
AM I MY BROTHERS KEEPER?…...and…….WHO IS MY BROTHER?  by Rex Burgher 
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             Sometimes someone says something to yo u that 
stuns you.  That is what Bill did to me the other d ay.  
When I first saw him I was standing on my sidewalk out-
side of my house and he was walking up to my front door 
with his head down as if he didn’t even know I was there 
but suddenly he looked up at me and said, “Rex, am I my 
brothers keeper?…………and………Who is my brother?”  
I stood there and looked into his face and what I s aw was 
someone who had been searching to really understand  a 
question that few of us would dare to ask.  
Questions like that bare a person’s soul 
and your answer will surely bind you to 
put feet to your words. 
             Bill’s question, though it hap-
pened over a month ago has been hover-
ing over my spirit since then.  Bill wasn’t 
looking for me to answer the question.  He 
had answered that question himself many 
times over in the countless sandwiches he 
has made with his hands to give out on 
the streets.  Not to mention the number of 
men he has taken out of the streets and 
into his own home.  We all know the an-
swer but what we find difficult is the in-
ward struggle that comes with the answer.  
I found myself trying to justify the fact 
that I am all right even though I don’t do 
what I know I should be doing.  After all to 
become involved in someone else’s life is 
messy because it opens us up to having to 
care and become involved in someone 
else’s problems.  Most of us feel we are 
doing fine if we can contain the wildfires 
in our own lives much less take on another’s proble ms?  
             So I asked God and He told me to just simply, 
“Help the first person I find that has fallen on di fficult 
times.”  I knew when this was spoken to my spirit t hat He 
was referring to Luke 10:25-37 so I looked it up an d read 
it. 
    On one occasion an expert in the law stood up t o test 
Jesus. "Teacher," he asked, "what must I do to inherit eter-
nal life?"  
    "What is written in the Law? " he replied. "How do you 
read it?"  
    He answered: " 'Love the Lord your God with all your 
heart and with all your soul and with all your stre ngth and 

with all your mind'; and, 'Love your neighbor as yo urself"  
    "You have answered correctly,"  Jesus replied. "Do this 
and you will live."   
    But he wanted to justify himself,  so he asked Jesus, 
"And who is my neighbor?"  
    In reply Jesus said : "A man was going down from Jeru-
salem to Jericho, when he fell into the hands of ro bbers. 
They stripped him of his clothes, beat him and went  away, 
leaving him half dead. A priest happened to be goin g down 

the same road, and when he saw the 
man, he passed by on the other side. So 
too, a Levite, when he came to the place 
and saw him, passed by on the other side. 
But a Samaritan, as he traveled, came 
where the man was; and when he saw 
him, he took pity on him. He went to him 
and bandaged his wounds, pouring on oil 
and wine. Then he put the man on his own 
donkey, took him to an inn and took care 
of him. The next day he took out two silver 
coins and gave them to the innkeeper. 
'Look after him,' he said, 'and when I re-
turn, I will reimburse you for any extra ex-
pense you may have.'  
    "Which of these three do you think was 
a neighbor to the man who fell into the 
hands of robbers?"  
    The expert in the law replied, "The one 
who had mercy on him."  Jesus told him, 
"Go and do likewise."  
            I’m not an expert in the law but 
no matter how I look at this I find myself 
trying to ‘justify ’ myself just like that ex-

pert in the law did so long ago.  I took some time and 
looked up the word ‘justify’ and this is what it sa ys:  To 
agree to or prove oneself to having met all the req uire-
ments with what has been written and by showing we 
have conformed exactly to the fullest intent/image of the 
agreement.   
            As much as I would like to justify myse lf in this 
situation and say, " 'I love the Lord my God with a ll my 
heart and with all my soul and with all my strength  and 
with all my mind'; and, 'I Love my neighbor as myse lf."  
How can I get through the second part of this where  it 
says that not doing what the Samaritan did would in                            
sure me that I really do not love the Lord nor do I  love my 
neighbor if I do not take care of the one who is go ing       
                                                  (Continued on Page 2 ) 
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RONNIE RUDD “IN HIS OWN WORDS”  

