dependable. The word “faithfulness” means also
self-sacrifice, dedication and love. The antonyms of faith-
fulness are disloyalty and treachery, when someone if left in
his trouble alone, betrayed and let down. Unfaithfulness is
an exceptional mark of the end times that are filled with
alienation and apostasy from God. First and the foremost at-
tribute of faithfulness is patience. Faithfulness and patience
grow out of love, of which the Scripture says that it “never
fails” (1Cor. 13:8). “Love” that fails exposes itself as artifi-
cial. It was rather not love but a disguised self-love. The
same is true with faithfulness. If faithfulness is broken, it
becomes evident that is wasn’t genuine because time has no
power over true faithfulness. Broken faithfulness has never
been one to begin with, but most likely was a hidden self-
interest. You cannot be loyal for ninety percent! The genuine
love, patience and loyalty have no boundaries and are in fact
the fruits of the Holy Spirit, if He indeed lives in us.
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All of that and more I had to learn. To bring us to the
depth of knowledge of vitally essential things in life God
normally takes us through sorrows, pain and sufferings. Of
course, as [ said earlier these are the things we usually fear
and do all in our power to avoid them. However, there are
no other ways to spiritual maturity. It is quite interesting
to note that with time we react to sufferings less and less
painfully. In years I perceived that the more often I was
“beaten”, the much calmer I received the blows. Somehow
they unobtrusively have become inseparable portion of my
life and spiritual ministry, making me a different person
than I used to be. And one can be certain of a single truth,
that if we are with God, the blows of fate will not break
us, but will make us strong. Fairly recently I read these
words in a book: “If there was everything tip-top in our
life, without a hitch, then any sort of Christian would be
suitable for a ministry. But we live in a world where battles
are fought to death. That’s why we go through trials which
prepare us for the service under the much more difficult
circumstances.”

As we follow the Lord in the way of searching we
should get accustomed to the thought of inevitability of sor-
row and suffering and just stop fearing them. Looking back
I recall how often I cried out in my mind in the midst of dif-
ficulties and problems happening to me, “No! This is beyond
my strength! Lord, I cannot stand it any longer! I simply
can’t!..” But time went on, difficulties stayed behind and
I survived, although earlier I had been crying I couldn’t
stand it. We really don’t know ourselves, and our abilities,
and often forget the words of the Holy Scripture saying that
God will never allow anything happen to us which goes bey-
ond our strength of endurance (1Cor. 10:13). Troubles, either
physical or spiritual, always temper our character. Patience
is taught in tough times. And under tight circumstances we
receive free range for spiritual development.

The most difficult times we ever experienced become
the most blessed times, too, and I have been convinced of
that more than enough. Periods of sadness, pain and sorrow
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Meeting with the readers at the Christian bookstore “Sirin” in the city of Mos-
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Getting to know Christians from a Baptist congregation in Sidney, Australia
in 2005

2000 people are gathered at the largest church of the Union of Evangelical
Baptist Christians in Minsk (the capitol of Belarus) listening intently to the
theme of “Personal Spiritual Revival”
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usually turned into days of joy and thankfulness to God
when the true meaning of things He had allowed was re-
vealed.

How often as I faced the uninhibited injustice, seeing
how the wicked prospered and falsehood was gaining foot
and was being justified I cried to heavens, “Lord, how can
this be? You are unbiased! How can You possibly let the lies
triumph??” How often stunned in bewilderment and con-
fusion before some tormenting bitter thing that happened to
me I whispered in despair, “Why, Lord?? But why?!..” But
God usually kept quiet. I asked and demanded an answer
from Him, but more often never got it; although, if it had
been given to me I would have hardly heard it, because in
all the turmoil and tempest of my soul I was unable to hear
the still voice of God.

Heavenly Father gave me time to calm down, accept
the situation around me and then, He shed His light on what
had caused me to shake and lose balance. Then I was ca-
pable of understanding that the things He had done were
meant to be for my good. How great is the wisdom of God
and how pathetically small our human mind is in order to
grasp it! Therefore, my dear friend, if something happens to
you which you cannot understand, please don’t rush to con-
clusions but better, wait until the chapter is finished and all
‘1’s are dotted. The Lord has never yet been mistaken. When
hour comes and you are able to observe the full picture of
your circumstances, you will understand that our Righteous
Judge has done everything just right.

