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Foreword 

The contents of this book represent the movings of God in the life of a young woman who, having 

found the Saviour during the Lewis Revival, dedicated her life to the service of Him who called her 

"out of darkness into His marvellous light" (1 Peter 2:9). These are days of shallow thinking and 

shallow experiences, but there is nothing shallow in this testimony. There is a ring of reality that is 

most refreshing. From the day of her conversion, Miss Morrison has been dominated by one 

supreme purpose - to do the will of God.  

In a perilous time when forces are let loose in the world to defy every known Christian principle, it is 

no easy task to stand true to one's convictions and follow the old paths. But the word of God 

declares that "them that honour me I will honour" (1 Sam 2:30). This can be written across the life of 

Mary Morrison. There were days when with David she could say "my steps had well-nigh slipped" 

(Psalm 73:2), but with Doddridge, she can sing: "grace taught my soul to pray and made mine eyes 

o'erflow; tis grace has kept me to this day and will not let me go." 

Comparatively few among the people of God have known revival, and there is a good deal of 

muddled thinking as to what revival means. To many, the term means just an evangelistic campaign. 

In her testimony, Miss Morrison sets the experience of revival in its true light. And who can better 

describe the movings of God, than the person born again in the midst of such a movement? 

In these days when many are being turned away from the faith of our fathers, when the things most 

surely believed in by the true child of God are being doubted and frequently derided, we believe that 

this testimony will be a challenge and an inspiration. May its message produce much fruit in the lives 

of the people of God who cry for a spiritual quickening. I feel confident that this honest testimony 

will lead many, not only to acknowledge that they have a new insight into what revival means, but to 

yield themselves deliberately to God as channels of His action in revival. 

God is sovereign and supernatural in revival, but we are the human agents through which revival is 

possible. 

I count it a privilege and honour to write this short foreword, and I pray that the reading of this 

testimony may inspire many to seek after God in an experience that is deep and genuine. 

Duncan Campbell 

Faith Mission 

Edinburgh, Scotland 

 

 

  



Saved in Revival 

 

Preface to the third edition

The story of the Lewis Awakening of the early 1950s has stirred the hearts of many of God's children 

all over the world. It has brought them to realise that 

the only answer to their local situation.

Many changes have taken place since this 

story was first recorded. The subject of the 

booklet is now the wife of the principal of an 

interdenominational Bible College in South 

Africa, and the mother of three children.

This booklet claims no literary style, but is 

exactly as related on the tape. Nevertheless, 

the demand for this story necessitates the 

printing of a further edition, and it is my 

prayer that the Lord will use it to kindle the 

flame of revival in the hearts of God's people. 

It is also my prayer that many will be led to 

seek the Lord through the reading of this testimony.

Mary Peckham neé Morrison 

July 1977 

"Errigal", Eskol Avenue, 7848, Constantia

Cape, South Africa 

 

 

Preface to the fourth (e-book

It is now nearly two years since Mary Peckham went to be with the Lord and thirty

the third edition of this book was printed

unrestricted release of this book on Colin & Mary's website.

Mary's life was a testimony of service to the King, and releasin

means to reach a wider audience with a very important message

We trust that you will be blessed and challenged by what you read, and pray that the fires of revival 

might once again grace our land.

Colin M Peckham 

July 2012 

Cape Town, South Africa 
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Preface to the third edition 

The story of the Lewis Awakening of the early 1950s has stirred the hearts of many of God's children 

all over the world. It has brought them to realise that such a Divine visitation is possible and is in fact 

the only answer to their local situation. 

Many changes have taken place since this 

story was first recorded. The subject of the 

booklet is now the wife of the principal of an 

llege in South 

Africa, and the mother of three children. 

This booklet claims no literary style, but is 

exactly as related on the tape. Nevertheless, 

the demand for this story necessitates the 

of a further edition, and it is my 

prayer that the Lord will use it to kindle the 

flame of revival in the hearts of God's people. 

It is also my prayer that many will be led to 

seek the Lord through the reading of this testimony. 

"Errigal", Eskol Avenue, 7848, Constantia 

book/print-on-demand) edition 

two years since Mary Peckham went to be with the Lord and thirty

was printed. We are grateful to Prairie Press for granting permission for 

unrestricted release of this book on Colin & Mary's website. 

life was a testimony of service to the King, and releasing this book electronically will provide a 

ans to reach a wider audience with a very important message. 

We trust that you will be blessed and challenged by what you read, and pray that the fires of revival 

might once again grace our land. 

Mary with children (L����R): Christine, Colin, Heather
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Introduction 

"When the Lord turned again the captivity of Zion, we were like them that dream. Then was our 

mouth filled with laughter, and our tongue with singing; then said they among the heathen, the Lord 

hath done great things for them. The Lord hath done great things for us; whereof we are glad. Turn 

again our captivity, O Lord as the streams in the South. They that sow in tears shall reap in joy. He 

that goeth forth and weepeth, bearing precious seed, shall doubtless come again with rejoicing, 

bringing his sheaves with him." (Psalm 126) 

Charles Finney in one of his books says that we should never testify of our own experiences, but of 

the truth of the Word of God. That is why I want to testify of the truth of God's Word. I trust that the 

Lord will inspire your hearts through the relating of these experiences of God's Word, of God's voice, 

of God's dealings.  

I never find it an easy thing to give a testimony. The question might come, "why should we open 

wide our heart and life to so many persons and just turn our lives inside out, and let so many people 

at the one time gaze upon our life?"  

Well, the answer is simply this: because we can't help it. "The Lord hath done great things for us; 

whereof we are glad." The only reason why I give my testimony is that I want your eyes to be turned 

on the One who gave me a testimony, and that you, too, will go through with Him at all costs. 

 

Mary Morrison 

Edinburgh, Scotland 

October 1966 
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The Days of Thy Youth 

"Remember now thy creator in the days of thy youth, while the evil days come not, nor the years 

draw nigh, when thou shalt say, I have no pleasure in them." (Ecc 12:1) 

The Island of Lewis off the north-west coast of Scotland is four and a half hours journey by boat from 

the mainland of Scotland - if the weather is good. At the very topmost part of that Island there is a 

little fishing village called Port of Ness, where I come from. 

God says in His word, "them that honour me I will honour" (1 Sam 2:30) and anyone who visits our 

island home will realise that if there is one thing above another that is sure it is this: you meet with a 

people who honour God. 

I am so grateful to God that from my earliest childhood I knew saints of God in the community. We 

are blessed with old people who really know God, not who know about God, but who really know 

God in an intimate way. There is only one word that can describe their lives, and that is godliness. 

They are godly people. Not only in church but in their everyday lives there is a spontaneous outflow 

of goodness and saintliness and God-consciousness.  

I remember as a little girl watching a man of God walking toward our village. He often used to visit 

my grandfather. I watched him going toward my grandfather's house, two hands behind his back, 

head down, and talking away for all he was worth to God, as if he was talking to a friend by his side. 

He was walking in the consciousness of God's presence, in an awareness of the eternal. The Spirit of 

God was in him - as well as in many others. 

Morning and evening, in almost every home in the island, saved and unsaved, our people conduct 

their little service that we call family worship. This is not just a case of reading a few verses of 

Scripture and saying a little prayer. If they are Christians, they will have a short prayer, read a Psalm, 

then sing the same Psalm and have a chapter of Scripture. They finish off with a long prayer that will 

embrace the whole community. If they are non-Christians, they will omit the singing part and 

possibly the first prayer. But they will read the Psalm, and they will read the chapter, and they will 

have a prayer. 

This is expected of them all. Every respectable young couple, as soon as they are married, are 

presented with a large family bible. And every morning and evening they are expected to read it 

together and to pray. And they do. From the time that they are married they are considered to be 

'settled down'. They are expected to be absent from all the worldly entertainment - for example, the 

local dance which takes place maybe only once a fortnight in the winter time. They are expected to 

be at home together, to work, to build up the home, and to bring up their family in the nurture and 

fear and admonition of the Lord.  

This does not mean that they are all saints. Far from it! But they do respect and honour God. On the 

Sabbath day, Sunday, there is very little movement about the place. You would never meet a man in 

his dungarees on the Sabbath day. They all dress in their Sunday best. Although they may not go to 

church, they still dress in their Sunday best, and they do not do any manual work at all on Sunday. 
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A Christian solicitor from Plymouth who once went up to one of our conventions in Lewis, said that 

he thought that the only ones who broke the Sunday in Lewis were the seagulls because they were 

screaming around the harbour! Everything else was dead quiet. 

They do honour the Lord's day; they do respect the Lord's day, and the children are taught from 

their earliest years that there is only one day in particular in the week that belongs to the Lord. On 

that day they don't go out and play with their pals, but they stay quietly in the house; or if they go 

outside, they just keep very quiet. 

So there is an atmosphere about a Sunday. That atmosphere I have remembered right throughout 

my life. I can't say that, as an unconverted person, I liked it, until I learned to read for myself and sat 

the whole day and read. Sunday was a long, long day to us as children. Our parents were not church-

goers, and we were not sent to church. I'm sure I can count on the one hand the times I went to 

church before I was eighteen years of age. I just didn't go. Sunday school? I went once, but the 

elder's prayer was rather long, so I decided I wouldn't go back again. Even so, I knew Sunday to be 

God's day, and I respected it as such. 

My childhood home is called 'Cliff House' because it sits right on the very edge of a cliff overlooking a 

harbour. In fact, when we were children and there was a storm, we had to cling to the stones at the 

end of the house in order to get round to the back door, else we'd be blown down the cliff. Looking 

out the window, which we often did, we saw the sea - restless, summer and winter. 

I remember, as a little girl, that a storm came up. My little brother was missing, and we couldn't find 

him anywhere. A number of the other laddies from the village - we couldn't find them either. There 

was an old man in the village - we couldn't find him. And there was a boat that used to be in the 

harbour - we couldn't find it. We put two and two together. The old man was away; he had taken 

the boys with him, and had gone out to fish. But the storm had come and the boat was far too small 

to weather the storm. 

We walked right round the rugged coast, crying as we went. How our hearts were beating! When we 

came to a bay to our horror, there was the little boat, tossing about in the billows at the mercy of 

the waves. There were the old man and the youngsters who were able to help him. Some of them 

were lying in the bottom of the boat, too sick to do anything. 

The people on the shore couldn't do anything to help. Why? The cliffs were very high, there was no 

way to reach the boat. All the old man could do was to try with the oars to keep the boat off the 

rocks. But the current was stronger, and it was drawing the boat closer and closer to the rocks. A 

look of fear was on the faces of those in the boat. We sat there on the cliff edge, weeping silently, 

waiting for the moment when that little boat would be dashed on the rocks. 

Then a lovely sight met our gaze and made us cry more. It was daddy's boat coming around the 

rocks, her sail right up, full of wind. Why, there was something majestic about that boat that day! It 

wouldn't have taken our notice any other time; it was a common sight. But that day it was coming to 

the rescue of the little boat, that was about to be dashed on the rocks. O, it was climbing up on the 

billows and plunging down, and the spray was going all over it! But it reached the boat in time! 
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I also remember suffering from septicaemia when I was but eight years of age. To all appearances, I 

was dying. With my back to the wall, I said, "God, you raise me up, and I'll be a good girl!" But when I 

got my health back again, I forgot my vows. I was no more a good girl than I was before. 

Other than a few such experiences, I had a very happy childhood. I think of a childhood spent by the 

seaside. What happy days! Summer holidays - skipping along the sands, swimming about like a fish, 

enjoying the absolute freedom of being alive! We had no responsibility but to respond to mummy's 

whistle when she used to call us up for lunch. Then to the sea again until she called us up for supper. 

Wonderful memories. Very carefree - absolutely carefree! 

In our island homes, we all had our own little fields. With a kind of hoe, we had to scrape away all 

the drills and find the potatoes. I remember how old grandfather used to keep us little ones at it. We 

used to complain, especially if our back was a little bit long! It would get very sore, and we'd say, 

"Oh, grandad, my back is so sore!" 

"Well, you see, my child, this is the way you do it: you start at one end of the furrow, and you don't 

straighten up until you come out at the other end." - we could hardly straighten ourselves when we 

came out at the other end! 

But grandad used to keep us going, looking for the big potatoes. "Who can find the biggest?" he 

would say. I know now why he was doing it. I didn't know then. It was such a thrill to look for the 

large potatoes! 

I wasn't brought up in a home where I got a little bit of pocket money every week. At any rate, there 

wasn't much to spend it on. There was just one little shop in the village, maybe two. Not much to 

attract the eyes of a young child, except perhaps candy. And I wasn't allowed candy often because I 

had parents who believed that sweets were very bad for the teeth, that porridge was better! 

Indeed, I heard someone say over in Scotland that he was brought up on the bible, the shorter 

catechism, and pure Sunlight soap! I think my parents believed in something like that. They believed 

that as long as we were nice and clean, even though there were holes in our elbows, everything was 

all right. And we were well fed. It was very plain fare - fish, sometimes three times a day. 

We had a knowledge of the Word of God. In the curriculum of the day school we learned the Word 

of God, not just in texts or in stories, but in chapters in our two languages - in English, which was our 

school language (only learned at school), and in Gaelic, which was our native tongue. 

We had to learn Isaiah 53, Isaiah 55, the Beatitudes, 1 Cor 13 and many of the Psalms. Besides that, 

we learned the 107 questions and answers out of the Presbyterian Shorter Catechism.  

Although I didn't know what it meant at the time, I would have to stand up and repeat before the 

class, "repentance is a saving grace whereby a sinner out of a true sense of his sin, and apprehension 

of the mercy of God in Christ, doth with grief and hatred turn from it to God, with full purpose of, 

and endeavour after new obedience." 

You will think that's quite a mouthful for a little one who's native language is not English! Well, we 

didn't know what sanctification, justification, redemption, and all those big terms meant, but 

nevertheless, we had to repeat them off in parrot-like fashion.  
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We were nearly always taught by unconverted teachers. Some, the majority of them, were not born 

again. But religious instruction was just part of the curriculum of the day school. We had to learn 

chapters of the bible in our Scripture class; so that although we as children didn't go to church or 

Sunday school, we had a good grounding in the word of God in that we were able to repeat so much 

of it by heart. Our parents didn't teach us as little children to say: "gentle Jesus meek and mild, look 

upon a little child...", they taught us instead to say, "God be merciful to me, a sinner" (Luke 18:13), 

so that we would know and understand what we were, and so that the truth of God would be 

indelibly written upon the tables of our hearts. 

There were not any places of entertainment around the corner. As young girls we would go out in 

the evening with our knitting and visit our pals, and otherwise maybe walk the street and talk about 

all our non-existent boyfriends. They always stayed at a distance, because we were shy country folk; 

if they looked our way, then they were our boyfriends, and that was that! A nice care-free way to be, 

isn't it? 

Well, that was life on the island. There were our pleasures; we made our own. Pleasures and 

entertainments during the wintertime were made up by the villagers themselves, and usually by way 

of the traditional highland dancing, the traditional Gaelic concerts, and the traditional Gaelic songs. 

But by city standards I suppose it was all very, very ordinary. 

Now, if you can imagine it, this is how it was with me: at the age of seventeen, I had never in my life 

seen a train, and what else? I had never, maybe, only on a few occasions, ever seen a tree, because 

there are no trees in our part of the island. And then, of course, I had never seen the lovely big 

busses and the lovely big shops that they have in the cities. I may have been once or twice in a 

cinema - I can't remember. We had the Highlands and Islands Film Guild which used to come to the 

school and we would then see a film. 

