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PREFACE
There is not much left to add to the vast body of literature about the Azusa Street Revival, but here is a 
little gem from the past. A Sparkling Fountain by evangelist Rachel Sizelove was published in 1934 as 
a pamphlet and an article in the Assemblies of God newsletter Word and Work. There is very little 
biographical information about Rachel Artemissa Harper Sizelove (1864-1941) but her arrival in 
Springfield, Missouri in 1907 was like a little pebble that started a big avalanche. Her story is written in
“the language of Canaan” – the old Holiness Movement dialect drawn from the King James Bible and 
Methodist hymn books. It is typical of the early Pentecostal literature: unsophisticated, clear, concise 
and forceful. It appears here exactly as she wrote it.

Wayne Kraus

A SPARKLING FOUNTAIN FOR THE WHOLE EARTH

Rachel Sizelove, 1905, age 40
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A FAITHFUL MESSENGER
We wish to present a short account of how God used Rachel A. Sizelove, one of His handmaidens, to 
carry the good news to Springfield, Missouri, and there later to establish an assembly and begin a 
work that has grown to be the headquarters of the largest organization of the movement, which in 1914
adopted the name of “General Council of the Assemblies of God.” 

PENTECOST HAS COME
She was living in Los Angeles, California, when the Holy Spirit was poured out as on the Day of 
Pentecost, and the great revival began. In the month of April, 1906, a few of God's children under the 
leadership of Brother Seymour began to tarry before the Lord in a cottage meeting for the Baptism as 
given in Acts 2:4, and brother C.S. Lee, a colored man, was the first one to receive the Baptism of the 
Holy Ghost with the Bible evidence of speaking in other tongues as the Spirit gave utterance. The 
second was sister Evans, and the power of God began to fall. 

OLD AZUSA MISSION
They sought a place to hold their meetings and the dear Lord was pleased to direct them down in the 
slum district of the city to a building on Azusa Street, where there were wholesale houses and stock 
yards on one side and a tombstone shop on the other. It was an old building that had been used for a 
store room below and for living quarters above. Yet the dear Lord saw fit to let the Shekinah glory rest 
over that place until hundreds of people received the Baptism of the Holy Ghost.

We were attending a Free Methodist camp meeting in June, 1906, and I heard there was a company of 
people in an old building, speaking in tongues as on the day of Pentecost. My husband passed by and 
heard such wonderful singing in the Spirit.

I went with him and, as we entered the building, somehow, I was touched by the presence of God. It 
was such an humble place with its low ceilings and rough floor. Cobwebs were hanging in the windows
and joists. As I looked around I thought of Jesus when He came to earth and was born in a manger. 
There was no place for Him in the inn. I thought of the fine church houses in the city of Los Angeles, 
but the Lord had chosen this humble spot to gather all nationalities, to baptize them with the Holy 
Ghost. The building was soon cleaned out and the ceilings were whitewashed. A large box served as the
pulpit stand. Brother Seymour stayed behind that box on his knees before the Lord, hid away from the 
eyes of the world so much of the time. O! How God used that old colored brother and gave him 
wisdom as He did Moses to lead and teach the people.

It was in the afternoon when I first went there. There were about twelve of God's children, white and 
colored, the tarrying before the Lord, some sitting and some kneeling. My attention was especially 
drawn to two young men, brother Clifford and brother Johnson. The latter soon after went to Sweden 
and the later to Palestine as a missionary. These two young men were sitting with eyes closed, with 
faces uplifted toward heaven, a heavenly glow upon their faces, speaking in tongues to themselves and 
to God. “Howbeit in the Spirit they were speaking mysteries.”

WOOING OF THE HOLY SPIRIT
My very soul cried out, “O! Lord, these people have something I do not have.” Brother Seymour gave 
out the Word and made an altar call, and said anyone wanting to seek the Lord for pardon or 
sanctification or the Baptism of the Holy Ghost and fire to come and bow at the altar. I thought, “Well, 
praise God, he is not doing away with any of my experience or belief, but just adding to my experience 
that of the Baptism of the Holy Ghost, which he said could only come to a clean heart.”