These lessons don’t come easily. But when you learn
them, they become a priceless treasure. And this is why
I want to repeat that [ have no regrets about things happened
to me. No matter how it hurts to recall some events at times,
I can say with a grateful heart, “Lord, everything You did
was right, and if I had an opportunity to start my life over
I would have lived it the same way. Not because I have had
an exemplary life, but because my experience proved to be
for my good.” Most certainly, I take no credit for it. All of
that is by God’s grace and His grace alone.
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I must state that three times in the course of my life
I had to follow the Lord on a lonely road. I realize that some
Christians think that the lonely way cannot be from God and
when a person remains outside of the fellowship of believers
it constitutes his or her poor spiritual condition. I cannot to-
tally agree with such conclusion, since it doesn’t concur with
the Holy Scripture. Otherwise, we would have to call some
great men of God and prophets of the Old Testament as well
as the blessed ministers of the New Testament and of our
days unfaithful to God. Moses, the eminent man, spent forty
years of his life in the desert isolated from his people and in
complete spiritual seclusion. However, God was with him
and did His work, preparing him for the upcoming enormous
ministry. Later, during the exodus he also was often alone
in spite of the multitude of people with whom he lived.
Righteous Job was left alone by all his loved ones and
friends in the most trying times of his life.

More than once prophet Elijah whose endurance and
bravery could amaze anyone had been in an absolute isola-
tion. Of course, it wasn’t easy for him, particularly since his
solitude was accompanied by the constant pursuit of his
countless foes. As he foretold the upcoming of a drought and
famine he had to hide all alone by Cherith, a brook before
Jordan where God was taking care of him, sending him
ravens with bread and meat. Then, he was alone in the desert
covering himself from Jezebel’s wrath under a juniper tree
and asking God to take his life. Or he stood by the cave
where he met the Lord one on one and experienced His ap-
pearance in a gentle whisper. Then, we find him alone
among the four hundred and fifty prophets of Baal on the
mount Carmel surrounded by the unloving people of his, the
people of Israel. In the direct sense of this word, he was a
lonely prophet, whom nevertheless God had used mightily.
For many years he had been alone before the Lord gave him
a faithful helper and his successor Elisha.

Often, the prophet who had wholly devoted himself to
God, Jeremiah, remained alone. Being persecuted by his
own people whom he dearly loved and whose apostasy he
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bitterly wept over, Jeremiah was continuously trodden on
and rejected. However, the Lord was with him. Prophet Eze-
kiel hadn’t been too popular nor accepted among the people
of Israel, but the Lord made him His herald and a living
symbol. Apostle Paul, the one who had labored for Christ
the most, had to suffer constantly from persecutions, pres-
sure, rejection, charges and refusal. Once and again he was
forced to write in his letters that he was left alone by his
friends, “...all those in Asia have turned away from me,
among whom are Phygellus and Hermogenes” (2 Tim.1:15);
“...for Demas has forsaken me, having loved this present
world, and has departed for Thessalonica — Crescens for
Galatia, Titus for Dalmatia. Only Luke is with me... At my
first defense no one stood with me, but all forsook me. May
it not be charged against them” (2 Tim.4:10-11, 16). As he
was abandoned by his friends and coworkers, was Paul also
forsaken by God? Of course not. On the contrary, during the
most oppressive times for the Apostle the Lord had been
especially close to him, bestowing His protection, help and
abundant grace.
By saying this, I am not in any way trying to pronounce
that loneliness should be the norm of a Christian life for a
child of God, certainly not! Otherwise, it wouldn’t be noted
in the Word of God numerous times about the necessity
of fellowship between God’s children. See Acts 2:42,
1 John 1:3 and 7:2; 2Cor. 6:14; Gal. 2:9; Heb. 10:25. Never-
theless, there may be some moments in the life of a Christian
when due to one reason or another he remains alone and it
doesn’t mean at all that his relationship with God got flaws.
Quite the opposite, those days, weeks, months or may be
even years of solitude the Lord often uses for the intimate
relationship with Him; for preparation of a man to a certain
ministry or to help him re-examine his walk with God; per-
haps, reassessing his Christianity in the light of the Bible.
Usually, this time of private seclusion with the Lord and
oneself brings out huge changes in one’s life. Therefore, we
must not rush into human-based conclusions and, moreover,
to reproach, condemn and make thoughtless, hasty decisions.
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Just as not all of those Christians who attend worship serv-
ices are in the right spiritual condition, not all who remain
in isolation for a time have grown cold and departed from
the truth.