I was a tomboy, a real proper tomboy. I couldn't even make up my face with lipstick and all that sort 

of thing. I just couldn't ever do it. I did try it on one occasion and I was so self-conscious that I licked 

it off and felt a little sick. I thought I wouldn't do it any more. That was the end of that. Well, that 

just wasn't my type. I think I wanted to be a boy, not a girl. Often, I wore a pair of trousers. 

I never smoked, because I knew mummy didn't like it. I did try once. I took just a little piece of peat - 

what we burn for fuel in the islands - and a little bit of a store cigarette, which I rolled over the peat. 

It didn't taste very nice, so I thought I wouldn't try that any more. I did try smoking cigarettes, but I 

couldn't get used to the taste. I couldn't get the hang of it, so I left it aside. 

As I said, I was very happy - happy when I got my own way, best of all because I am the moody type. 

If I got my own way, everything in the garden was lovely. Otherwise, it wasn't happy for me or for 

anybody else who crossed my way. 

I had parents who believed in discipline - mother especially (father spent most of his life at sea in the 

merchant navy). I remember one night mother locked me out. I was supposed to be in at a certain 

time, and I didn't come in at the time appointed. I didn't turn up - I was at the dance. So mummy 

locked me out. When I came to the house, it was in darkness (we didn't have any electric light at that 

time). The doors were all shut, and the windows were all shut, and there I was.  

Well, what do you do? 
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Why, Granny's up the road. You can go and stay with her. 

It's all right, but what do you get in the morning when you come back? Might as well have it tonight! 

And so I thought, well, only one thing for me! I'm a big strapping girl. I'll put my toe to the door, bang 

it as hard as I can, and be ready with a lashing of the tongue for my poor mother.  

You see, I was bigger than mother, and I think she was a little bit afraid of me. I was the black sheep 

of the family. I'm not proud to say that. Indeed, I'm sorry to have to say that on one occasion I 

threatened to kick her. 

Well, I kicked the door, and mummy came with her little kerosene lamp. And I was just ready to let 

out a volley in response to hers. You know what she said? Nothing! Not a word! That was worse than 

a whip. I wished she had said something. But since she said nothing, I was silent. 

I had nothing to say. I knew in my heart what I was. I was as rebellious as I possibly could be, wholly 

unworthy of all the trouble that was taken with me. I knew that the prayer mummy taught me as a 

child was a most appropriate one for me - "God be merciful to me, a sinner" but I wasn't very 

interested in praying. 

But let me hasten on. My childhood was, I suppose, ordinary. And school was ordinary. My favourite 

subject was the playtime when we got out, and my chief ambition was to leave school. As long as I 

was somewhere in the class beside my pals, as long as we were in the top twelve, and as long as we 

passed to the next stage, that was all that mattered. School was rather a dull affair, nothing exciting 

about that. 

While my only ambition was to leave school, when we left we wanted to get back again, because we 

had work to do outside of school. 

Through my teenage years my only ambition was to get away from the island, and the restraint of 

the island. Oh, to leave school, to leave the island and get out into life! That was it. 
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Every One to His Own Way 

"All we like sheep have gone astray; we have turned every one to his own way; and the Lord hath laid 

on him the iniquity of us all." (Isaiah 53:6) 

The day of leaving school came. Here was the fulfilment of ambition, here too the sad day of leaving 

home (we have to leave home if we want to go to work elsewhere, and depending upon our job, we 

see home only once a year after that). That day of upheaval came. I must admit there were many 

tugs at my heart-strings when I set my back to the known way, the island life, and set my face to the 

unknown way in a large city. 

I knew nothing about city life. I had never seen the city except through the pictures in the 

newspaper. We didn't have television. 

Finally, I was transported to the mainland and found a job in Glasgow. The city with its lights was a 

great attraction to one just coming from the island, and with the background of the island! Of 

course, all the restraint and discipline was to be left behind. 

There were places of entertainment on every corner. I lapped it all up - pictures two or three times a 

week. "My, this is life! This is wonderful!" I thought. "No parents to tell you at night not to go here 

and not to go there and not to do this and not to do that! No bible opened any day, no church to 

attend!" 

I didn't attend church at home either. But, at any rate I never noticed a church in Glasgow, though 

there are hundreds of them there. I never went to a church on Sunday during the nearly two years I 

spent in the city. I didn't notice any churches at all. I wasn't looking for them. Of course you don't 

find the things that you aren't looking for. 

Now, I was a little bit wary at first. On Sunday I saw that things went on as usual in the city, and I was 

surprised at this. I even felt a bit convicted when I stepped on the tram on Sunday. I felt very guilty 

to be paying my way to wherever I was going. "I should have walked, " I thought, "because it is 

Sunday." 

But little by little these convictions left me. I saw that the judgement of God didn't come upon those 

who did these things, so I could do them too. Eventually it went to the point that I even ventured to 

go into a shop on Sunday to buy some sweets. But I always felt a little bit uncomfortable about that 

because it just wasn't the thing to do in Lewis. 

On Sunday I used to spend the whole day reading books. Oh, not religious books. Nor did I read the 

bible, but I read detective stories, gangster stories, cowboy books, love stories - that type of thing - 

the cheap cover book and of course, the Sunday newspaper. 

I thought that the best way to spend Sunday was to buy all the newspapers from the one-armed 

man who came to the door on Sunday morning - all the very worst newspapers. Well, I could read all 

the books, I could stuff my mind full, I could use the filthy language, and there was no-one to 

prevent me. My mind was chock-a-block full of vulgarity and sin. 
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My language became filthy. My thoughts became filthy. I was well-grounded as far as the world was 

concerned. I had begun to say the name of Christ. I had never said it before, but now I had begun to 

say it in swear-words. It was the only way I knew of saying the name of Christ. I thought it was a 

clever thing to say what other people were saying. Aye, even the unsaved girls from our island used 

to rebuke me for my life. 

Being from the islands, I was anxious like all the other islanders to be in the company of islanders. 

We are a very clanish people. We don't find it easy to make friends with the English-speaking people. 

We find it easier to make friends with our own people. So I was introduced to these friends and we 

used to go out together to the cinema, to the concert, and to the dances - although I wasn't fond of 

dancing. 

Then I went to the public platform! As a youngster I had been introduced to the stage to sing the 

traditional Gaelic songs and to take part in competitions. So, of course when I got to the city of 

Glasgow and was introduced to the Highland community I was put forward to sing at the concerts. 

This was a great life! 

I was getting little by little into the way of my friends. Although I was still a little bit restrained, for 

which I thank God, yet I was beginning to learn the ways of the world. But there was a fear in my 

heart. That fear was that I should ever descend to what I considered to be heinous sins of 

immorality. There was a fear in my heart that I should ever bring shame to my people at home. Mind 

you, I was afraid of certain sins. I was afraid of what they would say at home if I went too deep 

down.  

I thank God for that, because it was the restraining hand of God upon me in answer, I believe, to the 

prayers of my grandparents, who on both sides of the family were out and out Christians. 

Well, I was only beginning to taste the world as it were, only beginning to get established on the 

threshold of life when revival came to Lewis and the Word of God was fulfilled in that revival. 
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We hid our faces 

"He is despised and rejected of men; a man of sorrows and acquainted with grief: and we hid as it 

were our faces from him; he was despised and we esteemed him not." (Isaiah 53:3) 

When I heard the news of the revival, I wasn't too happy about it. I tell you I wasn't very pleased 

about revival. Many Christians all over the world rejoiced, but I was afraid. The bible says "the 

sinners in Zion are afraid" (Isaiah 33:14). I'm going to give you a testimony not merely of my own 

experiences, but of the truth of this word. I was afraid because God had come to my island home. 

What was I afraid of? I was afraid of getting involved, and I was afraid of what was happening. I was 

hearing of young people my own age coming to Christ. 

When I heard of it of course as an unconverted person I was very, very upset and angry that young 

people should be giving their lives to Christ. In our island a real separation is evident between the 

world and the church. There are only two activities in the church - gospel meetings and prayer 

meetings, more prayer meetings than gospel meetings. 

Christians! I knew that they knew God. I knew that they had 'the right thing'. I knew that they were 

going to heaven. But I thought "well, it's all right to think of these things at the end of your days and 

go to heaven, but let's enjoy life while we're here!" As far as I knew Christians, I knew that once a 

person becomes a Christian he is finished with the world. Finis is written over him. You are finished 

with the concert! You are finished with the dance! You are finished with the worldly entertainment 

of every kind. To the Christian all this is absolute vanity and vexation of spirit! His interest is not in 

these things at all. 

I'm glad that to this day such a line of demarcation is very, very deep between the world and the 

church in the Island of Lewis. If a person went to any worldly entertainment as a Christian (so-

called), he would be excommunicated from the church immediately. Even if a person were an elder 

he would be excommunicated from the church. That is not exaggerating, because one of our elders 

was excommunicated some time ago - an old man with a flowing beard! 

Well, I knew there was a line of separation between the world and the Church. I knew that these 

young people that were coming to Christ in Lewis - a mere three hundred miles away from Glasgow - 

I knew that they would never be associated with me or my like any more, the difference between 

light and darkness. The bible says that light and darkness have no fellowship together (2 Cor 6:14) so 

I was very angry at losing my pals. 

I had decided that I would not go to Lewis until the revival was over. I would wait for that day when 

the revival was past and then go back to my island home. In the meantime I was a little bit afraid. 

But you don't show people that you're afraid; you just pass it off. You try to be clever, and you say 

"oh, well! It will soon pass off. It will soon be over. At any rate I'll not go home to Lewis." I planned 

not to go home to Lewis, I wasn't going to get involved. 

I had all my plans made to stay in the city and then move to another place. I had planned to make an 

excuse to them at home that I shouldn't come home for holiday until I heard that the revival was 

over. Well, that was the way I had planned it, but I am glad that the Good Shepherd seeks his lost 
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sheep. I am glad of the Word of God which says "I am found of them that sought me not..." (Isaiah 

65:1). I am glad that God is a merciful God. 

One night I was ready to go to a dance in St Andrew's Hall in Glasgow. I still remember exactly what I 

was wearing. The telephone rang and it's the one and only time I ever received such a call from 

home. I had never had a phonecall in that house all the time I was there. But when that phone rang a 

little voice said to me in my inner heart "that call is for you. There's something wrong at home!" I 

had a premonition, if I may call it such; and when my name was called I wasn't a bit surprised. 

It was for me; there was something wrong at home. I was always afraid in case anything would be 

wrong at home. It was our neighbour phoning to say that there was something wrong and I would 

have to come immediately. 

I had to borrow money from my sister, who was training to be a nurse, because I had spent all my 

money on the cinema, the dance, and the concert. As I went home I was concerned about my 

parents who were both laid low with sickness (I realise now that God had laid them both low). 

What a journey! I have travelled thousands of miles since but that was the longest journey I've ever 

known - worrying from the time I left Glasgow until the time I landed at home, wondering if my 

parents would be alive when I reached them. 

But when I arrived my mother met me at the bus. I was very upset because I thought then that they 

were bringing me home under false pretences. But poor mummy had struggled out of bed so that I 

wouldn't think they were as bad as they really were. She was trying to save me. 
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Sinners in Zion 

"The sinners in Zion are afraid; fearfulness hath surprised the hypocrites. Who among us shall dwell 

with the devouring fire? Who among us shall dwell with everlasting burnings?" Isaiah 33:14 

Very soon after I arrived home, my parents were up and around again. They began to go to the 

meetings (the preacher was the Rev Duncan Campbell from Edinburgh). I was right in the midst of 

the revival. Was I angry at being brought home in the midst of this movement of the Spirit of God! I 

didn't want to go to the meetings, now going on in full swing. 

Meetings! This was the one subject of conversation in the village and right throughout the district! 

The people who were there. The message that the preacher preached last night. The people who 

were being saved. The buses that came. The cars that came. And the strangers who were present in 

the meeting. 

It's all right if you're saved; but if you're unsaved, it's a very uncomfortable situation. I was very mad 

with it all. I was working one day at the loom at the back of the house, weaving Harris tweed; and as 

I wove I was really feeling angry with the world, and angry with myself, and angry with everybody 

else.  

My cousin Angus came in and asked "What's wrong with you?" 

I said "this island is the most miserable place under heaven. They don't know how to entertain you. 

They haven't got anything at all. There's nothing in this place! Nothing but meetings, meetings, 

meetings! Religion, we've got enough of that. Oh for the city where you can be free and enjoy 

yourself! Where they've got entertainments on every corner and not have meetings all the time. This 

religious place - it's dreadful." 

That was my attitude. It wasn't a very easy one to bring to the meetings. A Christian would not have 

found me very responsive if he had come and invited me to come along to a service. 

One day as we were all sitting at a meal my parents began to speak about the meetings and what 

was happening in them. I pushed back my chair. I said "listen, if you speak about the meetings any 

more at mealtime, I'll not eat anything. Mummy, if you don't stop talking about these meetings I'll 

go on a hunger strike! I'll not eat one thing in this house! I don't want to hear the name of the 

preacher; I don't want to hear anything about these meetings. In other words, as far as I'm 

concerned, you can keep them!" 

I was really in earnest about it. I didn't want my parents to speak about meetings. Why? Because 

underneath it all I was a coward at heart. I was just being a coward and I was afraid. That outward 

veneer was only outward, but deep down I was really afraid. I didn't want to be converted. Why? I 

was to sing at a concert at the Christian Institute in Glasgow; my kilt was in the making, everything in 

the garden was lovely. And to think this intrusion should come into my life at such an early age! 

I got out of going to the meetings for quite a while. I made excuses every evening and I found some 

reasonable ones (to me).  



Saved in Revival 

e-book edition 2012  | 17  

 

At that time I had a godly grandmother. I used to look after her but not very willingly. But during the 

time of these meetings, granny was a good excuse. "Couldn't I go and look after granny?" Of course I 

could! She was never better looked after. And every night when the meeting time came, there was 

always something else to do for granny. What a wonderful excuse. Every night, no matter what was 

to be done at granny's I was willing to do it. Why? Because I didn't want to go to the meetings. 

When I got my parents off to the meeting, I would bring my old pals into the house and we would 

have a jolly good time. We would turn the radio on full and have the music. Then of course all 

thoughts of the meetings were out of our minds. We were enjoying ourselves while my parents were 

at the meeting. Then, before they came back, we switched the radio off and everything was quiet. 

That was all right but I had determined parents, who were just as determined as I was, maybe a little 

bit more. One night they sent my little sister to say "You're going to the meeting tonight, come 

along." 

I sent word "granny's dishes are still to be washed. Tell them to go ahead I'll be all right. I'll look after 

the house." 

Mummy wasn't blind, nor was she deaf. She knew exactly what was going on. She knew what was 

happening. Somebody probably told her that there was a rumpus going on in the house when she 

was away at the meeting. And so she sent word again "You've got to come!" 

I knew mummy, so I came. When I came, I understood that my parents weren't going to the meeting 

that night unless I would go. And I was angry! I wanted them to go to the meeting. You know what 

mummy said? (she wasn't saved at that time. God saved her in the revival and my father also). But 

this is what she said "Mary, we're not going to this meeting tonight and leave this house to be a 

synagogue of Satan in our absence." 

I knew everything was up. So in a rage, in a blinding rage, I went to the meeting, I used other excuses 

"I don't know when to stand and when to sit. I don't know the order of service." 

"You just do what the rest do" 

"Well," I said "all the young people are away and I've got to go with all you old cronies in that van, 

and I don't want to go with you folks. All the young people have gone." 

"All right, you just come with us old cronies, or else we'll just stay at home." 