THE HOLY SPIRIT DESCENDS
I went home and began to search the Word of God. I saw it was in the Bible. I was again in the mission 
in July, 1906. By that time crowds were beginning to gather. When brother Seymour gave the altar call,
I with many others went to the altar. Raising my hands toward heaven, I said, “Lord, I want my 
inheritance, the Baptism of the Holy Ghost and fire.” Instantly in the spirit I saw as it were a bright star 
away in the distance and my very soul crying out to God. “As the hart panteth after the water brook so 
my soul panteth after Thee, O God.” O! I knew it was He, and as He came nearer He was in the form of
a beautiful white dove. As He came so close as to be between me and the ceiling I thought I was going 
to receive Him and I was slain upon the floor. Then the Lord began to work in me. I had died out to 
everything of which I knew and believed I had a clean heart in the sight of God, but He asked me if I 
cared what my church said. I said, “O! Lord, my church will receive anything that is from You.” Then 
O! How I was shaken by the power of God. A stillness as death came over me and the Lord whispered 
“Clay in the Potter's hands.” I had read that many times in the scripture, but never until now did I 
really know the meaning. I thought, “O! I know I can receive Him now!” In the spirit I looked up to 
where He had stopped between me and the ceiling. To my surprise He was not up there, but had 
descended to me. There was a great open space in my heart and He just came in and took up His abode.
There was such a holy hush that it seemed that the whole world was put to silence. Someone whispered
to my husband sitting near that Sister Sizelove was not breathing. I thought that I dare not breathe the 
breath of life in the holy presence of the Father. So bless God, I can say with Paul, “whether in the 
body or out of the body I cannot tell.” I do know that I was in the most holy place. How can I ever 
praise Him for what He has done for Me!

He knew that my church would not receive it. I did not know for it was in the beginning and I did not 
know the churches would fight it. So He had me die out to the opinion of my church before He could 
baptize me with the Baptism of the Holy Ghost.

A CALL TO CARRY THE MESSAGE
The Lord showed me I must go back east and tell my mother and brothers and sisters what the Lord had
done for me and bring them the blessed message. In May, 1907, my husband said I could go back to 
Springfield, Missouri, where my mother was living with my sister and her family. I hurried down to the
Azusa Street mission and had some of the saints pray with me for the Lord to make His will plain to 
me. The evidence came so clearly, “My child, you may go and I will be with you.” The saints gathered 
around me and laid their hands upon my head and prayed that the blessing of the Lord would go with 
me. The brethren in charge gave me a minister's license, which I still possess. I had had a license with 
the Methodist Church for many years, but they now rejected Pentecost.

On my trip, on the same train I traveled was a dear colored sister who had been to the Azusa Street 
mission. She was on her way to carry the glad message to Africa. We talked with everyone we could 
about the mighty outpouring of the Holy Ghost and told them that Jesus was coming soon. For almost 
the first interpretation everyone had when they spoke in tongues was that “Jesus is coming soon.” The 
conductor gave us permission and we held services on the train. The people listened intently and many 
were convicted.

THE FIRST PENTECOSTAL MEETING IN SPRINGFIELD, MISSOURI
On arriving in Springfield, Missouri, as I was greeted in the home of my sister, the Holy Spirit spoke 
through me in tongues and then gave the interpretation, “The Holy Spirit as a dove shall hover over this
place.” Soon the neighbors came in to see me and inquire of the great Pentecostal revival being poured 
out in Los Angeles. After telling them how the Lord had baptized me with the Holy Ghost I said, “We 
have been talking of the wonderful works of God, let us kneel down and pray before you go away.” 



And while I was praying the Holy Ghost prayed through me in other tongues, and when my sister heard
me praying in tongues she reached her hands toward heaven and cried, “O! Lord, this is You, and I 
want the Baptism of the Holy Ghost,” and was slain under the mighty power of God. The meeting 
lasted all night. My sister received the Baptism of the Holy Ghost and spoke and sang in tongues. How 
precious and how holy the very atmosphere seemed to be with the presence of the Lord. She was the 
first to receive the Baptism of the Holy Ghost in Springfield. This was on the night of June 1, 1907. 
From that time on the power began to fall and has been falling ever since and will continue until Jesus 
comes. Hallelujah!