In the Word of God we find an excellent example of the
right reaction of the Apostles and disciples towards Paul’s
behavior who had just become a Christian. After he had a
personal encounter with the Lord on his way to Damascus
he didn’t attempt to seek fellowship with those who walked
with Jesus but for the whole three years remained separately
from them. Having heard about his conversion, the Apostles
and disciples didn’t try to investigate closer and elucidate
why he wasn’t joining them. They did not judge him, nor
excommunicated him (although, humanly speaking, his be-
havior looked suspicious). But they gave it all up into the
hands of the Lord, observing how He would lead further.
Three years is no short period of time, however, the true dis-
ciples of Christ were careful and wise, having the patience
to wait.

In the meantime, God was busy with Paul. And the
Apostle later on shared the following, “But when it pleased
God, who separated me from my mother s womb and called
me through His grace, to reveal His Son in me, that I might
preach Him among the Gentiles, I did not immediately con-
fer with flesh and blood, nor did I go up to Jerusalem to
those who were apostles before me,; but I went to Arabia,
and returned again to Damascus. Then after three years
I went up to Jerusalem to see Peter, and remained with him
fifteen days. But I saw none of the other apostles except
James, the Lord’s brother... And I was unknown by face to
the churches of Judea which were in Christ. But they were
hearing only, “He who formerly persecuted us now preaches
the faith which he once tried to destroy.” And they glorified
God in me. Then after fourteen years [ went up again to Je-
rusalem with Barnabas, and also took Titus with me. And
I went up by revelation, and communicated to them that gos-
pel which I preach among the Gentiles, but privately to those
who were of reputation, lest by any means I might run, or
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had run, in vain. Yet not even Titus who was with me, being
a Greek, was compelled to be circumcised. And this oc-
curred because of false brethren secretly brought in (who
came in by stealth to spy out our liberty which we have in
Christ Jesus, that they might bring us into bondage), to
whom we did not yield submission even for an hour, that
the truth of the gospel might continue with you. But from
those who seemed to be something — whatever they were,
it makes no difference to me; God shows personal favor-
itism to no man — for those who seemed to be something
added nothing to me. But on the contrary, when they saw
that the gospel for the uncircumcised had been committed
to me, as the gospel for the circumcised was to Peter (for
He who worked effectively in Peter for the apostleship to
the circumcised also worked effectively in me toward the
Gentiles), and when James, Cephas, and John, who seemed
to be pillars, perceived the grace that had been given to
me, they gave me and Barnabas the right hand of fellow-
ship, that we should go to the Gentiles and they to the cir-
cumcised” (Galatians 1:15-19, 22-24; 2:1-9).

I don’t know what others get out of this, but to me per-
sonally this account by Apostle Paul sounds truly incredible.
And this we read not in some obscure book but in the Bible!
Can we possibly imagine anything similar happening within
a Christian congregation or a church, no matter what denom-
ination it belongs to? I suspect that such type of behavior by
a young minister would have been considered extraordinary
and carried some far lasting consequences for such a bold
spirited free-thinker. Such a bizarre independency, going
beyond any usual boundaries as it seems in the beginning,
might not be easily forgiven or ignored by “those who
seemed to be something” of our days.