No excuse would do mother or dad that night. Nothing would do; I would have to go. So because I 

realised that if I didn't go, they wouldn't go, I went. I couldn't get out of it, and in a storming rage I 

went off to the meeting. 

I sat at the back of the church. I made the excuse that I didn't know the form of service. I heard the 

singing; it put shivers down my spine. I heard the preaching; and I knew it to be dreadfully earnest. I 

didn't listen very well, so I don't remember what was said. I was more interested in what was going 

on about me. I don't remember anything at all about the service except that I felt very, very strange 

in the meeting. I felt no part of it at all. 
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Although I had been very angry, I found that all the anger went as soon as I came into the meeting. I 

had to bring it up again after the meeting to try and show my parents that I wasn't very impressed. 

When I was on my way to bed that night mummy said "well, how did you enjoy it?" 

"Not at all" I said, very very boldly. But beneath it all while I was in the service, I wasn't conscious of 

any spirit of anger at all. It was put on only for the occasion. 

I went night after night to the meetings, and I went against my will. I continued to go to the 

meetings because I had to. I told my parents when I came home that I didn't like the meetings, that I 

wasn't impressed - but I watched. I watched what was happening to other people more than I was 

concerned about watching myself. From the time I first went, however, something began to happen 

in my inner heart and life. 
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Come Ye to the Waters 

"Ho everyone that thirsteth, come ye to the waters, and he that hath no money; come ye, buy and 

eat; yea they are spirit and they are life." (Isaiah 55:1) 

What about the Word of God? Jesus said "the words that I speak unto you, they are spirit and they 

are life" (John 6:63). 

Do you know one of the reasons why God has frequently visited the Island of Lewis during these past 

100 years? The 1949 revival wasn't the first one. The oldest people on the island have lived through 

at least three widespread revivals, and local revivals besides. These were not just organised revivals 

or nice meetings, but outpourings of God's Spirit among the people. One reason for it is this: we in 

our dayschools have to learn chapters of the Scripture off by heart in Gaelic and in English. When 

God's Spirit was poured out during the revival, it was these words that we had learned at school that 

came back to us forcibly, revolutionising our lives. 

When I left the meetings and went home through the night in wakeful moments and through the 

day all the time, there was spilling into my conscious mind the word of God. These scriptures that I 

had learned at dayschool by the chapter in Gaelic and in English began to float back into my mind. 

Nothing else of what I learned at school but these chapters - Isaiah 55, Isaiah 53, some of the Psalms 

- kept coming back to my memory. 

The Word was so gracious. "Ho everyone that thirsteth, come ye to the waters and he that hath no 

money; come ye, buy, and eat; yea come buy wine and milk without money and without price. 

Wherefore do ye spend money for that which is not bread? And your labour for that which satisfieth 

not? Harken diligently unto me, and eat, yea that which is good, and let your soul delight itself in 

fatness. Incline your ear and come unto me; hear and your soul shall live and I will make an 

everlasting covenant with you, even the sure mercies of David." (Isaiah 55:1-3) 

So it went on, verse after verse, chapter after chapter. It seemed just as if there was a phonograph 

record going around in my mind all the time. It wasn't that these verses were particularly quoted in 

the meetings. But all of a sudden all of the Scripture I had learned at school came right up into my 

memory again. During the day as I went about the village or as I went about my work weaving Harris 

tweed, these verses of Scripture came floating into my mind. That which never meant anything to 

me while I recited it in the classroom now became alive in my mind and heart. 

What was it? It was the voice of the Shepherd seeking out his lost sheep. Why that phonecall that 

night in Glasgow? I had determined never to come to Lewis while the revival was going on. The 

Shepherd was looking for the sheep that was lost.  

Away on the mountains wild and bare, 

Away from the shepherd's tender care. 

Why? I dont' know, except that He is love, except that He is what He is. Not because of what I am, 

but because of what He is. 

So I went about the village. I vividly remember walking up the road one day. I was a proper tomboy, 

and I still remember I was wearing a pair of green slacks with my two hands deep in the pockets. As I 
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was walking up the road a cousin of mine was passing on the other side. I hardly noticed him. He 

said "What are you thinking of, Mary? You've got a very intent look upon your face." 

I tossed my head and said "Nothing bad at any rate." And I walked on. The reason was that Scripture 

was going through my mind all the time. What a shock to realise that I was actually again thinking of 

the Word of God. I can't say that the Word of God was making a deep impression, but it was keeping 

my thoughts occupied. 

One day as I was walking in toward the village, the Word of God came to me very, very vividly. "Put 

off thy shoes from off thy feet, for the place whereon thou standest is holy ground." (Exodus 3:5) 

The thought came to me "that must be out of the bible! It sounds as if it came from the bible." I felt 

like bending down and taking off my shoes. 

I stepped off the kerb and onto the road. I felt I shouldn't be standing there, so I stepped onto the 

kerb again. It seemed as if the whole creation suddenly was holy, and I was unholy. 

Just as quickly as the impression came, it left me. But it left me wondering. As I walked towards the 

village, I was thinking. The thought kept going through my mind "it must be from the bible! that 

sounds as if it came from the bible!" 

It was the living Word of the living God. Ah, how wonderful when God comes! Then people are 

moved. When religion hasn't been forced down a person's throat all the time God takes His own 

Word and makes it the living Word to one and to another, here and there, not known to one 

another. At the same time there was still a bit of resistance in my heart. 

One day I was talking to my unconverted neighbours - all relatives. Lots of us in the island are related 

to one another. We know most of the people in the district, and their history as well. We grow up 

together just like a big family. There are four and a half thousand in our district and all the families 

seem to know one another very well, including all one anothers' affairs. 

This particular day we were talking together about the meetings and naming the ones who were 

converted, and I felt in my heart a strange warmth and a drawing toward the subject. I immediately 

got up and fled to the door. My relatives looked after me, for I had stopped in the middle of a 

conversation. They waited for some explanation of my behaviour. I turned and said "I'm getting out 

of this place in case I get converted!" 

It was this warmth that I had felt in my heart toward the subject and I was afraid I was being drawn 

into the net. 

Time went on. I continued to go to the services, but I was very raw and very ignorant. More 

interested in what was going on in the lives of others than in my own particular condition before 

God. I was awed with it all, but God was beginning to speak to me. 

One Sunday, with a cousin of mine I went up into my room. We got hold of a couple of bibles. I said 

"Katherine, let's read the bible. Let's see how much we can read of it." We were getting hungry. We 

read of the Bereans. They "were more noble than those in Thessolonica" because they "searched the 

Scriptures daily" to see "whether those things were so." (Acts 17:11) 
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We had listened to the minister preaching the Word of God. Because we wanted to find out whether 

what he said was so we went up into the room with our bibles and began to read. 

Ah, but we didn't want to be found out! We didn't want anybody to see us reading the bible. Do you 

know what we did? We took a magazine of serial stories and love stories called 'The People's Friend'. 

We had it by our side as we opened our bibles. We began to read one chapter after another. But the 

slightest step or sound at the door and the bibles were out of sight and we opened instead The 

People's Friend. We didn't want to be found out. 

Soon afterward (was it the next night?) we were sitting beside one another in the meeting. The 

preacher pointed right down at us and said "you're in the meeting tonight and you've got The 

People's Friend in one hand and the bible in the other!" We nudged one another for we were 

absolutely stunned. Who told him? The Holy Ghost had told him. I tell you we were solemn. 

I remember another day sitting outside in the sunshine. There were three of us this time, and we 

could only find two bibles. We didn't know how to go about it, but what did we find for the third 

member but the Presbyterian Shorter Catechism! We sat at the end of the house and two of us read 

chapter after chapter of the bible and the other person waded through the Shorter Catechism. 

There was anxiety. We were searching, groping, groping as do the blind for the wall. We knew that 

what we were seeking was in the Scriptures, but we didn't know how to find it. 

One night as I was sitting at the back of the church I kept my eye on my mother down at the front. I 

was always afraid; there was a fear in my heart lest any from our own family should be converted. 

That night, as I watched my mother down at the front, I saw the tears coming, I saw the hanky 

coming, and she buried her face in her hanky. Then I felt a tremendously solemn sense of God 

coming over my soul. 

When we came home that night we hardly knew how to speak to mother or what to do. She was, as 

we say in Gaelic, "under concern of soul." It was some time after that before she found peace with 

God, but somehow we knew peace had come into the home. 

Somehow, a sense of awe had come into the home. Here was a situation that we didn't know how to 

tackle. And we certainly didn't want to oppose it, because we knew that it was God. From our 

earliest childhood we had been taught the existence of God and the reality of God. There was a 

great solemnity over the whole district. 

I used to go to the door of the spare room and listen at the keyhole. I would hear daddy, a big 

strapping sailor, crying to God and saying "oh my God! Have mercy on me, a sinner! Have mercy on 

me, a sinner!" This solemnised me. To think that there he was, on his knees in the spare room crying 

to God for mercy! 

I knew my parents were concerned about me, maybe as concerned about me as they were about 

themselves. Then one night they gave me money to go and buy a bible for myself. I went this same 

night and bought a bible. I saw some of the young people going to the Rev Duncan Campbell to let 

him put his name in their bibles. I thought he was rather a wild man from the pulpit, and most 

unapproachable, but I decided to slip in with the crowd and get him to put his name in my new 
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bible. That would be nice. So I slipped in and he was so gracious and so human. He was so pleasant 

that I thought "I'll go to the cottage meeting and hear this man."  

I was being drawn by the Spirit of God, I believe, but I didn't know at the time. Every night services in 

the church were followed by cottage meetings right through the night (in the Island of Lewis we 

have no sense of time; that is our weakness.) This particular cottage meeting was to start at ten 

o'clock that night. 

I went to the cottage meeting that night, the first one that I had ever attended. I had a pal on either 

side of me. That was all right, because my pals weren't saved. People were upstairs and downstairs, 

and every step of the stairs was a little pew. Outside the door people were crowding and all were 

intent to hear the Word of God. 

The preacher, with perspiration streaming down his countenance thundered the Gospel from room 

to room. He preached hell; he preached an eternity without God and without hope. He preached on 

the end of the sinners' way. Oh, he preached the Gospel; it was full! He preached the gospel; it was 

free! It was the Gospel that was terrible to the ears of a sinner! 

I heard his voice. I knew he was sincere, but I was still busy watching what other people were doing.  

I was sitting on a plank wedged in between two of my pals. As the preacher was speaking, I noticed 

that my two pals were weeping. When they began to cry I thought "well, that is something that 

happens in every meeting." But when it comes as close to you as that what do you do? 

I was most solemnised. I was still under that sense of solemnity and awe and was so taken up with 

the whole situation that I didn't really hear, I wasn't really conscious of what the preacher had said 

at the end of the service. I thought he had announced another meeting. 

There were never any public appeals during the revival in Lewis, no showing of hands, no coming 

down to the front or standing to your feet. But after the service sometimes Mr Duncan Campbell 

asked the Christians and those who were really concerned about their souls to come to one room. 

The Christians would pray. He didn't speak personally to the unsaved people while they were mixed 

up with the Christians. This night he must have asked only those who were concerned to go into the 

room. While walking past us as he preached he must have seen that my pals were anxious. 

Since I had never been in a cottage meeting before, I didn't know how things were done. Of course I 

had never heard of a preacher getting down on his knees with enquirers and asking God to meet 

with them. So, when Mr Campbell announced another meeting for enquirers, I decided it was just 

another meeting. I thought "I'll go to the other meeting." 

When we were pouring out of the cottage some were anxiously looking at me and saying "Are you 

going in?" 

I said "yes I am, I'm going in." I didn't catch on to it - I realise now how happy they looked. 

I suppose they thought "oh, if we can get her! If we can get her to this meeting." I suppose they 

prayed as much as they had ever prayed in their lives. 
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To Open Their Eyes 

"to open their eyes, and to turn them from darkness to light, and from the power of Satan unto God, 

that they receive forgiveness of sins, and inheritance among them which are sanctified by faith that 

is in Me." (Acts 26:18) 

I went into the room, and there were just my two pals and myself. The preacher, Rev Duncan 

Campbell, came in and closed the door, and I thought "oh where am I! What do I do now?" And I 

was stunned, I was speechless. I didn't know what it was all about. I didn't know what to do. I 

couldn't say anything. 

I was in a corner then. I wanted to run, but I couldn't run. I wanted to object, but I couldn't object. I 

was absolutely tongue-tied as I sat there. I was more struck when the preacher turned to one of my 

pals and said "Are you seeking Christ? Do you want the Saviour? Do you really want Christ?" 

One pal said "Yes." and the other one said "Yes." 

I thought "Horrors! He's going to ask me that! What am I going to say?" 

And Mr Campbell turned and looked at me so graciously as he said "And do you want Christ?" He 

said in such a gentle voice, "and are you wanting the Saviour?" 

I couldn't say "No" to a man speaking to me as graciously as that. Nobody had ever spoken to me like 

that before. 

In a split second I thought "well, can I say no? The dear man will say 'what are you doing here 

then?'" So I said yes. And immediately I felt I was the biggest hypocrite under God's heaven. 

He got down and prayed for us. I was glad that he prayed for me, for I suddenly became conscious 

that I was an awful sinner in the sight of God. Oh, I felt such a hypocrite. I thought "oh I couldn't say 

no to him, but I said yes. He'll think that I want to be saved! He'll think that I'm converted, and I'm 

not!" 

Mr Campbell didn't give us much time to think. We got down on our knees and he prayed. He prayed 

so graciously and I thought as I was on my knees "I am grateful that a man should pray for me like 

that, but what shall I do? I can't open my mouth to a soul. I'm right in the net." 

When I came out of the service the ministers came and shook hands with us. The Christians came 

and shook hands with us. The more who shook hands with us the more convicted I felt, the more 

miserable I was. They were so happy. And I? The happier they looked, the sadder I looked, and the 

more I felt like a fish out of water. 

They led me outside and they grabbed me! There was a large circle outside. They were all singing 

with arms linked, the whole crowd of youngsters. It was two o'clock in the morning, and they were 

singing as if their hearts would burst. And there I was, as miserable as sin, as miserable as I could 

possibly be. 
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When I heard them singing I thought "I've never heard anything like this before." I stood there and 

listened. I didn't know where to look or who to look at. They were singing a hymn that I had never 

heard before. Then I saw a young girl standing opposite me. This girl was singing "Take the world..." 

"Take the world?" I was supposed to sing at a large concert in Glasgow. This was my very first 

appointment with An Comun Ghaidhealach, the Gaelic Society. My kilt was in the making. But all that 

had faded from my view. I didn't know how I was; I just felt miserable. 

As I looked at the face of this young girl standing opposite me something gripped me. I was gripped 

with the realisation "you've got something I haven't got." And I said in my heart "I'll never be at rest 

til I find it." 

Take the world, but give me Jesus 

All its joys are but a name (I suddenly realised that was true) 

But His love abideth ever 

Through eternal years the same. 

I was suddenly happy. I was happy! I was glad and I was determined. I thought "now I'm in for it. I've 

committed myself, but what do you do now?" And so on the way home I turned to my two pals and 

enthusiastically and said "We'll all be missionaries!" 

"Aye," said one "and we'll go to the South Uist, to the Catholics!" 

"We'll be missionaries!"  

When I went home I thought "What do you do now?" 

I think it was about three o'clock in the morning when I arrived home. I got down on my knees by 

the fireside. I was dead solemn, dead serious. 

What do you do? 

You pray. 

Yes, but what do you pray? 

And I got down on my knees and I prayed the prayer that mummy had taught me as a child, "God be 

merciful to me, a sinner." I didn't know what more to say, so I got up and went to bed. 

