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​Preface
"Classroom Miracle:
The Day Walter Beuttler Invited God"
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The bell had just rung, signaling the start of another session. We students quickly filed into the room, waiting for our esteemed teacher, Walter Beuttler, to begin the day's lecture.

The door creaked open, and in walked Walter, a beacon of orderliness and grace. His neatly pressed suit, the crisp stack of notes in his hand, and his serene countenance always made us feel that he held an almost supernatural control over the chaos of life. Little did we know, that particular day, we would witness a real divine intervention.

As usual, Walter began to teach. But as his voice rolled through the room, a strange sensation began to fill the air, a soft yet potent presence that seemed to seep into our very souls. Walter's ordinary class stories started to pulsate with life, their messages hitting us with a newfound clarity. Before we knew it, tears began to streak down our faces, a testament to the emotional surge that his words had incited.

Noticing the shift, Walter asked us to close our books. "The Lord is here," he announced. With a reverent obedience, we shut our textbooks, awaiting the divine experience that was about to unfold.

One after another, prophetic utterances resonated through the room, each a profound testament of faith. Walter remained silent at his desk, allowing God's presence to guide the course of the session. His faith and surrender created a conduit for the Lord.

Then, a melodious song wafted through the air, an ethereal hymn so pure and heavenly that it filled the room with a glory of sacredness. Time seemed to stand still as the tune enveloped us, washing over our beings with its celestial notes.

Students for the next class had started to gather outside, waiting to enter, but Walter did not let the worldly constraints of time interrupt the divine communion. The session continued until the Holy Spirit's presence naturally receded.

Finally, with a serene smile on his face, Walter looked at us and said, "Isn't the Lord nice?" His humble gesture of attributing this miraculous session to the divine moved us deeply.

Before we filed out of the room, forever changed by the experience, Walter offered a heartfelt prayer, extending an open invitation for the Lord to visit whenever he wished. The classroom, no longer just a place of learning, had transformed into a sacred garden of the Lord, a space where the divine and earthly beautifully merged.

The day Walter Beuttler invited God into our classroom, he transformed it into a conduit for divine intervention, a space that nurtured not just our minds, but also our spirits, making the name Walter Beuttler forever synonymous with a classroom that had eternally transformed us.


 

"In the Company
of His Friend"

Every year at Western Pennsylvania Bible Institute, an anticipation crackled through the student body like a current of electricity. The cause of this excitement? The eminent visit of Walter Beuttler, a man of God whose reputation preceded him. As a first-timer, I was curious about the extraordinary fervor his impending visit aroused among the usually stoic seniors.

The day of his talk was nothing short of a spiritual carnival. The church was filled to capacity, buzzing with students and visitors from miles around. I watched the man in his smart suit and shiny shoes enter the chapel, a picture of dignified serenity. Nothing seemed particularly striking about him, but then I noticed something unusual - a desk and swivel chair set up on the platform.

Walter opened his discourse with a scripture from Acts 14:26-28, then did something unexpected - he began telling stories. His voice was gentle, slow, and deliberate, devoid of the charismatic fire I had come to associate with spiritual talks. Yet, something began to shift. In his narratives, Jesus was not merely a divine entity, but a cherished companion. Walter's accounts were not religious sermons, but tales of adventures shared with his Friend.

One testimony that stood out was a journey over the Atlantic, heading for London. The Presence of his Friend was so palpable that he felt Jesus telling him, "I'll meet you beside the pyramids, Walter." So, following this divine nudge, Walter made a detour to Egypt, and on his arrival, he found his Friend waiting by the pyramids. This divine rendezvous led to the conversion of an Egyptian businessman, a stranger who became a friend to both Walter and Jesus.

Another time, Walter found himself in Bangkok, his luggage misplaced. As he was about to resign to the situation and leave the airport's conveyor belt, he felt the divine presence insistently pulling him back. He stayed, losing himself in a worshipful communion with his Friend until his missing luggage suddenly reappeared.

When Walter finished his stories, he did something astonishing. He turned his back to the congregation, waiting in silent reverence. The church fell into a hush. One by one, people rose, confessing their sins with startling honesty. It was as if the stories had unlocked something in them, a torrent of spiritual cleansing. The divine presence, palpable and soothing, seemed to encourage this honesty, this purging of hidden guilt.

As one of the students, I too found myself standing, moved by the profound sincerity in the room. When the confessions subsided, Walter turned back to us, thanked us for sharing in his love for Jesus, and left the platform. The room was awash with a sense of peace, the silent echo of the divine presence lingering.

That day, Walter Beuttler taught us something profound, something beyond theology and scripture. He showed us how to perceive Jesus not merely as a God, but as a Friend. It was an unforgettable spiritual journey that left an indelible mark, not just on my mind, but my heart as well.
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This book is a tribute to the extraordinary ministry of Walter Beuttler, a servant of God who dedicated over two decades of his life to teaching the knowledge of God across all continents and the remotest islands of all oceans. A steadfast friend of the Lord, he opened doors that allowed for spiritual wisdom to flow from his teachings into the hearts of his audience.

Supported by a divine providence that never seemed to falter, Beuttler was guided in amazing ways, preserved in circumstances of mortal peril, and granted the companionship of His presence on an astounding 33 trans-oceanic flights, including ten around the world and a memorable journey over the seemingly endless white desert of the North Pole.