As one reads the Apostle Paul’s narrative it causes
amazement not only about his own guts and courage, but
also of a reaction by the spiritual pillars, especially revered
key leaders and famous elders of the time. There was no in-
dignation, no taking measures against “the one who dared”,
no attempting to subdue his unusual for others initiative. No,
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they had simply listened to Paul, discussed his actions and,
taking into consideration the fruits of his ministry, joyfully
gave him the right hands of fellowship. What meekness!
What readiness to receive another person in his service even
if it doesn’t agree with the traditional approach! What an
amazing Christian unity and a brotherly love, indeed! More-
over, in that same letter to Galatians we read that Paul chal-
lenged to reproach the Apostle Peter openly by telling him
in front of the others, “If you, being a Jew, live in the
manner of Gentiles and not as the Jews, why do you compel
Gentiles to live as Jews?” (Gal. 2:14). It’s unbelievable to
say this to someone who has been the most revered Apostle
by all Christians!!

Can we imagine anything like that in our days? Per-
sonally, I am having a hard time imagining that and
I guess you know why. Therefore, there is a burning desire
to ask the former leaders and the great men of God the
sore question: “Peter, James, John! What kind of ministers
were you? How were you able in spite of your high spiri-
tual position to preserve simplicity, approachability, hum-
bleness, meekness and readiness to admit a dissimilar
opinion and accept a ministry by others which differed
from yours? Had it been Jesus Who taught you in various
circumstances of which we read on the pages of the Bible,
as recorded by the evangelists Mark and Luke? “Now
John answered Him, saying, “Teacher, we saw someone
who does not follow us casting out demons in Your name,
and we forbade him because he does not follow us.” But
Jesus said, “Do not forbid him, for no one who works a
miracle in My name can soon afterward speak evil of Me.
For he who is not against us is on our side” (Mark 9:38-40).
And there was another similar situation, “But they did not
receive Him, because His face was set for the journey to
Jerusalem. And when His disciples James and John saw
this, they said, “Lord, do You want us to command fire to
come down from heaven and consume them, just as Elijah
did?” But He turned and rebuked them, and said, “You do
not know what manner of spirit you are of. For the Son
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of Man did not come to destroy men’s lives but to save
them” (Luke 9:53-56).

What precious and significant lessons Jesus taught
His disciples at that time, which they kept in their hearts
to the end of their lives! But should we not just as well
being His disciples of the end times, obtain the needed les-
son for ourselves?

There are some leaders who are not only incapable of
admitting and respecting a different opinion and ministry of
others, but do all in their power to isolate members of their
churches from the “dangerous”, according to their estima-
tion, people. In fact, they do that not because they care so
much for their sheepfold but more out of fear to lose their
sheep. By the way, it is especially true of groups, churches
and congregations which display sectarian tendencies. Our
common Shepherd, the Lord Jesus Christ wasn’t like that.
When seventy of His followers turned around and left, He
hadn’t even tried to return them but addressed the rest of the
group with a question, “Do you also want to go away?” In
reply Peter answered for all, “Lord, to whom shall we go?
You have the words of eternal life. ”* So there is no need to
be afraid to lose “your sheep.” If the spiritual sheep know
that from the pulpit they are taught the true “words of eternal
life” leading them to salvation, they will not go anywhere.

I only touched on these subjects because in real earnest
I faced similar problems in the course of my own searching
and spiritual ministry. It wasn’t easy and I spent many nights
crying into my pillow, repeating over and over again, “Lord,
how can this be? Is it really written in the Bible??”” However,
all the grudges, misunderstanding, reviling and despising
which I had to bear brought me closer to Christ, making me
to take the Holy Scripture and look for the affirmation of
truth or falsehood of the happening. I must admit, the Lord
had never been partial with me, strictly punishing for small-
est deviation, unfaithfulness and disobedience. Of course, it
costs you something to experience it personally but looking
back I thank Him all the more for it.