It was a night of decision. I had made my decision that night. I wanted to follow the Lord, but I 

wasn't saved. And that is why I warn young people that a decision isn't enough, because it was 

nearly four months after that decision that I found peace with God. 
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They which Hunger 

"Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after righteousness for they shall be filled."  

(Matthew 5:6) 

I went to bed in a daze and in the morning I didn't want to get up. I thought the news would already 

have spread around the village that Norma and Katherine and Mary stayed in last night. I thought 

"Norma and Katherine - they're all right. But Mary isn't all right; she's all wrong!" 

And then I thought "oh, the news that I was among the enquirers last night will spread right abroad 

in the village. And everybody knows me." So I lay in bed - eight o'clock! Nine o'clock! Ten o'clock! 

Eleven o'clock! I didn't want to get up, but eventually my pal Katherine came in. 

She said "Aren't you going to get up?" 

"Yes." But oh, I didn't know how I was going to face mummy. She had been in bed when I had 

arrived home from the meeting. She hadn't seen me, but she would know everything about the 

night before. What was I to do? 

So I (you'll smile at this one) looked down to the foot of the bed and there were the old slacks 

thrown over the end of the bed. I thought "Well, as a Christian I suppose you wouldn't wear that!" 

And do you know what I did? I converted them into skirts! Aye, but I wasn't converted. At least I 

didn't know where I was. 

So I got up and dressed like a Christian! I came downstairs but I didn't give a glowing testimony. I 

said nothing. Mummy looked at me, saw my garb, and said "well it's good to see these things put 

away at any rate." 

The news had spread - the news that I was converted. 

I didn't feel like work that day. I spent most of that day sitting outside on the edge of the cliff, 

looking out to sea. I was conscious that somehow I was in a new world, and yet at the same time in a 

very strange world. 

I looked up to the heavens. Why? Something had happened to the old world in which I was living. It 

was all different. Everything was different, and everything was speaking to me of God. I went out 

with daddy in the boat and as we plunged in the billows it seemed to me that I was aware of nothing 

else but God. God, God everywhere! But that was as far as my thoughts went. I was a seeking soul, 

but I was very raw, a very rough stone from the quarry of sin. 

God's word continued to go through my mind. All I wanted was to get to the meeting that night. I 

wanted to hear more. An hour before the meeting I was at the church, and I wondered why there 

wasn't a line-up outside waiting to get in. I could hardly wait to get into my seat. 

There I listened, and I listened. I wanted to listen to the Word. I was hungry. I wanted to hear. I came 

to the meetings - I came to every meeting. Often I came back home at five o'clock in the morning 

from these meetings. 
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Did I get peace? No, I was more condemned by every sermon I heard. I saw other people being 

swept into the Kingdom. It seemed as if everybody else found it so easy, but I couldn't find the 

Saviour. It seemed as if they came weeping to the cross, and then they were full of joy. Oh, these 

were blessed meetings, where others seemed to come right into the life and liberty as sons of God! 

Hundreds of young people! They came from all over the island. They came to the meetings singing 

and they left the meetings singing. 

They sang heartily, and I sang with them. But when I got home I was so miserable and so empty 

inside. I wanted reality! I wanted God! But it seemed that the more meetings I went to the more a 

sinner I became. 

As I listened to the truth of God's Word, how it searched my heart. The preacher would read his text 

quoting from God's Word, "When He is come, He findeth it (His house) empty, swept, and garnished. 

Then goeth He and taketh with himself seven other spirits more wicked than himself, and they enter 

in and dwell there: and the last state of that man is worse than the first." (Matt 12:44-45). 

Sitting in my pew I used to say "that's me! My house is swept and garnished, but it is unoccupied." I 

thought "I've used the brush very well. All the old things have been brushed out, but my house is left 

vacant." And I used to tremble; I used to be afraid. 

Afraid of what? 

Afraid that I'll be worse off than I was. I'm afraid. 

Afraid of being converted? 

No! I'm afraid now of sin. I used to think "I had enough devils in me before. I don't want any more! 

I've had enough." 

What about the plans that I had? What about the wonderful concert? I wasn't interested in it any 

more. The bright world, the colourful world outside? Did I have to give it up? No, it gave me up. It 

just fell from me. I had no desire for it. I didn't want it. I wanted God! But it seemed to me that the 

more I wanted, the more sinful I became in the sight of God. 

Five of us girls came up to the church one night. It was packed to capacity and the sermon was about 

to start. We were late, for we had come about twenty miles to the meeting. As we were on our way 

up to the church I said to the others "There are five of us and as sure as anything he'll be preaching 

on the five foolish virgins." 

We came up to the door of the church and opened it gently. The preacher's voice thundered, "Will 

you turn with me tonight to the Gospel According to St Matthew chapter 25." - the story of the 

foolish virgins who had everything but the oil. We were solemnised. That was the way God was 

talking to us. That was the way God was talking to me. Sitting in my pew I would say "That's for me!" 

Every night that I went to hear the preacher it was warning after warning after warning. 

I think of a little cottage in the island of Bernera off the coast of Lewis. The Rev Duncan Campbell 

was preaching in one of the rooms in that house. Every room was full. We couldn't possibly hear him 

in some of the rooms because they were too far away. I was sitting beside the kitchen and there was 

a noise in the kitchen. Fuss? No, there was no fuss, just a noise. I couldn't hear the sound of the 
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preacher's voice because of the noise. Who was in the kitchen? It was crowded with teenagers. 

What kind of noise were they making? Sobbing! They were sobbing, weeping uncontrollably in the 

presence of God. 

Sometimes at the end of a meeting the preacher could hardly hear himself for the sobbing of the 

people. They weren't hearing what he was saying. They were gripped with the impression of God's 

presence and the fact of their sins. They were receiving the Word of the Lord into their own hearts. 

The life-giving Word they had learned as children suddenly became alive and revived by the Spirit of 

God. 

"The letter killeth but the Spirit giveth life." (2 Cor 3:6). I've been in cottages where you couldn't hear 

the voice of the preacher but the sinners sat and the tears flowed because of the awareness of the 

presence of the Eternal in the little cottage - and everywhere for that matter. 

I was among them. And in spite of the fact that I listened attentively every night, it seemed that God 

was showing me more and more what a sinful being I was and how far away from Him I was. 

Every night the preacher seemed to hold  up a picture of that sinner, Mary Morrison. Every night she 

felt more miserable than the previous one. It was all right when I was in the company of God's 

people. It was all right when we were at these cottage meetings, and we were singing the hymns. It 

was great! I was so happy! 

There were times when floods of joy and happiness came over me at the very thought that I'd left 

the old paths and the old ways and was with such lovely people. Such lovely people as the people of 

God. I loved them! I did. And I didn't want to disappoint them. I didn't want to shame them. I didn't 

want to disgrace them. But I knew I wasn't like them. And I knew that I didn't have what they had. 

Satan didn't leave me either. He used to come to my mind with floods of those swear-words that I 

used to use. I felt so pained in my heart! I used to say "I don't want them.  I don't want them! I don't 

want to think of these things." But they would come like waves as if in my desperation Satan was 

laughing at me. The devil doesn't let go his prey very easily, does he? He doesn't. He didn't let me go 

very easily.  

When I would get down on my knees and read the Word of God - and I used to go into my room and 

read chapter after chapter - it didn't seem to do me any good. But at the same time, although I 

didn't realise it, the Word of God was finding its place in my heart and life. God was speaking to me 

through His Word. Illustrations and comments were all wonderful. They were all windows of light. 

"But the Word of the Lord endureth forever. And this is the Word which by the Gospel is preached 

unto you." (1 Pet 1:25) 
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The Oil of Joy 

"To appoint unto them that mourn in Zion, to give unto them beauty for ashes, the oil of joy for 

mourning, the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness; that they might be called trees of 

righteousness, the planting of the Lord, that He might be glorified." (Isaiah 61:3) 

Some think that the atmosphere of revival was only in the island; and if a person could only be 

whipped out of it and onto the mainland where there was no revival, then he would be all right. I 

was whipped out of it, and I went to the mainland to work. But I was just as miserable there. I used 

to shut myself in my room and weep because of the emptiness of my life. 

I remember shutting myself in my room and crying and crying and then shaking myself and saying 

"what are you crying for?" 

"I don't know! I just don't know! It's just this emptiness, this vacancy. I don't want to go back, and I 

don't know how to go forward. I don't know where to go from here." 

At that time I had "no hope" and was "without God in the world" (Eph 2:12), and I was in the midst 

of companions who had no thought of God. I was conscious, so conscious of the emptiness of my 

own life, and the emptiness of life without God. 

Go to church? Yes! Go to prayer meetings? Yes! I wanted to go to all the meetings. But no meetings 

for entertainment. I didn't want them. I had that in the world. I wanted, I WANTED God! But it 

seemed that He didn't want me. 

I thought "it's no wonder He doesn't want me" and I thought in the end "it's like this. It seems so 

easy for others to come to the Lord and well, they didn't go as far away as you did. Their minds and 

hearts were not as polluted as yours. And anyway, why should God save you? Why should He? He's 

not under any obligation to you." 

I began to agree in my mind with the just judgements of God. I felt "it would not be right for God to 

give me hope of eternal life. Why should I expect it? I have lived without God, in rebellion against 

Him, and in rebellion against His ways. I didn't want to be saved so why should I now come like a 

coward and say "Lord save me"?" 

You say "strange thinking". It wasn't strange thinking, you see I was getting a little vision of myself. 

For nearly four months after that night of decision, I continued in that condition. Then back to the 

island I went again. 

One night as I climbed the stairs on the way to bed I took my handkerchief and pushed it into my 

mouth to prevent the sobs, because I was afraid my parents would hear. I got into bed and cried 

myself to sleep. What was wrong? The past! My condition of heart! The misery! 

I had come to the place where I thought "I do want the Lord, but I feel that it would not be right for 

God to accept me. i am such a sinful being. And I deserve only hell, after all." 

I said to God "Lord, I want only one thing. Do grant it to me. It's all I want. Give me the privilege of 

spending my life with Your people. If I can just be in the company of Your people. I love Your people. 
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And if I can just stay in their company throughout my whole life (I was only eighteen), then at the 

end you can send me to hell, for it is the only right thing for You to do. You can send me to hell, for 

that's what I deserve. Indeed, Lord! Indeed, hell is fart oo good for a sinner like me." 

A strange prayer? It was all there was for me. And I said, "If this is all there is for me in the Christian 

life, I'll have it. I'll have it, but I don't want to go back to the world. I hate it! I loathe it! I don't see 

what I got out of it!" Yet I was happy in it, but not now. I had seen something in the face of that 

young girl. I knew she had something that I didn't have, I knew these saints of God were right and I 

was wrong. I didn't want to go back, I had nothing to go back to. 

One night I went to the prayer meeting (I was always at the prayer meeting and at the Gospel 

meeting, following as I did, the revival meetings around the island). This night there would have 

been about fifty I suppose in the vestry of the church. The smallest church in the district, and 

probably the smallest prayer meeting in the district. 

I sat in the meeting that night, having resigned myself to my miserable condition, and not expecting 

anything more. As usual the men were praying. I sat listening. Then, as the minister prayed his 

prayer he quoted scripture. As he prayed he quoted a verse that I knew off by heart in Gaelic and in 

English. I had learned it at the day-school. The scripture repeated itself in my mind many times, but 

it was different that night. It came through the Spirit of God by revelation to my heart. I saw what 

the verse speaks of. 

Now think of my condition, and think of the words, and think for a moment what I felt like when I 

heard them. These were the words that I heard, here they are in my own language: "He was 

wounded for your transgressions, He was bruised for your iniquities and the chastisement of your 

peace was upon Him" - and the sweetest sound that ever fell on my ears - "and with His stripes you 

are healed" (Isa 53:5). 

"You are healed!" And I felt the very healing balm of Calvary go through my being. 

Tears gushed down my face and I knew! Suddenly I knew that by His stripes, by His bleeding wounds 

I was healed. I was free. Nobody dealt with me. Nobody spoke to me. I didn't know how to put it into 

words. I didn't know any terminology. I sat there with hardly a stir of emotion. Although tears came 

to my eyes, not one utterance escaped my lips. But in the quietness and silence of my heart I knew it 

was done. 

It's done, the great transaction's done!  

I am my Lord's and He is mine. 

Of course I didn't know that hymn then, but that was the expression of my heart. 

Indeed I came out of that meeting and all I wanted was to go to another meeting and get more and 

more and more of this. I had never heard anything like it! I had never seen anything like it! The Christ 

of God was uplifted before my eyes. That verse of scripture did it. 

We jumped into a coal lorry. Off we went to another meeting nine miles away. The preacher there 

was speaking about the great marriage-feast of the Lamb. And I thought "very, very soon we shall be 

there!" My, I wanted to be there soon. I did not think He was going to spare me for years. Oh no, I 
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thought I would be there soon. It was so wonderful! It was so glorious! It seemed as if heaven came 

down, it seemed as if heaven was bending down over us. It seemed as if we were sitting right there 

at the marriage-supper of the Lamb! 

Oh what an atmosphere! As we left the service - I still remember it was in a coal lorry  we had come 

to the meeting, and in the coal lorry we went home - there was a crowd of us young teenagers.  

When we reached our house we looked at one another and thought "it seems such a shame that we 

should go home! What a miserable thing to go home to bed! Why do people go to bed to sleep? 

Surely we should be praising the Lord! We don't want to go to bed." It was only two in the morning 

and we didn't want to part with one another. We were so bound together in spirit. 

"What shall we do though?" 

"Well, let's leave the lorry here. Let's walk along the shore." 

A lovely moonlit night it was. We walked along the shore, a crowd of teenagers saved by common 

grace. And we began to sing above the noise of the waves. 

Now none but Christ can satisfy, 

None other name for me. 

There's love and life and lasting joy 

Lord Jesus, found in Thee. 

Every one of us had been outsiders, but now we had come inside the fold. 

When we had walked the length of the shore and walked back again we thought "we'd better go to 

bed. It's a waste of time, but we'd better go!" So we stood in a little group on the shore and 

somebody said "shouldn't we pray before we part?" But none of us had ever prayed audibly before. 

And we said "we'll just pray in our hearts." 

I can still see us as we stood, a little group of teenagers standing around with our heads bowed. Not 

a stir, not a sound except the sound of the sea in the background. Each one of us lifted up his heart 

to God in prayer. We thanked God for salvation that had reached out and lifted us from the gutter to 

be set among princes (Ps 113:8). 

What a moment! I'll never forget that moment. Oh the overwhelming sense of the goodness of God. 

I don't think it's going too far to say that that night the angels looked over the battlements of glory 

at that little group. Doesn't it say that the angels in heaven rejoice "over one sinner that repenteth"? 

(Luke 15:7) and here was a sinner, a sinner having repented and found life in Christ - life, when I 

deserved death. We felt we were right in tune and in touch with the angels in heaven. 

Reluctantly we parted from one another. It seemed as if we were tearing apart from one another. 

We went to our homes. 
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Hearken, O Daughter 

"Hearken, O daughter and consider, and incline thy ear; forget also thine own people, and thy 

father's house" (Psalm 45:10) 

But that wasn't all. From that moment I was conscious that God wanted my life. There was born 

within my soul a restlessness and a burden. I wanted to tell people about Jesus. As a little girl I had 

stood in front of hundreds of people and had sung to them and entertained them. To me it was life 

to hear their "encore! encore!" Then I would tremblingly come out to the platform again in my little 

kilt and sing to them. But now I felt "if only I could tell them about Jesus! If only I could tell them 

about Jesus!" 