My sister said she would go over in town and try to get a place for me to preach while I was there. I 
said I just wanted the Lord to direct and lead and that I did not try to do anything of myself. We had 
cottage prayer meetings. I had a great desire to see the Lord have His way in Springfield. The seed was 
sown and began to grow, but my sister can relate better about the early struggles and growth in 
Springfield.

A MARVELLOUS VISION
In the year 1913 the Lord permitted me to return again to Springfield. By this time there was quite a 
good sized assembly of baptized saints. One after noon I was alone in a room in my sister's home, and 
was carried away in the Spirit, and the Lord gave me a vision. There appeared before me a beautiful, 
bubbling, sparkling fountain in the heart of the city of Springfield. It sprang up gradually but 
irresistibly and began to flow toward the East and toward the West, toward the North and toward the 
South, until the whole land was deluged with living water. 

This was before the brethren met together at Hot Springs, Arkansas, and formed the General Council of
the Assemblies of God. Because I had to die out to my own church, the Free Methodist Church, I had 
been opposed to organizations and churchianity, afraid of getting wrapped up in formality. But when I 
think of the vision the Lord brought before me of the waters flowing out from Springfield I have to say 
surely the General Council at Springfield, Missouri, is of God.

EPILOGUE
Rachel Sizelove's nephew Fred Corum, then a teenager, had his own recollection of the 1913 vision:

One afternoon, we were sitting in our dining room eating our afternoon meal, when Aunt Rachel came 
in... There was a holy glow upon her countenance. I knew that she had been at the Throne of God—you
could see it on her face, and the glow reminded me of when Moses encountered the glory of the Lord. 
Aunt Rachel said, “I have been in the presence of the Lord, and I saw the Lord sounding a bugle for 
the angels of Heaven to go and do battle for the City of Springfield.” She saw the angels come down 
and battle and conquer. And the Lord spoke and said, “I am going to do a work in Springfield that will 
astonish the world.” Then God showed her a great crystal fountain of pure water bubbling up out of 
the City of Springfield. She told us that in her vision healing waters flowed out over the whole land. 
They flowed to the four points of the compass and covered the entire earth. The fountain kept bubbling 
in Springfield and she said, “I know that God is going to do a mighty work that will issue forth from 
this city and will astound the whole world.”

On January 1, 1915, Fred and Paul Corum and three other teenagers knelt down in a deserted 
amusement park and claimed the park and two surrounding city blocks “for the work of the Lord.” In 
1918 the four-year-old General Council of the Assemblies of God moved to Springfield and eventually 



built their headquarters on that very plot of ground. In 1978 the aged Fred Corum visited Springfield 
for the first time in many years and was overwhelmed by what he saw. 

Assemblies of God Headquarters

Today the Assemblies of God include 67 million members and 384,000 ministers in 212 countries. 
There are an estimated 500 million Pentecostals and Charismatics in the world today.

Pentecostals who know their history never cease to marvel that it all began at 312 Azusa Street, a 
decrepit church building recently put to use as a stable and still haunted by horse flies when Seymour's 
little flock moved in. The pews were planks resting on nail kegs. The pulpit was a pair of shoe crates 
adorned with cotton balls in the shape of a cross. The walls were covered with  handmade posters 
featuring scripture quotations with misspelled words and upside-down N's and S's. One of them read 
“Mene, Mene, Tekel, Upharsin” – indicating that God had weighed the churches in the scales and found
them wanting (Daniel 5), and was doing a new thing on the earth. 

312 Azusa Street

It is in just such settings, and with just such people, that the Lord likes to begin new things.