94 John 6:67-68 NKJV
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As many various difficulties and problems occurred, a
lot of verses of the Scripture acquired for me much clarity,
and therefore, the Word of God really became alive. For in-
stance, had I not gone through tough financial hardship dur-
ing the first years in Germany I would not have learned to
humble myself and understand the amazing in their simplic-
ity yet profound words of the Apostle Paul, “7 know what it
is to be in need, and I know what it is to have plenty. I have
learned the secret of being content in any and every situ-
ation, whether well fed or hungry, whether living in plenty
or in want” (Phil 4:12, NIV). In duration of my ministry the
words of Jesus have become much more comprehensible,
“A prophet is not without honor except in his own country
and in his own house” (Matt. 13:57). In the midst of critical
situations when it seemed the ground gave way under my
feet, because those I especially relied on had suddenly
rebelled and left, instead of showing support and under-
standing, the following words became alive and revealing
to me, “For it is not an enemy who reproaches me; Then
I could bear it. Nor is it one who hates me who has exalted
himself against me; Then I could hide from him. But it was
you, a man my equal, My companion and my acquaintance.
We took sweet counsel together, And walked to the house of
God in the throng” (Ps.55:12-14).

Much later, when after the publishing of all the books
of the trilogy I had to experience a test by fame and trumpets
of praise, and afterwards, once the first effect died down and
more often than not all sorts of blaming and judging were
sent my way, a characteristic made by the Apostle Paul to
him and to his coworkers was becoming very precious to
me, “We give no offense in anything, that our ministry may
not be blamed. But in all things we commend ourselves as
ministers of God: in much patience, in tribulations, in needs,
in distresses, in stripes, in imprisonments, in tumults, in la-
bors, in sleeplessness, in fastings; by purity, by knowledge,
by longsuffering, by kindness, by the Holy Spirit, by sincere
love, by the word of truth, by the power of God, by the
armor of righteousness on the right hand and on the left,
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by honor and dishonor, by evil report and good report, as
deceivers, and yet true; as unknown, and yet well known,
as dying, and behold we live; as chastened, and yet not
killed; as sorrowful, yet always rejoicing, as poor, yet mak-
ing many rich; as having nothing, and yet possessing all
things” (2Cor. 6:3-10).

Time and again, as I read those words which were
recorded by a victorious child of God and penetrated the
depths of my soul, I thought with sadness and heartache that
along with some other statements of the Apostle Paul
I couldn’t also repeat, “We give no offense in anything, that
our ministry may not be blamed.” At this point I had no
choice but to admit with embarrassment that, alas, it hasn’t
always been the case with me. Here and there mistakes were
made; sometimes there was a divergence from the Bible; in
other times, there was my own misunderstanding and even,
on occasion, plain physical exhaustion, bordering with a
complete fatigue, known only to those who labor to the
limits. These were the reasons of showing hardness, misun-
derstanding, impatience, indignation and lack of Christian
love towards other souls. Much of this cannot be revamped
and my heart wrings in belated remorse. However, I needed
that, so that after soaring in heights of glory and being show-
ered in streams of human gratitude I was brought low, real-
izing my imperfection and nothingness.

The Lord knows very well what we need, and appro-
priately uses either punishment or consolation. In those mo-
ments when it seemed best to fall into despair recognizing
the errors made and throwing up to quit everything, ending
the whole ministry, a sobering voice of my conscience
would say, “Fine. And then what? Will you really be able to
live in some other way, without all of this? After all you’ve
experienced, can you even continue with pointless, pathetic
and purposeless existence? No, never!! Well, then, what are
you waiting for? Rise up and keep pressing on. Your lifetime
is turning towards evening. Your head is covered with gray.
It means you must hurry. Don’t you know the summoning
words of the Lord, with Whom you should also say, “Imust
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work the works of Him who sent Me while it is day, the night
is coming when no one can work” (John 9:4). Arise, Lud-
mila, arise! The night will come for you, too, and then, you
will meet the Lord in eternity. What will you bring Him and
what will you carry in your hands when you stand before
Him? Beware, that it doesn’t happen to you according to
a Christian hymn we sing, “Others were bringing the
golden sheaves, but I — only leaves...leaves...I brought
the leaves.”

This type of conversation within myself helped me
more than once to get up spiritually. And when, exhausted,
I made just a step towards the Lord, He made three, and life
went on along with the battle, which really is an inseparable
part of a Christian life. However, in my search I was con-
vinced many times that God surely never sends anything
beyond our strength, giving us comfort, help and power to
endure it in a timely manner. When I experienced the most
critical, despairing moments in life, and my soul was under
great pressure; as the stubbing, cutting blows of my fellow
believers deprived me of my last strength and it seemed as
if no one was near, in my heart I suddenly heard, “Do not
fear, I remain with you.” In other times, from the pulpit of
the church where I happened to be by chance, I would hear
a sermon, which seemingly was prepared for me and got
right on target, that would renew my strength to move on.
Or a wonderful dream occasionally brought comfort and
spiritual support, indwelling hope and shedding light on sur-
rounding circumstances.