I used to work on the loom maybe only ten minutes, then I'd run upstairs and get down on my 

knees. The tears would pour down as I would pray for one, then another. Back to the loom again, 

then back upstairs again. It was like that all day, just as the Spirit would move me. I had no 

disciplined quiet time, it was just a case of that expression from my heart, that overflow. I just 

couldn't work! 

One day I was singing heartily as I watched the pattern unfolding on my loom. That cousin came in 

who before had come when I was very angry while sitting behind the loom. When he came in on this 

day I said "What a wonderful place this is, Angus! This is the most wonderful place under God's 

heaven." 

He said "What? It's only a short time ago you were saying it was the most miserable place in the 

world!" 

"Yes, that's right. But I didn't feel then as I feel now. Things have changed since then! What a 

wonderful place this is!" I was overwhelmed with the goodness of God. 

What had happened? Something that cannot be explained on a human basis. God had come. God 

had smashed up this life. God had gripped and arrested this life and I became a new creation in 

Christ Jesus. Old things? They had passed away forever and all things became new! 

I could tell you many things about those days, visitations from heaven in the services.  

I still remember a young man in the Island of Lewis during the revival. One night at a meeting in the 

police station in Barvis, houng Donald MacPhail was asked to pray. He was only a young man in his 

teens. In all the simplicity of his soul he got up and clasped his hands together as he used to do at 

school. He uttered only one word, and the whole meeting was reduced to tears. What to you think it 

was? "Father." And suddenly the realisation of what that word meant dawned on our hearts, and we 

were melted to tears. To think that we could say to almighty God "Abba, Father!" It melted us. 

Another night when he was praying, a woman (a notorious character) came down the aisle. She got 

down on her knees at his feet and said "Donald, won't you pray that I'll find your Jesus?" She was 

attracted by the sincerity of his prayer and by the fact that here was a young man in touch with God, 

and upon whom God's had was resting. 
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But oh! We were living in heavenly places in Christ Jesus - coming out of these meetings when the 

whole community was in the grip of God, and our hearts were silently bowed before His majesty, 

before His beauty. 

I have never gone into a trace, but I have been so captivated by the sight of the eternal God in Jesus 

Christ at these revival meetings that I had nothing to say. I had no comment to make, nor would I try 

to describe the situation. It was beyond me.  

The Word of the Lord was an arrow in our souls, as an arrow in a sure place. It was the Word of God. 

It wasn't just the preaching of Duncan Campbell. No, it was the Word of God through him, and the 

Word of God, whether he was speaking or whether he was silent. It seemed that the Word was 

piling in upon us - piling in upon us all the time! It went on day after day until we were in an agony of 

conviction. 

Then the Word of God came again. As I sat behind my weaver's loom in the Island of Lewis and wove 

my little piece of Harris tweed, God spoke to me. As the pattern unfolded before my eyes I knew 

that God had a pattern and a programme for my life. And the word that He spoke to me was what 

we used to sing at the close of the meetings, "Hearken, O daughter, and consider, and incline thine 

ear; forget also thine own people, and thy father's house" (Psalm 45:10). 

Well, that would be all right if you didn't come from the Island of Lewis, where they don't believe in 

women preachers. What do you do when there are no missionaries from your community or from 

your district or from your island? When there is not one single woman who is out preaching the 

gospel? What do you do? What strange thoughts, Mary Morrison, to have in an island where we 

don't have women missionaries going out! 

And yet, whether I was sleeping, whether I was awake, Oh, the sermons that I was preaching in my 

mind. I don't know whether I had points one, two, three, but it seems to be a continued perpetual 

sermon. I was preaching to sinners. And I was dreaming of standing preaching to men and women. 

This thing was a fire burning within my soul and I couldn't get away from it. 

And this verse, "Hearken, O daughter, and consider, and incline thine ear; forget also thine own 

people, and thy father's house" - I couldn't get away from it. I was at granny's house one day and I 

sat down. I didn't have anything to do, so I picked up a tract. I wondered where it came from. I don't 

know. What was the text?  "... forget also thine own people, and thy father's house." I couldn't get 

away from it. 

It was clear, but we are human and we make all kinds of excuses. I said to God "God, how can I go? 

What have I to give you, Lord? I have nothing. God, what can I do? Why, I have never spoken in 

public in my life! I've sung the traditional Gaelic songs; that's about the sum and substance of it. But, 

God! I have nothing! I have never prayed in public. I have never given my testimony in public. I 

wouldn't know how to go about it - I wouldn't know what to say. And, as for speaking in English, I'm 

not accustomed to that." 

But the call was persistent. "... forget also thine own people, and thy father's house." I argued and 

argued "What could I do as a missionary?" I thought I was being set aside by the Lord. 
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Then someone suggested "couldn't you go into the church, and be a missionary in the church, and 

keep the minister's books and teach Sunday school?" 

"No! I want to tell men and women about Jesus. This is burning within my soul!" 

Mr Campbell belonged to The Faith Mission, and I thought "he's preaching all the time. That's what I 

want! That's what is burning within my soul. I don't know anybody else that's doing this, but The 

Faith Mission and the Salvation Army. Well, it's either one or the other if they'll take me." 

I thought it over for a little while. I struggled over it in the presence of God, and He repeated what 

He had said before. I wasn't saying very much about it until one day at the meal table I dropped the 

bombshell to my Free Kirk parents. I said, "I'm going into The Faith Mission." 

After a moment or two of shocked silence the response came "well, if there's anything strange that 

nobody else would do, you'd go and do it!" That was the answer I received. My parents were fearful, 

and they were a bit afraid. 

The circumstances weren't favourable, but the command was clear. It was clear as a bell. So I found 

myself making my way to The Faith Mission Bible College. 

But this was not before God spoke to me again at a meeting one night about twenty miles away 

from my home. Mr Campbell got up in the meeting (a cottage meeting) that night. He announced his 

text. That was all he announced; then he lost his voice. He was able to give only his text, and his 

voice went completely. After that the meeting was changed to a prayer meeting. He had to be quiet 

for he had no more voice left. He had preached right through the night. He told us that for seven 

weeks he had only been to bed for two hours each night (he had to leave the island at that time). 

What was the text that night? "Mary... the Master is come, and calleth for thee" (John 11:28). It 

came just like a bolt from heaven to my soul. The preacher didn't know anything about my 

condition. 

That night I said "Lord, you don't need to call from the housetops! I have heard Your voice and you 

have even called me by my name." Could you get out of that? That was my name! I couldn't get out 

of it. 

In the preceding meeting, the preached had spoken of the colt "the Lord hath need of him" (Luke 

19:34). A young man heard the call that same night in the service. He was mightily used in the revival 

and is today in Arabia. Oh, how wonderful to know that God through His Word by His Spirit has 

spoken so vividly and in such a wonderful way that one knows for a certainty that this is the will of 

God. 

During these days many young people heard the call of God to give their whole lives in the service of 

the Lord. I think of sixteen known to me who have gone out into full-time service. Others, unknown 

to me have also gone out. Oh, the call of God! 

Oh, how gracious God was in those days. Wonderful things that took place during the revival in 

Lewis! What God can do when God's people humble themselves and pray. 
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An old lady of seventy years found the Lord during the revival, one of the many. Somebody said to 

her "You're very old, aren't you? Isn't it wonderful to be saved? How old are you?" 

"My friend," she said, "I'm three days old!" She didn't look three days old, but that was how she felt. 

She had been saved only three days before, and the rest of the seventy years she saw as wasted and 

burned up. 

Two poor old women up on the Island of Lewis, two dear ladies prayed earnestly for the coming of 

the Holy Ghost in revival. They were stalwarts for the faith. 

What were they like? I'll tell you. I saw them. One of them was bent almost double and couldn't lift 

her head; the other was blind and both were as frail as they possibly could be. They lived in a little 

cottage with a wooden front.  

These two prayed on until two o'clock one morning, wrestling in prayer, and demanding of heaven 

revival in Lewis. And God told them it was coming. God honoured their faith. Hundreds of young 

people were swept into the Kingdom. 

"Heaven came down our souls to greet 

And glory crowned the mercy-seat." 

I'll tell you the conclusion of their story. Folk began to make a fuss over the little ladies. They didn't 

want it, so the Lord took them away to heaven - both of them very quickly. They didn't want any 

attention. They didn't want any of the glory. It belonged to the Lord. 

One of the things that brought me a deep real sense of God was the intensity of the prayers of God's 

people in these meetings. In a cottage-meeting one night, I remember a man praying with his two 

hands lifted up to heaven. He stamped his feet as he prayed, and the tears were pouring down his 

cheeks. I sat in my seat and I shook and shivered from head to toe. It seemed that in his prayers he 

brought us to the very precipice of hell, and we could see exactly where we were going. Oh, how he 

cried to God for the youths and for others outside Christ! It seemed as if his whole heart was being 

torn apart for the souls of men. 

That's what we want. That's what we need. We don't want people just going about trying to impress 

others that they are happy in the Lord, that they are an advertisement for happiness, and that 

others should come to the Lord because they are happy. Christ is not an advertisement for 

happiness; Christ is a challenge to repent. 
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Show Thyself Approved 

"Study to show thyself approved unto God, a workman that needeth not to be ashamed, rightly 

dividing the Word of truth." (2 Tim 2: 15) 

It was a wonderful night, the night that I left the Island of Lewis. There was a lot of sadness about it 

too. I don't know if I'm sentimental, but I never like leaving my island home when there's a lovely big 

moon shining on the water. I go home only once a year, and each time I leave some other person I 

have known is going to be in eternity before I return. There are mixed feelings when I leave the 

island. In my island home many things have entwined themselves around my heart. Aged relatives 

are being left behind. 

Every time I have left the Island of Lewis my last visit was up to grandad's bedside. And I always 

hated that visit. I didn't know if I'd see him any more (he lived to the age of 92 years and was a saint 

of God).  

One day as I left his bedside, and with my hand on the doorknob of the room, he stopped me. He 

said "Mary," and I turned round, a lump in my throat. "Mary, listen. You put the Lord always before 

you, and you'll never go wrong." He was but quoting God's Word, was he not? "In all thy ways 

acknowledge Him, and He shall direct thy paths" (Prov 3:6). 

This night there was a convention in the town of Stornoway, and buses had come from all over the 

island to the convention meeting. It was a wonderful meeting; there was a wonderful atmosphere. 

After the service, as the people made their way to the buses, they began to sing. I don't know if they 

forgot about the poor soul who had to lug her luggage down to the quayside, down to the boat, but I 

went all by myself. No-one was with me to see me off on the boat. 

There wasn't any valedictory service to see me off the island. There was dead silence. I suppose 

people were waiting to see what happened. I suppose they felt a little bit ashamed of this 'crazy 

creature' as we would say in Scotland, going off to a bible college that we knew nothing about. 

There are some who would be missionaries if everything in the garden was lovely, if all the 

circumstances were just pointing that way, and everything was just right. But when I obeyed God's 

commands, God made everything right. God spoke to my mother, and God saved my father. Things 

have changed and today they are my chief supporters.  

That night I felt very, very strange and a little bit lonely too, but there was one word that was 

hammering in my heart. It was this, "hearken O daughter, and consider, and incline thine ear; forget 

also thine own people and thy father's house." This text was ringing in my mind as I found myself on 

the boat. 

In my case there was a new bible given to me by an unconverted sister. She had put a text on the 

front page. I didn't want to go to the bible college carrying a bible with its pages sticking together 

and looking as if it had never been read! So I spent the night taking the pages away from each other. 

Of course, it was my Gaelic bible that I used at the services. That explains the newness of my English 

bible. 
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I arrived at the training home and bible college in Edinburgh, the bible college of The Faith Mission. 

My, everything was strange! More than thirty students were there. I had an idea that they knew 

everything and I was quite a beginner. My ambition when I was at school was to leave it, and here I 

was again, going to sit down and study for two years.  

When we come into the training home, we've got to sign papers of course. There was one question 

on the paper that puzzled me, a question about sanctification. As a presbyterian, I had learned my 

shorter catechism well, and I knew the word sanctification. But these people in The Faith Mission 

talked about a second definite experience. They asked if I had had that definite experience, and I 

wrote down that I had. It happened this way:  

After my conversion, when I was at the communion one Sunday morning in the Island of Bernera, 

the Lord revealed Himself to me in a miraculous way. As I was sitting at the communion table the 

minister began to read. The portion was Isaiah 63:1 "Who is this that cometh from Edom, with died 

garments from Bosrah? This that is glorious in His apparel, travelling in the greatness of His 

strength? I that speak in righteousness, mighty to save." I was very, very broken that day, conscious 

of the call of God and my own inadequacy in responding to that call.  

That Sunday morning I don't remember anything else of the service except that I trembled and wept 

so much when the communion cup was passed that I was afraid I wouldn't be able to take the 

communion. The cup was passed around, but I was so broken in the consciousness of the risen Christ 

that I was quite unaware of everything else.  

When I came home on the bus that day from the service, all the way I sang as if my heart would 

burst. On the bus were some people who weren't really sympathetic toward the meeting. I didn't 

care if Satan himself was there. I was so filled with the love of Christ. 

So when I saw that question on the paper, I thought, "well, that's it! I've had a second definite 

experience! That must have been my blessing. What else is there? I don't feel any need of any 

further blessing because my heart is so full of the first blessing." 

And then the next question was, 'what was the result?' 

And I said, 'A deeper love for Christ'. 

That seemed to satisfy the mission all right, and I got in. During the days of training there was of 

course much emphasis laid upon the doctrine of holiness. I could quote quite a lot of Scripture, but I 

couldn't understand any doctrine. I could understand Jesus, but I couldn't understand any doctrine.  

I wouldn't deny these dear souls the blessing they had received and the way they had received it. Of 

course I wasn't in the place where I didn't want any blessing. If there were forty-two blessings, I 

wanted them all. But I thought, "it's just this - when you're born again in revival, you get everything!" 

So with this attitude I went through training. But never once did I oppose the message. Never once. I 

didn't feel that I could, because the lives of the students who professed to be sanctified were more 

eloquent than their lips. Their lives spoke volumes and I could see that they were living out what 

they professed. 
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Once, however,  a dear fellow from England came into the training home. He came, a prim and 

proper gentleman with his umbrella, walking up to our Faith Mission bible college. When he came in, 

he saw the beautiful clean house, and he said "oh, who keeps it clean?" 

And the head brother said to him "well, you do - when we get you working! The students do it all!" 

Oh, he wasn't coming here to scrub floors, and to polish them, and so on; he was coming here for 

some theological training! But the dear fellow found out after a day or two that his name was put on 

the list up on the wall, that he had to do his share of work. 

I happened to be one day late in coming to the training home at the time this fellow came, and I 

didn't have the privilege of ever seeing him. After the afternoon conference in a hall in Edinburgh he 

had disappeared. He thought he'd had enough. He had not come to scrub floors and to clean rooms. 

No, he had come to get some letters after his name. 

But the only letters we get after our name in The Faith Mission bible college are: RFA. Now you are 

clever if you get RFA. 

It means Ready For Anything. That's all it means. It means you're ready for preaching in a meeting, 

even if you haven't made any preparation for it. You're sitting in the congregation, and - as 

happened to me on one occasion - the minister fainted in the vestry. We were in the congregation 

on that Sunday morning ready to listen to the sermon, when I was told that I would have to preach it 

myself. That is when RFA comes in very handy. 