             A strange and divine set of circumstan ces tran-
spired in bringing me from my Texas home to the uni que 
environs of Harrow Gate Park at Kensington and Tiog a in 
Philadelphia, PA. The connection was a God thing -- - had 
to be a God thing. I was sitting in a Texas prison a couple 
of years ago when Tom Meyer and Bill Wilson showed up 
for a time of fellowship. Tom was a regular at my p rison. 
Bill was visiting from Pennsylvania. Seems Bill was  from 
the Harrow Gate neighborhood, had boxed at the Harr ow 
Gate Athletic Club and sinned with the best of them . But 
that was then. Now Bill and Getty, Rex and Lois, Ro y Cy-
pher, Mike and Anne, and notable others are bringin g light 
into the darkness in Philadelphia. 
             I arrived in Philly 
Thursday, September 1. 
The following day my 
friend Andrée and I headed 
for the park and met Rex, 
Bill, Roy, and Mike. The 
sun was beating down as 
we erected the brand-new 
tent someone was led to 
purchase. Must have been 
a genius who came up 
with the idea of using the 
new generator to power the 60-pound jack-hammer to 
drive the tent stakes. It made a job of it. So up w ent the 
tent with the help of some stout souls. 
             Saturday marked Day 1, and we were ble ssed to 
cook and serve hamburgers, chips, cake, and cold dr inks 
as well as handing out bags of groceries. Something  I 
learned right off: meet the temporal needs of hurti ng peo-
ple first, then love on them with the love of Jesus . That's 
the formula as outlined by Rex. A certain dynamic o c-
curred over the duration of the outreach. The anoin ted 
folks with 'Singing in the Spirit' continually led us into the 
presence of the Lord, and the kingdom advanced. 
             The ministry was personalized and prop hetic. 
Only the Lord knows the extent of it. So many souls  
touched, healed, born-again, and hope, like a ray o f sun-
shine, dawned in the hearts of people. Days 2 and 3  
seemed to flow into each other, no discernable deli neation 
separating them. The divine drama rolled on; some o f the 
characters changed as new arrivals came on board to  ad-
vance the Lord's work at the park. By day 3 a notic eable 
peace had descended on the area. The presence of th e 
Lord was evident, even to the most undiscerning. 

             Two words are 
echoing in my spirit from 
the meeting. Saturday 
night Rex and Bill were 
praying for me when Lois 
walked up, laid her hand 
on me and said, "Activate." 
It knocked me to the 
ground. Sunday, Sister 
Edna, eighty-five-year-old 
saint, prayed and said, 

"Ignite." "Activate" and "ignite"!  So be it.  
             The Lord birthed a new thing in me ove r Labor 

Day. Rex instructed me to "observe and try not to g et in 
the way." Observe I did, and I learned a thing or t wo about 
church: it is not about a bunch of saved folk sitti ng 
around and edifying each other. It is not about bui ldings. 
Jesus was at Kensington and Tioga, hanging out with  
those He died for. I saw Him in the faces of so man y. I am 
not the man I was, not the Christian I was. Somethi ng 
died at Harrow Gate 
Park.  Something was 
born --- new and eter-
nal relationships were 
initiated. How thank-
ful I am for the likes 
of Rex and Lois 
Burgher, Bill Wilson, 
and all the selfless 
lovers of God who 
loved me and loved 
the downtrodden. 
  
"The wind bloweth where it will, and thou hearest t he voice 
thereof, but knowest not whence it cometh, and whei ther it 
goeth: so is every one that is born of the Spirit" (John 3:8). 
  
Where do we go from here? This is the time of the m anifes-
tation of the sons of God. The winds of the Spirit are blow-
ing and the Army of God is on the move. Do you have  
scars from the battle? That old, rugged cross chafi ng you? 
The nails secure us to Him and He sustains and rene ws 
us as we go from strength to strength. Fight the go od fight. 
Fight it with your life, your resources, in your pr ayer 
closet. Listen closely to the voice of God. He is s peaking. 

through hard times. 
             In John 15:12-14 Jesus says, “My command is 
this: Love each other as I have loved you.  Greater  love has 
no one than this that he lay down his life for his friends.  
You are my friends if you do what I command”.    It isn’t so 
bad till you come to the part where is says, “You are my 
friends if you do what I command.”  So lets cut to the 
chase and lay it on the line. 
Who is my neighbor?   
The first person I find in trouble.  
What am I to do?  
Go to him and help him. 
What does that make us?  
Friends of Jesus 
What does that do for us?  
Justifies us that we are not only hearers of the wo rd but 
doers of the word as well. 
 
As it says in James 1:22, Do not merely listen to t he word, 
and so deceive yourselves.  Do what it says. 

 
So again I ask you, “Am I my brother’s keeper?…….

and………Who is my brother?” 

CONT: “AM I MY BROTHERS... 
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SHELLY ENGLAND “IN HER OWN WORDS”  

             Where do I even start--the totally uns urpassed 
and all encompassing love of Jesus poured out over 
and over again. 

We spent 3 days in Philly under the tent.  
Feeding and loving on the poor, the addicts all the  
hurting desperate people, I was just hoping to see Je-
sus move.  He did not disappoint me. 

The first night one man who I had served hot 
dogs all day was sitting by himself full of despair , re-
jection and hopelessness.  We prayed and I told him  
about the great wonderful Jesus who so longs for hi m.  
He gave his heart to Jesus then Jesus healed his le g.   
His name was Eugene, he touched my heart with his 
story then Jesus touched him. He left a different m an. 