But more often the Word of God served as the best en-
couragement, becoming suddenly so indescribably alive that
it seemed as if [ heard a clear voice of the Lord — so familiar
to me from my childhood — that brought peace and rest es-
sential for that moment. Once as I spiritually “lay on the
floor” having not the slightest will nor desire to get up,
I took my Bible without thinking and opened it as it was when
I read the words, “Arise, shine; For your light has come!

95 An old Russian Christian hymn, well beloved by many believers and
usually sung by church choirs.
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And the glory of the LORD is risen upon you” (Isa 60:1).
Another time, wrecked from all the false charges and accu-
sations and not knowing where and how to find encourage-
ment, again I opened the Word of God and through the
lenses of my tear-fogged glasses read, “Fear not, for I am
with you, Be not dismayed, for I am your God. I will
strengthen you, Yes, I will help you, I will uphold you with
My righteous right hand.” “Behold, all those who were in-
censed against you Shall be ashamed and disgraced; They
shall be as nothing, And those who strive with you shall per-
ish. You shall seek them and not find them — Those who con-
tended with you. Those who war against you Shall be as
nothing, As a nonexistent thing” (Isa 41:10-12).

This is our Lord. A mother cannot console her child the
way He does. There is no better or more loyal friend than
He is. Everything passes away, changes and disappears; yet
He remains unchangeable and faithful forever. It makes
complete sense to lay your life down to His feet; and there
is no sacrifice that would be too much for Him. The One
Who had given His life as a sacrifice for you and me is wor-
thy to have our complete surrender in service to Him. And
then, it won’t matter that animosity of other people, their ac-
cusations and back-biting will become an inseparable part
of your life. Thomas Jefferson had once said in his letters,
“...Were such things to be answered, our lives would be
wasted in the filth of foldings and proving... After all, men
of energy of character must have enemies, because there are
two sides to every question, and taking one with decision,
and acting on it with effect, those who take the other will of
course be hostile in proportion as they feel that effect.

To hear the truth may be very painful. Instead of sur-
rendering to it, people often begin to curse the ones who
speak it. The genuine servant of the Lord must always be
ready to pay such price and speak the truth, even if it costs

9% An excerpt from “Memoirs, correspondence, and private papers of Thomas
Jefferson ..., Volume 47, pages 309-310 — Internet file:
http://books.google.com/books?id=z-pv0ilqHIY C&lpg=PA310&ots=Z-
6rKg9WAR&dq=Thomas%20Jefferson%3 A%?20there%20are%20two%20sid
es%20t0%20every%20matter&pg=PA310#v=onepage&q&{=false
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him his life — it will have to end sooner or later, anyway.
Therefore, it is exceedingly significant where you are in-
vesting your life while living on this earth. Frank William
Boreham had said more than once to this effect: “It is a duty
of every person to find a suitable occupation for oneself for
the period of time until one’s body is laid to rest.”

However, we can’t consider a grave to be our final des-
tiny. Each one of us must build for eternity. There is a lot of
different work and various activities which bring fruits for
eternity, and therefore, it is good if we particularly concen-
trate our main efforts on them. First of all, we can classify
as such a forming of Christian traits within, because this is
something we shall take with us to heaven. Secondly, these
are the souls to whom we were able to show the way to
Christ. Thirdly, there is a precious ministry of providing spir-
itual help to the weak and the sick sheep of Jesus. The in-
credible enduring value must be allotted to labor of those
who teach the Word of Truth, promote spiritual growth of
young believers and nourish the souls of God’s children.
Parents who brought their children up in the fear of the Lord
and gave them to God’s service may be certain that their ef-
forts will never perish. The prayer warriors who in quietness
and solitude raise their voices to heaven for those who have
pressing needs will not lose their reward in the Kingdom of
God. The faithful servants of the Lord who give their money
for Christ and His work carry out a ministry which will not
be wasted. And the list can go on and on.