Well, as far as the training home was concerned I wouldn't have minded scrubbing it from top to 

bottom. I was quite ready for this kind of thing. I was quite used to it at home, getting down and 

scrubbing the floor. To me the training home was the house of God; to me it belonged to the Lord, 

and I loved the Lord. When I used to go around the bedrooms dusting and cleaning them, sometimes 

the matron used to come. You know what matrons do: they check to see if there's any dust lying 

about. She didn't need to come, because if I left a corner I was so convicted that I would go and 

clean it. I felt that the Lord was looking all the time, and it was His house. 

The first night after tea the students all got down on their knees and I got down with them, and one 

after another began to pray.  I thought they must have been told beforehand. I had never been in an 

open prayer meeting where people just pray spontaneously. In our island, you're asked to pray, one 

after another.  

I was afraid to speak, afraid they would ask me to speak; afraid they would ask me to pray. I knew 

how to weep, but I didn't know how to pray aloud. I wondered "when will my time come? will I have 

enough English to pray?" I soon found out that my turn was always any time I felt like praying. 

"If you feel like praying, you should pray" I was told, "even if you do break down." 

During those days in the training home there was another trial. I had come into the training home 

with the sum of £4 in my pocket and not a penny more promised. I needed quite a lot to cover my 

two years of training. I didn't have any friends who would send me money, nor did I feel like asking 

for it. I was very independent. But I asked the Lord, of course.  
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In my own quiet times I used to pray, and I would say to the Lord "You have brought me here. I'm 

Your responsibility. I'm sitting here day after day, eating my meals in this training college, and I 

haven't got anything to pay. I've given the four pounds that I have." 

I went once for a fortnight with a threepenny bit. I thought "if only God would supply my need to 

pay my expenses in this college, then I wouldn't mind trying to live on three pence. I'm not looking 

for anything for myself. I'm only looking for the Lord to fulfil His promises toward me." 

I didn't have much faith. I didn't know where the rest of the money was coming from. But I said to 

God "all I have is 'hearken, O daughter, and consider, and incline thine ear; forget also thine own 

people and thy father's house.' You brought me here, Lord, and You can look after me. I don't know 

where it's coming from, and I'm not going to make any appeals." 

If you know anything about Highland people, you know that they are very, very independent. 

Afterward, the Lord had to deal with that in me. But at that time I wouldn't tell a soul. 

One day, when I was on my knees in great distress over this matter, God spoke to me clearly and 

plainly. I gave me a promise. It's right out of its context, you theologians, but it spoke to my heart. 

You know what it was? "Thou shalt not depart from thence, til thou hast paid the very last mite." 

(Luke 12:59). 

"Thank you, Lord," I said "I'll not pray about that any more." And so I didn't. I left it entirely with the 

Lord. In wonderful ways He supplied all my needs.  

Just one example: in Edinburgh I remember going out one night with a Danish student, being invited 

to come for a real meal by a lady whom I didn't know. On the road home I put my hand in my pocket 

for my hanky - instead I took out a ten pound note. That was just one of the very wonderful ways in 

which God supplied my need through people who had never been told about it. God is no man's 

debtor, and I was amazed at the wonderful way in which God poured in. 

These were days of proving God in the training home in Edinburgh. When I left the training home, I 

paid all my fees, and had £8 in my hand, double exactly what I had when I came into the home. That 

happened to Job as well. He possessed double what he had before God visited him. 

I wouldn't be without those days for anything - the struggle and the thrill of proving God in His own 

perfect will. Just to prove God's faithfulness! Just to prove that He is faithful to fulfil His promises to 

those whom He calls. 

How many times, however, in our bible college in Edinburgh I looked longingly at that suitcase of 

mine and thought "better pack it up and go home!" I longed for my island home. Doctrine was piled 

in upon me, and after a little time I suppose I had spiritual indigestion. 

I didn't know how things were managed in a bible college. I didn't know what the setup was. I didn't 

understand the people; they didn't understand me. I was from the country. I was such a wild colt 

that they nearly put me out of bible college. I was full of energy but that was about all I had. And I 

was full of mischief. It wasn't an easy thing, this school life, because I had been used to such a free 

life doing what I liked. And I was only a year saved. 

O, the tremendous spiritual conflict that a fisherman, fishing for souls, will come up against! 
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But I tell you something. I wanted to do the will of God. I had to get down in the presence of God 

and say "Lord, I've got nothing and I am nothing, but Lord, You said to me 'forget your own people 

and your father's house' and here I am. Rough, raw material I am, and I'm no use for anything else 

except what You've called me for." 

"The world? There's nothing in it for me. Home? There's nothing in it for me. God out into the world 

and find secular work? I might be able to do it, but Lord, I've no heart for it. God, You've put a 

passion in my heart for souls. That's all I'm good for. I'm no use for anything else." 

During those years of training I was impatient. I wanted to get out into the work. The second year, 

when I came back to the training home, the matron, Miss H H Kirkwood, met me at the door. She 

said "well Miss Morrison, aren't you glad to be back?". 

I said "I am not!" 

"What do you mean?" 

I answered "I would far rather be out in the work!" 

Thank God for our matron. She was a real 'mother in Israel' during those years of training. She used 

to pray for every student individually every morning, she and her co-worker in the college.  We 

cannot say enough about dear Miss Kirkwood who has given her whole life to God to minister to 

these students. She has given herself completely. Many a time, while she was giving her Tuesday 

night talks, we felt as did one brother. He actually wished he was under the table and not sitting on 

the chair because she used to make him feel so small.  

Once, as I was coming home from bible school I met on the boat a young man, a sailor who used to 

sing with me at the Gaelic concerts. He knew that I had been saved and we had a chat together. He 

was a little bit the worse for drink and, like many people who have a little bit of drink in them, he 

began to talk about religion. He asked me if I knew a certain man in the village by the name of John. 

(I knew John, he was a very dear friend, a little hunchbacked man who had never gone to school; all 

that he learned he taught himself in the home. When, as young converts, we used to go to visit him, 

the first thing he would do would be to put away the clock and say "now, youngsters, forget the 

time!" We would forget the time. That little hunchbacked man would sit on his seat and begin to 

speak to us about Calvary, and his face was the face of an angel. After singing and praying and 

listening to this man of God, we would come creeping home in the early hours of the morning). 

"But," said this young man to me "none of us fellows can ever leave the village without going to see 

John. He always has something good to say to us. And he prays." 

These ungodly young men could not leave the village without going to John. What was there about 

that life that was irresistible? It was God, God in that little man. John was a saint if ever there was 

one. His face radiated the beauty of the Lord Jesus Christ.  

Today this sailor is saved and on the side of Jesus Christ. 
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These years of training were good years. And they were years of getting to know not only the Lord 

but also oneself. I began to make a lot of self-discovery. God began to do a lot of pruning, a lot of 

cutting, and a lot of breaking. We began to learn that what He takes, He breaks. 

And after training, out into the work! That was what I was hungry for; that was what I wanted. 
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Unto Good Works 

"For we are His workmanship, created in Christ Jesus unto good works, which God hath ordained 

that we should walk in them." (Eph 2:10) 

Out to the highlands and islands of Scotland we went to preach the Word of God every second night. 

There was a lot of zeal and a lot of enthusiasm! Maybe not a lot of wisdom, but never mind! The 

Lord saved souls, and they came crowding to the meetings. We visited people in their homes, 

preached to them, sang to them, and prayed with them. In these little highland homes you would 

see the tears flowing freely. As we visited from home to home hearts were touched. People who 

hadn't gone to church for ten years came out to the meetings to sit and listen to the Word of God.  

The Spirit of God was outpoured. There were scenes - scenes like we saw in Lewis. God was moving 

by His Spirit. I went on like that for a number of years in the work of The Faith Mission. Some 

experiences we shall never forget.  

When we went to a certain place in Ardnamurchan, we were given one little cottage. The lady told 

us it was the only place where we could stay. There hadn't been anyone living in that cottage for 

about three months or more. The two ladies who had been there had died there and the room was 

left just as it was when they died. It was wonderful! You might have thought they had just gone out 

to church - except that the window had been left open. The cats had been in and out, and the rats 

had been in. The fish that had been taken in for the last patient's meal was still lying there. 

When we moved into that house I can still remember scraping the floor and washing it with 

disinfectant. I remember turning out the bed, putting it in the back yard, pouring kerosene on it and 

burning it up. As I scrubbed the floor I still remember saying to God "God, if you keep disease away 

from us we'll scrub for all we're worth. We don't care! We'll clean up the place. This mission is going 

to be all to your glory. We're not afraid of it." 

That night one of the team that went afterwards to Japan as a missionary (this was wonderful 

training for her) slept in the bed where the corpse had lain. I slept in a chair. It wasn't very 

comfortable, a bit hard, and I felt some aches in the morning, but never mind! We turned that little 

house into a little palace. If, however, we hadn't had the call of God we wouldn't have stuck to it. 

I remember another incident. I was a terrible sailor when I used to go to the Inner Hebrides. We 

would sail from Oban in the Highlands of Scotland right out to the Island of Tiree, a six hour journey. 

I was a wretched sailor, and I just couldn't face it. Even though I was brought up beside the sea. I 

didn't mind a little boat. I could bob about in a little boat. I could be tossed about this way and that; 

it wouldn't affect me. But the smell of fried kippers, the smoke of cigarettes and the rocking of the 

large boat were too much for me. 

I remember once going to bed on the boat in Oban at twelve midnight. The boat was going to leave 

the pier at six o'clock in the morning. Someone said "Quells are wonderful things. Lovely little 

tablets. Just take a couple of these and everything's all right." 

Obediently, I took a couple of Quells, and I thought "everything's going to be wonderful!" 
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I must have fallen asleep, but I woke up and oh, I felt miserable! I felt wretched. Oh the sea! "Oh I 

wish we'd get to Tiree!" I turned around to the girl who was with me "Jean, would you look out the 

porthole and see where we are?" 

She looked out of the porthole. We were still tied at the pier! And I had six hours of it to face on the 

water. 

Tiree was a little island just like a pancake. Twelve miles long and six miles wide, dropped in the 

ocean. Much of it was under sea level. We used to say "There's not one bit of shelter except fencing 

wire. Not even a bush." But even so, when we would come down the gangway to the island I would 

say "O, thank God, I don't want ever again to leave this island, I'll live here forever! I don't want to 

face the billows any more!" If I hadn't been sure of the call of God I could not have endured it! 

I skip over a few years in Tiree and Ardnamurchan and various other places in Scotland, then right up 

to the Island of Uist. 

The Island of Lewis has its religious background and history of many revivals. But Uist has no history 

of revival at all. The history books of revivals in the Highlands and islands of Scotland make no 

mention of the island of North Uist. 

Four of us young girls arrived in the island of Uist to start missions. When we arrived in Lochmaddy 

the people had never before seen pilgrims of The Faith Mission. First of all, when they saw us with 

our queer bonnets, they thought we were nuns, and of course, they looked upon us very, very 

suspiciously. 

When we arrived we prayed the Lord to open some homes for us, because we knew that our stay 

wasn't going to be short (we stay for six weeks, nine weeks, ten weeks, or maybe months in the one 

home. I don't know how they put up with us. I don't know whether the people in the islands have 

more grace or what, but they seem to enjoy us, and we seem to enjoy them too). We found two 

homes that were open to us and two of us went into each home. 

We went to visit the ministers. They were a bit suspicious of us. They were afraid to let these queer 

women come into their churches, and so of course these were not open to us at all. We went then 

and asked for the village hall, which was available.  

It wasn't a nice clean hall. The place had been built right over a spit where coal was kept at one time, 

and all the coal-dust was coming up through the floorboards. It was a dirty old place. 

I remember the first time we went there. It had been used for a dance after a wedding. We went 

down in the morning after the dance. A few hangers-around had danced right through the night. We 

went over to a certain gentleman and said "Where's the caretaker?"  

He pointed to a brush and broom standing in the corner. "There it is over there!" He said. So we got 

hold of the caretaker and made him work. 

And there were Tilly (mantle) lamps, eight or nine of them, to be lit and filled with kerosene every 

night. On the lamps were little mantles that were broken by the folk playing badminton in the hall. 

The shuttles used to hit the mantles and break them, so we always had to have a supply of fresh 
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ones with us. It was quite a job night after night to fix these Tilly lamps and sweep the floor. It was 

always very dusty. 

When the meetings started in the village hall the people came, but out of curiosity. They came to see 

these women. Of course we started singing hymns, but they didn't know the hymns. We had a little 

portable organ, but they were so interested in the organ that they wouldn't sing the hymns. So we 

sent the organ packing off on the next boat, and we decided we would sing without it.  

We sang without the organ, and the people began to learn the hymns. The hymns gripped their 

hearts. 

Life at best is very brief, 

Like the falling of a leaf, 

Like the binding of a sheaf; 

Be in time. 

Fleeting days are telling fast 

That the die will soon be cast 

And the fatal line be passed; 

Be in time. 

The spiritual atmosphere deepened night after night, and the devil lifted his head, his ugly head. 

Some people in the village began to say all manner of things about us. In a seaweed factory during 

the lunch hour break, the men tried to see who could tell the most immoral story about the pilgrims. 

You can imagine what the stories were like. The clerk of the county began to spread around rumours 

that we would make the people mental if they believed what we were saying. The people began to 

listen to the stories, but they still came to the meetings. 

I remember one day we had sent for the Rev Duncan Campbell to come and help us. The custom of 

the pilgrims in olden days when they were finding the battle tough was to send for reinforcements. 

We got the reinforcements, but when the reinforcements came he was too ill to do anything and 

was confined to bed. 

So one day we pilgrims gathered around his bed. I'll never forget it. We knelt there, the four of us, 

and began to pray. We prayed and we said "Now God, it's not the honour of the pilgrims, it's the 

honour of God that's at stake in this place. We're here in Your name, and we're here to see Your 

name vindicated." 

So we continued in the name of the Lord, and the atmosphere deepened and God began to work in 

hearts. We soon discovered, when the meeting was over in the hall at maybe ten o'clock at night, 

that we would come back to the home to find the neighbours gathered there. We would conduct 

family worship and preach again, right up until midnight. 

Then one night the break came. After weeks of preaching we made an appeal. The first night when 

we saw the people getting up here and there seeking Christ, we were nearly bowled over. We hardly 

expected that. Souls began to come to Christ. The Spirit of God began to be outpoured.  
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The local barman was saved - the barman at the hotel. Then instead of the bar being crowded, 

packed to capacity on Saturday nights, one Saturday night there were only seven men lounging 

about. The manager of the hotel began to get a little worried because he wasn't getting rid of his 

whiskey. He wondered what was wrong. The people were coming to the meetings, and the Spirit of 

God was being poured out in the community. Oh, what wonderful seasons of blessing. 

One day, after we spent six weeks in Lochmaddy, the local nurse came to me "will you come with me 

to the next district? We'll see if you can pray with my old patients." That day as we visited each 

home the Spirit of God was so evident in each one that it was easy to pray. These old people just sat 

and the tears ran down their faces.  

I came back and said to the other girls "God has moved before us to Sollas, and we're going to 

Sollas." So we closed the mission in Lochmaddy and moved over to Sollas. 

The first night we came to the school building the benches were set up in the ordinary way as it had 

been for the scholars. We went in and re-arranged them to accommodate as many people as 

possible. The headmaster who was an unconverted man, came out to see what we were doing. He 

said "You know, there was no need for that at all! For all the people you will get to the meeting you 

could do fine with it as it was." 

Just like a bolt from the blue the text came to my mind "I will work and who shall let it?" Isaiah 

43:13. We trembled as we went home to tell the other two pilgrims what had transpired between us 

and the headmaster and the word that God had given. We got down on our knees and prayed that 

God would work in Sollas. God worked. 