T h e n 
there was Jeff.  
Just out of re-
hab for painkill-
ers, separated 
from his wife 
and children, 
told by his 
friends to stay 
away from that 
bunch of kooks 
under the tent.  
He wandered 
over and ran into Anne.  She asked me to come and 
pray for the horrible phantom pain in his leg (he h ad 
lost his leg in a hit and run).  Jesus had other pl ans 
and He tenderly and lovingly started giving me all 
sorts of words of knowledge about Jeff's childhood,  
relationships with his father and his wife.  Jeff w as 
totally amazed and started calling his wife Kate ov er 
telling her "Kate, Kate, come here, this lady is te lling 
me things about me that I have not even told you!!"  
Jesus went on and on with knowledge and revelation 
gently healing each one as He brought it to the sur -
face. Guilt, blame, sexual abuse, anger, Jesus was 
very specific about showing us things in great deta il 

about his life.  I 
believe He was 
doing this so Jeff 
and Kate would 
know it was He. 
They forgave, and 
wept, got free, and 
healed.  Kate gave 
her heart to Je-
sus.  She  (by 
word of knowl-
edge) had never 
had joy and had 
lost all hope.  Je-

sus imparted both in huge amounts into her heart. 
The restoration and healing were awesome.  This gre at 
tender God loving them back to Him--it was wonder-
ful.  Then I took his leg and told him Jesus was go ing 
to take away the pain--so, of course, He did. 

Several days later the report from Jeff was  "I 

am pushing my leg to the limit and there is no pain .  Jesus 
has totally restored everything, our lives are tota lly changed, 
and my eyes are on Jesus.  We know He will take car e of us!!"  
Their voices were full of joy. 

One guy, Dennis, had a cane and back brace and was 
in pain.  So I just gave him the basic drive by pra yer and told 
him Jesus was going to heal him. Then I ran off.  A  few min-
utes later here comes Mike swinging this cane.  Sai d Dennis 
gave it to him because he didn't need it any more.  Then comes 
Dennis, strutting (big on the strutting) along, big  smile on his 
face, happy as a clam totally healed.  Isn't Jesus way cool?  
Man Rex, You got to just love a God like this. 

Then Jenny came along.  Couldn't even look up or 
speak.  Everything she owned on her back, hungry, d irty, beat 
up by Satan.  We were back at Bill's and I told her e we were 
going to have a funeral that night--hers. Again and  again Je-
sus showed us all the hurt and pain, revealing deta il after de-
tail, bringing it up and then healing it.  He showe d me she had 
had 3 abortions.  She asked Jesus to forgive her bu t just could 
not forgive herself.  We were at a total impasse un til Jesus 
showed me that the first child she killed was a gir l and would 
have been about the same age as my daughter (who wa s there 
with us) Jesus had my daughter stand in the place o f her 
daughter.  So Ali (my daughter) took Jenny in her a rms and 
said "Mom, I forgive you for what you did.  I love you." Every-
thing just broke and Jesus just healed and healed a ll the bro-
ken destroyed parts of her heart.  In the end she g ave her 
heart to Jesus, got baptized in Holy Spirit, got a prayer lan-
guage but all that paled in light of the incredible  restoration 
and healing love that He poured out in unbelievable  abun-
dance that night.  Oh yea, and then she had aborted  three 
children but she 
had one child she 
let live.  The one 
she let live was 
killed in a car 
wreck when he 
was eight. Can 
you imagine the 
hurt?  She for-
gave Jesus for 
taking the only 
child she had not 
killed.  It was be-
yond any scope of 
tenderness that I had ever imagined in Jesus. 

Then, on the day we were leaving.  We are gassing u p, 
I am staring out the van door, I am in the ozone, a nd a car 
drives up with a young mother and her two children.   Jesus 
tells me one of the kids has a bad leg and to go pr ay for it.  So, 
being a woman of faith, I go ask the MOM if she has  something 
wrong with her leg.  She sys No, but my daughter do es, we 
just came from the Dr. Anne came over and we prayed  for the 
child.  Who knows but when I laid hands on her, her  leg jerked 
and she let out a holler.  I think Jesus would not have us pray 
if He was not going to do anything.  And we prayed for the 
mom, she was weeping. 

