


























farm about a half mile away. He was a guitar picker. I started a habit of going
down in the evenings to see him, after the chores were over. I'd sing while he
picked the guitar. I think he enjoyed it as much as I did. In one of those
sessions, an urge came over me. It was overwhelming. Something was saying to
me, “You need to learn for yourself. These evening sessions can’t go on
forever.” When I mentioned this to the neighbor, he was all for it. After
showing me the basics, he also gave some advice, “Get you some literature on the
guitar and get with it. Practice, practice, practice.” I took his advice. After a
time, I could trust my fingers most anywhere. With the poor folks where we
went before, now we could sing with a bit of backup music. Also, I honestly
believe that with the combination of singing and preaching, more doors were
opened to get the message of Pentecost to others.

The Brush Arbor

Many modern-day Pentecostals sing about those good old brush arbor days. I
venture to say they have never seen a brush arbor, let alone been in one of the
great revivals held in one. Back in the times of the great depression, they were a
wonderful place to worship. When the folks in my country were too poor to buy
a tent for a summertime place to have a revival, they got together and built a
brush arbor. Most any farm could supple the materials needed. The boards for
seats and sawdust for ground cover was hauled in from a nearby sawmill.

It was the spring of 1933. Up to now the Pentecostal people in northeast Cass
County had been meeting in homes only. There was talk of building a brush

arbor, but where? Finally, it was agreed to build on Lon and Hattie’s place(the
same couple that had offered their home for the first meeting ever. The building
of the brush arbor began right away. We got in touch with Brother L. J. Hosch
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