In the end, the headmaster had to open the side room; he had to bring in orange boxes to the front, 

then put coats in front of the boxes for the little ones to sit on. Buses came to the meetings. At the 

final meeting, the headmaster got up and said "I have a text for the pilgrims, and I have a text for the 

people. I want to give them to you. For the pilgrims, "blessed are they that are persecuted for 

righteousness sake; for theirs is the kingdom of heaven"" (Matt 5:10). The tears flowed as he turned 

to the congregation and said "For you I have this one: "blessed are they which do hunger and thirst 

after righteousness; for they shall be filled""  (Matt 5:6). 

Then we moved on to the next place. Where were we going to stay? That was a question. We were 

always willing to look after ourselves if we could find an empty house, but the only house we could 

find in the whole district was a house where there resided one lonely bachelor. Here were we, four 

spinsters, looking for lodging. We met the bachelor one day as he was outside at the van buying his 

groceries. I went up and asked him "What would you think if four young ladies came to stay with 

you?" 

He said "That would be all right. They could look after me!" He was an unconverted man, but a man 

who was very respectable and very much respected in the district. 

So we said "would you like us to come?" 

And he said "Yes." He had a lovely big house. When we came into the home he said "now don't ask 

me for anything! Just open the drawers and find things for yourselves. Never ask me for anything! All 

I want is for you to make my meals when I come in from the farm. That's all I want." 
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Then he organised some of the young men in the district. They were to seek out a room in the school 

that had no seats at all. When we went along to see what they were doing, there they were, nailing 

seats to the floor. We thought to ourselves "they expect us to stay for some time if they are nailing 

seats to the floor!" We came home and we cried to God and said "these five young men - they are 

leaders of the concerts in the district." We asked God to save these young men. The first to be saved 

in the mission were these young men, then our host. 

Our friend used to have family worship morning and evening with us all. My fellow-pilgrims were 

English, so we had the family worship in English. But that didn't satisfy him; he had it in Gaelic 

himself. He owned two or three dogs, and these would be running and playing about and yelping all 

day. But as soon as our host sat down with the bible, they just lay at his feet. They were used to him 

having the worship on his own. 

We used to go to bed at night and listen to him through the wall as he prayed in his room upstairs, 

"God have mercy upon my soul! Have mercy upon me, a sinner!" One night he waited behind in the 

meeting and brokenly he sought Christ as his saviour. 

What days we had during this time! One night a dormobile came to the meeting. There were so 

many in the dormobile, they were squeezed like sardines. I think there were seventeen inside. They 

were so squashed that someone put his elbow through the window and broke it. Another time a bus 

came to the meeting so full of people that the springs of the buss were broken (the expenses 

weren't paid by the pilgrims! I think the owners themselves paid). 

Somebody coming to the meetings said that he had never seen even at a worldly function as many 

cars and buses outside. We pilgrims were crowded into one corner of the building. We hadn't room 

to move. The people were sitting all round us and packing us out. At one meeting all the children had 

to be taken out to an adjoining room where one of the pilgrims kept them for two solid hours telling 

them bible stories. The services went on - first an hour in English, then an hour in Gaelic, then a 

prayer meeting. I don't know how long the prayer meeting lasted - maybe half an hour, maybe an 

hour. 

Outside the snow was falling, and the young people, the teenagers, came through the snow with 

their bicycles. They would come in and shake their coats, shake off the snow, and bring in their 

bicycles so the saddles would be dry for them to go back again. But nobody seemed to feel either 

the cold or the wind. The Lord was so wonderful in our midst. And how they would sing! 

He is not a disappointment; 

Jesus is far more to me 

Than in all my golden daydreams 

I had fancied He could be. 

We could hardly have a free day, there was nearly always a meeting. There was always something to 

keep us busy. When we finished the meetings in the school and went to our home, people were 

gathered there. They were hungry for us to go on, sing to them, pray with them, and speak to them 

about the Lord. 

We did not know what was happening in their hearts because their faces were absolutely like 

statues. They wouldn't show either appreciation or otherwise. But God began to work with them! 
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These were times of reality. Although there was more emotion in Lewis, and although there was less 

emotion in Uist, the work was just as deep. 

A dear old missionary had seen a vision from the Lord. The dream was that fifty of his own people 

would be saved. We used to call him "the shepherd". He used to come and shepherd his own people 

into the meetings. One night he came to us, "Pilgrims," he said, "the fifty are saved! Didn't I tell you? 

Didn't I tell you?" 

When he would begin to pray in the meeting he used to say the strangest things. We had to think a 

little while before we knew what he was getting at. He would say "Lord! Lord! Lord! Build up the fire! 

Throw more sticks into it!" He was speaking spiritually. 

When we came to the next place we wanted some of the ministers to appear at the meetings and to 

help the converts. We weren't there to establish a church; we weren't there to build up a church for 

The Faith Mission. We were there to see the name of the Lord glorified and to hand over these 

converts to the shepherds of the flock. But the shepherds wouldn't come. 

I remember going to the manse one day with my fellow-pilgrim. She began to speak to this young 

minister, to plead with him with tears. "Come to the meetings! Make yourself known so that the 

people will see that the ministers are concerned for their flock!" And although she spoke to him with 

tears, he wouldn't budge even a little. 

She was Irish, and she turned to him eventually and said "you're just a little pope! That's what you 

are!" (we knew him very well; we could say almost anything to him and we could go back to him at 

any time). But he was afraid to go and step into meetings in another man's parish. It's not clerical 

etiquette.  

Thank God for those that did stand with us. There were ministers from the other islands, converts of 

the Lewis revival who came and identified themselves with us. 

Then to Carinish. We went to the village hall. The clerk here tried to drive us out. He began to charge 

£2-odd an hour for the hall. We went to the hall at seven o'clock to light the lamps and light the 

heater. And we were there sometimes til eleven o'clock. That meant quite an expensive night. But 

God gave us His word. God gave us His promise. Nothing daunted, we went ahead in the name of 

the Lord. 

At the end of the quarter we had no deficit at all. We had no bother at all, as far as paying for the 

hall was concerned. When god opened hearts he opened pockets as well! The blessing flowed into 

lives and the financial blessing flowed to us and we paid all the expenses. When those in authority 

saw eventually that they couldn't stop us, they closed the hall to us altogether.  

The Spirit of God went before us from village to village and there were seasons of refreshing in the 

presence of the Lord. 
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Who Shall Deliver Me? 

"O wretched man that I am! Who shall deliver me from the body of this death." (Rom 7:24) 

I had been for a number of years in The Faith Mission by that time, and then God began to teach me. 

He brought someone else - a man all the way from India, Joshua Daniel of the Lay-men's Evangelical 

Fellowship to preach to us. The Indian preacher came for a few nights to the Island to help us. 

As he preached a message of holiness from the Word of God, God began to speak to me for the first 

time about this message of holiness. I had worked for years in The Faith Mission. I had heard the 

message, but as I have said already I could understand Jesus, but I couldn't understand doctrines of 

any kind. I couldn't understand blessings that were pigeon-holed. But God began to reveal to me at 

that time, through the message of that dear Indian brother, the need of my own heart. 

I had had many experiences during the revival in Lewis, but I suddenly began to realise that the 

Word of God again was searching my heart and breaking me down. I found myself again in the same 

grips of the Holy Spirit. This time He was dealing not with others, but with me. 

There I was getting up and preaching to others. I had begun to read the bible because I was looking 

for sermons for others, but suddenly the Word would come like a boomerang to my own heart. And 

as I was studying the Word of God for others it began to search me. 

I was busy in the Lord's service. That is why I preach on the lost axe head (2 Kings 6:1-7). I was so 

busy with the task that I was beginning to neglect the axe. I began to realise that my prayer life was 

more dutiful than delightful. It was more a duty than a delight to pray in God's presence. 

Mind you, I still prayed with tears! I still poured out my heart for the souls of men! And not for one 

moment did I want to go back. I wanted to go forward in the name of the Lord. Not for one moment 

had I become cool toward the souls of men. I was still anxious to see people saved, and they came 

night after night. 

What characters! I think of one dear man who was an alcoholic. When his wife went away to the 

mainland to have a little baby he was left at home. But he wouldn't stay away from the public house. 

He used to take his little boys in the lorry and leave them sitting all night outside the bar while he 

himself stayed inside drinking. 

That dear man and his wife were saved in the meeting. One of the little boys came to the pilgrims 

one day and (oh, how pathetic!) said "you know, when Daddy used to come home on Friday he 

never brought us anything. But now Daddy brings us sweets on Friday. Daddy's so different since the 

Lord has saved him!" 

Oh, he is different, and a prayer meeting goes on week after week in that home. Such a change. His 

face has changed; his whole being is changed. 

God was working in the meetings, God was working in revival, and God was working in my own heart 

and life. 

I was reading these days Spurgeon's daily readings, The Cheque Book of the Bank of Faith, and every 

day seemed to bring a message to my own heart. Stripping me. And I began to go into awful 
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darkness. I thought, "here is God dealing with me and showing me that my heart is not right in the 

sight of God, and yet God is working in the meetings!" And I began to say "this must all be very 

psychological. I think I'll study psychology and see how it all comes about." And I was led into 

complete darkness. 

I was preaching night after night in my own language, but preaching with a heart that was rent. And I 

was struggling and praying and striving with tears day after day. Seeing myself just as I was. The 

bleakness and barrenness within and, to me, the lost axe head. But something infinitely more - the 

principle within that refused to be Christ-like. As Oswald Chambers has said "there was something 

within that wouldn't keep sweet." 

Outwardly I hadn't done anything that anybody could see. Outwardly I hadn't gone back to the old 

life, nor had I any desire to go back to the old life. Outwardly I hadn't backslidden. I didn't feel now 

that I was backslidden - but there was something wrong. 

I began to discover to discover something of the uncrucified life. I began to see myself. I thought 

"I've never grown in grace since I've come to the Lord. I've been living in the zeal of revival for these 

years. There's something wrong somewhere!" 

"The good that I would I do not; but the evil which I would not, that I do. o wretched man that I am! 

Who shall deliver me from the body of this death?" (Rom 17:9, 24) "The good that I would I do not" - 

I could understand that. "the evil which I would not, that I do." Although for years I hadn't been 

interested in reading books on holiness, I began to read S L Brengle's book on holiness, Thomas 

Cook's New Testament Holiness, and The Life of Charles Finney. The truth about holiness seemed to 

light up to me in a new way because of my own present experience, because of the place where I 

then was. 

One day a young girl came into my room very, very broken. She said to me "you know, where I come 

from they don't believe in the message of sanctification. My heart cries out for it!" 

That was how I was. My heart was crying out. Crying out not even for a blessing, but for God Himself. 

But oh, the darkness! The awful darkness. Then God began to draw out from the past, away before 

my conversion, things that ought to be put right. I thought that these things were forgiven long ago. 

But I began to see, "yes, God can forgive, but God can't forgive back again what you yourself have 

got to give." Then I began to see down through the years of my pilgrim life attitudes and criticisms. 

Little things of which I had thought nothing, now became huge big mountains. 

At that time I suffered more from conviction of sin than I did before my conversion. The Lord 

brought my mind back to things that had happened before I was saved. Restitution had to be made 

to the mills in Lewis which had sent out the wool. We weavers used to keep some wool left over and 

make things for ourselves. Suddenly this became like a mountain to me. I had to sit down and write 

to the mills telling them exactly all that I had taken and sending them the money that I thought it 

was worth. 

Other things came to my mind. I had to do a bit of reckoning and a bit of straightening out, so letter 

after letter was written. And when I began to face these things and put them right with God, I began 

to realise something else. As I was humbling myself in the presence of God, I began to discover what 

a proud person I was. It was difficult for me to do these things because I was so proud. 
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After all, now I was wearing The Faith Mission uniform! After all, hadn't I gone through the revival? 

Hadn't I seen revival? But what was all this about? This awful, wretched inside? All the ugliness 

inside? What was this awful conflict that had gripped me? 

God was turning my eyes inside myself. Oh, I knew that God had forgiven! I knew perfectly well what 

had happened in Lewis. I couldn't doubt that experience. But I knew that I was facing now the 

challenge of the crucified life, the challenge of the utterly surrendered life. Yes, I had lived by faith, 

but He was calling me to something higher - identification with our Lord Jesus Christ. 

What misery I went through on my knees in the presence of God. How God spoke to me through His 

Word. How He comforted me. Yes, He consoled me on the one hand, and He smote me on the other, 

but He always balanced the two. 

He didn't give me too much to think of at the time. One thing after another was opened up to me. 

My attitudes - how I'd said the right things in the wrong way. Things that other people were not 

aware of I was terribly aware of in my own life. I really began to face myself as I had never done 

before. And one day, looking into the mirror, I said to my fellow-pilgrim "you know, Jean, I hate that 

face that looks at me there!" It was my own face. I hated it with all my heart. 

This experience wasn't an easy thing to go through. I quite understand what W P Nicolson said when 

God was challenging him to be humble before Him and to be anything and do anything to get the 

blessing of God. When W P Nicolson was in that state he cried "God, I want to die!" 

And I said that. I said "God, I want to die, and I wish I could die." 

I wanted to die, and Satan told me to end it all. I was out on my little motor scooter. I was travelling 

along the road and he said "just let her rev! Just let her go! Go into the ditch and have done with it!" 

You know what God's answer to that was? There was one word that seemed to come before my 

mind and it was the word GRACE! And I felt as if I were borne along and every suggestive thing was 

wiped out of my mind. I knew then that Satan was just having another go. 

It would have been easier to have died physically than to have gone through these days of dying to 

myself. 

I remember as a child (I used to have a very vivid imagination) I was always afraid of being buried 

alive. Have you ever had that experience? You're sound asleep and dream that you're sick and ailing 

and suffering. You see yourself, and all the people around you, full of sympathy and then you think 

you're dead. Then you come to, and you're surrounded by darkness. After a moment or two you 

realise that you're in a coffin and then one awful moment - what shall I do? Is the coffin in the 

house? Is it under the soil? Where am I? Then you begin to kick and you begin to heave, and then 

you wake up in a sweat and realise you're in bed. 

Dying to oneself - that is the hardest death. This is not the dying of a deathbed, when the soul is 

separated from the body, when the hand of icy death grips us. No, this is something infinitely harder 

than that. This is a burial unto death. The seed is buried alive. If it isn't buried alive it's no use - it's 

just rotten. 
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I remembered granddad's potato field. As I would turn up the drill there was a lovely nest of 

beautiful potatoes. Aye, but right in the midst of them there was an empty skin. Wizened, nothing in 

it; empty. It was the old seed that was planted. But were it not for the little, wizened skin, there 

wouldn't have been such a lovely nest of potatoes. These new potatoes were the result of its 

escaping life.  

Dying to myself meant weeks of broken-hearted misery, preaching the message of God that, night 

after night, was coming as a boomerang to my own heart. I couldn't preach a word to others until I 

preached to my own heart first of all. 

Then, when it seemed that God had emptied my life of everything, when I was being humbled and I 

felt that I couldn't come any lower, when God put His hand on all the things that were not legitimate 

in my life and I didn't care what He would do with me, then He began to put His hand on the things 

that were legitimate. 
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Crucified with Christ 

"I am crucified with Christ; nevertheless I live; yet not I, but Christ liveth in me: and the life which I 

now live in the flesh I live by the faith of the Son of God, who loved me, and gave Himself for me." 

(Gal 2:20) 

I don't like telling these things, but I know that they are relevant. I know that they have to do with 

you; they have to do with me.  