These are a few of the stories; they’re a lot more.   Je-
sus is just so wonderful and merciful, I just don't  know what 
else to say.  I am so honored to know Him. 
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Coming Full Circle by Lois Burgher  

             Many of you have expressed that you en joy our 
sharing our personal lives with you as you feel you  have 
come to know us as real people.  So I have decided to 
share some of our personal journey with you of thes e past 
few months. 
             The Lord has brought us to the place o f coming 
full circle this past few months in allowing and or chestrat-
ing our literally going back to the places where Re x and I 
have lived spending time in those places and seeing  family 
and friends we have not seen from a few years to se veral 
years.  
             First we were delighted to have a time  with our 
girls and their husbands in August going back to th e 
Black Hills of South Dakota where we were both born  and 
raised.  We all spent time with Rex’s parents Bim a nd 
Charlotte Burgher 86 and 79 years of age, Rex’s bro ther 
and sister in-law Larry and Connie Burgher, and wit h my 
mother Margaret Porter now 83 years old. We all sen sed it 
to be very important for us, and our children to sp end 
time with their grandparents again in their homes. 
             Making memories and loving family is a  priceless 
way to spend our time in this life.  And we had som e good 
laughs, some times of prayer and devotions together , and 
times of enjoying the Black Hills with each other t hat all of 
us will remember and be grateful for.   

            The Black Hills is a 
very beautiful area and is 
most renowned for Mt. Rush-
more, Crazy Horse monu-
ment, and Custer State Park, 
{where the buffalo still roam}. 
As I have shared with you in 
other newsletters I have never 
been sorry to be raised in the 
Black Hills area and am 
grateful for the love of appre-

ciating nature that was instilled in me from a very  young 
age.  All eight of us younger people took an 18-mil e bicycle 
ride on the Mickelson trail from the Nahant area to  Mystic.  
We passed though Rochford, where Rex and I first hu ng 
out and lived as hippie kids and showed the kids th e 
house I had lived in when I was 18 years old. The t rail is 
fantastic as you are actually biking on the old rai lroad 
routes through numerous tunnels, and over areas the y 
still pan for gold. For myself, I realized the thin g I have 
missed the most is the wonderful clean air mingled with 
the aroma of pine trees, and ‘the 
big clear skies’.  
             We left South Dakota to 
“go back to the land” in 1979 
and ended up living in north-
west Montana for the next 21 
years.  Interestingly enough we 
found ourselves back in Cran-
brook, B.C. and Eureka, Mon-
tana as the main speakers for 
‘Intimacy & Holiness in the Fire’s of Revival’  conferences. 
Cranbrook’s meetings were very powerful and again I  must 
say “I love Canadians” and there continues to be a power-
ful outpouring of His spirit in the churches we hav e been 
privileged to go to in Canada.  Eureka was also ver y good 

and we really felt that we had gone full circle in that the 
people that bought our first Montana home in the wo ods 
up Pinkham Creek go the Chapel Of Praise Church whe re 
the meetings were held.  We spent an afternoon up a t the 
old house with them and were blessed to see how wel l they 
have cared for the place and improved on it.  The h ouse 
Rex was saved in and the place where we raised our two 
daughters till they were 6 and 9 years of age is st ill being 
used to honor and praise the Lord and they have had  30 
baptisms in the creek on the property this past yea r alone. 
During the Sunday morning service they played worsh ip 
songs from the early 80’s Vineyard music and I foun d my-
self in tears as I remembered those same anointed s ongs 
drawing me near to Him all those years ago in that small 
town of Eureka. What are the chances of them playin g 

those songs on 
this given date in 
time? 
            We saw 
our home and 
land we had built 
and developed 
and spent 11 
years at in Kalis-
pell and where 
the people now 
living in our 
dream home are 
believers and 

their children go to the same Christian school our daugh-
ters went to. They had the same beautiful laying he ns 
roaming the place just as I had raised, and they ow n a big 
beautiful gray horse that looked similar to Rex’s f avorite 
horse he had owned for 16 years that had eaten in t he 
same pasture and lived in the same barn until he di ed. 
The orchard we planted was producing fruit, the lar ge gar-
den was producing vegetables, and the spruce trees we 
planted at 5 feet were as we had envisioned them to  be 
when we planted them, are now 30-35 feet tall.  And  again 
I say what are the chances of all of this? 
             We are so grateful to have been with o ur good 
friends Curtis and Janet Konecky again and for the time 
we were allowed to spend with them and their miracl e 
daughter born in China. We will be writing, with th eir per-
mission more about the story of Jael in another new slet-
ter. 
             As I am writing this I again marvel at  His faithful-
ness to us.  Of the awesome God that allowed us to go 
back to the places we spent our past lives in and s ee and 
be with precious family and friends.  My heart is f ull of joy 
and thankfulness to see the goodness of our Lord to  an-
swer the prayers we had for the places He allowed u s to 
develop and build. And somehow we sense now is a ti me of 
a new beginning again as we press on toward the pri ze to 
reach the goal, He has set before us.  Whoever said  this 
life with the Lord is boring or lacking adventure I  think 
may have never really said, “yes” to His call.  
             He is to be forever praised and exalte d! May you 
be filled with the knowledge of His goodness today and in 
this coming month., and may you know His peace even  as 
we see the signs of His coming soon for His bride.  