"And she brought forth her firstborn Son, and wrapped Him in swaddling cloths, and laid Him in a 
manger, because there was no room for them in the inn." (Luke 2:7)

“I thank You, Father, Lord of heaven and earth, because You have hidden these things from the wise 
and prudent and have revealed them to babes.” (Matthew 11:25)

Thus says the High and Holy One who inhabits eternity, whose name is holy: “I dwell in the high and 
holy place, with him who has a contrite and humble spirit.” (Isaiah 57:15)

Where is the wise? Where is the scribe? Where is the disputer of this age? Has not God made foolish 
the wisdom of this world? ...For you see your calling, brethren, that not many wise according to the 
flesh, not many mighty, not many noble, are called. But God has chosen the foolish things of the world 
to put to shame the wise, and God has chosen the weak things of the world to put to shame the things 
which are mighty; and the base things of the world and the things which are despised God has chosen, 
and the things which are not, to bring to nothing the things that are, that no flesh should glory in His 
presence." - 1 Corinthians 1:20, 26-29

The local press took an interest in this “new thing” and issued warnings about the “new sect of 
fanatics” gathering at “the Temple of the Holy Rollers on Azusa Street” where “the races mingle in a 
most unseemly fashion” and “an old colored exhorter, blind in one eye, presides as the major-duomo of
the company.” The world calls this sort of thing “low church.” Seymour called it “old-time religion, 
old-time salvation, old-time sanctification, old-time Baptism of the Holy Ghost;” or more concisely, 
“The Apostolic Faith.”

The most remarkable aspect of the revival was the way it lifted ordinary gospel workers up to the level 
of the extraordinary. Preachers who accomplished little before Azusa Street went forth in Pentecostal 
power and achieved much. Seymour, Frank Bartleman, Florence Crawford, Ralph and Lily Garr and 
Josie and Rachel Sizelove were the sort of people the Holiness Movement produced by the 10,000's – 
small church pastors, street corner evangelists and Salvation Army workers whose names are written in 
heaven but forgotten on earth. It was the Apostolic Faith message that made these nondescript 
individuals into pioneers and  history-changers. Ivey Campbell, a quiet seamstress from Liverpool, 
Ohio, returned from Azusa Street endued with power from on high and set the Ohio River Valley on 
fire from Liverpool to Pittsburgh. 

Ivey Campbell



Early Pentecostal history is filled with such testimonies. For four decades the movement was carried 
forward by nameless pioneers. 

The Age of Innocence ended in 1946 when William Branham inaugurated the Voice of Healing 
movement, which threw the doors open wide to the charlatans, money-grubbers and womanizing 
preachers who have since overrun the charismatic church. It was Branham who introduced to 
Pentecostalism the concept of the Miracle-Working Apostolic Superman – and what Supermen we've 
had, from Jim Jones to Robert Tilton! 

No movement lasts forever. The movement becomes an institution and the evangel becomes an “ism.” 
Whenever a gospel truth is abstracted from the Person of Jesus Christ and given independent status, an 
“ism” is born and a spirit of unreality prevails. The strutting “faith healer” with his Prosperity Gospel is
about as unreal as it gets.

Frank Bartleman, whose eyewitness account of Azusa Street is one of the best books you'll ever read, 
acknowledged that the movement was troubled by fanaticism from day one and that meetings were 
often a battleground between light and darkness. He defined fanaticism as “a spirit of self-importance.”
If that definition is accurate, then the humble Azusa Street saints were by no means fanatics, whatever 
the world said about them. The Apostolic Faith revival did not center on tongues, prophecy, miracles or
any other spectacular thing; it centered on the Cross. That was the secret of their power. That was what 
separated them from the world, freed them from the chains of the ego and made them fearless witnesses
of Christ. 

“I was determined to know nothing among you except Jesus Christ and Him crucified.” (1 Corinthians 
2:2) 

"For though He was crucified in weakness, yet He lives by the power of God. For we also are weak in 
Him, but we shall live with Him by the power of God." (2 Corinthians 13:4)

"But God forbid that I should boast except in the cross of our Lord Jesus Christ, by whom the world 
has been crucified to me, and I to the world." (Galatians 6:14)

Today there is a cry for Pentecostals to return to their roots: Back to Azusa Street! But  Azusa Street 
points us Back to Calvary!
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