Soon before her passing away an old woman whispered
with pain and bitterness, “I am already seventy, and [ haven’t
even begun to live...” Yes, it is true. A life lived for oneself
is a wasted life. Many years ago I came across some amaz-
ing words, “A man begins to live only when he stops living
for himself.” This indisputable truth is what Jesus had in
view when He said, “For whoever desires to save his life
will lose it, but whoever loses his life for My sake and the
gospel s will save it” (Mark 8:35).

God created us for Himself and therefore, we may
hardly find a purpose in our life if we don’t dedicate it to
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His service. The results of our toil for eternity can far outlive
us. For that reason, I treasure a phrase by an American phi-
losopher and psychologist William James®” who had once
said, “The greatest use of life is to spend it for something
that will outlast it.” One can’t argue about it. When finish-
ing your life on earth and nearing the eternity it is important
to realize that you haven’t lived in vain. But it is especially
priceless if you leave a shining light behind it — your spiri-
tual legacy. It sure is precious when things you’ve done con-
tinue to serve God and people whereas you have passed
away to dwell with the Lord! Our wholehearted dedication
to a work which has everlasting value in the eternity should
become the primary target and the sole purpose for our lives.
Believe me, this purpose is worth living for!

97 William J ames, US Pragmatist philosopher & psychologist (1842 - 1910). In-
ternet file: http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/23543.html (c) 1994-2010
QuotationsPage.com and Michael Moncur. All rights reserved.
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7. Is Christianity Bankrupt? By Paul Taine (Russian trans-
lation, published by Keren Avhah Meshhit, Jerusalem, 1998)
8. Opened Windows. The Church and Revival by James A.
Stewart, Revival Literature, Asheville, NC, 1999

9. Je parle en langue plus que vous tous (I speak in tongues
more than all of you) by G. F. Rendal (Russian version trans-
lated from French was published by Peredaite Dalshe, Van-
couver, 2005) Originally published in Orbe, Switzer-land,
1982

10. Tédlicher Sekten-Wahn by Luise Mandau, Bettendorf,
Verlagsanstalt GmbH, 1995

11. Sekten. 99 Fragen — Was heute jeder wissen muss by Ul-
rich Rausch, Heyne-Sachbuch, Miinchen, 1999

12. Warum faszinieren Sekten? By C.Lademann-Priemer
Claudius-Verlag, 1998

13. Religionen, Sekten, Seelenfinger by Hans-Otto Wie-bus,
Loewe-Verlag GmbH, 1997

14. Die neue Zungenbewegung by Kurt Koch, Bibel-und
Schriftenmission e. V. Aglasterhausen, 1985

15. Die Geistesgaben by Kurt Koch, Bibel-und Schriften-
mission e. V. Aglasterhausen, 1986
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In the Publishing House of the Waters of Life Mission
you can buy the following books and compact-discs in
Russian language:

«Revival starts with me» L. Plett

«lt is time for judgment to begin with the family of God »
L. Plett

«A voice of one calling in the desert» L. Plett

«By way of searching» L. Plett

«Spiritual illnesses» L. Plett

«When soul is crying» L. Plett

«Walking in the light» L. Plett

«United by God» L. Plett

«Between Christ and Satan» K. E. Koh

Compact-discs in Mp3 format with spoken-word record of
the above-mentioned books by Ludmila Plett

Compact-discs with classical Christian songs sung by Lud-
mila Plett and Svetlana Noifeld:

«Our life is like a candle on the table»
«Waters of life»

Compact-discs in mp3 format with records of counseling
conversations by Ludmila Plett and sermons by evangelist
from the South Africa Trevore Dal (Russian simultaneous
interpretation from English).

For the attention of the readers:

God be willing, the Waters of Life Mission will be planning
the edition of the following books from the series «Coun-
seling» by Ludmila Plett:

«Heart-to-heart talk» (counseling conversations with young
people)

«About relations of Christians» (consideration of the prob-
lems arising in the relations between Christians)Addresses,
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