God began to put his hand on the things that are legitimate. Doesn't the Word say that "He shall sit 

as a refiner and purifier of silver"? (Mal 3:3). What does it mean to get the blessing of God? Not just 

to come out in the meeting and say "God, I trust You to sanctify me," and that's that. it's not as easy 

as that. To me, it wasn't at all as easy as that.  

When God had dealt with me about all the other things, I began to realise that there was still 

something else that He wanted. There was more. There was still a major issue in my life. That was 

the hardest one of all. The other things I had gone through, yes I had seen the wrong in them.  

What was the thing that was legitimate? This matter of my own plans. I had plans for my own life. 

Really, I didn't think they were my own plans; I thought they had God's blessing on them. And I could 

sing heartily the hymns and fit the words all beautifully into the plan and programme of God. I didn't 

think for one moment of denying God's call to me. I made it perfectly clear and perfectly plain that I 

could not turn away from the call of God.  

In my mind these plans were not divorced from the purposes of God. These plans were all to me part 

and parcel of the work to which God had called me.  

What was my intention? It was to settle down with one who was going to be in the ministry for 

Christ. And everything was set. 

But God cut across my plans. "I want Your Isaac" He seemed to be saying. These were trying days as I 

sought to go through with God. I began to learn what it was to live by faith. Mind you, I had to go 

through some difficult things. I had to sort out this matter. It wasn't easy; it was extremely difficult. 

You see, I was aware of the fact that there was an 'old man' dwelling within me that had never been 

crucified. I read my bible, and I read these words "when thou passest through the waters, I will be 

with thee; and through the rivers, they shall not overflow thee." (Is 43:2)  

"You've got to go through the waters" Jesus said, "but I will be with you". 

One night I was in such great distress before the meeting that I said to Jean "I don't know how to go 

on." And when I was praying I said "God, if this is Your hand upon my life, then save some notorious 

character in the meeting tonight." 

That night after the meeting was assembled I looked over the audience to see the Christians and to 

see if there was anyone who was unsaved. There, sitting in the meeting was a notorious alcoholic 

with the tears streaming down his face. To this day he's bright for God. 
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When I saw him I said "Lord, I thank You. If this is Your hand, I want to go through with You. I want to 

go through." 

You know what I then realised? I realised this: I'm passing through this, not just for myself, but for 

others. And I accepted it in that way. I knew that God was perfecting all that concerned me. He said 

to me "I have chosen thee in the furnace of affliction." (Is 48:10). 

One morning at four o'clock, lying beside my fellow-worker, I woke up. And I knew why God woke 

me - it was this matter, this friendship in my life. I lay there and I wept and I fought and I cried. but I 

knew that this all had to go on the altar.  

I struggled and I wrestled. I said to God "but God, You can't do a thing like this! You can't do these 

things all of a sudden! You can't ask me to go and break off this friendship without making any 

previous suggestion of it! You couldn't, Lord. you've got to think of the other person's feelings!" So I 

began to argue. 

Then God gave me a vision. To me it was as real as if it had been visible to the human eye. He 

showed me Abraham and Isaac going up Mount Moriah. The question that came to me so clearly 

was this: "Did Abraham explain to Isaac what he was going to do with him before he took him to the 

top of the mount?" 

And I said "no, Lord, I quite understand." But I wept. 

And then God said to me "I want your Isaac. Every gift that you have received from this friend, I want 

you to give it back, every one. Without any explanation I want you to break off this friendship." 

God is a sovereign god. I wept and then finally I said "Lord, Lord. Yes. You can have every bit that 

there is of Mary Morrison." 

Just like a flash once again the uplifted Christ was before me with His arms spread wide upon the 

cross and the blood streaming down from His hands. I felt utterly ashamed that I considered this 

thing to be a cross when I saw once again the five bleeding wounds that He bore. As I viewed that 

sight of Calvary's cross I felt so ashamed of my tears. I felt so ashamed that I should have even 

thought of the cost of saying yes to God on this issue. 

See from His head, His hands, His feet, 

Sorrow and love flow mingled down; 

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet; 

Or thorns compose so rich a crown? 

It wasn't an easy issue, but God gave grace. And His Word? What did He say to me? When it seemed 

that I could bear no more of this wretched and un-crucified self, God spoke to me this word: "I have 

blotted out, as a thick cloud, thy transgressions, and, as a cloud, thy sins; return unto me; for I have 

redeemed thee." (Is 44:22) "I will remember your sin no more." (Jer 31:34). 

On my knees before God I tell you I wept. I sighed, and I praised the Lord. "When thou passest 

through the waters, I will be with thee; and through the rivers, they shall not overflow thee." (Is 

43:2). The Word of God was so precious. And then He said to me "I have chosen thee in the furnace 

of affliction" (Is 48:10). 
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It was a furnace. "I have chosen thee" - these words were so blessed; so precious. I had nothing else 

left but these words - "I have chosen thee." 

That morning I sat down at breakfast time. I still remember I had boiled eggs in front of me. And I 

turned to my fellow-worker and said "Jean, everything is on the altar for God this morning." 

Before Jean could answer God spoke to me again. I saw my life as so worthless and so small and 

God's word came into my ear "deeper yet, deeper yet!" 

I met my friend one night and I said "I'm going to give you back everything you've given me." 

He said "please don't!" And as he went away there were tears in his eyes.  

I tell you, it wasn't easy. But the moment I said yes to the Lord, the moment I went through with 

God, He opened my eyes to the whole thing. God showed me how He had saved me from a fearful 

pit. I saw clearly that the net had been spread for my feet. Today I would have been in it but for the 

mercy and grace of God. 

You know why? That man became a backslider. Indeed, it appears that he never really was genuinely 

saved.  

And when I saw what God had delivered me from, I tell you, I go down on my face before God and 

again and again and again I wept before Him and said "thank you, Lord, for saving me! Thank you, 

Lord, for delivering me." Again and again since that day I have knelt to thank God that I was willing 

to say yes that morning at four o'clock and give God everything. If I hadn't I'd probably be living a 

lifetime with a broken heart. 

I believe that God brought this trial into my life to test me. Yes, I cannot but believe that God put it 

into my life to test me out and to try me out. He allowed me to become absolutely infatuated (that's 

all it was) in order that I might show to God in strict obedience, that my heart was in the right place. 

but the God who gave is also the God who took away and I can say "blessed be the name of the 

Lord" (Job 1:21). 

That experience has transformed my whole Christian life and action. I could never say before with 

truth, but I could say it then, "I am crucified with Christ" (Gal 2:20). I knew what it was to know 

deliverance from self, from all self-desire and self-ambition because now I could truthfully say "I am 

crucified with Christ. I have nothing, Lord, nothing but thyself." 

Then I really began to feel and know what it was to bear the cross of Christ. Then I began to realise 

the stretches of loneliness in the life of the Lord Jesus. Then I began to feel something of the pain of 

being identified with Him in His suffering. 

His grace was all-sufficient for me when it was most needed.  

I tell you this, there was no bitterness in my soul. Not one iota. Gratitude? Yes, to God. Thank God 

for that experience. I shall thank God for it to the end of my days. 

Call it a second blessing, call it what you like. It doesn't matter what you call it as long as you use 

scriptural terms. Sanctification means being set apart and cleansed. But I can best explain it as far as 
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my experience is concerned, as an experience of ceasing from myself and resting in God. "There 

remaineth therefore a rest to the people of God" (Heb 4:9). 

This rest was the rest of ceasing from myself. It was the rest of absolute abandonment. It was the 

rest of casting all upon God. It was the rest of knowing that everything was under Christ's blood. And 

that now, day by day, I lived not knowing what the morrow would hold. I did not even know what 

the next moment would hold, but I did know that God held it all, and that God held my life for time 

and eternity. 

Is that the end-all of our experience? Thank God, that is only the beginning of new discoveries of 

God. Some dear people think that once they get into the blessing of sanctification all they have to do 

is live in the joy of it. My dear friends, when the children of Israel went into the land of Canaan they 

went in armed to the teeth! 

And yet, Canaan stands for rest! It seems a contradiction but it really isn't. Canaan stands for a rest 

of heart, the rest of absolute abandonment. And now the armour of God is clothing the soul. The 

Spirit of God comes and takes possession of that which is rightly His, a cleansed vessel. He magnifies 

Himself in that vessel. I will say that to do the will of Jesus, that is rest. 

We are like little children playing with pebbles on the beach. We have a God and a great King, and 

how we thank God that He can manifest Himself where there has been no revival, that He can 

manifest Himself and set aflame for God an island that had not previously known revival. 

I could take you to that island today and introduce you to choice souls, men and women of God who 

came into touch with God during those days. Two of them are today preaching in my island home 

among my people. Two of these young men went into The Faith Mission, became pilgrims of The 

Faith Mission, and went back to my island home. When they started to preach in my district the first 

one to be saved was my own aunt. 

O, the wonder of God's grace! The adventure of venturing your all upon the Lord! 
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Other Sheep I Have 

"And other sheep I have, which are not of this fold; them also I must bring, and they shall hear My 

voice; and there shall be one fold, and one Shepherd." (John 10:16) 

Now to bring the testimony up to date; I used to sing during the revival in Lewis. 

I can hear my Saviour calling; 

I'll go with Him all the way. 

When we sing these lines we hardly know what they mean. We hardly know what we are saying. I 

told you some of the ways that I had to be willing to go through, and from that day I felt a 

tremendous burden for the Lord's own people. 

After I left our annual Scottish Faith Mission convention one year, I went down to a wonderful 

convention in Southport, England, where God manifested Himself and spoke to my soul. I then went 

over to Ireland to yet another convention and preached with the Rev Duncan Campbell. 

I knew that God was speaking to me and was breaking me up again and preparing me for something 

else. Strange as it may seem, again and again when I opened my little psalm book it fell open at the 

91st psalm. Sometimes at night I would just read a psalm and go to bed and invariably it turned out 

to be the 91st. I wondered eventually, "why is it that I'm reading this psalm so often?" 

One morning I was on my knees having my quiet time as usual. I had a little prayer catalogue in front 

of me, and my eyes lit upon this. "Pray for Congo converts". It was the time of the trouble in the 

Congo, and I began to pray for the Congolese. I tell you something; I've never felt so ashamed in all 

my life as I did when I brokenly prayed for these Congolese.  

I had come home from South Africa the year before with a set of slides on the Congo, which I 

showed to my people in Lewis, appealing to them for interest in this work. And I was interested, that 

was all. 

In the area of which I'm thinking, every Congolese has at least three chronic diseases, and there's 

not one nurse, and not one doctor to care for them. In one area, 80% are lepers.  

As I prayed for them I began to feel "oh these multitudes who have never, never heard the Gospel!" 

I felt utterly crushed in the presence of God.  

It seemed as if God was saying to me "what contribution have you made to that?" 

I said "Lord, nothing. Nothing. Nothing." 

Then as I turned to my reading, and it was Psalm 91 that opened; it was my daily reading. I had just 

been reading from Genesis to Revelation and happened to be at this place. 

"He that dwelleth in the secret place of the most high shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty. 

I will say of the Lord, He is my refuge, and my fortress; my God; in Him will I trust, surely He shall 

deliver thee from the snare of the fowler and from the noisome pestilence. He shall cover thee with 

His feathers, and under His wings shalt thou trust; His truth shall be thy shield and buckler. Thou 

shalt not be afraid of the terror by night; nor for the arrow that flieth by day;" (you know, suddenly I 
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found myself in the Congo. I read on) "nor for the pestilence that walketh in darkness; nor for the 

destruction that wasteth at noonday. A thousand shall fall at thy side and ten thousand at the right 

hand; but it shall not come nigh thee. Only with thine eyes thou shalt behold and see the reward of 

the wicked. Because thou hast made the Lord which is thy refuge, even the most high, thy 

habitation; there shall no evil befall thee, neither shall any plague come nigh thy dwelling. For He 

shall give His angels charge over thee, to keep thee in all thy ways. They shall bear thee up in their 

hands, lest thou dash thy foot against a stone." (Psalm 91:1-12). 

Now this is something that I cannot understand. As I read through the psalm I shook from head to 

foot. I said "but Lord, the Congo? Are you telling me to go to the Congo? What is this?" 

I got up from my knees and I began to sing. Before I really thought, I caught myself singing "'I can 

hear my Saviour calling; I'll go with Him all the way' - even to the Congo". I walked downstairs and I 

stopped singing. The tears came and I thought, I will sing it. I mean it. I really mean it. 

I came down and sat at the breakfast table. After breakfast my host took out his bible. He said "I'm 

going to read this morning from the 91st Psalm." That morning he gave an exposition on the three 

parts of the psalm (it was the only morning that he gave an exposition on his reading). I kept still and 

quiet although I was shaking. 

Then these lovely words of Tersteegen came to me 

Oh will that willeth good alone, 

Lead thou the way - thou guidest best; 

A little child I follow on 

And, trusting, lean upon thy breast. 

"Upon God's will I lay me down - 

A child upon its mother's breast, 

Nor silken couch nor softest bed 

Could e'er afford me such sweet rest." 

Day after day, day after day God spoke to me along the same lines. Then one day, hungry for God, I 

got down on my knees before Him and opened the Word. I read a chapter through and the word 

that came to me forcibly from heaven was this, "This vision is yea for an appointed time, but at the 

end it shall speak and not lie; though it tarry, wait for it; because it will surely come, it will not tarry" 

(Habakkuk 2:3). Again I shook in God's presence. 

The vision is for an appointed time. It seemed as if God was opening my eyes to the fact that He 

wanted to send a visitation of His Spirit to our land, and open closed doors again. The thing I wanted 

most and I think I want most now (I believe I'm saying the truth when I say this) is to be among these 

dear Congolese when Jesus comes again. 

But what now? I know I'm in the will of God. I know I'm doing what God wants me to do, not 

entertaining, but stirring up God's people for revival - for a visitation of God in reality to our souls.  

There are many reading this to whom the Lord is not real. God is not speaking to you because you 

are not on speaking terms with Him. Young people, many of you have your father and mother's 
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religion but you don't have one of your own. You have something second-hand. But I believe there 

are many with hungry hearts reading this. You desire reality in spiritual things. 

Listen! The world is waiting for the repentance of the church. God is waiting for the repentance of 

His church. I believe that the remnant within the church are hungry. They are sick and tired of mere 

formalism. They are sick and tired of ceremony and modern evangelism. They want reality in the 

realm of religion. They want God. They want God to visit them. I believe that is true. 

I believe furthermore, that God is going to visit them.  God must visit us. God encourages us to 

believe that He will visit us, because He said "If my people, which are called by My name, shall 

humble themselves, and pray, and seek my face, and turn from their wicked ways; then will I hear 

from heaven" (2 Chronicles 7:14). 

God is going to do it. In His plan and programme, I believe He will once again open wide the doors. 

Oh, judgement will come. Judgement must come. Judgement must come on this land. On Britain. On 

America. Judgement must come on this world. Persecution must come upon the church to purify the 

church. Revival will come. Doors will be opened. Forces will be let loose to reach the unreached, 

who's condition is a shame and a disgrace to the church of Jesus Christ. 

Aye, it is a shame and a disgrace, but there are men and women who have never heard. Oh the 

tragedy. What are they saying? "Come over and help us." What are they saying? "Why don't you 

send the missionaries?" 

The missionaries can't get in; I know they can't get in. But will they not get in when you and I believe 

God? Will they not get in when you and I are in real touch with God and will do what He says to 

prepare these dear people for the coming again of our Lord and Master, Jesus Christ? 

The coming again of Christ is going to be the next great major event in history. "Behold, He cometh 

with clouds... He which testifieth these things saith 'Surely I come quickly'; Amen, even so come Lord 

Jesus" (Revelation 1:7; 22:20). 