Two chapters within this book contain live messages by Walter H. Beuttler that were painstakingly transcribed by Pearl Ray. Our intent is to edify the Body of Christ and pass on the invaluable teachings Beuttler left us. These messages were captured in the late 1960s and early 1970s during Beuttler's tenure as a Bible teacher at NBI, known today as EBI, the Eastern Bible Institute. His teachings here were only part of a larger ministry that spanned over 32 years of traveling worldwide, a journey that lasted until a year before he was called home in 1974.

In the process of transcription, every effort has been made to maintain the integrity of Beuttler's teachings. All scriptures are referenced from the King James Version, unless otherwise noted. The transcriptions are as word-for-word accurate as the quality of the recordings would allow. Beuttler's unique dictionary of favorite words, used throughout his messages, has been transcribed and spelled out accordingly. We acknowledge that spellings of certain proper names, airports, hotels, and locations may not be exact, but the essence of the message remains untouched.

In addition to Beuttler's transcribed messages, the editors have composed a special commentary on his study, including questions and devotions designed to enrich your learning experience. This commentary seeks not only to illuminate Beuttler's teachings but also to encourage readers to reflect and delve deeper into their own understanding of God.

As you embark on this journey through the teachings of Walter Beuttler, it is our hope that you find spiritual nourishment, insight, and the inspiration to pursue a deeper understanding of God's word. May these pages serve as a testament to a life dedicated to spreading the knowledge of God, and may they inspire you in your own spiritual journey.
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Now then this morning I’ll chat with you about the price tag attached to entering the king’s college, the school of the Spirit.

The other evening, if you recall, most of you will I would assume. I also spoke on the school of the Spirit, and mentioned, as I had done on a number of occasions when coming to New Zealand, to Auckland, I had made reference to the need of learning to wait in the presence of the Lord.

Someone of you wrote me a letter and made reference to a personal experience of the Lord awakening him during the night, yet him not knowing what to do, what it was for, assuming it was for prayer. Well, very often, it is not for prayer at all.

I’m going to go into this a little bit.

Remember also what I said - you see I repeat things purposely - that’s how we learn. I try to speak, that’s my work, to give help to individuals, so that things that are said in the Lord will help some people, more or less, all of them, some in particular in the audience who have personal problems, situations, dealings of God they cannot understand. I like to give light in those areas. Of course, I do not know what bothers you, or what problems you have, but the Lord does.

Now with this waiting, say the Lord awakens you during the night. Now He might do this in a number of different ways. One of them might be a sense of His presence so strong within you, or about you, that it breaks your sleep, and you have an awareness of the presence of God. You might simply have, what I would call, an inner glow, a Spirit of worship, could be a Spirit of prayer, could be a combination.

Now when I was teaching in school yet, we had a president who really loved the Lord. He was all right, but was very legalistic. We had a pre-chapel prayer meeting, the faculty did.

One day he said, “I want every one of the teachers to pray audibly, first one, then the next, all around in a circle.”

Well I didn’t and he wanted to know why. I said, “Brother, usually when I come over to school, I get a presence of inner worship and intercession, and when I get that, I must not pray audibly, for if I pray audibly, under that condition, I tear up the inner presence, I destroy the thing. I cannot tell you why. I can only tell you what’s happened.”

And he said to me, almost nasty, “Oh, I suppose.”

Well the man obviously didn’t know what I was talking about. But believe you me, especially when the Lord awakens you, and there are other times when you are awake and you have that inner glow of His presence, very often it is not for prayer at all. It may be sometimes, but very often it is not. It is an inner presence in your spirit, a worship, a hunger, a thirst, an adoration, that you simply let go up to the Lord. You direct it toward Him. There is an inner, “Praise God, Hallelujah, Oh Jesus.” You just let that thing go up to the Lord and out of it will come something that the Lord wants to do for us that we have never even thought of.

I related in this church one year (in fact, twice), when the Lord had sent me to Europe, and I’m not repeating it now, only making reference to one angle so you will understand. In Germany, the Spirit spoke to me in words, not audible words though. The words stood before me like, I didn’t see them to look at, yet I discerned them before me. It’s peculiar how the Lord does that.

There were these words, “Go to Amsterdam on New Year’s Day about the middle of the afternoon by air.” Now those of you that remember it might remember I protested; I didn’t want to go; I finally went. Some of you might remember how I sat on the plane, British European Airways, flight to London, and they didn’t take off because of a fog.

We went back to the room where they gather the passengers that were waiting for a flight and I got a great Spirit of worship, intense worship and intercession combination. I just sat in a chair (turned out to be 5 hours), and all my spirit could do was go up with “Hallelujah,” not with the words, but on the inside. I never, never utter the words to my recollection - an inner “Hallelujah, Hallelujah.” That went on for hours.

Then later the Lord brought me in contact with a Mohammed from East Africa who had been praying for years, “Oh God, if there is a God, show me the way to true peace.”

Now I sat there and had that inner presence and worship-intercession combination that I believe had to do with what was to come. God working out, the Spirit Himself engaged in worship and intercession to work out an unusual thing that involved the angel of the Lord visiting me in the airport to bring me back into the will of God when I had lost it.

You can sit there in the presence of the Lord with that inner presence simply directing it to Him, “Hallelujah,” spoken or unspoken. That could go on for an hour, it could go on for two, it could go on for less. It gradually might subside, well it will sooner or later, and vanish. Then what? Go back to bed and have another snooze.
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